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IN certain remoter divisions of the CanadiaiNortbwest Mounted Police there are two oi
more men who are known as "Divisional Marks.
mnen." These men, hesides receiving a pittancc

of extra pay, are permitted to wear neat little bad-
ges on their tunics, and, incidentally, to curse tc
their hearts' content the vileness of Canadian arn-
munition.

The tenderfoot did not need to ask, accordingly,
just why grizzled little Sergeant Skeel was being
sent out to Kiola Cap. For a half-breed had ridden
into the little whîte-wasbed barracks, bringing word
that Crackerbox Jones hiad broken gaol trom the
guard-room at Fort Anderson, had snot down two
corporals and a breed, and was now supposed te
be making his way along the White-Cat Trail for
the Alaska boundary. He had heen supplied with
arrns by the wif e of the breed whom lie bad mur-
dered, and had fired on a constable, wbo cauglit
sight of him in the liglit timber west of the Trail.
And he would be known by tht yellow dog follow-
ing him. And no haîf mecasures were to be taken,
for f romn Regina te Hershel Point, Crackerbox
Jones was known as a desperate cliaracter.

So Skeed, that short and scarred and grizzled
sergeant of dubious origin, who had been smuggled
into the force as far back as the year of the Riel
Rebellion, and had stuck to the service for the sheer
Inve of the life, secretly filled bis tunic pocket with
good Amnerican cartridges, and watched with
dreamy tyts the hurriedly improvised patrolling
party detour far ont across the lonely muskeg and
light-tim-bered rock between Blackfoot Crossing and
White Cat Ford. He said nothing to the tenderfoot
who followve.d him, until he had picked ont his posi-
tion on a wooded bluff to the east of the Gap, cern-
mandig three miles of undulating northern desola-
tion. Thenh Ic ooked over hie. Winchester carbine
with mucli care. After that he contentedly slipped
his ferbidden American cartridges into the maga-
zine, and made careful note of the wind before
ligbting bis pipe.

"I allow Prn uncommon grateful for this here
ammunition," said the little sergeant with a sigli-
and years of Northwest lite had not robbed bis
tongue of its uncouth native toucli-"for I'rn
thinkin' that any gun practice wliat may be commn'
my way-well, it ain't goin' to be the kind where
Chinese fireworks fills the bill. If this carbine-
work was a-.goin' to be just slam-bangin' away until
your man came down, then I wouldn't teed so par-
tic'lar. But P'hice orders are some rigid on certain
points, especially in deahini' with whites. And my
privit instructions are that this liere Crackerbex's
got te be winged, and brouglit ini alive 1" HIe
gazed down at bis resting carbine meditatively.
"And I ain't hungerin' te obliterate any cuss, just
b'cause he's playin' in bard luck J"

"What a feol he is," broke in the tendertoot, «te
trail throuLyh with a dog 1"

he got mixed up in a dance hall shootin' party and
found hîs'stlf stabbed in tht shoulder by a jealous
'Frisco lady. Then he took to invadin' river
'caches' and carryin' off littît tid-bits, and selli'tht same open handed, for enough Dawson fire-
water to float him into delirium tremens for a day
or two. Bein' loaded for bear some proptr, ont
rnght, he tried to shoot up tht Hope 0' Tht West
saloon. For thîs uncommon laudable ambition he,
hiad bis guns took away from hirn, and was kicked
out into tht snow. Ht was crawlin' home under
tht stars, cussin' and blasphemin' that whole camp
sorne noisy and eloquent, when he hears a pup
yelpin' and two men fightin' inside ont o' the
shacks. Then lie sets a door slung open, and a foot
kick something ont into the snow. Then the door
shut again, and Hunker Bill gets dlown and ýnoses
and crawls around themn snow-banks tilI he finds
that something, cryin' and whiin' there uncommon
pitiful. It was nothin' rnore~n an overgrown grey
and Iiver-coloured pup, but that kick had broke its
leg, and it was sure goin' to freeze stiff. So Hunker
Bill picks it up and takes it home, and binds up tht
busted toreleg with a set o'. splints made from an
old cigar-box, and gives it milk punch and the
corner of a Hudson-Bay four-point to sleep under.

