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Tekahionwake

think they pay me a compliment in saying that Iam just hke a white woman. My aim, my joy, mypnde IS to smg the glories of my own people. Ours
was the race that gave the world its measure of
neroism, its standard of physical prowess. Ourswas the race that taught the world that avarice
veiled by any name is crime. Ours were the people
of the blue air and the green woods, and ours the
with that taught men to live without greed and to
die without fear. Ours were the fighting men that,man to man—yes, one to three—could meet and win
against the worid. But for our few numbers, our
simple faith that others were as true as we to keep
their honor bright and hold as bond inviolable their
plighted word, we should have owned America
to-day.

If the spirit of Wetamoo, the beautiful woman
Sachem, the B.adicea of New England, ever came
»* u' ',* ""-^ ^^"^ ^^^ 'n Tekahionwake the
Mohawk. The fortitude and the eloquence of the
Narragansett Chieftainess were born again in the
Iroquois maiden; she typified the spirit of her
people that flung itself against the advancing tide
of white encroachment even as a falcon might fling
himself against a horde of crows whose strength
was their numbers and whose numbers were with-
out end, so all his wondrous efTort was made vain

The Riders of the Plains," the "Legends of
Vancouver ' "Flint and Feather," and the present
youme, Shagganappi," all tell of the spirit that
tells them. Love of the blessed life of blue air
without gold-lust is felt in the line and the inter-
line, with joy in the beauty of beaver stream,
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Tekahionwake

S7n 7^T^' ']^''^-^T^
^"d drifting cloud, andlaith in the creed of her fathers, that saw the

S^n tSl"*
'".'" ^''•"^^ ^"^ "''^^ reverend H'm

that teTof'^*^ T' *"'' ^^^'^ •' «" ^l^^ «*d noS
mshS bv n,'"''!!!''

"'!• '°."'"°"^ '^^' it has beenSS go^nrrre":";.
^'^^ '" '^^ '^ "^ -'^ '*«

down in^i^'i.^^
'""^ '""^* *^'"ne for us to go

to ^;.^ ""^T " "°.'""^ ""^y ^« have the strengfhto meet our fate with such fortitude and silentdignity as did the Red Man his.
*

'Oh, why have your people forced on mo *!,-name of Pauline Johnson?!' she saTd " Wa" not my
u^^^^" good enough? Do you think you hS

J

Z o.^. ff ",^ "' ^"'K^* °"'' blood? by teaching U8

gLTousfast T"'"^ °lT '•'«" '^-'« -" ourglorious past? I am an Indian. My pen and mvhfe I devote to the memory of my own n^jnTe

atS \tVlT ^^f?\l°^-^-'^^^rJrntalways that I was Tekahionwake, the Mohawkthat humbly aspired to be the sag; singer of herpeople, the bard of the noblest folk the world hasever seen, the sad historian of her own fterol race.

"

Ernest Thompson Seton.



<

1

1

1

L



CONTENTS

Introduction

The Shagganappi

The King's Coin - . . .

A Night WITH "North Eagle" -

HOOLOOL OF THE TOTEM PoLE
The Wolf-Brothers -

We-hro'j Sacrifice -

1 .lE Potlatch - . . .

The Scarlet Eye
Sons of Savages ...
Jack o' Lantern ...
The Barnardo Boy
The Broken String -

Maurice of His Majesty's Mails
The Whistling Swans
The Delaware Idol -

The King Georgeman
GuN-SiiY Billy ....
The Brotherhood

The Signal Code
The Shadow Trail

The Saucy Seven
Little Wolf-Willow -

11

7

- 15

- 51

- 86

101

- 110

- 119

- 128

140

• 153

158

173

183

197

210

223

236

252

261

271

282

292

303



ILLUSTRATIONS

The Great Totem Pole - . Frontispiece

Totem Poles ON THE North Coast - . loi

Th'! Cariboo Mail - - - . 197

^'%iT^°l "^ ^^'''^^^ Stage on Her
650-Mile Stage Drive - - . . 236

12



THE
SHAGGANAPPI

I ? I



star

he I

to t
"In,

whe:

vaiK

but
natii

heril

tomi

"hal

Gen(

scho
pres(

"Th
schoi

tt

Gov*
It

half-
((

a pe
imag
voice

looke

s.—

3



S.~3

THE

SHAGGANAPPl

rr/'HEN "Fire-Flint" Larocque said good-bye to" his parents, p in the Red River Valley, and
started forth for his first term in an Eastern college,
he knew that the next few years would be a fight
to the very teeth. If he could have called himself
'Indian" or "White" he would have known
where ht stood in the great world of Eastern ad-
vancement, but he was neither one nor the other—
but here he was born to be a thing apart, with no
nationality in all the world to claim as a blood
heritage. All his young life he had been accus-
tomed to hear his parents and himself referred to as
"half-breeds," until one day, when the Governor-
General of all Canada paid a visit to the Indian
school, and the principal, with an air of pride
presented "Fire-Flint" to His Excellency, with
This IS our head pupil, the most diligent boy in the

school. He is Trapper Larocque's son.

"

"Oh? What tribe does he belong to?" asked the
Governor, as he clasped the boy's hand genially.

"Oh, Fire-Flint belongs to no tribe; he is a
half-breed, " explained the principal.

"What an odd term!" said the Governor, with
a perplexed wrinkle across his brows; then, "I
imagine you mean a half-blood, not breed. "His
voice was chilly and his eyes a little cold as he
looked rather haughtily at the principal. "I do not

15



The Shagganappi

like the word 'breed' applied to human beings. It

is a term for cattle and not men," he contin jed.

Then, addressing " Fire-Flint, " he asked, "Who
are your parents, my boy?"

"My father is half French and half Cree; my
mother is about three-quarters Cree; her grand-

father was French, " repHed the boy, while his whole

loyal young heart reachtd out towards this great

man, who was lifting him out of the depths of

obscurity. Then His Excellency's hands rested

with a peculiar half fatherly, half brotherly touch

on the shoulders of the slim lad before him.

"Then you have blood in your veins that the

whole world might ervy," be said slowly. "The
blood of old Fiance and the blood of a great aborigi-

nal race that is the offshoot of no other race in the

world. The Indian blood is a thing of itself, un-

mixed for thousands of years, a blood that is

distinct and exclusive. Few white people can

claim such a lineage. Boy, try and remember that

as you come of Red Indian blood, dashed with that

of the first great soldiers, settlers and pioneers in

this vast Dominion, that you have one of the

proudest places and heritages in the world
;
you are

a Canadian in the greatest sense of that great word.

When you go out into the world will you remember
that, Fire-Flint?" His Excellency's voice ceased,

but his thin, pale, aristocratic fingers still rested

on the boy's shoulders, his eyes still shone with

that peculiar brotherly light.

"I shall remember, sir," replied Fire-Flint,

while his homeless young heart was fast creating

for itself the foothold amongst the great nations of

16
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The Shagganappi

man. So try to be worthy of the nickname, my
boy. Live to be essential to your people—like the
buckskin; to be noble—like the horse. And now
good-bye, Shagganappi, and remember that you
are the real Canadian."

Another handclasp and Lord Mortimer was
walking away with the principal at his side, who
was saying, "Your Excellency, you have gready
encouraged that boy; I think he always felt terribly
that he was a half-bree—half-blood. He would
have loved to claim either all Cree or all French
ancestry.

"

" He is a fine lad and I like him, " returned Lord
Mortiiner, rather shortly, for he felt a little im-
patient with the principal, who could so easily
have lightened the boy's heart from the very first
year he had entered the school, by fostering within
him pride of the two great races that blended within
his veins into that one mighty nation called
Canadian.

But that day proved the beginning of a new
life for Fire-Flint; Lord Mortimer had called him
Shagganappi in a half playful way, had said the
name meant good and great things. No more did
the little half-blood despise his own unusually tinted
skin, no more did he hate that dash of grey in his
brown eyes that bespoke "white blood," no more
did he deplore the lack of proper coloring that
would have meant the heritage of pure Indian
blood. He was content to fight it out, through all
his life to come, as "The Shagganappi," and when
the time came for him to go to the great Eastern
college in Ontario he went with his mind made up

18
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The Shagganappi

"Meaning's just this, my son," replied Cop,
getting out of his limited running togs into some-
thing more respectable, " that if you chumps guessed
all day you'd never strike just how the Indian came
to this school. Who do you suppose wrote to the
Head recommending him to take the Redskin, and
kind of insinuating that the college would do well
to treat him properly? None other than His
Excellency Lord Mortimer, Governor-General of
'this Canada of ours.' Now, Locke, will you act
good and pretty, and take your bread and milk
like a nice little tootsy-wootsy and allow the Indian
to stay?"

"Whew!" bellowed Locke, "I guess I'm it,

fellows."

"Just found it out, eh?" answered Cop; then,
as the first bell clanged throughout the building
and hustling was in order, he proceeded to explain
that as he passed the library door on his way to the
baths. Professor Warwick called him in and intro-

duced him to the tall, lithe Westerner, who had
wonderfully easy manners, a skin like a tan-colored
glove, and whose English was more attractive than
marred by a strong accent that sounded " Frenchy.

"

"When he found that I was heading for the
baths he asked to come, too," rattled Cop; "been
on the train over three days and nights coming
from Winnipeg; said he felt grimy, so I took him
along. Jingo, you should see his clothes—silk

socks, silk shirt, top-coat lined with mink, an otter
collar—must have cost hundreds. Says I, 'Well,
pal, your governor must be well fixed.' Says he,
'My father is a trapper and trades with the Hud-

20
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The Shagganappi

they entered the little sanctuary, one of the masters,
standing irresolute near the door, beckoned to
Cop. "Billings," he whispered, "Will you please
go and ask Larocque if he cares to come to prayers?
He's in room 17; you met him this morning, I

believe.

"

"Certainly, sir," replied Cop, dashing up the
nearest stairway.

"Entrez," replied an even voice to Cop's
unusually respectful knock. Then the voice
rapidly corrected itself, "Enter, come in," it said in

English.

"How about prayers?" asked Cop. "Perhaps
you're tired and don't care to come?"

"I'll go," replied the Indian, and followed
noiselessly where Billings led the way.

