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: forty years, always until now
fﬁt :bglt]:aight) t);ail, and, even now, I
gaven’t been allowed ‘to get very fa’r
along the crooked trail, for I haven’t
nough beaver experience to be able to
& tch any yet, and I want to tell you
::at I don’t propose to be marched off
to the pen by a mere boy, or by any-
body, under .such _circumstances; so
now stand up. Whaa, there, keep your
hands up, now turn your back and re-
member that I have you covered all
e-”

thgot"sr;ying he stepped up behind me
and took my revolver out of its scab-
bard.

“Now,” he said, “you may turn round
and put that on.” Here he threw me
my coat, and in like manner my cap
and overshoes, ete., until I was.dressed
for outdoors just as I had arrived, he
keeping me so closely covered all the
time that I had not the slightst chance
to close ‘with him, and could not seem
to see much except the business end
of that blessed automatic. But what I
did see was the change that had come
over my host, which was now so great
that I could not have believed it pos-
sible to a man of his seeming open-
hearted nature. His face seemed to be
immovable and had turned a dead white,
and although I fancied I could some-
times see a gleam of compassion in his
eyes, there was no wavering of the
hand that held the pistol, and I was
wondering what was coming next when
he kicked a chair over to me and said,
“Sit down with your back this way,
and don’t turn your head.” He then
apparently took a few steps backward
to the wall of the shack and took some-
thing off a mail, and before I realized
what was happening, he had dropped
a noose over my head and shoulders,
took a few quick turns, and I was
pinioned to the back of the chair before
I had time to move. He then walked
round beside me, and keeping me cover-
ed with one hand and saying, “don’t
move,” he tipped the chair down on its
back with his other hand and took a
few turns round my legs and the legs

of the chair, not till then laying aside
his wicked looking persuader. He then
set the chair upright and proceeded to

and when he had finished he stuck my
revolver back in its holster and said:
“Now, my boy, you're ready for your
Journey:” and while T was wondering
what kind of a journey I could make
when the only part of me which I could
move was my head, he continued:
“Boy, if it had been one of the older
hands, who know me, instead of you,
I might have been able to have patched
thd ing up; but you are new to this
di t, and I have you sized up as a
lad who'll do his duty as he sees it and
turn in a full report. So it seems the
only course for me is to make it impos-
sible for that report ever to reach head-
quarters. Of course, I have the alter-
native of cutting out of the country,
but I have already spent all T had try-
ing to make it stick here, and was get-

ting along all right until that rip-
snorter of a winter came along and
Just about cleaned me up. So I turned
in and tried the beaver trapping along
with the other kinds of fur to tide me
over till better times; but the only re-
sult seems to be that one of us has got
to quit and I can’t seem to figure it that
that one’ll be me. So, though I hate to
send you before the Supreme Judge be-
fore you've had time to be proven, as it
were, still youll have to go down the
water-hole, and it is a very simple job
to saddle your horse, take him down
to the water-hole, throw him at the
edge, hog-tie him, and dump him after
you. Then, when the ice goes out in
the spring and your bodies are found
away down the river, it will naturally
be inferred that you fell through an
air hole somewhere between here and
your last stopping place. I'm going
out to saddle your horse now, and if,
when I come back, you think we can
make some kind of terms, just say so,
and we’ll try and patch up some kind
of a compromise, but if you think you
can’t, why, youwll have to go down
stream.”

make my temporary lashings secure, |

' While he was gone I got to sizing up [
| the situation and came to the conclusion ]
¢ that he had no intention of carrying out
his scheme, but was only trying to scare
me into keeping silent about what I
had seen; so I resolved to show him that
I wouldn't be bluffed. Therefore, when
he came in T said nothing, and neither
did he, but busied himself about the
shack for a few minutes, then stopped
in front of me and looked at me in
such a curious compassionate sort of
way that I began to have my doubts as
to whether he really was bluffing. Then,
in spite of his small stature he picked
me up, chair and all, and carried me
down the river bank to the water hole,
at the edge of which he set me down
and said:

“Kid, this is your last chance. Do
you still think you can’t forget about
having seen those traps?”

