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ALL THIS IS ASSURED BY DEMANDING

Superior Quality, Finest Flavor, 
Absolute Purity,

It’s natural, Dick. We ain’t her people, 
and we haven’t treated her very well, 
and I don’t wonder she was sick of it 
and took the first chance back. We’ve 
got our work cut out for us now, and 
we’re just as well off without her.”

“The Chippewa’s a sQrt of public ben
efactor all round,” said Dick.

yawned
strétclringr their jaws after the severe 
muzzling. Sam began reflectively to 
undo the flaps of the sledge.

‘‘Guess we’d better camp here,” said 
he. “It’s getting pretty late and we’re 
due for one hell of a tramp to-morrow.

out, and the snow shines, and i
a light under the trees. And 
think of raising my eyes, and 
there, nor anywhere near, thm 
heart freezes, Little Father, 
with lonliness.”

Abruptly she arose, casting 
blanket and stretching her arms 
above her head. Then with . 
abruptness she stooped, caught : 
bedding, spread it out, and lay 
stolidly to rest, turnipg her >>. 
both white men.

But Sam remained crouched 
fire until the morning hour of X' 
staring with troubled eyes.
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CHAPTER XXI.

CHAPTER XXIT.
Later in the morning Dick ah 

some remark on the subject 
girl’s presence. At once Sam 
on him with a gust of passion i 
unlike his ordinary deliberate an 
habit.

“Shut your damned mouth!” hr 
shouted.

Some time during the night May- 
may-gwan rejoined them, 
awakened by the demonstration of the 
dogs, at first hostile, then friendly with 
recognition. He leaped to his feet, 
startled at the apparition of a human 
figure. Dick sat up alert at once. The 
fire had almost died, but between the 
glow of the embers and the light of 
the aurora sifted through the trees they 
made her out.

‘‘Oh for God’s sake!” snarled Dick, 
and lay back again in his blankets, but 
in a moment resumed his sitting posi
tion. ‘‘She made her choice,” he prof
fered vehemently, ‘‘make her stick to 
it! Make her stick to it. She can’t 
change her mind every other second 
like this, and we don’t need her!”

But Sam, piling dry wood on the fire, 
looked in her face.

“Shut up, Dick,” he commanded 
sharply. “Something in this.”

The young man stared at his com
panion an enigmatical instant, hesitat
ing as to his reply.

‘‘Oh, all right,” he replied at last with 
ostentatious indifference. “I don’t give 
a damn. Don’t sit up too late with the 
young lady. Good night!” He diasp- 
peared beneath his coverings, plainly 
disgruntled, as, for a greater or less 
period of time, he always was when 
even the least of his plans or points of 
view required readjustment.

Sam boiled tea, roasted a caribou 
steak, knelt and removed the girl’s 
damp foot-gear and replaced it with 
fresh. Then he held the cup to her lips, 
cut the tough meat for her with his 
hunting kiyife, even fed her as though 
she were, a child. He piled more wood 
on the fire, he wrapped about her 
shoulders one of the blankets with the 
hare-skin lining, 
thing more remained’to be done, he lit 
his pipe and squatted on his heels close 
to her, lending her mood the sympathy 
of human silence.

She drank- the tea, swallowed the 
food, permitted the change of her foot
gear, bent her shoulders to the blanket, 
all without the 
sciousness.

Sam was

•1

Dick whistled in what he thing / ,5
a new enlightenment, and folioxw 
erally the other’s vigorous ad\ 
a syllable did he utter for an 
which time the sun had risen, 
stopped and pointed to a fresh trail 
verging into that they were foV , v njr 

The prints of t\yo pairs of snow-sho^ 
joined; those of one returned.

Satn gasped. Dick looked ironical 
The interpretation was plain without 
the need of words. The Chippewa 
the girl, although they had started tv

Not
h

Then he

and

utheast, had made a long 
detour in order again to 
Jlngos. These two 
shoe tracks 
had

reach
pairs of snow 

where thevmarked
considered it safe 

strike into the old trail made by the 
Chippewa in going and coming. Thr
one track showed where Ah-tek had 
pushed on to rejoin his friend: the 
other was that of the girl returning for 

reason the night before, perhaps 
to throw them off the scent.

“Look as if they’d fooled you, and 
fooled you good,” said 
fully.

For a single instant doubt drowned 
Sam’s faith in his own insight and in 
human nature.

“Dick,” said he, quietly, “raise your 
eyes.”

again to

Dick, cheer-

Not five rods farther on the trail the 
two had camped for the night, 
dently Ah-tek had discovered his de
tour to have lasted out the day. and. 
having satisfied himself that his and 
his friends’s enemies were not ahead 
of him, he had called a halt. The 
had been scraped away, the little fir* 
built, the ground strewn with boughs. 
So far the indications were plain and 
to be read at a glance.

Evi-
Finally, when no-

But upright
in the snow were two snow shoes, and 
tumbled on the ground was bedding.