They entered just as Professor Warwick was
beginning prayers, and although the eighty or so
boys present were fairly exemplary, none could
resist furtive looks at the newcomer, who walked
up the little aisle beside Billings with a peculiarly
silent dignity and half-indifference that could not
possibly be assumed. How most of them envied
him that manner! They recalled their own shyness
and strangeness on the first day of their arrival;

how they stumbled over their own feet that first

morning at prayers; how they hated being stared
at and spoken of as " the new boy. " How could this

Indian come among them as if he had been born and
bred in their midst? But they never knew that
Larocque's wonderful self-possession was the out-
come of his momentary real indifference; his

thoughts were far away from the little college

22
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The ShaggatMppi

the silent moccasin, the scarlet sash, the muffled

step, all proclaiming "the hunter on the plain."

The prayers were ended and Shag found that he

was not really watching his father coming up some

prairie trail, but that before him was a different type

of man, Professor Warwick, whose studious eyes

now required glasses to see through, and whose

hand was white and silken in its touch—how hope-

lessly lost this little man would be should circum-

stances turn him forth to gain his livelihood at

hunting and trapping. Old Larocque himself would

hardly be more incongruous teaching in this college.

It was this thought that made Shag smile as he

rose from his knees, with the echoes of the bells of

St. Boniface haunting his heart.

Then the chapel emptied, each boy on breakfast

bent. "Cop" Billings still remained at the Indian's

elbow, but at the door one or two of the masters

stopped to greet the new arrival, and a tall, remark-

ablv handsome lad waited, apparently to speak.

He \/as a boy that anyone would pick from a crowd

of fifty—straight, well-built, with fine, strong, thin

hands, and a face with contradictory eyes, for they

twinkled and danced as if nothing so serious as

thoughtfulness ever disturbed them. As the two

boys approached him he stepped impulsively for-

ward, extending his hand to Shag with the words,

" May I shake hands with you and say hello?"

"Thank you," replied Shag; "the way you boys

are treating me makes me feel less strange."

"Oh, no one feels strange here," laughed the

handsome boy. "You must try and like us. So

you're from Manitoba, are you?"
24
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The Shagganappi

"Oh, I forgot," apologized Cop. "It seems so

funny that everybody shouldn't know. Why,
he's Harry Bennington. You must have heard

of Sir George Bennington, big railroad man.
Queen Victoria knighted him for some big scoop he

made for Canada or the Colonies or something.

Well, Hal's his son; but do you suppose that his

dad's title makes any diflference to Hal? Not
much! But Hal's handshake will make a big

difference to you in this college, I'll tell you that.

Shag. You're made, that's what you are—just

made; even Lord Mortimer back of you couldn't

give you the place among the crowd here that Hal
Bennington's grip did to-day."

Shag did not reply; he was looking across the

room at Sir George Bennington's son. He knew
the name of the wealthy man whom Queen Victoria

had honored, knew it well. His father, Trapper
Larocque, had met Sir George in the old pioneer

days of the railroad in the North-West. There was
a little story about Sir George, well-known in the

Red River Valley; Trapper Larocque knew it, the

Hudson's Bay Company knew it. Shag knew it,

and was eisking himself if Hal knew it. Then the

boy from Manitoba took the story and locked it

within his heart, sealed his lips above it, and said to

his soul, " Hal Bennington won't know it from me,
nor will anyone else. He's made my first day at

this school an easy day; the fight won't be half

what I thought it would. I owe much to him,

and above all I owe him my silence."

"Coming up, fellows?" asked Hal genially, as

Cop Billings stretched his big frame after grind in
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included Shag '"' '^"'' '^ '"°^ *^"

room occupied by Hal and nnl ?u
"^ P"''**^

fellow known as ''Shortv" M °*''T' ^ "^°^''y

settling to hisTetterSw^sX S''
"^ ^"^*

He nodded curtly, said"'Hello." r^^""
""''"^^•

duced' ShrL^^'^''
^'^"^"^""^^

wSrH^ayfio':
d." urbeS at a'nvt'hT'- ^'^-^r^'--V^ hated to be

Hal, always gracious and kindly, seemed mr.r«

his father years hpfnriL!^!
"^"S^-anmals shot by

came toWsThoto^:^:'''^
P^^ ^-ks. and finally

enthuTfa:ticllly;t"wl^arn:L':r'" ""' ^^

Stow m^v
•"^^••^^* y«". for Professor V^r-w.ck told_ me you came here to study surveying "

Ves, sa.d Shag, "that is my chosen work "

tne one m the blanket coat and sash. He
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was part French but mostly Indian, I fancy

—

Why, what's the matter, Larocque?" for Shag had
suddenly made some inarticulate exclamation, and
had carried the photograph nearer the light.

"That is my father," he said quietly. As he
spoke the words he was well aware that they might
tell against him some time or other. He knew
enough of the civilization of the white people to

understand that when two boys attend the same
school, one with a titled father and the other with
a father who had cooked for the titled one, that

things are apt to become strained; but never for

one second did he hesitate about claiming the Red
River trapper as his sire. He would have despised

himself far more than any boy in the school could
possibly do now, had he failed to say the words,
"That is my father." The attitude of his three

listeners was certainly a study. Cop Billings

stood staring at him for a moment, then said,

"Well, i' your dad did cook he gets you far better

shirts and socks than mine does me." Shorty
Magee uttered the four words, "Cooked for Sir

George! " and with an ugly sneer turned again to his

letter-writing.

Hal Bennington had sprung forward, tossing

his arms about the Indian's shoulders and exclaim-

ing, "Your father! Is PVonch Pete your father.'

Oh, I'm so glad! Father will be delighted when I

tell him. I have heard him say a hundred times
that he would never have lived to be 'Sir' George
if it hadn't been for French Pete.

"

"Yes, they call my father French Pete because,
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drown ng in the A<!«inih^;
v^eorge s life, once from

to death'on ^J^^t:.'^,::^;:'.^^ 't'"^a" too short for the holTtl^ ^ interval was
and when tho'vLT-u^..° ''^"'^ *^''«'" talk out,

hand wira sincerttd?T "^' ^"^"^'« S^^^^'^

a responsive tS Ln JhJf"""' *>* '"'°"g''t

boywhowasspendinfh^- ^^.'^'^Sf''^ °f the lonely

•niles away^^0 '' "'^'^ «''^^" ''""^red

the nS":
"

JoinTto'ctL'-
^^ ^'^^^*- ^oys left for

your father-sTol'are ;ou
""""'^ "'''^ ^''^ -n of

checked the torrent .^f ^ .
''""y^ then he

i.> and answrdiii:;,:?ts*';ij.y-^ ^^^ ^^

BennrnS's'Vtv": '-ir
*°

f'^'^*^"'-^^
-"d Lady

sneered Shorty "^ "'^'"'^" ^^'^ ^^^^ faster Vac?"

then^lVeraTriSTnV-i" .rh^' -7- ' -" =

compliment of coming ^ ^ '^'" P^y »"« the

trut?trtU\itt;t^;:? "°^ ^'^^'^^^^^ ^••'^ -^.
had accomplished precLeltTh?'"'

*''?* '^'^ «"--«
what he had intended but H^f """T''^

'^''' *«
until just before they got IST'^^^I"? ^^'"'nent
said evenly ^ ^ * '"*° their beds; then he

"Shorty, you and I^are room-mates, we have
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been pals for over a year; we won't discuss Shag
Larocque, for I see that we shall never agree about
him."

"I hate a mongrel," sniffed Shorty; "this fellow
is neither Indian nor white."

"He's more Indian than white, and better for it,

too," said Hal; "but, I say, Shorty—what national-
ity was your father?''

"Irish," said Shorty, with some pride.

"And your mother.'" persisted Hal relentlessly.

"Oh, r.VLthtr's parents were English; she was
born here in Canada," replied Shorty a little

weakly.

"Oh!" was all Hal said, but it held a world of
meaning.

"Now, see here, Hal," began Shorty apolo-
getically, " I know what you are thinking, but I'm
British r'ght through and my skin's white, no
matter how you take it. I'm white on both sides
of the family; I'm not splashed with tinted blood
like this fellow from the North-West that's strayed
in here; his skin's almost yellow.

"

"Yes," acquiesced Hal, "his skin is tinted

—

it is tinted, not tainted. There's a big difference.

Shorty. Do you know, I'd give the world if I had
as much of a copper-colored tint to my skin as
Shag has."

"Rot!" ejaculated Shorty.

"No rot at all," cut in Hal; "I love the Indian
people. You call this chap a 'mongrel,' but I tell

you he is Indian—anyone can see it, and I know it.

His father may have cooked in camp for my father,

and did so, but from what my father told me, he,
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French Pete wa* ->„ i,

"
"

I

too. and his 'ao"„-: tZ^Zn^l '"' ' "^^^ «-•
friend until the last dog?huS " ^ ""' ""^ ^'^ ^is

both white and Indian slept
^^^ '"""^t *«'

..;
*******

»es, niy dear h^i-,. "
weeks later.

''bralU'eansTrin'
^"^ ^•^°^^'^' «ome

home for the Easter vSJnT^T^ ^^'-'^^^^
son of my old friend anH-'^ '''^" welcome the
delight. I have frequentlf'to. r"''

''•'^ ^^^test
Pete's heroism and nnseSn '^ ^?" °^ f"r«nch
hospitality I can show the son' wk'^I \^^ ^ ''"'"^
father, I shall regard it as TJ-f^ ^ """'^ °^ the
mother will write you to „ith^''T- -,

'^""^ ^ear
httle note of invitation r°

"'«''^' and will enclose a
'Shagganappi-Tor thargL'^^'jAr^ Wend
word brings back my youth^°? .^I'^^ 7°«h-West
fnend, even before I ZTu-' *'""'" * "ke your
adopted that name •' ^™' J"^* ''^'^^"^e he has

the^ar^:3S,r„rafrIS f°"'^ ^^^^
Benmngtons in Montreal ArH. ^°'^^ °^ the
this holiday invitation was dw^v

""^^ "? P°P"'^^'
greatest compliment by anv hr^\''''^'"'''ed as the
enough to receive it LTL^K^°^^^^^°'-tunate
Bennington written 'ersonT ''"^''" ^^'^ Lady
Hal's friends.

