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Promoion andICMyrtie
A Tale of the Royal North-West Mounted Police

% STAMFEIEANWLLIAMS

Synopis c f Preceding Chapters

1'PO N riding in to Division Head Quarters,<JStaff Sergeant Williams of the R. N. W.M.P.
îs summoned bef re the Commanding

Officer and informed thai he will the nexi day
set out in charge of a deachment whose duty
il wil be ta capture three Blackfoot Indians
who have gone os the war path and are trying
ta get acrass ta the States. Wiliams is dis-
appointed as hke had expected a holiday, but on
finding that Myrlie Cook, his sweetheart, is
staying at McNulty's Ranch, he resoes ta
make this the first halt upon their journey. A
dispute arising between two of his Company
as -ta wkich is the best shot, il is pro osed that
durin& the noontide hait a match wiii be hed.
This ss dons and on Williams waking across
ta note the result of the first shot he suddeniy
finds himseif iooking into the mussis, of ariXfe

hedb aBakfoat Indian.

OU can make gue.sses as to what m'yÏfeelings were because lil be incon-
tinently hanged if I cani put themi into
wards. It is no use lyîng about It;
I was scared,' properly ,scared. A
man is too darned near the Great
Divide ta, take liberties with that
littIe ahining ring pointing at bis

id breast, and, bhhnd it, a bideous,
painted, copper-colored face wth ini-

scrutable eyes looking back into his own. Sa I
stood and waited, how long 1 don't know; but 1
went clean through the firt lhalf of the Litany and
then feil to wondering wbat those unsus1pecting
jays dlown at the shack thought of me, si 1floue
against the sky like a fool, wvith ny armi in the air.
Idid net cdare to mave miy head a haîr's b)reatht

look 'round; nor, indeed, could I haLve takect nmy
eyes off that red decvil's face if yau1 paid me.-

sajy, gentleiiienti if there are an y more happy
moments like that in store for mne, Fl Uladly mialce
thvnm over ta, any poor fellow in neved nf a inew sen-

sainIha ve m11y fauilts býit I am not sll
After what seenied like a life-timle a abiot reacbed

my e ars frornl below and the Indian's eyes rnarrojwed
oininlously. It was Gahe calling to know whaLt was
the mnatter. I could not answxer buit 1 knew by the
sound that be was approaching t1Phe ih. This
would( not do0. It rnighit meani the death of ail three
of usý. Trapped? I shouild say so, I couild alnost
havet welconed deaith for being sujcl a fool.

0f oure i ws the brown bianket of the Ida
had mitaken for a atone, The cLunning brujtes have
a trick of lyinF fat on a bill with their eyes
juat over acoutîing for danger.

Sla)wly, step bIy te), nmy captor began
asceniding the bill towards me, is lean brown
finger caressing h t -gr. They keep) their

iin locks filedta a feather' touich anid, y()u
bet , I prayed thiat lie mlght not catch his foot.

.11ili, h id not fire, but whenl his cycs were
high enouiglita command the plain balted and
for one moment took b igze off me, What-
ever it was lie saw, be began ta.ereta
silentiy as he bad came, still keeping mne
covered, and this was the cruclet test (f al; -
for 1 was firmily convineed that before lie
rouinded the next iffle hill he would shoot me
and runi for it. Upon ny soul by this time I
couild have acreamied lilce a womnan.

However, bie was evidently not golng ta add

aId Chippewa. Oregon-bred in the days when they
turned out the real thing, with legs of iran and a
heart as big as the prairie hie was foaled an. I
drink ta you, Chip, in your equine Vaîhalla. May
we ride together againl

There was no tirne for explanations. Across the
spongy alkali fiat we tare, in a whirl of flying dust,
the heavy tbud of aur borses' feet the only saund.
Dirck and Joris and Robert Browning neyer carried
the news from Ghent at baîf the pace. No Dutcb-
bred horse couhd bave stoad it. Fast as we travelled,
howcver, wc did not appreciably gain on the flying
Indians. It was no cayuses tbey werc riding or we
sbould bave run themn down in the first mile; it looked
migbtiiy as if tbey had been stealing ranch horses.
If ea they meant ta travel a long way.

They were the first by a gond haîf mile ta reacb
tbe rolli'ng prairie at the far ide of the fiat and,
witb a curse, I recagInized tbe fact that we wcre
lîkely ta lose tbem afer aIl. I bazarded a couple
of abts with mny Iong-barrelled Enfield revolver
baping ta haIt thern, b ut the only effect was ta
flatten tbcm down on their barses backs. Just as

a euf f htesno from the ramust anc and a
ball sang high above aur heada. Sa it was fight, eh?

