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All Along the Route the
Visitor Is Entertained With
Stories as Full of Thnlls as

Any the Poet Service Ever
Told Us About.

By EDITH G. BAYNE
Y3 HE Yukon,”
T like these
towns that’s had a big cyclone
there a little while after and ask
tell you something about it and
you and say: “What cyclone?”

On the face of it this isn’t what you could call
an apt simile. lather is the Yukon like a
with a hectic past or like a slumbrous giant
gleeping away the years till some wizard’s pick
shall again stir him to life and open up to an
eager world a new flood of gold. The great
white silent land dreams on, and if at times the
giant groans in his sleep may it not
of some audacious movie company with ubiqui-
tous camera who come prowling about every
now and then in search of atmosphere, trying in
the name of art to reconstruct for a modern &
indifferent generation something of the romance
and glory of that other day?

Of atmosphere there’s aplenty,
kind you hunting for with a
fact, atmosphere is just
somnolent season has nothing
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trees and apparently asleep. Closer examination
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Policeman’s Tragic Choice

faced a tragic choice He
jorse—and the prisoner couldn't walk be-
cause of a broken leg. The horse could carry
MecGiverin or the children but not McGiverin and
the children. They had used the last of their
drinking water miles back and were still
many miles from more or from any human habi-
tation. Haste essential if the lives of tho
little ones were to be
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staring down at the smoking hole
in McGiverin's shirt, just above the heart, and
at the hard face now relaxed in a look of peace.
He raised his hand and removed his hat.

McGiverin had squared his account.

“He was buried right died,” the
stage driver finished, and as he speared
another chunk of pemmican from the can: *“I
was one o' the kids.”

But here and there may be some not
unwilling old timer, or alleged old timer, who
may be prevailed upon to spin a yarn or two,
plain or embroidered, for the amusement of the
sojourner from “outside.” To the latter is left
the task of separating the chaff of fiction from
the wheat of fact.
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Stock Story fo Greenhorn
HERE'S the stock story of the greenhorn
adventurer dying of hardship and despair

along the trail whose body was found, when the
snow had melted, lying on a '\m,‘:m."u‘m vein of
quartz. There's the tale of the soft-hearted pros-
pector who, after weary m(m'hs of seeking and
never finding, killed his huskies rather than see
them starve, and then, before turning the gun
on himself, began to dig a grave for them, and
lo! with the first thrust of the spade in the
earth—gold, beautiful gold, oodles of it! There
are various modified versions of the plot of “The
Spoilers,” stories unending of the charm, beauty,
wisdom, wit and winsomeness of Lovely Lil of
the Hot Poker Saloon, who thwarted a gang of
villains in their dastardly attempt to sell her
dad a salted mine and who married a poor young
feller who later became an overnight millionaire.
But the story of the seven stickers of Dead End
Camp—a sticker being one who sticks—can be
vouched for.

This is the tale of the seven and 'the luck of
Dead End Camp.

Dead End lay in a valley between two moun-
tain spurs and at the junction of these with the
main range. The traveler with normal eyesight
could see it while yet afar off as he mushed along
the trail, recognizing the spot by the strikingly
peculiar rock formation, a lanwwark tamiliar to
cvery prospector, in the shape of a watch-tower
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drew “Saw-Ridge knife from his bootleg and
somebody took his revelver away for it
was suspected that he mightn’t play fair. Me-
Grew aimed to draw as much blood as “Saw-
Ridge” had drawn from the dogs and he did—
mostly from his opponent’s nose. It was a mem-
orable scrap. Every moment it seemed as
though MecGrew couldn’t last another five
seconds. Yet. bleeding, torn, disheveled, with
both eyes biackened, he was atl last proclaimed
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amazing sequel occurred
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A few minutes later they saw the long, un-
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mounted on a yellow cayuse riding southeast.

¢GREW never was able to tell what it was
M made him dismount and climb the rock,
then and there. The departure of the head
lowered it by a number of and had the
effect of making the ascent seem very easy, and
perhaps that was the reason. Or it may have
been that he was curious to just how this
deft bit of blasting had been accomplished.

When the patient Bellamy heard h
hallooing, he could only conclude that the
air of that altitude had to his head. The
old man was a trifle deaf, but he made out at
last what the boy was trying to tell him.
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Bellamy galloped at top speed for the camp,
and sun had set the seven were at
the spot, here luck had disclosed myriad
veins of quartz, dull yellow intermingled with
rock and dirt, glorious color their eyes had so
long sought in vain. Where the giant head had
rested every man’s dream came true.

How they had climbed, those men!

before the

There

He stooped and with his manacled hand
drew the automatic from his boot.

dventure

“Nope, they didn't kill him,” the old timer
hastened to explain, “they only tore him up till
he looked like the n2<iern of a rag-carpet, an’
one of his ears was chewed up some an’ he bled
a lot an’ got some gangrene, too, an’ the picture
was cancelled, an’ 1 guess maybe forever after
that company went round telling its friends there
were worse terrors up here than Old Man Zero!”

Specimens of the taxidermist's art are about
the worst you may encounter, however. Nearly
every house and shack boasts a cougar-skin com
head, but the hunting down and cap
Cougar hunt-

plete with
ture of the brute is another story
ing has a technique all its own.

The Yukon cougar Or mou ntain lion is a
terrible and beautiful creature measuring some
times nine feet from nose Lo tail-tip and a rich
tawny in color. You're not in the least likely
ever to mm»! him face to face— v\(('pt at a zoo
pecialty is rear attacks. When the
~'rmln of the Northern Lights begin to
lengthen, then it is that he slips out of the violet
the h“:lc in search of his supper
Loping along the sh oulder of a rocky butie and
down into the hollow of a valley and along the
dried a mountain stream, he trails the
The cougar 1s powerfully-frams
imbed, and vicious, and his
combine strength with amazing
ness. He crawls along through the close-matt
wild grass till near enough to a grazing herd
and then he crouches for the death-spring.
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