Instantly the two men leaped for
ward.

appearance of con- 
The corners of her lips 

wfere bent firmly downward. Her 
fixed and exalted, gazed beyond the 
fire, beyond the dancing shadows, be
yond the world. After a long interval 
she began to speak, low-voiced, in short 
disconnected sentences.

“My brothers seek the Ojibway, Jin- 
goss. They will take him to Conjur
or’s House. But Jingoss knows that 
my brothers come. He has been told 
by Ah-tek. He leaves the next sun. He 
is to travel to the west, to Peace river. 
Now his camp is five hours to the 
north. I know where it is. Jingoss 
has three dogs. He has much meat. 
He has no gun but the trade-£un. I 
have learned this. I come to tell it to 
my brothers.”

“Why, May-may-gwan?”
Sam, gently.

She turned on him a look of pride.
“Have you thought I had left you for 

him?” she asked. “I have learned these 
things.”

Sam uttered an exclamation of dis
may.

“What?” she queried with a slow 
prise.

eyes,

May-may-gwan, her face stolid 
and expressionless, but her eyes glow
ing, stood straight and motionless by 
the dogs. Together they laid hold of 
the smoothly spread top blanket and 
swept it aside. Beneath was a jumble 
of warmer bedding. In it, his fists 
clenched, his eyes half open in the 
horrific surprise of a sudden calling, 
lay the Chippewa stabbed to the heart.

CHAPTER XXIII.
The silence of the grave lay over the 

white world. Deep in the forest a tree 
detonated with the frost. There by the 
cold last night’s camp the four human 
figures posed, motionless as a wind that 
has died.

inquired
Only the dogs, lolling, 

stretching, sending the warm steam of 
their breathing into the dead air, seem
ed to stand for the world of life, and 
the world of sentient creatures. And 
yet their very presence, unobtrusive 
in the forest shadows, by contrast 
thrust farther these others into the 
land of phantoms and of ghosts.

Then quietly, as with one consent, 
the three living ones turned axvay. The 
older woodsman stepped into the trail, 
leading the way for the dogs: the 
younger woodsman swung in behind at 
the gee-pole; the girl followed. Once 
more, slowly, as though reluctant, the 
forest trees resumed their silent pro
gress past those three toiling in the 
treadmill of the days. The camp drop
ped back; it confused itself in the frost 
mist; it was gone, gone into the mys
tery and the vastness of the North, 
gone with its tragedy and its symbol 
of the greatness of human passion, 
gone with its one silent watcher star
ing at the sky, awaiting the coming of 
day. The frost had mercifully closed 
again about its revelation. No human

sur-

‘But he, the Chippewa.” Sam pointed 
out, “now he knows of our presence. He 
will aid Jingoss; he will warn him 
afresh to-night!”

May-may-gwan was again rapt in sad 
but exalted contemplation of something 
beyond. She answered merely by a 
contemptuous gesture.

“But—” insisted Sam.
“I know,” she replied, with convie- 

tion.
Sam, troubled he knew not why, lean

ed forward to arrange the fire.
“How do you know, Little Sister?” 

he inquired, after some hesitation.
She answered by another 

ture. Again Sam hesitated.
“Little Sister,” said he, at last, “I 

am an old man. I have seen 
years pass. They have left 
wisdom. They have made my heart 
good to those who are in trouble. If it 
was not to return to your own people 
then why did you go with Ah-tek this 
morning?”

“That I might know what my broth
ers wished to know.”

“And you think he told you all these 
things truly?” doubted Sam.

She looked directly at him.
“Little Father,’

weary ges-

many 
me some eye would ever read that page again.

Each of the three seemed wrapped in 
the splendid isolation of his own 
dream. They strode on sightless, like 
somnambulists. Only mechanically 
they kept the trail, and why they did 
so they could not have told. No coher
ent thoughts passed through their 
brains. But always the trees, frost- 
rimed, drifted past like phantoms: al
ways the occult influences of the North 
loomed large on their horizon like 
mirages, dwindled in the actuality, hut 
threatened again in the bigness ■ 
mystery when they had passed. Th* 
North was near, threatening, driving 
the terror of her tragedy home to the 
hearts of these staring mechanical 
plodders, who now travelled they knew 
not why, farther and farther into the 
depths of dread.

said she slowly, 
long has this man wanted me to live 

in his wigwam. For that he joined 
Haukemah’s band; — because I was 
there. I have been good in his eyes. 
Never have I given him favor. My fa
vor always would unlock his heart.”

"But are you sure he spoke truth." 
objected Sam. “You have never looked 
kindly on him. You left Haukemah’s 
band to go with us. How could he 
trust you?"

But the dogs stopped, and Billy, th* 
leader, sniffed audibly in inquiry 
what lay ahead.She looked at him bravely.