Wc pullcd up for a few seconds wben we reacbed
bard ground, uncertain which wyta go. Gabe

ismaountedliastily ta shift biswsdlewic a
worked back. Suddenly bie dropped ta anc kncee
and levelled bis piece. Six or seven bundred yards
away going soutb we sigbted thse threc trottingr
smartly round a amaîl butte. Tbe rifle spoke and
1 saw the mniddlc borse rear up, thea double it-s
bead between its legs and raIl over, thse rider alight-
ing on is feet like a Cat.

"Good abat,Gae' cried Porter, the first words
WC bad spaken. "Give bimi the five dollars, Com-
parai.",

Like a streak we wcre off again, riding like devils
Jet baose, but toa late. We found onfy the dead
horse, abat tbraugh the hungs, tbe bar L brand an
ita left hip). The redakins were safe in a mnaze of
buttes and coulees.

"A good start,'"
I said Iitt2rl y.

"First ambushed
and beld up, then
a valuable ranch-
barse kihied - WC
shaîl bc lau glbcd at
from the ÏCypre-ss
Huis ta Winnip)eg."

"Dey nat iaugb
so loud wben we
get tra"," said Gabe
witb a savage aoatb,

though it did flot hold out much promise of success.
It was tua late in the year, he argued, ta trail

them by footmarks, the grass bcing dry and the
ground bard. It would be altogether tua slow and
we right hunt themn for a year in that rolling country.
Our horses, as well as theirs probably, had already
came a long way, the last six miles at a clip that
would make the Grand National. look silly. The
nearest ranch, in fact the only ane for many miles
was McNulty's, and bere the Indians were almost
certain to look for another borse. We must play
the game in their own way, cunning against cunning.
Gabe's suggestion was ta ride back slowly across the
flat, knowing tbat they would watch us and cone ta
the conclusion that we had abandoned tbe chase
and were returning ta barracks after an ordinary
patrol. Once out of sight we were ta ride narth
a short distance and, under caver of the low hilîs,
work west again for six or seven miles ta a narraw
valley known as Dcad Horse Coulce that led directly
ta M cNulty's ranch. This valley was full of chake-
cherry bush and stunted cotton-wood trees and by
kceping ta tbe far side we bad a gond chance of
reaching the ranch unobserved. Here we could
get supplies and reat the borses for 4~ few bours,
resurning the chase as soon as the moon go: up.

I though: t it ver for 11ve minutes and could sec
no btter plan. One thing was certain-, we must
not play out our horsea the very firqt day. I was
feeling sick and unstrung and the thought of seeing
Myrtle may have had sone hypnotic influence, 80,
in the end, we carried out Gabe's instructions ta
the letter. Just bef ore six o'clock we fouand ourseives
waving aur caps in answer ta a welcomning flutter
of bandkercbiefs from the ranch door, as; we rode
across McNulty's oat-patch, bungry, tireçl and
dejected; at least I was.

CHAPTER IV.I Tis astonisbing wbat a gond supper wîi do ta
cheer a man up. jabnny-cakcs are ail, right
when Myrtle makes them, and miaple syrup lis

noune taa du 1sty, thou0gh we do have
ta imnport it front ntario. g,
ton, fried in ecear park grease, j ust
S1 lden brown ulnderneath and a

ew flakes of red pepper an the
taop of their bald-hecads, My wigt
fellows, there's nut haif as much
hardship aon the prairie as tbei-e's
crackedl up ta be. Tea, brewed,
whien the kettle just corntes ta the
bubblc, anc teaspoon of good green
(nane of yaour twe'nty-fivc cent
stuif) ta four of black, is a better
nerve stimulant than a kegful of
Montana ratgut whiskey. 've tried
them bath.

lin about baîf an bour we were,
like a modern hotel, replete ritb
every comfort, and those canfaunded
Blackfeut ta mny immd as good as
sa'fe in jail. No need ta bother
about lhem,. The question of a
p ainted fluor or an oilclotb in the
front lhall was what was troubling
Myrtle and mie. You sec there's a
very devil of a lot ta think about
wben twa tenderfeet go ta bouse-
keeping. Wbat; didn't I say I was
going ta Marry lber?


