
CANADIAN COURIER.

TH E
SERGBANT SILGARDE, of the Mountd Police,

puslied open the daor of Rajnsome's Rest, the
iargest saloon ln Forty-Mle Pest.

-Brylce ,Caemar been ln here this marn-
ing?" ho askod the proprietor.

"Ijust gone out," iufornwdl Ransome, moving over
ta the wlxndow and loaking up-street. "Yondor he la
stopped. See hlm? Taîkin' ta yen aid crowbait in
funeral elollhes!"

The Sergeant estuck bis head round the door Jamb
and took -a surreptitious squint up the main street
of F1ortyýMlO. A f ew blocks abov, lie eould se
Casmar 'wltl bis back againat one of 'the voranda
posta of thbe N.Â.T. & T. store, listenlng ta s(>me
harangue fromn a lean, black-'garmeflted fellow 'who
seemed a cross between a quack dector and an
itinerant pbrenololet.

"Oild crowbalt'a a brokor," enlighteiied Ransome.
"Gaot sozno quartz veins be cal-ls mines 'üp the Chan-
dinu. Tryln' bard ta get Bryco ta Invest real goid
in thein."

Silgarde idly etretched bis heudso up ta the top et
thie doorway and raised bis wliole body se that. bis
moeeaslned toes swun-g elear of the floor.

11Guess Bryce wun't invitot In any mine," lie okb-
served. "Unless it's one measuring seven by five
by three, witli a littie -wooden siab at the end!"

"WhTat?" demanded Ransomo, startled out of bis
habituai self-conipacoUcy. "There alint nutbin' ta
that -dago business?"

"Thero sure la, A whole lot ta it!" tho Sergeant
assured hlm. suddenly iauncblng out through the
doorway witli a akilful swing. "You keop your oyes
open, and you'Il soo how mucli."

The trail tlirugh the camp wbivh served as Main
Stre-et was beaten liard by the f oet of mon and hus-
ies and polilsled smooth by siedgo runners, but S11-
garde did net avail himself of the invitlng patli.
W21king cat-footed in the fiuffy, new side-snow, ho
crept dewn upon Gasmar and the broker. Casma5r's
back remained nailed to the ve'd-anda post as tightiy
as a patent medicine aigu, and Gasmar hoard no
creaking fooet-gear, for Silgarde was -wearing sinoke-
tanned mooseskin. The brokor, punching bis argu-
ments homne, was lil<ewise unaware of the Mountod
mnan's; %oroacl. >but mest as ho camne ta bis platitu-
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thoauglit ho was comiug for -me, toa, and I covered
him, but he went bunting for you."

"I believe yeu, Oasmar. No -man up bore can 8ay
yen ever lied. But It wýoild be Lovosca's word
against your ewn: in thie couirt tlioy're establlsbing.
And you know tbey'd take Laoveseta's. As I said lie-
fore, yould buse out on your.reputaton."

The ýSergeant bad pocketed Casmar'a gun. Ho,
too, leïned agalnst oneofa the veranda, posts of 'the
store, bis arms folded, and the two mon studiod each
athors' faces, creased as those faces were by the
blizzard-wInds cand soared by the Axictic frost.

"Well, what's ta It?" Casmar asked at lasL.
"The American boundary riglit naw," Silgardo

toid hlm, "or a chance in the court when thoy got
It warklng. Take your chboies, Bryce. But I wlsh
1 were. cliooslng for you."1

"Don't worry, Sergeant," baughed Casmar. "The
baundary wlll do. 1i not so struck on the Forty-
Mlle Post that I can't bakve, It."1

81lgarde. unfolded bis 'arma, and a sigh of relief
beaved up bis powerful ceot.

"f' OOD!" ho oj-acuiated. 111 was afrald you'd be
~jso stubboxln yeu wouldn't go. Your prl.do's

so tliunderlng stiff. 1 beliovo It was that
tbat sent you ta -the North lu the first place.
Thougfh 'you'd nover say!"

"Nýo, I'd nover say," returned Casmar. bis lips sot-
ting ln a grim lino.