Personally to invite one of

a4e^i:'!it];^-^Strk"''=^^'--
^-ded him the invita^trrer^ SdrBennt?
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ton was famous as one of the few women who

always say and do the right thing at the right

moment. The note ran:

" Dear Shagganappi,

—

" Do come with my boy at Eastertide ; we vant

you—come.
"Yuur friend, Hal's mother,

"Constance Bennington."

So Easter found the boys at Montreal, Shag a

little shy at first amidst all the grandeur and

wealth of Hal's home, but covering that shyness with

a Ljuiet dignity that sat very well on his young

shoulders. With a wonderful knack of delicacy, Hal

would smooth out any threatened difficulty for the

Indian boy—little table entanglements, such as

new dishes or unaccustomed foods. But Shag was

at times surprisingly outspoken, and the first night

at dinner seemingly won Sir George's heart by

remarking when the fruit plates and finger-glasses

were served, " Now, Hal, don't be afraid that I won't

understand this; fortunately I dined on the dining-

cars on the way East." Everyone laughed then,

including Shag, and Sir George said, "Then you are

better up in things than I was at your age, my boy.

1 never saw a finger-glass until I was twenty." So

tiiis little confidence put them all on a kind of

family footing; and during the rest of his visit Shag

was not afraid to ask and learn any of the usages of

wealthy city houses and manners that might pu? c

him. When he left he had endeared himself to

Hal's parents as no other boy had done before.

Ladv Bennington especially seemed to have be-
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come attached to him. Once when Hal was takinesome snapshots of the grounds, she called Shag to

asked H.r?' ""r""^ °"u"
^^""^ "" his shoulder,

almost trembled with pleasure, but his delight knewno bounds when a week after their return to scha^he received a little copy of the photograph fr^mTdm silver and inscribed on the back with ™ToShagganapp. Larocque, with love from Hal's

'r don't know why you and your people are so

h»H H^'r^'J
"^^^^^'^--ed to Hal. when they LThad duly admired the little picture. Hal staredat h.m rather oddly, but did not reply, and it wfsmany months before Shag understood what thatSmeant but when it was explained the Indian

recalled many things that had once perplexed him********
It was late in May when Sir George and LadvBennmgton left on their yearly visit to Eng^n^T

leaving Hal with the enviable holiday ahead of h"mof playmg host at their summer residence in th^

Srr1J'^'"f • "? *"^ P"^''^Sed to ask what

sX . "^V'^u
''°"''' ^"""^ ^'^ «^" '^anoe and

hat hi' ^"^Vi
the servants from the city residencethat he wished, and just put in one long, goldensummer swimming, boating, rollicking^'afound"

getting tanned and healthy. The only stipulationhs parents made was that in addition to the crowS

It SiTnn^ .^ ""i^t invite one of the masters,

b ,t vnT"'": ""^'fh «"<=• so ^hat did Hal dobut cheek it up" to the Head, who had no family
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to summer with, and who usually wandered off to

some lonely mountain resort by himself for the

entire vacation. Professor Warwick was amazed.

"Why, Bennington," he exclaimed, "what ever

do you want an old codger like me for? There's

young Graham, almost a boy himself, and Lewes,

the science man, a funny chap. I always think

Mr. Lewes is more fun than a cage of cats. I'm

a dried-up old fellow that most of the boys are

afraid of. You won't enjoy yourself with me

around all the time.

"

. _,

"We're only afraid of you in classes, sir,

laughed Hal; "no one is afraid of you outside.

I've heard the boys josh you on the ball grounds

and at the sports lio end of times. You've just got

to come. Professor!" And the old gentleman did

go, to the delight of Hal's parents, who left for

England perfectly satisfied that the boys would be

well looked after if the Professor was an mmate

of their island home.

The party was just about the right size; two

of the little boys who lived at the Pacific coast

were asked, then Shorty and Cop and little chunky

Johnny Miller and Shag Larocque—seven all told,

including Hal, and eight, counting the Professor,

who, on the first night in camp said, a little gravely,

"Hal, my boy, it is a great privilege to be the son

of a wealthy man. I have never cared for money,

but I would like to be in a position where I could

have the pleasure of entertaining my friends in this

delightful way."
,. , .

"
I hope I appreciate it. Professor, replied the

boy. "Dad is always reminding me of the stacks of
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'

people not so well fixed as we are h„ r T
tells me of the times when he win. u

^--^quently

hungry, without twentyXe elms wkh Vf"''buy a meal, and he siv« if « r r
*" ^^ich to
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^
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with all his wealth he L thl ^^ ^ wonderful;

always ^vas I knew hfl
^^"'^'^^ar old chap he

almost-and the onTv ^^ ""^^u
^^ ^^ ^""^ age

changed is h.^hair'it' s"f SM-'"' ^'^* '^'^

and grey.

"

- -^ '» a little thinner now—
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"''"* I
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^^ "" '''^ ™oney

royal holiday fhead "f ntlu^"" ^" '^^'«' and a
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°"*.^''"?''"^ ^°'- «
think Pn, the whofe Sin^"^

' ^'^^ ^''^ ^«-'^«-<^<'. or

hThSltrH^-ynJal-s^S^^
what would hisHfe at

"
He^fh °''k^"'

^"^'^^'^ «"»
Locke never like/ wi^''^^''T'^«"? He knew
lH>sitively dislikedlim h; k^w'tTeTe

'"^^ '''^'^^

element of prejudice in tjl u ,^ *^^ a strong
he knew posSv thlt x^

•^^^'"'* ^''"' «"d
Mortimer's influence a„H " "°* ^°'- ^0^^
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East bearable, as far as being received on an

equality with the other boys went. It was a

tremendous debt that he owed this handsome

boy who was his host for the summer. But before

the holiday was ended Shag paid that debt with all

his heart, and almost with his life.

It happened one day from the simple cause that

the camp had run short of bread, and one of the

youngsters from the Pacific coast, Freddy by name,

had volunteered to paddle over to the mainland for

it. The sailboat being laid up for repairs, Freddy

ran out the light little Peterborough, and was just

getting away from the island when Hal descried him

and shouted to him to weic. "Think I'd let you go

alone in that canoe, kidaie?" he asked. "There's

too much wind to-day ; look at her sweep down the

north channel. Why, she'd turn you round and

round like 'Willie waltzing.' Hold on, I'm coming

with you." With that he sprang into the canoe and

they were away.

It was rather a cold wind for early September,

and the two boys were glad to paddle hard to keep

their circulation up. Both were in shirt sleeves and

both somewhat chilled; but by the time they had

reached the mainland they were all tingling with

rioting blood and with appetites ready to attack their

cargo of bread, even minus the butter. They

started back in good shape, although Hal's weather

eye observed that the wind was picking up and

that they would have to work for it to make the

island in good time for supper. All went well for

some distance, although sometimes the waves

galloped up and slipped over the bow where Freddy
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knelt plymg his paddle in good form. Out in

h^ uTu T^ ^'^ ^^'"'^ ^"d current againlthm Hal had considerable difficulty in steS-
strolfr"^' !r"'""'^''

^"^' P""*^^'! little Freddyl'«roke around and he bent to the work of "Sging

ffiXishtiLrs^^^^^^^

nKrr ThT
''' surface^:r%:iX ^^

.t poured over the deck, little Freddy flu^KhimsSf

rsct^sTbTone'Thi^; '^t^.rhr "t
"-^^

struck through with theSf of' e wat^ron'o"'

cLoeTJ" \'''\* °' perspiration with bit ling hecanoe through the waves. Then he came tn fhn
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"Not on your life, kiddie!" spluttered Hal.
"I'll get that bally canoe. Only don't hold on
around my neck, that's a good kiddie. There,
that's better," as Freddy loosened his fingers from
Hal's shirt collar, and the boy struck out with one
arm around the child and the other working for all

the grit and muscle there was in it. His magnificent
stroke, helped by the wind and currer* soon over-
hauled the canoe. By a supreme effort he clutched
the immersed gunwale. With one arm around
Freddy he could never hope to right the boat,
but even bottom up she was a salvation. "Grip her,

kiddie, grip her as I shove you up," he gasped,
"and don't let go; straddle her and hang on!
Promise me you will hang on,—promise me!" he
cried.

"I'll promise," gulped the child. Then Hal's
powerful arm flung itself upwards, his two hands
"boosted," and Freddy landed on the upturned
canoe, gripping it with all fours and coughing the
water from his mouth.

Hal made an attempt to climb up, his fingers

slipped; then two terrible little demons seemed to
grasp the calves of his legs; their fingers ripf ed the
muscles out and tied them into knots, knots that
extended to his knees, his hips, his stomach; his

lingers weakened with the agony of it—Hal Ben-
nington knew he was going down with cramps.

Away off to the right he thought he heard a
voice; it was saying, "Keep up, Hal, keep up, I'm
coming!" but he could not answer. With a last

effort he literally screamed, "Hang on, Freddy,
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ha..,^o„r Then he felt numb, very numb, and all

Professor Warwick had gone out to furl fh«awnings against the rising wind. h"s Wndlv littU

IZ" r'\P^""« *'"-°"8h their sp^tades ^at «a
thaVwrsTak"nra ''"'

V'^^ "^'^'^^ ^""^

Inl fi t ^ ^" ^"^^"^ """"se toward the island

•>r% t

""y^' ooys, he shouted fra'-tirallv
^Qu.clc. get out the sailboat. Hal's canoe' is^'i^n

feet- 'Ws'no ^^'^K^""
^"''"^^' ^P""^'"K *<> hi,

of h;r Sho- k5 =
''"°'" ' °"'' * ^hole patch

he vas runn n?'"^;,'''""'"''"
^"^ ^^''»« ^e talked

byairtheoth^f f\"' '^^ ^°^'^ouse followed

therweretrin .
'^"^ ''^'^'^ '""^ ""'« *harf

suvHaiJ,. ; ,

'-'^'"^d an eternity before they

saw the u . „n , ,u floatir.
""""' ^"""^ '^'^

^Jo swims?" yelled Shorty, "-swims well. I

Kl^^y°"
^°'^' ^^^^^"^ ^^^S at his elbow, with a facebloodless and drawn " YonV^ tt,-. u Z

the school urn *"^ *^^* swimmer inine school. Will you come with me?"
Come with you?" yelled Shorty. "Out there?
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Why you know as well as I do that I can't swim
that far, not nearly that far; neither can you."

