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scruple. And scruple was banished completely from
this battle-field.

And Justice had won. Whatever the method,
Justice had won., The relief of it. The cold reward.
Allan Mowbray was avenged. Jessie and her mother
were freed from the threat which had so long over-
shadowed their lives. The bitter air of the northland
had been cleansed of a pestilential breath. So he
turned his back on Leaping Horse with the knowl-
edge that the murderer would pay his penalty before
God and man.

Nor was the whole thing without a curiously grim
irony. Even while Murray McTavish was fighting
for his life he was witness of the complete shattering
of all that for which he had striven, His trial revealed
to the world the secret which his every effort had
sought to keep inviolate, and the horde of vultures
from the gold city were breaking the trail in their
surging lust. Word flashed down the boulevards.
It flew through the slums. It sung on the wires to
the rail-heads at the coast. It reached the wealthy
headquarters at Seattle. Thence it journeyed on the
wings of cable and wire to every corner of the world.
And the message only told the fabulous stories of the
new strike on Bell River. The world was left all

unconcerned with the crimes it had inspired.

The scenes of the early days were renewed. Nor
was there any great difference from them. It was a
pell-mell rush. Incompetent, harpy, “sharp” and
the gold seeker of substance. It was a train of the
northland flotsam, moving again without scruple or
mercy. Kars watched its beginning. He under-