“Little Father,” she replied, “there is 
a moment when man and

Instantly, in 
necessity for action, the spell b--". 
The mystery which had Iain so long atwoman trust , . ,

utterly, and when they say truly what : their honzon* which but now had crept 
lies in their hearts.” j *n* threatening to smother them, roll-

“Good God!” cried Sam, in English. ^ack to its accustomed plan
“It was the only way,” she answered nor^ withheld her hand, 

the spirit of his interjection. “I had /Before them was another camp. on** 
known before only his forked tongue.” that bad been long used.

“Why did you do this, girl? You had tepee or wigwam, a wide space cleared 
no right, no reason. You should have °f snow’» much debris, racks and senf- 
consulted us.” folds for the accommodation of sup

plies, all these attested long occupan y.
Sam jerked the cover from his rifle 

and cast a hasty glance at the nippb 
to see if it was capped. Dick jumped 

1 forward and snatched aside the open
ing into the wigwam.

“Not at home!” said he.
“Gone,” corrected Sam, pointing t« * 

fresh trail beyond.
At once the two men turned their at* 

After some difficulty

The

A conn

“Little Father," said she, "the people 
of your race are a.strange people. I 
do not understand them, 
done them, and they pass It by; 
is done them, and they do not 
her. With us it is different. Always 
in our hearts dwell the good and the 
evil.”

An evil is
a good 

remem-

"What good have 
asked Sam. 

“Jibiwanisl has

we done to you?"

tention to this, 
they established the fact of a three-d - 
team. Testing the consistency of t 
snow they proved a heavy load on " 
toboggan.

“I'm afraid that means has gone for 
frond,'’ said Sam.

looked into
heart, she replied, lapsing into the 
qian rhetoric of deep emotion. "He 
has looked into my heart, and in the 
doorway he blots out the world. At 
the first I wanted to die when he would 
not look on me with favor. Then I 
wanted to die when I thought I should 
never possess him. Now it is enough 
that I am near him, that I lay his fire 
and cook his tea and caribou, that Î 
follow his trail, that I am ready when 
he needs me, that I can raise my eyes 
and see him breaking the trail For 
when I look up at him the aun breaks

my
In-

(To be continued.)

A ship, the Ada Iredale. cauel fr 
some years ago in the South Pacific v 
miles from the Marquesas Islands 
was abandoned. The derelict, still b ' 
ing. was picked up near Tahiti. 2,350 nub 
away, and towed into port; it continuée 
smouldering lor 10 months.

The Chippewa replied no.
“Haukemah, then, hunts these dis

tricts.”
“The Chippewa replied no.
“My brother ha® left .Haukemah.”
Again the Chippewa denied, but after 

enjoying for a moment the baffling of 
the old man’s intentions, he volunteer
ed information.

“The trapper of this district is my 
brother. I have visited him.”

“It was a short visit for so long a 
journey. The trail is but three days 
old.1’

Ah-tek assented gravely. Evidently 
he cared very little whether or not his 
explanation was accepted.

“How many days to Winnipeg?” 
asked Sam.

“I have never been there,” replied 
the Indian.

“We have summered, in the region of 
the MissinaibW’ proffered Sam. “Now 
we go to Winnipeg.”

The Indian’s inscruitable countenance 
gave no indication as to whether or 
not he believed this. After a moment 
he knocked the ashes from his pipe and 
arose, casting another sharp glance at 
May-may-gwan. She had been busy at 
the sledge, 
carrying simply her own blankets and 
clothing.

“This man,” said she to the two, “is 
of my people. He returns to them. I 
go with him.”

The Chippewa twisted h>s feet into 
his snow shoes, nodded to the white 
man, and swung away on the back 
trail in the direction whence our trav
ellers had come. The girl, without 
more leave-taking, followed close at 
his Lack. For an instant the crunch 
of shoes splintered the frosty air. Then 
they rounded a bend. Silence fell swift 
as a hawk.

“Well, I’ll be damned!” ejaculated 
Dick at last* “Do you think he was 
really up here visiting?”

“No, of course not,” replied Sam. 
“Don’t you see------”

“Then he came after the girl?’*
“Good God, no!” answered Sam. 

“He----- ”
“Then he was after me,” interrupted 

Dick again with growing excitement. 
"Why didn’t you let me shoot him 
Sam------”

They went. Beneath a Ibwer limT>, 
whose fan had protected It from the 
falling snow, was the single clear print 
of a snow-shoe.

“Hah!” cried Sam, in delight, and 
fell on his knees to examine it. At the 
first glance he uttered another excla
mation of pleasure, for, though the 
shoe had been of. the Ojibway pattern, 
in certain modification it suggested a 
more northerly origin. The toes had 
been craftily upturned, the tails short
ened, the webbing more closely woven.

“It’s Ojibway,” induced Sam, over 
his shoulder, “but the man who made 
it has lived among the Créés. That 
fits Jingoss. Dick, it’s the .man we’re 
after.'”

It was by now almost noon. Thèy 
boiled tea at the old camp site, and 
tightened their belts for a stern chase.

