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SyNOPSIS 0F PRIECEDING CHAPTERS

DAVmD KÎNSAIltD, Sergeatlu the Canadian North- s
West Mounted police andi Pra, Somlera constable saveti
a bahtbreed nameti Dupret front a ntob ef inturiated lu- tC

diaris in the Ptocky Muntain ceuntry. Dupree was g9

given tbrte menthe in 'the guardhouse, baving at- w

tempted to mnrdet-bis caper.h i
Kinnaird'a terni ef enlistmeflt having expireti, bie went

te Stand Off, a littie town auppeseti te be heaquartera I
of a gang et whiskey runners, in boe of winning an u b

sp!torship by breakitig up the 'onbxig n n- I

cîde4ntally to Save Semers front the allegei inachinatiens 17-

of Chris, daugliter of Thad Mayo, outlaw head cf te
illicît business, fie wis dîsguised as the Rev. Davidi t!
Black, mlshleDary. Hia rugged manhooti won the woou- r
shiners' faveur and apparently, wau winnlng the affection
of Chris herAîf b

Knaird wient through seyerai critical ex lices
with the Mocushinera;, but mnanageti te allay their sus-

Pictons, andii finally was appoltcd jutige of the races on 1

Stand Off'. great day. Conaiderable tension was causeti t!

by the arirest by Mountcd Police of two Stand Off lu-
habitants for herse stealing.

Mayo's suspicions are arouseti and Inter ewhen ite hteures
that Somnera bas been accu hîding in the Pound,. evident-
ly awaiting the ceming et Black, bie andi hie fellowers
waste ne tinte lu planning a capture of the Inen. Chris,
secectly latening te the plot, determines te gave Seiners

andi te preacher Black frram bier Fat:her'a vengeance,
andi with tht. darlng purpese la vîew rides forth into the c
nigbt. _______STI LL lookinz for a slope in tbe hîzh cut-bank

of the coulee, Chris hati travelled fifty yardst

when the clink of iran shoed boafs against tbe
creek's stony bed fell on bier ears ike the

tinkie of belîs. Thle saunti came front straigbt
aheati, a buindreti yards. She knew It was the fivç
riders crassinZ White Mud by the trait. Again she 1
hiat lest the leati.

Dejectedly Chris matie for the trail anti dipped
dewn luto the coulee, lier mind stuuned by the 1
failuire of lier race againet crime. She was almost
bielplese naw, it was hese than a moile te te ford
af Bleeding River, andi again on tbe fartber side
onlly a mije ta the buiffale corral. And the men riti-
ing ahead, their passionate resentment probably lu-
flameti by liquor, weuld trap Preacher Black anti
the policeman like foxes ln the liollow of the peunti.
Perbaps roped f romn ite wale as tbey sait talking,
tbey would be dragged to smether in the running
waters cf Bleeding River.

Teare of axiguish andi anger at lier own lcpless-
ness ceurseti down the girl's cheeks as Chinook
clarubereti ever the stony ed of White Mild Coulce
andi chimbet its steep aide.

Chris had almeet determineti te gallep on and
tbrust bierseif ameng tbe mien to declare that they
mueiit abanti their errand, when the horse, fol-
lowing the trail, trnned sbarply te the right. Like
au inspiration a theugbt flaslied tlirougb the girl's
mmid that elie bati eue more chance. In five seconds
it iati detaiheti stroug andi viviti. Fer a mile the
trail ran parallel wvitb the river te the fard; wbile
the buiffala pouti, on the opposite side, lay in a
straiglit ine f rom wliere she lad now cbecked
Chinook, It was net manre than a quarter cf a mile
and Chinook cauild swim the river. More than once
lie liati carried iber through waters as swift.

"At auy price 1,' rang in the girl's cars, as, driv -

iug the chestulut straigbit ou, hie gallop carried iber
lu a few minutes te thte river bauk. Froni the
gleemy hollow floateti the droniug growl ef Redi

Stone Rapids whicli reaclied from a little lower
tiewn ta tbe fard, as tiown the shoping batik Chinook
crept cautiausly, bis hoofs sliding lu the rcd clay

tilI tbey rattled ou the graveleti bar. Tht" the girl,

slipping f roi the caddie, took off ber slcirt, anti
remoiuntiug urged hlm forward.

