
Keenan, The -Cache - Keeper
A Story of the Shut-Mouthed Men

r----C-nââ Y friend, Jimmy Laramie, the
cache-keeper, told me this,

M sitting in front of the living-
shack at the cache, with the
smudge-pail between us, one
long evening of deep quiet,
dlean smells- and soft lights,
on spruce-coasted Nipigon.
And when the sun sunk in
crimson blaze and umber
reek behind the rusty spruce

Woods we sat picturing the drama, of the story in
the wild northern sun-set's smoke and coal. It was
hahf-past ninle o'clock that night before the Iast
coals blackened in the northwest, and that dark
brood of night-shadows spawned lu the spruce camne
out to play in the cache clearing.

Jimmy Laramie was a big, chean-made Canadian
with a large, honest face rusted browu by the sun.
Hie lad been for three months alone at the cache,
eating his own villianies out of hîs frying-pan.
Hie was an unbitted young stallion of the hardy
breed that wilh flot stay at home but must be-head-
ing northward and westward on its great adveuture.
I was a fire-ranger, drawn that way by a bjig smoke
which a day's ramn had cleaned fromn the sky.

We had been talking about the keepers of the
Iouely food caches which the Transcontinental engi-
neers have set at least a huindred miles apart in
a long east and west string across the contineut-wide
waste of spruce aud muskeg which las fewer people
to the square mile than any other part of the earth.
These caches feed the field parties who are drawîng
a line of enormous miheage through the uumothered
fastnesses of the fiuest wilderness left lu the world.

The cadie-keepers, living alone often for many
mnonths at a time ou un-mapped rivera and lakes not
meutioned ln the school-books, are mother-forgotten
meni. Some of themn go back utterly to the pagan
embrace of Pan. Upon the minds of others the
loneliness and interrmitahI& ,;Ipnrp nf 'I- -

as cache-keeper on Rabiskaw Lake aud
imself lucky. There was a small fur
skaw Lake, a French company post,
from the cache. Once a week Keenan
down the lalce to the post and spend
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and only the beads on her rosary knew how much
she loved him.

It meant everything in the world to her, but
nothing at ail to him. To him it was like hearing
once more a stave of an old familiar song; he had
made love to many women.

It was very pleasant to talk to this littie wild girl
with her dusk-rose face. It was very pleasant to
be kissed by that soft mouth, and the something thatlaughed in her- black eyes was very alluring.

To him she seemed no woman of earth at ail but
a daugliter of Pan, a wild thing of the spruce and
muskeg, who stole away from the post o' nights
when the moon hung red over the forest, to dance
with dryadsý in some moon-lit.bruIe,

One week of blue October haze through which
the soft maples on the hardwood ridges were red
as torches and the birches yellow as camp fires
Keenan did not corne to the post as usual. Instead
cam1e an Ojibway of a "family" camped near the
cache with the news that the big cache-keeper was
going back to "the liue."

Then very limited Joe Brosseaux, who had neyer
seen a town or a railway train, or a fenced road,
who had lived his life beyond the ravefled-edge of
civilisation, with which he had neyer touched bands
across the spruce forest, who was aware of basicthings only, who was no more civilised than the
black spruce, took canoe with two of bis Ojibways
for the cache, smouldering inside. The love of hîs
daughter had been slimed, with treading where love
should neyer go,- and if the cache-keeper meant to
go away and leave her, there would 'be a heavy
accounting.

"I will bring him back, Dear-my-soul," he said to
râchette when she told hlm. how matters stood,'"and we will send for Father Dugas, and he shahl

mnarry you. If flot,» he added with a rougli muspuash
oath when she had gone, "I will kill the lousy dog."
So the canoe slopped through the shoulderi 'ng waves
that flowered white arouind it and in the brown dusk
calne to the river bay where crouched the great,
gray log cache,

Keenan lay in his bunk lu his living-shack read-
ing a magazine two years old. Window and door
stood open, and the flickering light fromn his candle
ran in and out of the corners of the shac, The
shadows dance-stepped on the floor.

Black Brosseaux crumpled his huge body through
the doorway. The spruce-leathered Ojibway canoe-
men stayed by the canoe. Telepathically they knew
there would he a fight; it was in the air. But they
wou-ld flot interfere. The big gods whose drama
was the lives oe men had planned it,

The cache-keeper surged up from: bis huuk and ,roughed a "Bou-jou, bou-jou. Toe!" in hisý niooqe 1

filled with romance and melancholy, that hung over
forest, lake and rough-backed hill.

Both men understood that it was not to be amere fist-fight, and hooked aboutfor weapons. Twouew brush-hooks of the kind used by axe-men on"the hune" leaned agâinst the cache wall. With asingle impulse each mnan laid a bie brown hand on
one of these. Then began a battle to write poetry
about.

It was like hearing old legends told anew to seethem strike and parry, running swifthy forward andback, circling and side-stepping. Brosseaux's soulvibrated with hatred, but Keenan feit nothing bu.tthe impersonal zest for fighting that was part of lishealthy pagan nature. is great frank soul rejoicedlu its freedom. Hie lad comne to the wihderuess be-cause he was too big te live under the restraints ofcivilisation. He had wanted more roomn. Hie hadrefused to walk lu the gravel paths and keep off the
grass.

The steel clauged with the right ring of battleand the sparks flew merrily as the blade4 met lnparries. The elemental maq, the haîf-brute of theFlint Age, leaped to life lu both men. Ages ofcivilisation dropped from the cache-keeper. As hefought Brosseaux quickly lapsed back to the primi-tive; he had flot so far to go.
Presently' Keenan's face was gashed open frombrow to chin by a glancing blow. A moment after-ward only a quick backward spring saved Brosseauxfrom a slashing cut that would have split his

shoulder.
"By God !" jeered Keenan with a red grin, "you

smelt heli that time, old shoe-pack 1"
That taunt set Black Brosseaux on flame. Witha deep bear-roar he rushed at Keenan again, swing-.ing a desperate blade. The cache-keeper gave back,parrying the brush-hook's fury. The moon-brightblades rang with blithe resonance. Luck wasKeenau's ally. In a parry bis heaping blade cutdlean through Brosseaux's hook-stock just below thehead and left the trader weaponless.
Brosseaux, roaring an oath, ran head down be-neath the cache-keeper's arms and gripped himaround the middle. Keenan was forced to drop lisbook, and the fight becarne an issue of sheer physical
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dspun in circles arms locked

c, and the earth reverberated with
ng of their moccasin-cd feet. Twice
r holds and bludgeoned each other

'cran, with a rnighty leave, swung
Sfeet. and thrpw ],;- -_1m