That afternoon the head wind oppos
ed them, . exasperating, tireless In its 
resistance, never lulling for a single 
instant. At the moment It seemed 
more than could be borne. Near one 
o’clock it did them a great despite, for 
at that hbur the trail came to a broad 
and wide lake. There the snow had 
fallen, and the wind had drifted it so 
that, the surface of the ice was white 
and smooth as paper. The faint trail 
led accurately * to the bank—and was 
obliterated^

Nothing • remained 
shores to right and to left until the 
place of egress was discovered. This 
meant lohg work and careful work, for 
the lake was of cohsiderable size. It 
meant that the afternoon would go 
and perhaps the day following, while 
the man' whose footsteps they were 
following would be drawing steadily 
away.

It was agreed that May-may-gwan 
should remain with the sledge, that 
Dick should circle to the right, and 
Sam to the left, and that all threef 
should watch each other carefully tot 
a signal of discovery.

But now Sam happened to glance at 
Mack, the wrinkle-nosed hound. The 
sledge had been pulled a short dis
tance out on the ice. Mack, alterante- 
ly whining and sniffing, was trying to 
induce his comrades to turn slanting 
to the left.

Now she approached,

but to circle the

“What’s the matter with that dog?” 
he inquired on,a sudden.

“Smells-*; something; what’s the dif
ference? Let’s get a move on us,” re
plied Die*, "carelessly.

“Hold, ordered Sam.
Hë rapidly^phanged the dog harness 

in order .to put Mack in the lead.
“Mushi-'SÆuflh on!” he commanded.
Immediately the hound, hjs nose low, 

uttered a deep, bell-like note and 
struck on the diagonal across the lake.

“Come On,” said Sam; “he’s got it.”
Across the white w.aste of the lake, 

against the bite of the unobstructed 
wind, under the shelter of the bank op
posite they ran at slightly accelerated 
speed, then without pause into the 
forest on the other side.

“Look,” said
pointing ahead to a fallen trunk. It 
was the trail.
. “That was handy,” commented Dick, 
and promptly forgot about it. But 
Sam treasured the incident for the fu
ture.

And then, just before, 2 o’clock, the 
wind did them a great service. Down 
the long, straight lines of its 
came distinctly the 
shoes. EVidéntly the traveller, who
ever he might be, was retracing his 
steps.

At once Sam overturned the sledge, 
thus anchoring the dogs, and Dick 
ahead to-conceal himself. May-may- 
gwan yoffered a suggestion.

“The dogs may bark too soon,” said

“Will you shut up and listen to me?” 
demanded the old man, impatiently. 
“If he’d wanted you, he’d have got you 
when you were hurt last summer; and 
if he’d wanted the girl, he’d have got 
her then, tab. It’s all clear to me. He 
has been visiting a friend—perhaps his 
brother, as he said—and he did spend 
less than three days in the visit. What 
did he corné for? Let me tell you! 
That friend, or brother, is Jingoss, 
and he came up here to warn him that 
we’re after him. The Chippewa sus
pected us a little on the Misslnaibie, 
but he wasn't sure. Probably he’s had 
his eye on us ever since.”

“But why didn’t he warn this Jingoss 
long ago, then?” objected Dick.

“Because we fooled him, just as 
fooled all the Injuns. We might be 
looking for winter posts, just 
said. And then if he came up here and 
told Jingoss we were after him, when 
really yyë didn't know beans about Jin- 

his steals, and then this Jin
goss should skip the country and leave 
an almighty good fur district all for 
nothing, that would be a nice healthy 
favor to do for a mall, wouldn’t it! No, 
he had to be sure before he made any 
moves. And he didn’t get to be sure 
until he heard somehow from some 
who saw our trails that three people 
were travelling in the winter up 
through this country. Then he piked 
out to warn Jingoss.”

“I believe you’re right!” cried Dick.
“Of course I’m right. And another 

thing; if that’s the case we’re pretty 
close there. How many more trappers 
are in this district?

the older woodsman, w e

as we

goss ai

flight 
creak of snow

one

she.
Instantly Sam was at work binding 

fast their jaws with buckskin thongs. 
The girl assisted him. When the task 
was finished he ran forward to join 
Dick, hidden in the bushes.

Eight months of toil focussed in the 
moment.

Just one! And 
since this Chippewa is going back ?n 
his back trail within three days after 
he made it, he couldn’t have gone far
ther than that one man. And that one 
man must b

The faint creaking of the 
shoes came ever louder down the wind. 
Once ft paused. Dick “Jingoss himself!” finished Dick.

‘‘Within a day and a half of us, any
way; probably much closer,” supple
mented Sam. “It’s as plain as a sledge 
trail.”

“He’s been warned,” Dick reminded 
him.

But Sam, afire with the inspiration 
of inductive reasoning, could 
objection there.