I can, and I will." announced Shag in a
strangely qmet voice, while with rapid fingers he
stripped off his coat and boots.

" You shan't go alone, " shouted Cop, beginnine
to undress ;" I 'm with you !

"

"No, you don't," said the Indian, gripping himby the wrist. "You can't swim twenty yards-
you know you can't; and if you get played out. Cop.
I tell you nght here that I can't stop to help you
I m going to help Hal.

"

"Why can't you try it. Shorty?" roared Cop.
Anything rather than let him go alone !

"

But Shorty stood resolute. "I tell you I can'tswim that far and back, and I ain't going to try itonly to get drowned," he snarled; but even as he
spoke there flashed past him a lithe, tan-colored body
in skintight silken underwear; there followed a
splash, and Shag's clean, dark face rose to the
surface as he struck ct towards the unfortunates.

^

The Professor wa. beside himself with horror.
Boys boys! he cried aloud, "Hal's going down!

^mething is wrong; he's sinking!" The words
reached Shags ears and he seemed to leap ahead
like a giant fish.

^

"Heaven help them!" moaned poor Cop. "OhWhat an idiot I was never to practise more!

"

^

Its awful! "began Shorty.
'Don't you open your head!" shouted Cop;

ashore"""
^'^"" ''"'^ ^°" "°*'''"^ '^°"''* ^^^P »"*
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Looic. Shag'. L5y 54^1^^^.^'^^---
Hal again-thafs the senonW .• t ;

^''^'«' Soes
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1' '"'^ *''^ ''"'« «'d

or the cook and tVpaJtryXv'aTd"'''
'^"^^^'^

t^ng. everything that^oufdtld^Th^rj;
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^"'^ ^'^
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""^
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*°/^^^*> the canoe
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coming!" the w^rds that fV M ' ^^^^ "P' ''«"

ears before the siSce and IhJ'J^ J'^'^"^ "^''s
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a few seconds the twoTv« '""^'r
''°'^' t""' for

sh-ppery bow poor ShaJ^f' n^'n't-"^"-
^^^^ ^he
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were beating hard now .r,,
^^^ waves
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to struggle on to the canoe; then he remembered,

and slipped back to float, to cling, to slowly

—

slowly—await the horrors of the unknown.
For five terrible minutes they drifted, minutes

that were an eternity to those on shore, and to

those fighting for life in mid-stream. Then around

the bend of the island came the thin, shrill whistle

of a steam launch as it headed directly for the up-

turned canoe, the skipper signalling to those on

the island that he was hot on the way to the rescue.

Old Professor Warwick wept like a woman
when he saw it fly past, and the boys gulped back

their breath. They dared not even try to cheer;

their voices were strangled in their throats.

"Just in time, and that's all, captain," said

the engineer as he brought the launch about. " Better

reach for the chap in the water first."

"No," Shag managed to say, "take the kiddie;

he's slipping off. I'm good for a minute longer."

So they lifted Freddy into the launch, then poor

unconscious Hal, and lastly Shag, exhausted but

gritty and game to the last.

Hal had been in his own bed for two hours before

he spoke, and the first word he said was " Freddy?"

"Freddy's here," trembled Professor Warwick,

"here safe and sound, and you're safe, too."

"I dreamt I heard Shag call, call that he was

coming to me," said Hal feebly.

" It was no dream, Hal, " answered the Professor;

"he did call and went to you, saved you, swam out

like the prince he is—saved you, Hal, saved you!"

Hal started up, his eyes wild with fear.

"Where is he? Where's Shag?" he demanded.
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"Here, Hal," said the Indian from the opposite
side of ihe room.

Hal stretched out his hand; Shag walked very
shaktly across and clasped it within his own.

"If you hadn't been here. Shag, I could never
have looked dad and mother in the face again."
he sighed.

"But I am here," smiled Shag, "and, what is
better, you're here and Freddy, too."

"Yes, but I know the reason that I'm here is
that you somehow pulled me out," said Hal. "I
had an idea once that Shorty might come, he swims
so well; but you came. Shag!" Then he fell asleep;
but Shag did not remove his hand, although the
boy slept for hours.

Not long after this college cpened for the autumn
term, and Professor Warwick and his charges were
well settled in residence before the old gentleman
was obliged to acknowledge that Hal seemed unable
to throw of! the shock of the accident, or the chill
that seemed to cling to him in spite of all care; but
he tucked in bravely at his studies, and only' the
Professor knew that the boy was not his own self.

But a great event was now absorbing the at-
tention of all the faculty and students. His
bxcellency Lord Mortimer was to visit the city, and
had expressed his wish to spend an hour or two at
this famous college for boys, so with much delight
at the compliment paid, the entire school began to
make preparations. A handsome address was
prepared, and a programme of sports—for the
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Governor dearly loved athletic boys. In fact,

gossip at the capital frequently stated that His
Lordship would rather witness a good lacrosse

match than eat a good dinner. Such a thing as

voting as to who should represent the school and
read the address was never even thought of. Hal
Bennington was the head boy of the whole college,

he was the most popular, the besf beloved, he had
not an enemy in all the scores of boys within its

gates, so of course it was a foregone conclusion.

"I hate the idea of it," asserted Hal. "I hate

these pubhc show-offs, besides, I don't feel well.

I wish tho,^ would make some other chap do it."

But neither masters nor boys would take no for an
answer. Then disaster threatened, for a week
before the event Hal fell really ill; a slow fever

seemed to grip him, and if Sir George and Lady
Bennington had not been already on the sea on their

homeward way, Professor Warwick would have felt

very much like cabling them. Hal was utterly

disgusted when it was mentioned to him. "Don't
you think of it," he growled. "Yof've done as I

\\ished about not telling them about that bally

accident, and don't you hurry them home for me.

"

So the boy was made to stay in bed, and, truth to

tell, he was too ill to remonstrate much.
But the night before the viceregal visit Hal

knew in his heart that he was too ill to go out and
read the address. Late at night he sent for Professor

Wju^ick, told him the truth, and asked him to get

substitute.
" My boy, I am more distressed than I can say,

"

began the Professor. " Your illness is worse than any
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upsetting of arrangements; we are getting a trainednurse for you and I shall relieve your mind o all

ZTh .^' '^r>"'*^'^ *'™^ "«- to consult every-one about a substitute, but if I tell the boys you

wKSel. •
'^^"^' " *° ^^^^' ' ^^^^^^^

deddid Hal'Sst'aSy.'-^"'^''"^
^^''^ ->' P'^'"

t.,»'7^7
appropriate, too, I should say." repliedthe Professor spontaneously. "Lord Mortimer has

So Hfl ^f^T' ^T' "^^ appropriate. "

a dream ottf* "'^''^ contentedly, with never

mon^ot
°'™ ^''^^ ^°"'^ •'""t on the

LocIe'bS infh- °" °^ '''! '^""P^^* ^^« ^henLocke burst mto his room after breakfast, withHal, you m«./ be sick! Why. man alive, j^ou are

rmposS; ''^^ ^^^^ ^'^^ address-whriti:

;;And why?" said Hal, glaring at him.

*u . I
^^^" }

*^° '*= *^ ^o"'t let him
; we won't havethat Indian heading the whole school-"

Who won't.?"

Lock^'
"""' ^^-'^^ y°" ^^^' 't? ^'^'" yelled

"You and Shorty and Simpson and about two

to rl^'n
^r^'P"'"' ^"^^"--^^ "^'- "Well, hVsgoi^gto read ,t; now, get out and shut the door-I feel f

I Ji!^k"' ^^ ''?'* «°'"8 t° ""ead it!" thundered

Hnw V^T P^
^'^^ ^°' ^^t^' h'*"^!^ as he stormSdown the hah to the classrooms, where the Wwere collecting to arrange details for the £y
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Hal shivered back into the bedclothes, listening

anxiously to various footsteps trailing past. He
could occasionally catch fragments of conversation

;

everyone seemed to be in a high state of excite-

ment. He could hear his own name, then Shag's,

then Shorty's, and sometimes Locke's.

"I've evidently kicked up a hornets' nest," he
smiled weakly to himself, too tired and ill to care

whether the hornets stung or not. Presently Locke
returned. " I tell you, Hal, it won't do; that Indian

isn't a fit representative of this college."

"The masters won't do a thing; you've got to

appoint someone else. You're disgracing the col-

lege, " said Shorty at the door. "We won't stand for

it, Hal; this is no North-West Indian school. We
won't have it, I tell you!"

"Shag's going to read that address!" said Hal,

sitting up with an odd drawn but determined look

around his mouth.
"Well, he isn't!" blurted Shorty. "There's a big

meeting in the classroom, and there's a row on

—

the biggest row you ever saw."
"Shag Larocque read that address!" yelled

Simpson from the hall; "not if I know it! He's
not a decent sport, even—he won't resent an insult.

I called him a Red River halfbreed and he never

said a word—just swallowed it!"

"Shut that door!" shouted Hal, the color

surging into his face, "and shut yourselves on the

outside! Go to the classroom, insult him all you
like, but you'll be sorry for it—take my word for

it!"

Once more they banged the door. No sooner
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Then Shorty took the floor. "Boys," he veiled

^th fever hsT ""'"•"^''.^d his eyes were brilliantwitn lever, his face was pinched and grey but hisvoice rang out powerfully, "Stop it bo^i" Hp ha^

ro^In
^^•^-*'- insLtIy-^th;^^wd br":^

oX ?cu *^° "'^'^^^^ endeavoring to restore

back "H^r^ " ""^ '""•^ ""'" Shorty fl„„g

Yes, he IS the son of my father's cook, and if I
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ever get the chance I'll cook for him on my kneea—
cook for him and serve him; he saved my life and

nearly lost his own—while you, Shorty, a far better

swimmer, would have let me drown like a dog.

"

"He's nothing but a North-West halfbreed,"

sneered Shorty, hiding his cowardice behind ill

words for others.

"So is my mother a North-West halfbreed, and

she's the loveliest, the grandest woman in all

Canada!" said Hal in a voice that rang clear, sharp,

strong as a man's.