AND Bill watchts that leg, and bauge round that~>pup, and swipes grub for it, and blasphemes
sorne wonderin'-hike and says, 'By Gawd, it's un-
common quter, this feelin' o' havin' any livin' critter
lick your baud!l' And he'd sit and blink at that
pup's eyes, and tht pup'd sit and blink soft and
steady at' Hunker Bill. And then Bill'd go and
steal a supper for him. And b'twttn you and me
aud this htre jack-pine, that mongrey-colouired dog
kind o' works a miracle in Hunker BiIl It dlean
tuned hie. bead, I reckon, bavin' even a cur put
three mnutes 'o' hoest tru1st inim For Bilgot
te thinldn' things over and a}pprehendin' be weren't
livin' up to ne kiyang mark o' deceny, so he sohertd
up and took a freightin' contract between White-
horst and Pork Trail. And every move Hunker
Bill makes lie is shadowed some close by this liver-coloured pup, forever hickin' at bis moccasins and
watchiu' him with those broodin' and trustin' dog
tyts. Bill called h'mr Hunker, after hisself, which,
I allow, was uno un'common flattery, as Bill saw it.
Ht wasu't mucli to look at, that dog, with a big and
hairy htad, lookin' uncommon like a cross between
a Scotch collie and a she grizzly. But lie was sure
clever, and sure faitbful, and soen get onto Bihl'e
curves. What's more, he donc everything told him.
But bis carcass was about as lean 's a Nootchi lier-
rin's, and secin' bis legs were long and scrawny,
and one fore-leg crooked, and an ear tomn off, lie
weren't ever accused e' bein' a .beauty. Bill used
te say it was ail] bis tyts. They were so soft and
meltin' and buman-like that Bill got into tht habit
o' carryin' on conversation with that dog samne as
if lie roped in everything Bill was turnin' loose on
him. And if any gravel-washer was gettin' loe-
some for trouble, a il lie had te do was try abusin'
that deg o' Hunker Bill's. That would turn bell
loose in Bill, and if he weren't held back there was
likely to be a lot o' people walkin' slow behind that
gravel-washer next day. It wcren't so all-fired
foolisb o' Bill, after all, for wieu lie was driftin'
down to Dawson, in a Rice Lake canot among a
lot o' shore-ice, bis fool egg-shell of a boat got
nipped between two flots and weut down. Bill
went witli ber. He came up se varalvzed with the
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D awson, with enough scows stranded on bars or
nipped in the early freeze-up to bridge the Behring.
And seein' there was a heap o'. freiglit, and ail-
fired expensive freight, on them stranded scows
that had corne down the' river, too late to get
through, there was about two hundred miles of un-
common choice pickin' for any one so natcherally
light-fingered as Hunker Bill. Most o' this stuif,
you see, had to be put up on safe .ground, and'cached,' until open water again. Sometîies there'd
be nothing' more'n a row o' five logs around it, wîth
a tarpaulin over the top to keep off the snow. Now
and then there'd be a watchman left to keep an-eye
on the 'cache,' but most often it was the Mounted
P'lice that scared off thieves and kept Injins f rom
gettin' too inquisitive. There'd be two or three men
scattered alonig the trail, with nothin' to sec but the
choppers now and then, cuttin wood for the
steamers'for the next summer, and here and there
a log shack to crawl into when a blizzard blackened
that frozen valley o' lonesomeness, like the wrath
o' Gawd let loose 1

"So it was uncommon Ioose-jointed patrol-work,
1 allow, and when ont o' the big Edmonton firms
'd lost about haîf a scow-load of fresh pork, they
concluded it were about time to pan out a littie law
on their own hook. Which same they proceeded
to do some strenuous. Thty bought over the ser-
vice of a couple o' the blackest-hearted white men
in ail Alberta, answerin' to, the names o' Hootchi
Ryan and Peewee MacPherson, and set 'em north
to look after things, arnied with enougli fireworks
to dlean out a Cree reserve. So far as any one, wihl
ever get onto the Iay-out o' this here hard and
feverish game, these two soft-handed sons o' Order
rounds up Hunker Bill somiewheres in the neigh-
bourhood o' ont o' the caches. And that, meant
rough-house, though Bill seemingly got away with
nothing more'n a flesh-wound--or, o' course, it may
have been only the dog got nipped by a stray bullet.
At any rate, they root out Bill's seven-foot shack,
that night, hidden away in the hili-timber across the
flats, intendin' it, I take it, for a little surprise-
party for Bill. But this litre dog o' Bill's puts him
onto the game, in time, and there's a heap o' gun-
powder noise in the scattered timber, and
Bill Ieaks out under cover of tht darkness, bot as a
hornet. Just what heppens after that it's some
bard to assoom. But soine tbree weeks later,
Hootchi Ryan and Peewee MacPherson flot bein'heard from, the company sends up for a report.
So the Mounted P'lice sends out an Inspector and
two corporals, and tbey start fine-combin' tbat trail
for evidence. First, they find a bag o' ammunition,
and a 40-82 Winchester, which is later identified as
Peewee MacPherson's. So they keep at it, goin'
round on their hands and knees, pannin' the fine
snow betwveen their fingers, until they strike a bed
o' ashes. Among these ashes they find buttons and
moccasin-eyelits and a bucide or two, and a big
H. B. clasp-knif e, which is identified as Peewee
MacPherson's. By this time it was uncommon clear
that Hunker Bill and his two friends had had their
fight out to a finish. So the next move for the
P'hice was to find the bodies, and then, natcherally,
to find Bill.