Witli an angry shake of bis heati anti a rebellionts
suart, Chinook sprang away fretu the water, anti

fouglit bis way half a dozen yards aleng tbe bar
before Chris ceulti check hlm, anti witb a wrencb
of lier strang baud, turu bim tewarti the streant.
H1e obeyed tbe cal] this time.

Hazeti in the mystîs meonliglit, the river, a huin-

dreti yards wide, glideti smooth aud placiti; but as
&.hinoak waded its sloping bcd the waters raiseti a

white crest of anger agamuet biis stroug limibe, anti
hieseti surlily as the girths dippeti, anti hie broati
cheet raiseti tbemn lu a foamiing furrow like the prow

of a boat. There was a glitiing, caneelike meve as
the herse was swung off hie feet. Spreading hie
naostrils, lie ansered witli a snort of defiance.

Cliris, famailiar as sbiè was with the runnmng
rivers, which stili helti the velecity of their moun-

in birth, realised that in bier eagerness to cross
lie bad taken the river's power tee carelessly. They
ere angling down Stream ait a swif t rate, anid none
~o far below began tbe rapids. Slie sbould h~ave
one a hundred yards biglier. She braved Cbinook
ith a caîl of encouragement, and drew bis bead a
ttle up stream with the bit. The borse seemed te
nderstand. Ris ears, wbicli bad pricked forward,
oW swung back and forth împetuously, as thaugb
e gauged bis distance by the sullen caîl of tbe
îds wbicb grew louder as hie swam.
Tbey were halfway across, and Chris could see

ie combing turmoil of the laslied waters where tlie
Deks cliurned them to foamn. Oue glance at tbe
nowlike liue, anotber ait the darlk rim of the fartber
ank, and, doubling ber skirt across the bigli hemn
f the Mexîcan saddlc, she grasped tlie stirrup
eather witb fingers of steel.and slîd bier body iuta,
lie river down streamn fromn Chinook.

The horse swam freer. Left to bis own intelli-

:ence, lie edged more into the currirent and fouglit
tronger.

Once the girl's feet struck a rock tbat just brake
bie surface of the waters, sending a shiver of dread
o lier heart. If Chinook but legged a sunken rock
Lfld faltered, tbey would sweep into the seetbing
~aldron that seenmed sucking them inta its maw.
l'en yards more ta the batik, and baif that distance
vere the swirling, rock tortured rapids.

There was a sudden, lurcli of Chînoek's body
bait almost yanked the stirrup leather fram tlie
,irl's band. For a second she bung in affriglit.
rhen bis barrej rose up, damming the current, and
le Iunged forward, bis strong feet firmn clutchÎng
Lt the river bed. Tbey had just made it. The girl's
egs rasped against a water lasbed rock wbich stood
ike a post to the gate of deatb tbey bad slipped.

On the bank the cbestnutt stopped, spread is
egs wide, and sboak bimself till the saddle flaps
beat against bis strong sides like the drum of a

?lieasant.
Cliris slipped into bier wet skirt, sprang ta the

saddle, and as they angled uif the sloping bauik she
caressed Cbinook's neck, saying, «"You brave, Wise
old cbap 1 You knew more about it than I."

On the prairie she halted to listen. There was
ne souud of galloping horsemen, ne clarnour of
strife;, nothiug but the sullen boom of the rapids
growlng in anger over bier escape.

Chris touiched Chinook witli lier heel, and lie
moved out into the prairie. The pound sbould bc
straight ahead, she mused, dipping ber he-ad hew
t1iat the motund of its sides mniglit show in the line
of vision. Suddenly its banks loome4 aliead and
to the left. Ten yards from it she slipped to earth,
threw the rein over Cbinook's head where it
daugled lu ancliorage, and, crawllng cautiously up
the circling mouind whicb was like the rim of a
huge bowl, reered inte its depths. Thle gloomny
hollow was silent. Indistinctly the blurred form cf
sometbing grew inte the girl's eyes. It ruiglit be a
horse or a boulder.

Shie whistled. There was ne answer. 'Trauk 1"
she called softly.

The clicin note cf a revelver's hamimer drawii
te place came in answer ou the dead niglit air.

'Don't shoot, Frank!I It's me, Chris. I'm corn-
ing down te yen. I'm alone." And down the grave'
wall that liad beein sloped by prairie sterms the gir!
glided te the fleur of the peund, and, with the sasai
low voiced assuirance cf bier identity, crossed to th4
figure of a man she could now malce ouiit ln the dia
m9oolhight.