“This Chippewa knew we were in the 
country,” he argued, "but he hadn’t 
any idea we were so close. If he had, 
he wouldn’t have been so foolish as to 
follow his own back track when he 
going out. I don’t know what his ideas 
were, of course, but he was almighty 
surprised to see us here. He’s warned 
this Jingoss, not more than a day or so 
ago. But he didn’t tell him to sked- 
daddle at once. He said, ‘Those fel
lows are after you, and they’re mosey
ing up here in the course of the winter. 
You’d probably better slide out ’till 
they get done.’ ‘Then he stayed,a day 
and smoked a lot, and started back. 
Now, if Jingoss just thinks we're 
ing some time, and not to-morrow, he 
ain’t going to pull up stakes in such a 
hell of a hurry. He’ll pack what furs 
he’s got, and he’ll pick up .what traps 
he’s got out. That would take him 
efal days, anyway. My son, we’re in 
the nick of time!”

“Sam, you’re a wonder,” said Dick, 
admiringly. “I 
thought all that out.”

“If that idea’s correct,” went on Sam, , 
and the Chippewa’s just come from 

Jingoss, why we’ve got the Chippewa’s 
trail to follow back, haven’t we?”

“Sure!” agreed Dick, “all packed and 
broken.”

They righted the sledge and unbound 
the dogs’ jaws.

“Well, we got rid of the girl,” said 
Dick, casually. “Damn little fool.- I I 
didn’t think she’d leave us that easy. 
She’d been with us 'quite a# while.” 

“Neither did It” admitted Sam; “but

caught his 
breath. Had the traveller discoverel 
anything suspicious? He glanced be
hind him.

“Where’s the girl?” he hissed 
tween his teeth.

be-
“Damn her, she's

warned him!”
But almost with Sam’s ..reply the 

creaking began again, and after an in
stant of indétermination continued its 
course.

see no

Then suddenly the woodsmen, with a 
simultaneous movement, raised their
rifles, and with equal unanimity lower
ed them, gaspfhg with astonishment. 
Dick’s enemy, Ah-tek, the renegade 
Chippewa of Haukemah’s band on the 
Missinaibie-stepped from the 
ment of tM bushes.

CHAPTER XX.

was

conceal-

Of the three the Indian was the first 
to recover.

“Bo’ jou\ bo’ jou’,” said he, calmly. 
Sam collected himself to_ a reply.

Dick said nothing, but fell behind, with 
his rifle across his arm. All marched 
on in silence to where lay the dog 
sledge, guarded by May-may-gwan. 
The Chippewa’s keen 
every detail of the scene, 
turning of the sledge, the muzzling of 
the dogs, the general nature of the 
equipment. If he made any deduc
tions, he gave no sign, nor did he 
evince any further astonishment at 
finding these men so far north at such 
a time of year. Only, when he thought 
himsplf unobserved, he cast a glance 
of peculiar intelligence at the girl, who, 
after a moment’s hesitation, returned

eyes took in
the over-

sev-

neveor could have

it.
The occasion was one of elaborate 

courtesy. Sam ordered tea boiled, and 
offered his tobacco. Over the fire he 
ventured a more direct inquiry than 
his customary policy would have ad
vised.

“My brother is a long journey from

i

I

tricts had been struck from the list. 
No one of them was Jingoss. There re
mained but one section, and that the 
most northerly. If that failed, then 
there was nothing to do but to retrace 
the long, weary journey up the Kabin- 
ikagam, past the rapids where Dick 
had hurt himself, over the portage*, 
down the Mattawishgina, across the 
Misslnaibie. on which they had started 
their travels, to the country of the 
NijMssing. Discussing this possibility 
one rest-time, Dick said:

“We’d be right back where we start
ed. I think it would pay us to go down 
to Brunswick House and get a new out
fit. It’s only about a week up the 
Misslnaibie.” Then, led by inevitable 
association of ideas, "Wonder if those 
Créés had a good time? And I wonder 
if they’ve knocked our friend Ah-tek, 
the Chippeawa, on the head yet? He 
was a bad customer.”

“You better hope they have,” replied 
Sam. “He’s got it in for you.”

Dick shrugged his shoulders and 
laughed easly.

“That’s all right,’’ insisted the older 
man; “just the sanie, an Injun never 
forgets and never fails to get even* You 
may think he’s forgotten, but he’s lay- 
in’ for you just the same,” and then, 
because they happened to be resting in 
the lea of a bank ahd the sun was at 
its highest for the day, Sam went 
to detail one example after another 
from his wide observation of the ten
acity with which an Indian pursues an 
obligation, whether of gratitude or en
mity. “They’ll travel a thousand miles 
to get even,” he concluded. “They’ll 
drop the most important business they 
got, if they think they have a grod 
chance to make a killing. He’ll run up 
against you some day, my son, and 
then you’ll have It out.”

“All right,” agreed Dick, “I’ll take 
care of him. Perhaps I’d better get 
organized; he may be laying for me 
around the next bend."

“I don’t know what made us talk 
about It,” said Sam, “but funnier things 
have happened to me.”

Dick, with mock solicitude, loosened 
his Knife.

