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3^4 THE STORY OF THE FOSS RIVER RANCH
The girl shivered and turned away with a lookof utter loathing on her face «;k« . ^

lover.
^ appealed to her
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i^ord Bill fixed his grey eyes on the Breed.
bcatter—we've had enough."

" Eh ? Guess yer per-tickler."
There was a truculent tone in Baptiste's voice.
Bills revolver was out like lightning.
" Scatter 1" *

And in that word Baptiste realised his dismissal.
His face looked very ugly, but he moved off under thecovering muzzle of the white man's pistol
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"Well? Which way?"
Jacky did not answer for a moment. She gazed at themountains. She shivered. It might have befn he cm!

rnV'l '' -ig'" have been emotion. xLen shelooked back ,n the d.rection of Foss River. Dawn wasalready streaking the horizon.

ab!ut' 'leH ^'^'^r^'y ^hild. and looked helplessly
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1°"'^'- had never seen her vigorous nature so

thro^h
"''• '"^ '' '^'''' ^^^ ^-- ^he had been

Bill looked at her.

"Well?"

"Yonder." She pointed to the distant hills. "FossRiver IS no longer possible."
" The day that sees Lablache—

"

" Yes—come."
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He felt that he was going home ' ' "" "^'"«-