There was a dead silence. " Do you hear me, you

fellows?" tormented Hal's even voice again, "you

who have of your own free will placed me, a quarter-

blood, as the leading boy in this school, my mother

is a halfbreed, if you wish to use that refined term,

and my mother is proud of it. Her mother, my
grandmother, wore a blanket and leggings and

smoked a red stone pipe upon the Red River years

ago, and I tell you my mother is proud of it, and so

am I. I have never told you fellows this before

—

what was the use? I felt you would never under-

stand, but you hear me now! Do you quite grasp

what I am telling you—that my mother is a half-

breed?"

Shorty's hand went blindly to his head; he

looked dazed, breathless. "Lady Bennington a

halfbreed!" was all he said.

"Yes, Lady Bennington," said Hal. "And now
will you let Shag read that address?" But Shag was

at his elbow.
" Hal, Hal, oh, why did you tell them?" he cried.

Hal whirled about like one shot. " Tell them—
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Did you know this
what do you mean by tell them?
all along?"

*i. l^^^'l'
^^'^ ^^'^ regretfully. "I always knew

that Lady Bennington was half Indian, but I
thought that you didn't, and I promised father
that I should never tell when I came down East."
But softly as he spoke, the boys near by heard him.Do you mean to say," Locke, gripping Shag's
shoulders m vice-hke fingers, "that all this time we
have been ragging you and running on you, that
you knew Hal's mother was a half Indian and you
never said a word?"

browr*"^
^'^""•d I?" asked Shag, raising his eye-

.<
",^°y^' " s^'^J Locke, facing the room like a man,

weve been—well, just cads. And right here I
propose that Shag Larocque read the address to
His Excellency to-day.

"

^^
"And I second the motion," said Shorty-

second It heartily"; then he walked over to Shag.
I m not going to ask you to shake hands with

me, Larocque," he said; "I've been too much of a
cad for that. You must despise me too much to
torgive me, despise me for my cowardice in not
going with you to help Hal when he was drowning,
despise me for my mean prejudices, despise me for—
oh, pshaw! I ain't fit to even ask you to forgive me.
I ain t fit to even offer you my hand.

"

"Hold on! hold on!" smiled Shag. "There is
nothing to despise in a chap who is big enough to
offer an apology. Here's my hand. Shorty. Will
you take It at last?"

And Shorty took it.
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A few hours later, just before Shag stepped out
on the platform to read the address to His Excel-
lency, he paid a flying visit to Hal, who, feeling
much better, in fact quite on the mend, was sitting
up in bed devouring toast and broth.

"Luck to you, old Shag," he said between
mouthfuls.

"Oh, Hal, you've been all the world to me,"
was all he could reply.

"And you'll be all the world to my dad and
mother when they hear what you have done,
fishing me out of the drink and saving my life. " But
Shorty shouting up the hall interrupted them.

"Come on, Shag," he called; then, as he ap-
peared in the doorway, he said bravely, "I haven't
been so happy for years; I've been a sneak and now
that I say it I feel better. Shag, there isn't a boy
living who I consider better fitted to represent this
school than you. Do you believe me?"

"I do believe you, and I thank you. Shorty, old
chap," said Shag happily, and linking arms they
left Hal's room together, for cheers outside were
announcing the approach of Lord Mortimer—and
the feud was ended forever.

50



The King\ Coioin

I

DECAUSE the doctor had forbidden Jack Corn-jOwall to read a single line except by daylight the

its
"
No^t'"' ' """ ""^ ""'^ miserable evn-

I^?h\ ^t ^J^^' "° ^^°"^- "° «*"di««. for a severe

Sd t^^t
'
'^r

*'*^ ^" inflammation of the eyes!and, just as he was careering with all sorts ofhonors through the high schoof he was oruTred by

^d-"V(r '° ^™'' everything, leave schoo?;

Young Cornwall hated "loafing." His brain andl«dy loved acuvity. He would far sooner have

had been forced on him to endure. To-night oar-.cu arly time hung very heavy on his hands He
handT ? f ^"''

'T l^''
'^'"^^'^ ^'-'"^ the lamp, hilhands locked round his knee, doing nothing, andfinding .t most difficult. His father read thenewspaper, h.s mother a.ended stockings, his littlebrother pored frowningly over his algebra. Pre"!

TnYJ^? " T'^r ''"™"^ "" b'^^k He sprangup impetuously then, controlling himself, sat down

afoTnd'l r'; "3' ''}' ''"•*^'- tl^is sittbgaround! I don t believe I can stand it muchlonger. I wish I were out in the wilds, or on the seaor somewhere where I could work with my hands!
if I mustn't use my eyes."

'

th.f>
""Other looked up, saying, sympathetically,

llJi
"--^hard. His father put down the paperlooked at him qui«ically for a moment, then
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extracting a letter from his pocket, and laying it on
the table, said

:

"John, did you ever know that your father was
a stupid old numskull ? Here's news that I have had
for three days, and I never thought of you in con-
nection with it. Here's the chance of your life—
the very thing you want—a letter from your Uncle
Matt. He's going up North, to the end of civiliza-
tion. Started at his old business of fur-trading
again. He says here"—and Mr. Cornwall referred
to the letter, reading—'"But there's something else
taking me north besides otter and mink skins. I'll

tell it to you when I return, but just now the secret
must be mine alone. I only wish I had some decent
chap to go with me; but in this chasing-for-the-
dollar age, no one seems to be able to leave their
miserable little shops for mere adventures into the
wilds. I suppose I'll have to hunt up some strap-
ping boy as a partner, but the trouble is to get one
who is strong enough to work and starve alter-
nately; one who will sleep in the open, live on
rabbits and beans, let his clothes dry on him when
they get wet, and who will keep his mouth shut and
his ears open. They aren't making young men like
that now, I'm afraid.'"

"Yes, they are, father! Yes, they are!" cried
Jack, springing to his feet, his eyes gleaming with
excitement. "Do you think Uncle Matt will take
me?"

His father measured him carefully with a very
keen eye. " You certainly have great shoulders, my
son. Why, I never really noticed them before.
You're built like an ox ! How old are you ?

"
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.?*,"" ""* '"°"t''' and I'm not only builtlike an ox. I'm as strong as one, and-I think I cankeep my mouth shut and my ^.rs open "

«>n " ^idZ Tl'^''
**!"* '.^ ^"^ ''' y^"-- '"Other's

Then l^i luT'Vl^''?''^ "'y'y «* hi^ -"other,inen they all laughed, for Mrs. Cornwall wasrenowned among her relatives as a sTnt HmL^woman, who heard eve^thing but IhoT/peS

.„/!'*/ "i^^* f,
'^'*^S''ani was sent to Uncle Mattand. late the following day, came the rep"y

'

Saturday' ^'" 'f'
^''^ ^'^^'^^ Expect meSaturday. Be ready to start Tuesday. Matt."

When Matt Larson arrived he was not at all wK,*
Jack expected he would be. In The firL nfiJ k

.V) to-day Matt, who was only twenty-five lookwlmore I.ke a big brother than an uncle. Hi^ye^

hlZi''^ '^"? ^""^'i'^
°f ^'^y hairs swept away

r^r^ • ^ *^"!P'^-
"'' ^'^i" ^as swarthy fror^many wmds and suns, his nose determined, and h^mouth as k.nd and sweet as Jack's own Mother'sbut h.s hands and shoulders were what T^e ofh.s pioneer hfe. There was something abouTthoL

rd^VcSv^-E-ts^^^^^^^
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tomed to heavy boots and leather knee gaiters, that
he never seemed to be able to discard them when
he touched town life, which, truth to tell, was as

seldom as possible. His suit of heavy, rough
tweeds, blue flannel shirt and flowing black silk

handkerchief for a tie, never seemed to leave his

back, and no one recollected having ever seen him
wear a hat. A small, checked cloth cap, flung on
the very back of his head, was his only head
covering, rain or shine.

" No, don't call me 'uncle,' " he laughed, as Jack
greeted him with the respect the relationship

demanded. "You and I are just going to be pals.

All hands up north call me Larry—I suppose it's

short for Larson—so it's Larry to you, isn't it, old

man?"
"Yes, Larry," replied Jack, with all his heart

warming to this extraordinarily handsome, genial

relative, "and I think we will be pals, all right,"

he continued.

"No 'think' about it; it's a dead sure fact!"

asserted Matt Larson, gripping Jack's hand with
those splendid, sturdy fingers of his. Then, turn-

ing abruptly to his dunnage bags, gun cases, and the
general duffle of the " up-norther, " he extracted

therefrom a most suspiciously-shaped russet leather

case, and handing it to Jack, said: "That's yours,

boy, never to be used except in emergency, but al-

ways to be kept in the pink of condition, ready for

instant action.

"

Jack's poor, weak eyes fairly danced; it was a
beautiful new revolver.
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"But, unc—I mean, Larry—why do we take
revolvers on a fur-trading expedition?" he asked.

Matt Larson shot a swift glance at him, answer-
ing quietly, "There are other things up north
besides furs."

II
Do you mean desperadoes?" questioned Jack.

"Well," hesitated his uncle, "perhaps I do;
perhaps I mean other things, too. " And that was all

Jack could get him to say on the subject. But the
boy was very proud of his "gun," and a little

curious as to just why his uncle had given it to him,
so that night, when they were alone a moment, he
said: "Larry, that shoot°r is—bully! It's great to
have it. I'd rather have it at my hip than be in a
position so.iietime to wish I had it "

" I was there once, and not so very long ago, my
boy, " said Matt Larson, with a quick frown. Then,
half to himself, "But the man in the mackinaw*
will never catch me unarmed again.

"

"The man in the mackinaw, eh?" echoed Jack,
lifting his eyebrows meaningly.

"Oh, ho, youngster! You're the boy for me!"
grinned his uncle. "You're sharp! You've caught
on, all right. Yes; he's the man you've got to keep
your eyes in the back of your head to watch for.
He's a bad lot. He may bother us. Now, are you
afraid to tackle the wilderness, since you know there
is menace—perhaps danger?"

"I'm not afraid of anything with you. Matt
'A mackinaw i» a short, rough coat of material much like a erey

hone blanket. It u worn by most lumberjacks, explorers, miners
and woodsmen m the regions north of the great Canadian lakes.

55



The Shagganappi

Larson," said the boy, gravely, looking the other
directly in the eyes.

"But suppose we should get separated, by some
unlucky chance, what then?" asked the man.