But Sam had suddenly become grave. 
“I believe in those things,” he slid, a

on

little fearfully. “They save a .man 
sometimes, -and sometimes they nelp
him to get what he wants. It’s a Chip
pewa we’re after; it’s a Chippewa 
we’ve been talkin’ about. They’s some
thing in it.”

“I don’t know what you’re driving 
at,” said Dick.

“I don’t know,” confessed Sam, “but 
I have a kind of a hunch Vb won’t have 
to go back to the Niplssing.” He looked 
gropingly about, without seeing, in the 
mariner of the old man.

“I hope your hunch is a good one,” 
replied Dick. “Well, mush on!”

The little cavalade had made barely 
a dozen advances when Sam, who was 
leading, came to a dead halt.

“Well, what do you make of that?” 
he asked.

Across the way lay the trunk of a 
fallen tree. It had been entirely 
ered with snow, whose line ran clear 
and unbroken its entire length except 
at one point, where it dipped to a shal
low notch.

“Well, what do you make of that?” 
Sam inquired again.

“What?” asked Dick. :
Sam pointed to the shallow depres

sion in the snow covering the prostrate 
tree-trunk.

CHAPTER XIX.
Dick looked at his companion a little 

bewildered..
“Why, you most know as well as I 

do,” he said, “somebody stepped on top 
of that log with snowshoes, and it’s 
snowed since.”

“Yes, but who?” insisted Sam.
“The trapper in this district, of 

course.”
“Sure; and let me tell you this,—that 

trapper is the man we’re after. That’s 
his trail."

“How do you know?"
“I’m sure. I’ve got a hunch.”
Dick looked sceptical, then impressed. 

After all, you never could tell what a 
man might not learn out in the Silent 
Places, and the old woodsman had 
grown gray among woods secrets.

"We’ll follow the trail and find his 
camp,” pursued Sam.

“You ain’t going to ambush him ?” inT 
quired Dick.

“What’ the use? He’s the last 
we have to tend to in this district, any
way. Even if it shouldn’t be Jingoss, 
we don't care if he Sees us. We’ll tell 
him we’re travelling from York to Win
nipeg. It must .be pretty near on the 
direct line from here.”

“All right," said Dick.
They set themselves to following the 

trail. As the only persistence of it 
through the last storm were to be found 
where the snow-shoes had left deep 
notches on the fallen timber, this was 
not an easy matter. After a time the 
affair was simplified by the dogs. Dick 
had been breaking the trail, but paused 
a moment to tie his shoe. The team 
floundered ahead. After a moment .it 
discovered the half-packed snow, and, 
finding it easier travel, held to it. Be
tween the partial success at this, and 
an occasional indication on the tops of 
fallen trees, the woodsmen managed to 
keep the direction of the fore-runner’s 
travel.

Suddenly Dick stopped short in his 
tracks.

man

"Look there!” he exclaimed.
Before them was a place where a 

man had camped for the night.
“He's travelling!” cried Sam.
This exploded the theory that the 

trail had been made by the Indian to 
whom the trapping rights of the dis
trict belonged. At once the two men 
began to spy here and there eagerly, 
trying to reconstruct from the 
vestiges of occupation who the camper 
had been and what he had been doing.

The condition of the fire corroborated 
what the condition of the trail had in
dicated. Probably the man had passed 
about three days ago. The nature of 
the fire proclaimed, him an Indian, for 
it was small and round, where a white 
man s is long and hot. He had no dogs; 
therefore his journey was short, for, 
necessarily, he was carrying what he 
needed on his back. Neither on the 
route nor here in camp were" any indi
cations that he had carried or was ex
amining traps; so the conclusion was 
that this trip was not merely one off 
the long circles a trapper sometimes 
makes about the limits of his domain. 
What, then, was the errand of a single 
man, travelling light and fast in the 
dead of winter?”

“It’s the man we’re after," said Sam, 
with conviction. "He’s either taken the 
alarm, or he’s visiting.”

"Look,” called the girl from beneath 
the wide branches of'a spruce.
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bend the head; always the rush of 
soundHn the ears—a distraction against 
which the senses had to struggle be
fore they could take their needed cog
nisance of trail and of game. An un
easiness was abroad with the wind, an 
uneasiness that infected the men, the 
dogs, the forest creatures, the .very in
sentient trees themselves. It racked 
the nerves. In it the inimical Spirit of 
the North seemed to find its plainest 
symbol; though many difficulties she 
cast in the way were greater to be 
overcome.

Ever the days grew shorter. The sun 
swung above the horizon, low to the 
south,- and dipped back as though pull
ed by some invisible string. Slanting 
through the trees it gave little cheer 
and no warmth. Early in the afternoon 
it sank, silhouetting the pointed firs, 
casting across the snow long, crimson 
shadows, which faded into gray. It 
was replaced by a moon, chill and re
mote, dead as the white world on 
which it looked.