And I, like a fool, thinking T had seen
signs of weakening in him, and taking
no account of what even a gentle nature
is capable of when driven into a corner,
said, “No good,” and the next moment
my head was under -the black, swift
water, he holding the chair inverted,
with my knees on the ice. During the
few moments of suffocation I thought
of many things, but chiefly that this
was no bluff after all, and my last re-
gret before drifting into wunconscious-
ness was that I had not agreed to com-
promise.

The next thing I knew, I opened my
eyes in the shack to find my would-be
murderer vigorously drying my head,
and on trying to move found that my
wrists were tied behind me and that my
ankles were also bound with something
soft and woollen, and that I was lying
on the bed. When he saw my eyes open
he stepped over to the stove, and came
back with a cup in his hand, and rais-
ing me to a sitting position and holding
the cup to my lips, said, “Here, sonny,
drink this,” which I did, and found
it to be sweetened warm water and gin-
ger, which soon warmed me up. He
then laid me down in the bed, and
throwing the covers over me, said:

“I' guess TI'll have to quit the country
after all, and we both have to thank °
your mother. you that you are still
here, and I, that 1 am not a murderer.
When you werc almost all in, I had a

vision  of = your  mother getting
news of her boy at last, after
many weary months of waiting,

and such news, and I'm almiglity ‘glad
now that after that I hadn’t the guts
to finish the dirty job. So I yanked
your head back out of the. hole and
brought you up here, and worked like
blazes over you until you showed ‘signs
of coming to. Then I fixed, yon up as
you are now, and proceeded to-dry. and
warm your head.”

“Now, I'll tell you what T’ll ‘do. I’ll
go by those beaver houses ' and i'send
someone to'you in the morning; it won’t
be long now, and if by chance you should
make up your mind to keep ‘mum,’ you
can find those beaver houses oyer again
in the morning and there will be no
traps there. By the way, I saw you
find them the first time and was waiting
for you.”

While he was talking he had put more
‘wood in the stove, donned his  outdoor
garments, and was gone before I could
gather my wits together.

After he had gone, I lay thinking it
all over, and finally decided that I would
re-discover the beaver 'houses -in the
morning and report accordingly. I had
been seriously thinking of quitting the
police service anyway as soon ‘as my
term was up (which was in a few
months), as I disliked the strict diseip-
line of barrack life, and after this last
experience, I decided that mneither the
pay mnor the glory was adequate com-
pensation for the risks one ran; having
reached which -conclusion, I dosed off
to sleep, only to be awakened late next
morning by the expected “someone” com-
ing into the shack, who, on seeing me
awake, inquired in a cheery voice:
“Well, how’s the feet this morning?”
to which I replied, although not seeing
the drift of the question, “My feet are
all right except for the fact that, like
my hands, they are tied together,” at

So it has been said.
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MARKET

TION.,
EASE OF CONTROL.
LIGHT DRAFT.

CULTIVATE SUFFICIENTLY,
PLACE THE SEED AT PROPER
DEPTH AND COVER WELL.
SOW POSITIVELY AND EVENLY.

NEW No. 11 DRILL HAS
LARGEST GRAIN BOX ON THE

EIXTRA STRONG CONSTRUC-

HERE WITH AXLE GREASE
QR OTHER QIL

He

Made with 16, 20, 22 and 24 Shoes, Single and Double Discs.

MASSEY-HARRIS COMPANY, Limitep

““A THING OF BEAUTY IS A JOY FOREVER”

But,—when you go to buy a real, live ‘Seed-Sowing’’ Drill, you’ll be most keenly disappointed

within

assuring way, ‘‘“T'here, isn’t she

The MASSEY-HARRIS NEW No. 11 DRILL

scorns to attempt to make a sale depend-
n the appearance,
delights in showing that, in addition to
having the best looking Drill on the
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a mighty short time if you listen and pay
heed to the sales-talk of a salesman, who says in his most

g0 on to prove that ‘‘she’” also has beauty in splendid per-

formance of the work for which ‘‘she’’ is built.
salesman depends on the painter’s job to sell his Drills.
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