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When Tomasso had played the dirgelike thing
lor the third time, Red said, "That's the kind of
music that drives a felier to drink." .

"Bein' as you're sa pressin', Red, don't mind if
I do," Peloo said suggestively. 1

"It orter bie on the house for harbourin' the
cause of compiaint," Red proclaimed; "but Mr.
Tomat-the musicianer has been mos' obligin' an'
entertainin', an' my proposition goes."

T HEY adjourned to the bar, and there was a

Then Peloo said, "The house naw rises to' the
occasion to remark that it's ready to diseharge its
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Meekins was diligentiy trying to recover bis
equiiibrium.

"Danged if the bridge ain't gone !" Siack declar-
ed. "Black Water's chewed it up, that's w-hat it's
done !"

Meekins iooked with angry reproach at the
surging flood which hiad swept away the primitive
wooden bridge. "Well, F'ra dashed 1" he growled.
"How're we goin' to get to the Big Pine now?"

"We can't," Siack answered flatly. "There ain't
a hoss livin' that'd tackle that cranky crick, an' if
he did hie couldn't get up that straight bank acrost."

"Well, I'm. danged 1" Red objurgated.
"There's nothin' for it but ta go back to Peioo's,"
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obligations. What'iI you, ail have, gentlemen ?"
Th'le Constable, as cause of the trouble, felt

called upon ta keep up bis end; Sa that at the
expiration of haif an hour Tomass baving glane
back ta the argan, the four friends were lef t some-
what in a mellow, confidential mood.,

"I don't mmnd sayin', feilers," Peioo remarked,
"that I've beerd that Iinder dead marci piece be-
fore." He looked with wîse gravity at Speers and
winked.

"That's what I was sarter drivin' at," the Con-
stable observed. "Was it the Frenchinan an' the
breed ?"

"It was," Peioo declared dramaticaliy. "That
danged -breed, wouid stand there a howlin' by the
argan, an' Lamante hIe's a thumpin' the ivories an'
scrawlini' somethin' on paper. Seec?"

"Makin' it Up," Speers suggested, nodding his
head.

"That don't prove nothin'," Siack objected.
"Tiiey was bath nutty. Yau fellers, put me in mmnd
of aI' womnen that, when they hear a dog howl, they
say it's a sign samebody's goin' to die."

"Slack," Meekins put bis hand on the last speak..
er's shouilder, "you go and get the hosses an' we'll
pull out for the Big Pine. I knaw it's stopped
rainin', 1 feel sa danged dry. I ain't gain' ta get
full to-niglit, 'cause I'm on the water waggan."

Meekins iaugbed foalisiiiy as his foot inissed the
stirrup. "TPhis black mud's so danged siip'ry 1" lie
reinarked as an exteuuating excpanation tc, Pelaa

Slack said resignedly, looking again at the rushing
water.

",,An' get the laugh throwed inter us good an'
pnty," Meekins cantributed. "Peiaa'd bie in bed,

an' everythin' shut up."
"We got ta go," Siack persisted.
"I ain't gain' back six miles like a danged

fool !" Red declared. "'Gain' 'back there mecans
boozin'. 1 been off the liquor for three mantbs
'cept to-night, an' I ain't gain' ta take a cbanst.
We'd have to wait twa or three days, p'raps, an'
I got ta be an my dlaim to-marrer."

1-How're you gain' ta get there ?" Slack asked.
"By ridin' the trail thraugh Keewatin Pass,

that's how! 'Tain't mare'n four miles farder."
Meekins swung bis horse as he said this. Slack

turned bis mount and in silence rode at the other's
side. At the mauth of Devils Pass Slack checked
bis steed, saying:

"'Tain't much uise us gain' in there. A felier's
jus' as like ta, bit the wrong trail an' fetch up at
Laon Lake."

"Thoughit yau wasn't feared of 'em squaw
stories," Red sneered.

"JI ain't feared of na>thin' no rnire'n you are,"'
Slack retorted angrily; "but 1 don't want ta go
moonin' round like a stray. goat jus' for the full
of the thing."

"Weil, l'ni gain' ta thbe Big Pine to-night by
this trait 1" Red declared. "Ail I gat to do is
keep bearin' ta the lef' an' camne out inter Kettie
Valley; then it's as good as a sidewalk ta the Big
Pine. If you want ta go back ta Peiao's, Slack,
jus' tell 'em that the air- up in~ these his kinder
made your lungs ache an' yau didn't care ta tackle
it. Don't say nothin' about the ghosts, or they'li
laugb at you."

"0f ail the danged fellers ta be sot in their way
that I ever se yau've got 'em skinnied bath ways
af the jack, Mr, Meekins! You're wuss'n a kid,
an' l'ni gain' ta play the foot huniaurîn' you. Shove
alang, an' we'll see who's afeered, an' wha's a

she'li bit the open. I been through here wunst."
The uplift of the horses' backs toid that they

clîmbed a heavy grade. A wind 6lew in their faces
noýw; it chilled as though beyond lay snaw.

"We're gettin' there," Red called back ta Slack,
"I'mi gettin' ol' Keewatin's breath."

"I wisht: he was gettin a punch in the face !"
Siack muttered to himseif. "I'd like to give bini
one."

Soft wailing strains camne from the pine boughs
overhead as the wind cut through their wirelike
screen. Afraid, Slack rode with nerves as vibrant
as though he dangied over a precipice. He aimost
screamed in agony when something, perhaps a
startied woif, fled in noisy haste across their path.
The horses snorted. They too seemed on the edge
of fear.,

"Il Oë a fool to corne inter these danged his !"
Slack muttered.

Red spokce to his horse some neediess word, as
though he sought a change to the sulent strain.

Graduaily, imperceptibly, the wind grew stronger
as they rode the bill. The mnusic of the pines was
now one iengthened, hum, as though bees hung aon
every limb.

"We're on top, Slack," Red advised, as their
horses flattened to level going. "This gully is on,
the divide! then we dip down into the vaiiey."

"This wind's blamed strang !" Slack growled.
"She blows through here like a funnel."

"This cut ain't more'n ten feet wide, that's
why," Red explained, "an' the sides is about thre
hun'red feet up. Guess this is where the goid is-
or p'raps the ghosts."

Siack shivered, and exclaimed, for the horses
had checked after the stiff ciimb, "Push on, ol' man.
I'mn about sick of this dungean !"

Their way iýay over stones which.caused their
mounts ta flounder as they rode. They left behinid
the heavier gloom. of the iower hbis, and sainie re-
flected mooniight crept through the gorge.

1A hundred yards beyond the narrow cieft waS
ended by an amphitheater; it was like a colosseuli'.
On its edge Red checked his h-orse to say:

"There's twa or three apenin's leads fromi this.
1 guess ours is the fu'st on the lef t."

His words echoed back froin the enicirclinig
walls. The soulnd caitsed Siack ta say:

"The wind's died out ail of a suddent."

H Is voice was cut by a demniac screain which
died a'way in a low waiiing note of aniguish.

Slack feit his scalp twîtch. A cold chili crept 111
bis back, and on bis forehead ýbeads of perspirationl
clung cold and ciammy. The horses stood il,
trembiing fright.

"What's that, Red? My G_ýod! Yi hat-"
The waiiing note which bad sunk ta nathiiIg

came again, faint, grawing in strength, until at the
pitch of a screami it was smothered by a roariflg
iinediey, as througb huge fiends fought in the arelia
of the encircling wails.

Slack's horse, terrorstricken, or perbaps the
mari, drunk with fear, drove with unconsciaus liand,
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