In the great frost continually the 
trees were splitting with loud, sudden 
reports. The cold had long since 
squeezed the last <frops of moisture 
from the atmosphere. It was metallic, 
clear, hard as ice. brilliant as 
the stars. compressed 
freezing. The moon, 
the earth, the very 
glistened like polished steel. Frost lay 
on the land thick as a coverlid. It 
hid the east like clouds of smoke. Snow 
remained unmelted two feet from the 
camp-fire.

And the fire alone saved these people 
from the enemy. If Sam stooped for a 
moment to adjust his snow-shoe strap, 
he straightened his back with a certain 
reluctance, — already the benumbing 
preliminary to freezing had begun. If 
Dick, flipping his mitten from his hand 
to light his pipe, did not catch the fire 
at the second tug, he had" to resume the 
mitten and beat the circulation into 
his hand before renewing the attempt, 
lest the ends of his fingers became 
frosted. Movement, always and inces
santly, movement alone could keep go
ing the vital forces on these few cold
est days until the fire had been built 
to fight back the white death.

It was the land of ghosts. Except for 
the few hours at midday these people 
moved in the gloom and shadow of a 
nether world. The long twilight was 
succeeded by longer night, with its bur
nished stars, its dead moon, its un
earthly aurora. On the fresh snow' 
were the tracks of creatures, but in-the 
flesh, they glided almost invisible. The 
ptarmigan’s bead eye alone betrayed 
him, he had no outline. The ermine's 
black tip was the only indication of 
his presence. Even the larger animals, 
—the caribqu, the mouse—"had either 
turned a dull gray, or were so rimed by 
the frost as to have lost all appearance 
of solidity. It was ever a surprise to 
find these phantoms bleeding red, to 
discover that their flesh would resist 
the knife. During the strife of the 
heavy northwest storms one side of 
each tree had become more or less 
plastered with snow, so that even their 
dark trunks flashed mysteriously into 
and out df view. In the entire world 
of the great white silence the only solid, 
enduring, palpable reality was the tiny 
sledge train crawling with infinite pa
tience across its vastness.

White space, a feeling of littleness! 
and impotence, twilight gloom, bur
nished night, bitter cold, unrealit3r, 
phantasmagoria, ghosts like those 
which surged about AEneas, and finally 
clogging, white silence,—these were the 
simple but dreadful elements .of that 
journey which lasted, without event, 
from the middle of November until the 
latter part of January.

Never in all that time was an hour of 
real comfort to be anticipated. The 
labors of the day were succeeded by 
the shivering of the night. Exhaustion- 
,alone induced sleep; and the racking 
chilF of early morning alone broke it. 
The invariable diet was meat, tea, and 
pemmican. Besides the resolution re
quired for the day’s journey and the 
night’s discomfort, was the mental, an
xiety as to whether or not game would 
be found. Discouragements were many. 

CHAPTER xvill Sometimes with full anticipation of a
good day’s run, they would consume 

In a day or two Dick was attacked by hours ^n painfully dragging the sledge 
the fearful mal de raauette. wrhich over unexpected obstructions. At such 
tortures into knots the muscles of the times Wolf, always of an evil disposi
ng below' the knee; and by cramps that tion, made trouble. Thus besides .the 
doubled him up in his'blankets. This resolution of spirit necessary to the 
was the direct result of his previous in- work, there had to be pumped up a 
action. He moved only with pain; and surplusage to meet the demands of dif- 
yet, by the stern north-country code, flcult dog-driving. And when, as often 
he made no complaint and moved as happened, a band of the gray wolves 
rapidly as possible. Each ftime he would flank them within smelling dis- 
raised his knee a sharp pain stabbed tance, the exasperation of it became al- 
his groin, as though he had been stuck most unbearable.' Time and again Sam 
by a penknife: each time he bent his had almost forcibly to restrain Dick 
ankle in the recover the mal de ra- j from using the butt of his whip 
quette twisted his calves, and stretched j Wolf’s head.
his ankle tendons until he felt that his j Nor could they treat themselves in 
very feet were insecurely attached and | the weary succession of days to an ec- 
w-ould drop off. During the evening he j casional visit with human beings. Dur- 
sat quiet, but after he had fallen asleep | ing the course of their journey they in- 
from the mere exhaustion of the day’s ! vestigated in turn three of the four 
toil, he doubled up, straightened out, j trapping districts of the Kabinikagam. 
groaned aloud, and spoke rapidly in But Sam’s judgment advised that they 
th* strained voice of one who suffers, should not show themselves to the trap- 

.. Often he would strip his legs by the - pers. He argued that 
fi,re’ in°rder that Sam could twist a would look for winter posts at this 
cleft stick vigorously about the affect- time of year, and it might be difficult 
ed muscles: which is the Indian treat- otherwise to explain the presence of 
ment. As for the cramps, they took white men. It was quite easy to read 
care of themselves. The day’s journey by the signs how many people were to 
was necessarily shortened until he had be accounted for in each district, and 
partly recovered, but even after the then it was equally easy to ambush in
hrm?L7aQ8 a l0ng tramp always a tree‘ durin* the rounds for’ examina-
brought a slight recurrence. tion of the traps, until the identities