"I don't think I would be afraid—I shall not
be afraid, even then," Jack answered.

"That's the way to talk! Now I know you
are game," said Larson, seizing the boy by the
shoulders and peering into his eyes. Then they
shook hands silently, but it was an unspoken pledge
nevertheless.

"The man in the mackinaw," repeated Jack,
slowly, as their hands gripped. Then his eyes
narrowed down to little slits of light. "I think,
Larry, I should know him by instinct.

"

" You're a wolf on two legs, boy !

" replied Larry,
with delight. "You have the intuition of the wiser
animals. Why have I nev;. really known you
before? Why have I not had you?"

You've got me now, anyway, and you are
going to keep me, Larry, " said the boy. Then they
said good-night with a bond of manly friendship
between them that was destined to last throughout
their lives.

They left the luxurious sleeping-car of the
great Canadian Pacific Railway, at a little settle-
ment on the north shore of Lake Superior. There
were but three buildings in the place, all of logs:
the railway station, the Hudson's Bay Company's
trading post, and "French" Pierre's "bunk and
eating-house." The northern forest closed in on all
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sides, and the little settlement in all amounted to
nothing more than a clearing.

The instant they stepped from the car, Matt
Larson's eyes swept the platform, alighting with
a pleased expression on the figure of a wiry, alert-
looking boy of perhaps eighteen, who stepped for-
ward silently, quickly, and laid his hand in Larson's,
outstretched to greet him. The boy was Indian
through and through, with a fine, thin, copper-
colored face, and eyes of very rare beauty. The
ins<-ant Jack Cornwall saw those eyes, he knew that
they could see almost unseeable things. But Matt
Larson was introducing them. "Fox-Foot," he said,
turning to the Indian, "here is Jack, my own
sister's son. He has my confidence. He will
know all that I know. You may trust him with
everything. Jack, old man, this Chippewa boy,
Fix-Foot, is my friend and our guide. His canoe is
ours for weeks ahead. He knows what I know.
You may trust him with everything. Shake hands.

"

But the two boys were already shaking hands,
friends at once because of their friendship for Matt
Larson. Then came the packing of duffle and
dunnage bags into the narrow bark canoe beached
or. the river bank, fifty yards away. A last look
at the outfit, to see if there were sufficient matches
and other prime necessities, then they were off—off
on that strange quest Jack knew so little of. His
alert senses had long ago grasped the fact that furs
alone were not taking them north, that something
unspoken of was the real cause of this expedition;
but he was content to wait until the time came
when he should be told. His handsome young
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uncle knelt at the bow thwart, the silent Chippewa
boy at the stem. The canoe shot forth like a slender
arrow, and the wilderness closed in about them.
Just as they rounded the bend of the river which
was to shut the settlement from sight, Matt Larson
turned his head several times quickly, looking
behind them with something of the lightning move-
ment and sharp rapidity of a wild animal. It

struck Jack as an odd action, betraying suspicion

—

suspicion perhaps t!.at they might be followed.
That night wisdom came to him. The day had been
a heavy one, paddling upstream against a cruel
current; and, after they had pitched camp for the
night at the foot of an exquisite cascade of water
called the Red Rock Falls, and eaten a tremendous
supper. Jack strolled to the water's margin to see
that the canoe was properly beached high and safe.

On the opposite side of the river a slim shadow
slipped along—a canoe that contained a single man,
who wore a rough coat of indefinite greyish plaid.

Jack crept noiselessly up the river bank. "Larry,
Fox-Foot," he said in a hoarse, low whisper, "look,
look across the river! A canoe, with a man in it—

a

man in a mackinaw!"

II

Ji/FATT LARSON sprang to his feet, spitting out
^"a strange foreign word that boded no good to
the intruder. His hand leaped to his revolver
instantly. Then he swung around to look at Fox-
Foot, hut the boy had disappeared for a moment.
The two stood silent, then Jack's quick eye caught
sight of the Chippewa many yards distant crawling
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on his belly like a snake, in and out among the
blueberry bushes upstream. "Foxy's gone for all

night; we'll never see him until daylight. He'll
watch that canoe like a lynx. He's worth his
weight in gold," murmured Matt Larson. Then
he added, addressing Jack, " I thought I brought you
out here because your eyes were gone smash ! Why,
boy, you have an eye like a vulture, to make out that
canoe and that coat in this twilight."

Jack fairly beamed with pride at this praise.
"Larry," he said, "I believe I saw that canoe as
much with my brain as with my eyes; besides, my
eyes don't hurt unless I strain them."

"Your eyes are bully; we'll take care of them,
and of you, too. Jack. You are—yes, invaluable.
Well, somebodv has got to sleep to-night to be fit

to work up-stream to-morrow, sc, Jack, you and I

shall be the somebodies, for Foxy will never close
an eye to-night. We're safe as a church with that
boy a-watch. You must paddle all to-morrow, son,
while Foxy sleeps amidships."

"I guess I'm good for it. Feel that forearm,"
answered Jack.

Larry ran his fingers down the tense muscles,
then up to the manly shoulder-blades. "Why, boy,
you are built like an ox!" he exclaimed.

"Just father's expression!" smiled Jack.
"Well, to bed and sleep now! If you hear any

creeping noise in the night it will be Foxy. He'll
never let another living soul near us while we
sleep, " said Larry, as he prepared for his blanket bed.

"What are you thinking of, boy?" he added,
curiously.
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I am wondering if by any chance I could
possibly be right," replied Jack. "Tell me, Larry,
did that man out there, the man in the mackinaw,
have anything to do with causing those grey hairs
above your ears—did he?"

" You certainly have the intuition of an animal,

"

was the reply. "Jack, I love you, old pal; you're
white and sharp and clean right through! Yes he
'powder-puffed' my hair. I'll tell you about it
someday. Not to-night. You must sleep to-night,
and remember, 'all's well' as long as Foxy's at the
helm.

"

"The man wouldn't shoot Fox-Foot, wouldn't
kill him, would he, Larry?" came Jack's anxious
voice.

"Shoot him! Shoot Foxy!" Then Matt Larson
laughed gleefully into his blankets. "Why, Jack,
no man living could ever get a bead on Foxy in this
wilderness. No man could ever find him or see him,
though he were lying right at the man's own feet.
I think too much of Foxy to expose him to danger.
But the best of it is, you can't put your eye, or your
ear, or your fingers on that boy. You can't even
smell hm. He's the color of the underbrush, silent
as midnight, quick as lightning. You can't detect
the difference between the smell of his clothes and
of his skin and burning brushwood, or deer-hide.
He can sidle up to the most timid wild thing. Oh!
don't you wony, son! Go to sleep; our Fox-Foot
IS his own man, nobody else's."

"All right, Larry, but I'm here, if anyone wants
me, yawned Jack.

And Matt Larson knew in his heart of hearts that
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«fJ?H?T-'^^" T^^ tnily-that he was there to

t,n^*T r**
breaking as they awoke-simul-

TJZ^i! 'fr^
''•«•'* "^^kling sound outside.Lairys head burrowed out of the tent

TI,Pn^°'r
'"^.'''".5 breakfast." was his cool remark.

Sk"' lS°
"«'« got a fish-a regular cr.cker-

f«. ;. In °o^ ^.""y ""^
'
"a

'
there's a break-fast for you!" But Jack was already up and out.

Fact Tf u \ ^r^- ^« ^'^" sn-^ed Fox-

h^l f •
^^ and alert as if he had had a night inblankets instead of hou« of watchfulness. Alreadyhalf of the freshwater beauty was sizzling in the

lZ'I'^'''^1'J^^-Y'^"
"^^'"« ^d turning k witJ a

making We 11 p.t these two odors one against the

thtt ihe „:rT''''=
";''?"«'» ' ««" ^""^ to Smit^ ?A ^ •"?'^ ^ ''^•"« fi^h ^oes really smellgood and appetizmg is when it has been dead abouttwenty n>,„utes. and is cooking over a campS. "

Then quickly, m a low. tense voice: "Where is heFoxy? Where did you leave him?"
"'"^'^ '" ''^•

with his hlH"tr"r "" •*""''"« '^^ ^'^' indicatingwitn his head the direction across the river.He s over there, asleep.

"

"He may wake at any moment; we must «retaway at once, " hurried Larry
^^^

y,on'^^L^%u°'"^°°\^''^ indiflFerence. "he

Ss r^^; T " ^ ^^^^' «™^« here, small

sTm'e H?^^lf"^kP".* '
I"
^^ *«*P«t. He not

sTndTwn t^nSt.*^^'
"^ '""'' '^^ ''^ wake-maybe
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Larry and Jack looked at each other. Then with
one accord they burst into laughter.

"Flower seeds! Where did you learn of these
seeds, boy?" asked Larry.

"My mother teach me when I'm small. She
said only use v/hen pain is great, or," he hesitated,
then, with a sly, half humorous look, "or when
your enemy is great."

"Beats all, doesn't it. Jack?" said Larry. "Foxy,
you're a wonder! Did you do anything else to
him?"

" No, just to his canoe, " replied the boy. " I wore
a hole through the bottom with rocks; he'll think
he did it himself. Takes time mend that canoe;
we be far up river by then—far beyond the forks;
he not know which headwater we take.

"

Matt Larson laid his hand on the straight, jet-

black hair. "Bless you, my boy!" he said comically,
but his undertone held intense relief, which did not
escape Jack's ears.

The fish and coffee were ready now, and all three
waded into that breakfast with fine relish.

Then came the arduous portage around Red
Rock Falls, a difficult task which occupied more
than an hour. Then away upstream O'Tc more,
this time Jack paddling bow, with young Fox-Foot,
lying on a blanket amidships, wrapped in a well-
earned sleep. But once during the entire morning
the Indian stirred ; he did not seem to awake as other
boys do, but more like a rabbit. His eyes opened
without drowsiness; he shot to his knees, sweeping
the river bank with a glance like the boring of a
gimlet. Larry, looking at him, knew that nothing

62



The King's Coin

S.-5

—nothing, bird, beast or man—could escape that
penetrating scrutiny. Then, without comment,
the boy curled down among his blankets again and
slept.

