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'em up. 1 sent Cayuse up ter Little
Divide to keep bis eye skinned on the
Pop to-night. He was nigb drunk,
anyway."

The clack of Kootenay's beavy
tread down the bare wooden stairs
struck ominousiy on the ears of Cbris,
wbo sat, her mînd tortured like a frail
boat tossed by the meeting of many
waters. The men whom Kootenay
had gone to summon were men who,
wben roused, shot first and reasoned
afterward; and tbey wouid ride out
to-nigbt consumed by a desire for
vengeance upon the mani they tliought,
badl betrayed theni. And if Preacher
Black was found at the pound with
the policeman, lie wouid be shot as a
spy. She bad lived in dread of this
menace to Biack's if e. She knew of
the under-current of distrust that
flowed sluggishiy beneath the surface
resignation to bis presence-it was
like a stream of napbtba inflammabiy
susceptible ta, a spark of proof. And
somebow the impression impinged on
ber mmnd, confused by ail tbe taik,
tbat the preacher was really g oing out
to tbe pound ta, meet Somers.

Wbat if lie had allied himseif witb
tbe police to put down tbe illicit traffic
which, as she knew, lie abborred?
She combatted tbis thouglit vebement-
ly, crying to berself, "No, a tbousand
tumes no! He's a man preacher !"

But even if this was true, she mnust
save him, fromn tbe passionate men
wlio would bold bis life as tbe life of
a prowîng woif.

The tramp of beavy feet asceniding
tbe stairs broke the girl's trend of
thouglit. She beard bier .father greet
Tougli Wilkins and Bender, and ask,
"Whar's Dakota ?"

It was Kootenay answering. "He
sot in ta stud, and iuck sure up and
ciawed bis pockets inside out wbiie
vou-'d rope a steer;- tben be pulled out
fer bis sback dumb hostile."

"Well, we got ter git bu 1l" Maya
declared. "One of you boys ride over
to Stony Creek and yank bum back."

Chris heard Kootenay clatter downi
tbe stairs on bis way to summan Da-
kota, and the subdued 'drone of her
fatber's voice as be toid bis two cam-
panions of the policeman's presence at
BleedinZ River and the suspected
complicity of the Sky Pilot.

The avengers were men, one of
them ber father-kind and ordinariiy
fair; but, roused by adjudged tyran-
nical interference they were wolves.
merciless and liarsb,-wbfle she xas
a womnan in love with tbe mani they
were determined ta slay, a womnan of
the West, one ta act, rather tban sit
in a helpless atmasphere af mental de-
fence: a horse bier solution ta the ter-
rible situation, perbaps even a pistai
in defence of ber abject.

She buttoned~ on a loase fitting cari-
bau skin jacket, and slipped a pistai
beit beneatb, outlining ber course of
action. Sbe wouid ride Cbinook ta
the mission shack and warn Black nat
to go forth, making some excuse if
she eneoauntered Dupre. If the
preacher had gone, she wauld ride te
the pound and draw him away frais.
bis fate.

Chris, bad a band on the door wher
ber father's voice cbecked ber witb -
sudden start of dismay. Chairs clat-
tered a warning as hie said, "I gues!
F'il go and saddle tpso's ta be readj
when Dakota and Kooteniay camie."

The girl realised that she now coul(
not get Chinook out before tbe other
had! left. Then she mîgbt try ta out
ride tbem in a detour of the trail. Bu
she could go ta the mission on foot
and perbaps ber borse woffld not b

Down the stairs she crept, thraug'
a back door, and, avoiding the streel
rarn across the prairie. In ten mir

utes the mission sbacks Ic
against the sky. The walls h,
solemn gloom; no liglit glinted
the window. "My God 1 he's g
Chris gasped-"gone witb that
on his trail !"

Now the girl walked, bier moc
ed feet ca]ling from, the gi
prairie no note of betrayal. T
yards from the shack she hall
listen. The niglit held a suiller
ness. She cast herseif to the
and beld hier ear to the ground.
she caught the muffled echo of
but they were f aint, far away.

Cautiously she crept up to th,
and tapped on its planks. Thei
no0 answer. Then she slipped
to the small logged inclosure,
by maskeeg hay, that was a
and in its open doorway, bia
gloom, said softly, *Whioa, B;
Steady, boy!" She entered, an
coaxîng words passed ber
through the space of a stali, 1
nothing! She reached ýup and t(
the wooden.peg that sboid ha,.
Badger's saddle. It was flot thE

The girl turned heavily fro
shacks xvhich seemed to crot
mournful abnegation, iooking
smothering night liglit like 1
leums holding but the dead hae
betterment: for ber people.
times Chris had iooked acrc
prairie at. night, and in a cruý
pictured the Iight in Preacher
windows a star of hope. Now,
ing at a rapid waik over the ba(
ta the Lone Fine, she was tor
conflict of feelings that were p
ate and full of despair. She 1
cepted Black's poiitic masquer
Christian rectitude as genuine
normal maniiness had not on
hanced this quality, but had d(
hier ears toi insinuations. She
bave staked ber life on the ti
bis professed mission; but noN
was in league with bier fatheî
mies, the police, this treachery
ed the idealised conception.

Walking swiftly, bier beart t
by tbe conflict of love for Bla
angered despair at the seeni
sened nobility of bis miano
girl was startled by the erratic
of a cayuse's gait. Chris r:
the ieft and tbrew berself
prairie, where she croucbed
shadowy formn of a borseman
by. Then she sprang ta ber f
hurried forward. She knew
one of the avengers on bis
discover if the preacher biad
the pound.

The sudden vision of da
Black acted iîke a spuir ta
besitating mind. It wýas an el
argument, convincing in its
reality. Witbout her belp hi
probabiy be murdered that ni
was sxmpiy a question of the
perhaps beid in ber hartd.

Againi ber minc worked imn
ly in this direction, her feet
at the prairie with liastening
As she ap.roaicled the stable
giinted from a cbink between
Peering cautiousiy tbrough
Chris saw bier father bring 1
dlown on bis borse's rumip in;
ing slap as be turned from i
and beard biin say:

"Thar, Tougbl I'm ready
il a and in the Gospel slinger'
Then be stepiped to the (j

¶peering out into the nigbit
3"'Pears like as Bender's corn

-Somethin's galiopin' out thar
t prairie, We'd best wait 1
1 Kootenay turns up witb D,
e that skunk's puiled his freigli

poulid'
h Standing in the sbadow of
t, Cliris saw Bender's horse ]oc
1- mooniigbt. He che1çked h:ý
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