For the space of nearly ten w«ks had all been established. It
Pf€^le -^tr^V®illed th in the sary to climb a tree in order to escape 

region of the Kabinikagam. Sometimes discovery by the trapper's dog
they made long marches; sometimes course the trail of our travellers would 
they camped for the hunting; some- be found by the trapper, .but unless he
north fie*rCe ^rmS °f Uie actually sa^ them he would most prob-
north drove them to shelter, snowed ably conclude them to be Indians mov-
them under, and passed on shrieking, ing to the west. Accordingly Dick
The wind opposed them. At first of made long detours to intercept the 

ttle account its very insistence gave trappers, and spent many cold hours
wh7rv \ the stinginS snow waiting for them to pass, white Sam
vh rlmg into the face; always the eyes and the girl hunted in another direc-
yleldin? nnn always the tion *o replenish the supplies
yielding opposition against which to manner the frequenters of these dis-

CHAPTER XVII.—(Continued.)
* Shortly the camp was completed. Be

fore the fire, impaled on sticks, hung 
the frozen whiteflsh thawing out for 
the dogs. Eaph animal was ±o receive 
two. The kettle boiled. Meat sizzled 
over the coals. A piece of ioe, whittled 
to a point, dripped drinking water like 
a faucet. The snow bank ramparts 
were pink in the glow. They reflected 
appreciably the heat of the fire, though 
they were not in the least affected by 
It, and remained flaky to the touch. A 
comfortamle sizzling and frying and 
"bubbling and snapping filled the little 
dome of firelight, beyond which was 
the wilderness. Weary with an im
mense fatigue the three lay back wait
ing for their supper to be done, 
dogs, too, waited patiently just at the 
edge of the heat,^ their bushy tails cov
ering the bottoms of their feet and 
their noses, as nature intended. Only 
Mack, the hound, lacking this protec
tion, but hardened to greater exposure, 
lay flat on his side, his paws extended 
to the blaze. They all rested quietly, 
worn out, apparently without the 
energy to move a single hair. But now 
Dick, rising, took down from its switch 
the first of the whiteflsh. Instantly 
every dog was on his feet. Their eyes 
glared yellow, their jaws slavered, they 
leaped toward the man who held the 
fish high above his head and kicked 
energetically at the struggling animals. 
Sam took the dog whip to help. Be
tween them the food was distributed, 
two fish- to a dog. The beasts took 
each his share to a place remote from 
the others and bolted it hastily, return
ing at once on the chance of a further 
distribution, or the opportunity to steal 
from his companions. After a little 
more roaming about, growling and 
suspicious sniffling, they again settled 
down one by one to slumber.

Almost immediately after, supper the 
three turned in, first removing and 
hanging before tfle fire the duffel and 
moccasins worn during the day. These 
were replaced by larger and warmer 
sleep moccasins lined with fur. The 
warm-lined coverings they pulled up 
over and around them completely, to 
envelop even their heads. This ar
rangement is comfortable only after 
long use has accustomed one to the 
halfi*suffocation; but it is necessary, 
not only to preserve the warmth of the 
body, but also to protect the counten
ance from freezing. At once they fell 
Into exhausted sleep.

As though they had awaited a signal, 
the, dogs arose and proceeded to in
vestigate the camp. Nothing was too 
trivial to escape their attention. Billy 
found a t|ny bit of cooked meat. 
Promptly he was called on to protect 
his discovery against a vigorous on
slaught from the hound and the'other 
husky. Over and over the fighting dogs 
rolled, snorting and biting, awakening 
the echoes of the forest, even tramp
ling the sleepers, who. nevertheless, 
did not stir. In the meantime, Claire, 
uninvolved, devored the morsel. The 
trouble gradually died down. One after 
another the animals dug themselves 
holes in the snow, wrhere they curled 
up, their bushy tails over their noses 
and their fore paws. Only Mack, the 
hound with the wrinkled face -and 
long, pendent ears, unendowed with 
such protection, crept craftily between 
his sleeping masters.

Gradually the fire died to coals, then 
filmed to ashes. HancI in hand the 
cold and the darkness invaded the 
camp. As the fire light faded, objects 
showed dimly, growing ever more dis- 

™ ,tinct through the dying glow—the 
snow-laden bushes, the pointed trees 
against a steel sky of stars. The little, 
artificial tumult of homely sound by 
which these men had created for the 
moment an illusion of like sank down 
under the unceasing pressure of the 
verities, so that the wilderness again 
flowed unobstructed through the forest 
aisles. With a last pop of coals the 
famt noise of the fire ceased, 
even fainter noise slowly became audi
ble, a crackling undertone as of silken 
banners rustling. And at once, splen
did, barbaric,« the migl^tly orgy of the 
winter-time aurora began.
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