"Roady ta musà now, theuv' asked thxe Sergeantý
in the awkward pause.

"AIl I get ta do Is tlirow the harness an my
dogs."

"Thro'w ahead. Fra ecortlng you ta the boun-
dary."

Inside a quarter a! an heur a slod drawn by lve
malemutes fiasbed past Ransome's Rest. Ransoane,
sprlngiug ta the wlndow, saw that Bryco Casmar
was drivlug and Sorgoant Silgarde steerlng.

"Nover a4ore seen a man gain' by dag-toam ta
that iplantin'-graund as Silgard4e montiled," heobo-
served phlloslphleally.

Forty-Mile Post lies at the junction a! the Farty-
Mlle River witb the Lower Yukon. Casniar and the
Sergeant swung eut on the frazen trlbutary and
headed up it. Fifteen miles or se westward rau
thxe line separating the American and Canadian
FortyMiles. There was two foot of snow on the
ice, but the trail was well broken, so thero was no
need for Casmar ta travol in advance af the dogs.
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He ran beside, the crack of bis long whip SPI!
the frosty calm. Sergeant Silgarde had the
pale, twistiug the front of the flying sied r
the river bends. Tbey w.hirled throtgb the twl
Arctic noon at a great speed, and tba.t speed, cou~
with an atinosphere of thirty below, practcllY
hlbilted speech. Net tlll tbey had covered 0v
third of thelr journey and had passed the ni1
of Bear Creek was the silence broken. Thon It
Silgaxide who spoke.

"Didn't thlnk you'd be so fast about éhamP<2
Forrest Hisselgreaves," be panted, the smok
bis breatblng fogging the air.

"Forrest Hasseigreaves is a white mail," re
Casmar. "And no dago, puts over anythiflg
white man whll 'm round."

"Stili, yeu and Forresat arëen't on a verY
frlondshIp basis!"

"What's the reason ?"
"'None of your business, SlIgarde."
The Sergeant dhucklod. ,yes, It 15, Bryce,

carrected, îlottlng slip the gee vpole and Plani
hand on Casmar's shoulder so that theY lurce
gether lu the long snowsboe stride. "Yes, i
Romembor, I like you. 1 liko you woll, or 1 WOiI
try 'te shave -a foot jukta your affairs. But 110
greaves Is a pretty close frlend of mine, -aiid

told me sometblng o! the breakup betweefl ~Yeu
bis girl Lunetta. 'Now I wantg you to take the cb
of stralghtenlng that out. Forrest tolls me
Lunetta and yaung Marvin are on their waY In
St. Michaels ta visit hlm. He's over on l
Creek a lot, and naturalytheywllbe, toa. Sa-

"That's plenty, Silgarde," lnterrupted Cas
sbaklug off the Sergeail.t' band. -"I can- sur
tend to my own affaire. And just remenmWe
not 'taklng olive branches frein yeu, H1asseigre
Lunotta, or anyane elso.",

Viciously Oasmar flicked bis whlp Into the 1
mut-es, iashiig thoni te full Fmeed. Then, beý
tbemn at thoir own gamo and leavlng Silgarde
at the ges polo, lie dashed abead and commle
ta break trail 'where it was already brake".
stayed thus ln the lead past Brown Creek aII
ta the bond of the Forty-Mile River below the U

of Moose Creok.
There tbe Sergoant threw bis weight back

the goo pole.
"Whoa!" ho yelled.
The malemutes haited.
Casmar iooked about, çvheeied. and caime

back.
"This the boundary?" ho asked.

Silgarde nodded. "We're 8(
on the lino. Over yonder95
American Forty-M île and Y011
partunity ta become a lwos
You sure mnust change youi! 1
<Jasmar. The Mounted Polic(
the big noise Up bore noW.
Yukon lsn't wld and wooil
more. And we've got that dis
lng element ltnown as the bad

"Got auy more advlce for
"Yes. Romember you're

la w ed. Nover turn your
mutes' noses into the Ç5.il
Forty-Mlle again. Alaska'5
abode. Csn yeu keep that lni
bead. Bryce?"

"I sre ausergeaàit."1
"Thonhoros your gun!"
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