They did not stop for "grub" at midday—just
opened a can of pork and beans, finished up the
cold fried fish, and drank from the clear blue waters
of the river. Then on once more upstream, whichnow began to broaden into placid lakelets, thereby
lessening the current and giving them a chance tomake more rapid headway. At four o'clock they
reached the forks of the stream-one flowed to-
'^*''..

firu-^™
""^ ^^^ "°"''' ^^'^ °^^^^ ^rom the west.

Which way?" asked Larson, rousing the
Uiippewa. The boy got up immediately and took
the stern paddle, steering the western course. They
had paddled something over two miles up that arm
when Fox-Foot beached the canoe, built a fire, spilled
out the remainder of the pork and beans, threw the
tin can on the bank, then marshalled his crew
aboard again, and deliberately steered over the
course they had already come.

..ur'T^-l?!
^'^^ """^^ ^°°^ ^°'"'^'" he explained.We build decoy fire, we leave tin can, he come;

he think we go that way, but we gr >ot<^h." Back
to the forks and up the northern branch thtv pulled
both Larry and Jack not only willing to have done
our miles of seemingly unnecessary paddling, but
loud m their praise and appreciation of the I idian's
shrewd tactics. At supper time Fox-Foot would
allow no fire to be built, no landing to be made, no
trace of their passing to be left. They ate canned
meat and marmalade, drank again of the stream
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and pushed on, until just at dusk they reached the

edge of a long, still lake, with shores of granite and
dense fir forest. " Larry and Jack, you sleep in canoe
to-night; no camp. Lake ten miles long; no
current; I paddle—me," said the Indian, and
nothing that Larry could urge would alter the boy's

edict.

"Jack, you must wonder what all these pre-

cautions are for, yet you never ask, " said Larry.

"Because I know," returned the boy. "We are

trying to escape the man in the mackinaw. He is

following you. He is your enemy.

"

"Yes, boy, and to-night you shall know why,"
replied Larry. "You have taken so much for

granted, you have never asked a single question;

now you shall know what Foxy and I are after."

"You said you were after furs," Jack smiled.
" Yes, but not furs alone, my son, " said the man.

Then leaning meaningly towards the boy he half

whispered, " I am after the king's coin

—

goldl My
boy, nuggets and nuggets of gold, that I prospected

for myself up in these wilds two years ago, found

pockets of it in the rocks, cached it, away, as I

thought, from all human eyes, awaiting the time I

could safely bring it to 'the front.' I knew of but

one being in all the North that I could trust with

my secret. That being is Fox-Foot. One night I

confided it to him, showing him the map I had made
of the lakes and streams of the north country, and
the spot where the gold was cached. We were, as

I thought, alone in Fox-Foot's log house. That is,

alone in speaking English, for his people don't

understand a single word that is not Chippewa.
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We were poring over the map I had made, when
something made me look behind me. Against the
small hole in the logs that served as a window was
a man's head and shoulders—a white man—and
he wore a grey mackinaw. Foxy and I were on our
feet a^ once, but the man crashed through the
woods and was gone. But he had heard my story,
had seen I had a map, and—well, he wants my
gold! That is all."

Ill

j4^^ the grey hair above your eyes, Larry?"
•«*asked Jack, in an awed voice.

" That came the time I mentioned when I gave
you your revolver, and you remarked you would
hate to be in a position where you might wish you
had one. I told you I had been there myself. It
was last August, on a lonely trail far east of here.
I had lain down during the intense heat of the day
to sleep, only to wake to see his peering eyes, to feel
that my feet were tied together, my hands caught in
his vise-like clutch, bound together. Then I was
dragged to a tree and lashed to it by yards of leather
strapping, and all the time looking into the barrel
of his revolver. He searched every stitch of cloth-
ing I had on, but he did not find the map. I was not
armed, was perfectly helpless, and he left me lashed
to that tree, naked all but my trousers and socks.
1 was there forty hours. The black flies came in
swarms, the mosquitoes in thousands, and the
second night timber wolves barked in the distance.
Towards morning they came nearer, nearer. The
agony from the insects made mc desperate, but it
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was the yapping of those wolves that drove me
crazy. I chewed throngh the leather straps bind-

ing my shoulder, chewed the shoulder with it, boy,

and broke Ijose, with the blood running from every

fly-bite, my eyes blinded with their poison, my
throat cracked with thirst. I staggered to the river

to drink, drink, drink, to lie m its cool watt. 3, then

to drink again, again, again.

"

Jack's face blanched, his hands turned stiff with

cold, at the horror of the tale.

"When I could really see with my eyes," con-

tinued Larry, " I discovered, while looking into the

still river, that this powder had puffed itself above
my ears.

"

"And the map?" questioned Jack.

"Oh, the map? Well, he didn't get that,"

answered Larry, in something of his natural voice.

"You see, I had once an accident, breaking through

the ice on the lake. The map got wet and was
almost destroyed, so I copied it out on cotton with

marking ink, and sewed it inside the lining of my
coat, and it did not crackle, as the paper map
would have done had he passed his hands over it.

Why, he never suspected it was there.

"

Jack drew a great breath of relief. " I wouldn't

care if he did get it, Larry, so long as he left you
alive."

"Oh, he's too cowardly to kill a man outright;

don't be afraid of that. But he's after the King's

Coin, all right," was the reply.

"And he don't get King's Coin, not while I

live—me, " said the low voice of Fox-Foot, as, with

squared shoulders and set teeth, he gripped his
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paddle firmly and started up the long stretch of Ten-
Mile Lake.

All that night Larry and Jack slept in the canoe,
while the Chippewa boy paddled noiselosi, , mile
after mile. Above them the loons lauglii i, and
herons called, and in the dense forest a l.ir.. foxes
barked and owls hooted. A beautiful \-m of lijrht

arched itself in the north, its long, iii.iiy lingi rs

stretching and darting up to the sky's zenah But
the Indian paddled on. Those v.;id sounr'? and
scenes were his birthright, and he knew ro {ric of
them.

At daylight he beached the canoe s<, no'ion-
lessly the sleepers never stirred, and he wakened
them only when he had the coflfee made and a huge
pan of delicious bacon fried above the coals. Both
of the paleface friends then arose, yawned, stretched,
stripped and plunged into the lake, to swim about
for a few moments, and then to jump into their
shirts and sweaters, and fall upon the coffee and
bacon with fine relish.

"I believe," said Jack, devouring his third
helping, "that my eyes are better. They don't
ache or smart in the least to-day."

"Eye bad?" asked Fox-Foot.
Jack explained.
" ( cure, me, if you like. Root good for bad eye

grows here, north, " said the Chippewa.
"Better let him try," urged Larry. "He knows

all these thmgs. His flower seeds have eviden.ly
put the kibosh on the man in the mackinaw.

"
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"I get root, you try. No harm," said the

Indian. "You scairt put in your eye, then just smell

it, and tie round your head."

"I'll try it, by all means," asserted Jack.

So, at noon, while Larry and Jack cooked the

dinner, Fox-Foot penetrated the woods, returning

with some crooked little brown roots, which he

bound about Jack's forehead and made him inhale.

They exuded a peculiar sweetish odor, that seemed

to wash the eyeball like water, and when the after-

noon was half spent, Jack remarked that his eyelids

had ceased to smart.

"One week, maybe, be all right," answered the

Indian. And his words proved correct. Daily he

gathered fresh roots, treating Jack's eyes as skilfully

as the oldest medicine man of his tribe could have

done, until the poor red rims faded white, and the

bloodshot eyeballs grew clear and bluish. J i<:k was

beside himself with gratitude and delight, his one

regret being that there was no possible way of mail-

ing a letter to his parents telling them the good

news. This week was one of work, sometimes toil.

Often they encountered rapids over which they must

portage. Once it was a whole mile through brush

and rock and deep, soft mosses, but still they

struggled on, until one evening, as they pitched

camp and lighted their fire. Fox-Foot said coolly:

"You know this place, Larry?"

"No," was the answer, "never saw it before."

"The reason you say that," said the Indian, "is

'cause you come and go over that bluff behind us.

Lake Nameless just twenty yards 'cross that bluff.

"

"Whatl" yelled Larry.
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"I bring, you in other side. Bluff separate this

river and Lake Nameless. There is your cache,"

laughed Fox-Foot, throwing a pebble and striking

a point of red rock ten yards away.

Larry and Jack fairly stumbled over their own
feet to get there. Every mark that Matt Larson

had left to identify the hiding-place of his treasure

still remained undisturbed. The round white pebble

placed near the shelving rock, the three-cornered

flint, the fine, tiny grey bits of stone set like a bird's

eggs in a nest of lichen, the two standing pines with

a third fallen, storm-wrecked, at their roots—every

landmark was there, intact.

Larry almost flew for the pick, and began to

hack away at loose rocks, swinging the pick above
shoulder as a woodsman swings an axe. Two f°et

below the surface, the p'ck caught in a web of cloth.

In another minute Larry lifted out an old woollen

jersey undershirt, that had been fastened up bag-

wise. He snatched his knife, ripped open the

sleeves, and the setting sun shot over a huge heap
01 yellow richness, quarts and quarts of heavy golden

nuggets

—

tite King's Coin. Lirry sat down limply,

wiping tht oozing drops from his forehead. The
two boys stood gazing at the treasure as if fas-

cinated. Then Jack moistened his lips with his

tongue, drew the back of his hand across his blink-

ing eyes, moistened his lips again, but no words
seemed to come to him. It was Fox-Foot who
spoke first. Touching one splendid nugget almost

contemptuously with the toe of his moccasin, he

sneered: "It is the curse of the paleface, this gold.

'Most every white man he sell the soul within his
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body for gold, gold, but not so Larry. I know him.
He prize this thing because it is the reward of pluck,
of work, of great patience, of what white men call
'grit.'"

"Thank you. Foxy," said Larry, rising and
extending his fine hand, which grasped the Indian's
with a warm, true grip. "You mean that—mean it
with all your loyal young redskin heart. Yes,
boys, I hope it is for the love of pluck, the pride of
'grit,' that I value this thing. I hope it is not
greed, not avarice, not—

"

^

"Never/" interrupted Jack's ringing voice.
'Never any greed of gold in you, Larry. You best
and bulliest of men alive, but I am glad the gold is
yours! You deserve every ounce of it," and Jack
was clinging to his handsome young uncle's other
hand with a heartiness that rang as true as the
nuggets lying at his feet. Presently he stooped to
lift one. Its rugged yellow bulk reflected the
dymg sun. It was a goodly thing to look at, rare,
precious, beautiful. Then he dropped it among its
fellows, his fingers curied into his palms. Un-
consciously his hands moulded themselves into
fists, and each fist rested with a peculiar bulldog
movement above each sturdy hip. His eyes met
Larry's.

