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blc of the storm was but just echoing into

distance.

" Go into the next room," he growled at

the Free Trader, when finally he noticed

the latter s presence.

Ned Trent hesitated.

" Go, : say
!

" snarled the Factor. «You can

do nothing here." He followed the young
man to the door, which he closed with his

own hand, and then turned back to the

couch on which his daughter lay. In the

middle of the floor his foot clicked on some
small object. Mechanically he picked it up.

It proved to be a little silver match-safe of

the sort universally used in the Far N th.

Evidently the Free Trader had flip ..d it

from his pocket with his handkerchief.

The Factor was about to thrust it into his

own pocket, when his eye caught lettering

roughly carved across one side. Still me-
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