"Yen bere, Chris I Heavens 1 what are you do
iug bere?'

At the ring cf Somers' boyish voice, the girl
witli a sob of relief, asked, "Is Preacher Blacl
bere ?"

"No," he answered. Then, snspiciously, "Wh
should ihe be here? Why are yen here, Chris

Wbat bas happeued ?"
"First, start a fire, Frankc."
"A firel Are yen mati, girl ?"
"Qtlick! do as 1 tellivyiu! l'Il explain. Yo

miust trust met I 've ridden to-nigbt te save lives
9u1ickî Is there anv wood bere? Have yen
match ?" Steoping, Chris swept the ground wit
lier fingers.

"Yes-here 1" Witb a kuife Semners raspe

shavings from a dry stick cf poplar andi toiich(
tbemi with a match.

Eagerly Chris topped the licking blaze with stri

weod, saying, 'We muet have liglit, Frank. In tl

dark mnen sotuetîntes shoot frientis as well as fees
"'What ie it all about, Chrie

"Preacher Black-you were to meet-you
to see bim, didn't you e

"H1e wasn't coming to, neet me."p
l"You lie, Frank, to Save hinm; but its fq

God knows 1 wish it wasn't a lie!1"
"You are wet," Somers said evasively,to

the girl's leather coat, which in its wet t
threw the sweet curves of lier symmetrica
into strong relief. "Tell me, please, h
happened."

"I swam the river to save your Iife, ipy
'*My life, Chris?"
"Yes; his too. Now wîll you tell me?"
The girl looked angrily into, thema'

whchhld nly a sullen silence in the fli

firelight. "You won't answer-you catuiotl
1 know. The fool! Listen, Frank! 1 ive e
Stand Off have galloped out on the preacher
to-night, and now they are between the fpý
here."

Somers grasped a p istoi; but Chris, putti
hand on bis armn, said, with a swing hack fi
post speech, "Quit that, kidl You wouldn't
minute. Sît down beside me. Quick I Do a
you Il"

"Are you mad, Chris f To be trapped 1
this bale, one against five! Arn 1 flot te ci

"Whisper !" she commanded, ber own voi
pitched to reacli bis cars. "You couldn't,
Event now they're out yonder making the cil
this pound; and if you did, wouildn't that
faite? Wouldn't they hear the -gallop
horse ?"

"But the fireligt-if l'in to fight it outil,
"You're nat: tofight, Frank. Yotu're t(

love-to nie. Do yau mmfid? Wheri they c4
member you're here te meet me; that 1 s
yau.>

"*Heavens, girl! I can't do that I What m
tbink of you ?"

'«If any man says what lie thinks, lI k
Anid isn't the price worth it-to save your
bis? Murder is worse than what men n
about me."

Somners put bis baud on tlie girl's arm,
voice, ini its w2hiîspered iritensity, vibrated a
ing note as he asked. "Chris, do you lov<
Black?"

Rer 1liead droaped and bier eyes rested
red embers moodily.

*'As you said of me a moment ago, Chi
dIo not answer, and 1 lcnow. But it le r
little wamari. It's worse-it's hellishli f
tauglit you to love him, becauise-"

The girl's armi suddenly stiffened awa
Somers, and she initerrupted himq with
"Rush T" Chris had averted ber face .at tf

passionate whisper, lier eyes sweeping the
rimn, and new they carried back to bis face,
dread. "Don't flinch 1" she wbispered.
watcbing us from the bank. I saw a riti
its black maw over tbe edge. Raise your v
s 1aY Yn want to mrary met Hurry 1"

Somers looked at Chris cuiriouisly. TF,
a tone of suspicion in bis voice as lie as
this-I don't uinderstand-"

But the girl interrupted hilm witb a lo
voice, "Yes, it's a plot to repe a tenderfo
into offering bis liand to a girl wbio is tryin1
the life of aý man she loves-a min, 1 saý
and your friend. Now speak, if youl arE
to 1

There was notbing very clear in it aIl t(
except the terrible sincerity of the gir-ls

k It was this that cauised him te say, in a ci
voice, "I wish yrou'd mnarry me, Chris, and

v hap {! I'm tred of aIl this ddging.Y
? iewas answered bv a harsh voice- -'I

;wuug on bis
1 a grimn flgi
oulder, lu a hi

'cm here
whispere

tiz revol-Y
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