"We'll have a tough fight for it," he said
meaningly, "but that gold is going to get past the
man in the mackinaw."

" It certainly will, if you're going to act as you
look now," laughed Larry. "Why, boy. you look
as if you would stop at nothing to outwit our un-
pleasant ioUower."

70



The King's Cain

<,»Hi"^ .^t^"
'*°?,** ^^"^ ""'e-" said Jack dog-

lf^-( 7n^' ^''^'^ ^"' ^^t *<* the front. Larry,Tlhave full fl.ng in the matter.

"

^
"Fling away, son," was the reply. "Only al-

^^"Or killing you or Fox-Foot. " supplemented the

"Same thing," said Larry. "We are all one in
th.s matter, but I don't w^t you to be orry nafter years that you pulled a gun too quickly, \C

"No gun," joined Fox-Foot, slyly. "You leavethe man to me. I fix him."
"I guess that's right, " answered Larry. " Foxy's

tl^^Vl "P ^'- J^^Wnaw in his nice littlerace for what does not belong to him. Now, boyl

XSgs\r:;''^'"^"^^^-^^^''-P-vJ,e
The nufe ^ts were divided into two stout canvas

sacks, which were never to leave the lynx eyes^^ ^T ^^-"t^^e--^- They were'^to eat .2
those sack«, s eep on them, sit on them, think ofthem dream <A them, w.;rk for them, swim for them
fight for them. That wm the vow that these thrTe

before they sat down to bacon and lx»n,, in thevg w.lderness of the North, that glorious ;ummer

f IA?'C"'^ f^"'''^' ^^'"'" i^^^'cd Larry, as hefolded h.s sweater over a go^ sack to get at lea"Ia semblance of softness for his ear to bu^ow intoNever mmd, Larry, you can iwap it for a good
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slice of 'down' when we get to the front," said Jack

from the depths of his blankets. " It strikes me that

it will be the cause of your sleeping on 'down' for the

rest of your life.

"

"
I shall never sleep or rest for long, son, nor do

I want a downy life, but tfcere is a difference between

rose leaves and the* bulky nuggets prodding a

fellow in the neck.

"

"You sleep on blankets, I sleep on the wam-

pum, " said Fox-Foot, extracting with his slim brown

fingers the "pillow" from beneath Larry's tired

" \\\ right, Foxy." murmured the man, sleepily.

"The gold only goes to itself when it goes to you.

You're gold right through and through. Good-

night."

"Good-night," came Jack's voice.

"How," answered the Chippewa, after the

quaint custom of his tribe.

IV

ylND ALL night long they slept the hours

^peacefully away, the strong, athletic, well-knit,

muscular white boy, the slender, agile, adroit Indian

side by side, their firm young cheeks pillowed on

thousands and thousands of dollars' worth of yellow

gold.

With the first hint of dawn, Fox-Foot was astir.

Before he left the tent, however, he cautiously

placed his sack under Larry's blanket, and within

the turn of that gentleman's elbow. Once more

good luck attended his efforts with rod and line, and

he got a dozen trout in almost as many minutes.
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Larry's nose usually awakened htm when it sniffed

early cooking, to now he rolled over to pummel Jack,

then up to sing and whistle through his morning
toilet like a schoolboy. Breakfast over, they

struck camp, Fox-Foot taking command in packing

the canoe, giving most rigid instructions as to saving

the sacks should there be an upset. Larry took one
long, last look at the wild surroundings. The
dense pine forest, the forbidding rocks, the silver

upper reaches of the river where his fought-for

treasure had lain hidden for two years from all

human eyes, unknown to any living man save

himself. Then the canoe swung into midstream

for the return voyage, its narrow lit:le bow facing

the south at last.

For many days the taut little craft danced
merrily, homeward bound. For many nights the

three voyageurs camped, slept, and dreamed, with

only the laughing loons, the calling herons, the

plaintive owls, and distant fox bark to sweep across

their slumbers. But as the davs went on, the

Indian boy grew more wary; his glance seemed
keener, his ears forever on the alert ; he appeared

like a lithe, silent watchdog, holding itself ready

to spring, and snap, and bury its fine white teeth

in the throat of an enemy to its household. His

paddle dipped noiselessly, his head turned rapidly,

his eye narrowed dangerously. Larry and Jack
saw it all, but they said nothing, only relieved the

Chippewa of all the work they possibly could, so

that, should necessity demand that Fox-Foot must
lose rest and food, he would be well fortified for every

tax placed upon him. Jack took to cooking the
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meals, as a wild duck takes to the water, insisting

that Fox-Foot rest after paddling, and the Indian
accepting it all without comment, and sleeping at a
moment's notice—seemingly storing it up against
future needs. But the evening came when the
laughing river gurgled into Lake Nameless, and that
night they cam[>ed below its frowning shores on a
narrow strip of beach, where the driftwood of
many years and many storri^ had stranded, seem-
ingly forever. All three had rolled into blankets,
with sleep hovering above and about them, when,
noiselessly as the dawn. Fox-Foot slipped from his

bed like an eel, dipped under the tent, and was gone.
"Larry," whispered Jack, fearfully.

"Yes, boy?" came the reply.

"Did you see that?"
"Yes, boy."

"But—Larry, oh, it's horrible' I hate myself
for saying it—but, oh, Larry, he's taken a sack
with him. I saw it."

"Yes, boy."
"Listen! Oh, Larry, s-s-h—"
Matt Larson turned on his back, every nerve

strung to snapping pitch. Two whispering voices
assailed his ears. The horror of them seemed to
grip his heart and stop its very beating. Fox-Foot
was speakir r.

"You's iOt a good man. I hate you. You's
bad all ovei-, but I have to trust you. You got me
cornered. Here's the gold, same's I promised.
You take half. I take half. You hide it. Bime-bv
when I get them out of this, I come back, then we
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Good.
divide. But you sure hide it now, hide it.

GOOD."
Then came the reply in English, good English.

There was only one voice in all the world that had
that hissing, snaky sound, and Larry knew it to his
cost. It was the voice of the man in the mackinaw,
and It was hissing:

"Bet your life I'll hide it, Fox-Foot, and you're
a good, decent Indian boy. You shall have half,
sure, but get both of those dogs out of here. Get
'em away, right off.

"

^^7A^^
scairt," replied the Indian, "I clean scairt.

When he finds out, maybe he kill me. I got no
knife, no gun—nothing. I scairt.

"

_

"Here, take my revolver," replied the man.
"And I tell you, Fox-Foot, if they kick up, you put
a bullet clean through them, both of them."

"Sure. Give me it," said the Indian in a soft,
oily voice. Then, "Now, now, I feel safer with
that inside my shirt."

Matt Larson's face was white as a sheet. He did
not care a dollar for his lost gold, but for this
Indian boy to fail him—oh, it v/as heartbreaking!
He buried his face in his hands. "Oh, Foxy!" he
almost sobbed. "Foxy, my little Chippewa friend,
I have tried so hard to treat you square—and

—

Foxy, you've failed me! You've failed me." And
big, burly Jack Cornwall's tear-wet face was lying
against Larry's hand, and poor, big, burly Jack
Cornwall's voice was catching in his throat as he
said:

"Oh, Fox-Foot! Fox-Foot! I'd rather have
died than heard this—this from youl"

IS

m-:m:



The Shagganappi

Then came a hurried good-bye between the two

creatures outsule, and Fox-Foot slipped back into

the tent, slipped back noiselessly, snakily as an eel

in its own slime.

For a full hour Larry and Jack lay there in the

dark, hand gripping hand. One sack of gold had

gone, stolen by their trusted friend, who lay near

them, a loaded revolver in'-i-'e his shirt, and a threat

on his lips—a threat to k'lf them both.

At the end of the h' i, ihe Indian arose, struck

a match, lighted a bit of candle, and taking the

revolver from his shirt, examined it closely.

Through narrowed lids Larry could see by even that

faint light that it was fully loaded.

With a sweet, almost motherly movement. Matt

Larson curled his arm around the boy at his side.

They at least would face death together. But

the Indian was crawling slowly, silently up towards

them, closer, closer. At last the slim, brown

fingers touched Larry's shoulder, and the soft

Chippewa voice whispered

:

"Larry, Jack, wake! See, see, the great thing

I got. I got his revolver. He never harm us

now."
Larry sat bolt upright.

"What do you mean, Foxy? What do you

mean, I say? What have you done wUh my gold?"

"Gold? Your gold?" exclaimed the Indian

boy in surprise.
'

' Your gold ? Why, she's all here "

;

and flinging back his cover blanket he displayed a

gorgeous sight. There, in a thick, deep layer, piled

on his under blanket, lay every single, blessed

nugget belonging to the one sack he had slept on.
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"But," stammered Larry, his eyes popping out
of his head in amazement, "but, Foxy, I heard
you bargain with him, I heard you give him the sack
of gold."

"No," replied the Indian, smiling; "heard me
give him the sack, the sack filled with stones and
pebbles, not with gold. But I've got his gun, got
it Acre, here in my shirt. He is now unarmed.
He can't shoot you now!"

Matt Larson held out his arms. "Oh, Foxy, Foxy,
forgive me, forgive ns! For the moment I mis-
trusted you, I doubted you, my boy.

"

"I love you just same as ever; no difference if

you did suspect, I no change," said the Indian, as
Larry's splendid arms closed about his lithe young
shoulders.

Then Jack Cornwall's voice found utterance.
"Fox-Foot! Oh, Fox-Foot!" was all he could say,
but the Indian boy laid his slim finger across Jack's
honest, boyish lips, saying:

" I know. Indian he always know. I love you
just same as if you never doubt.

"

And Jack knew that Fox-Foot spoke the truth.
" But we must go, go at once, " continued the

Chippewa. " He maybe come back, if he find I cheat
him. I bad fellow—me. Long ago, before you
come on train, I think maybe he follow us, maybe
steal your gold, so I find him, I speak to him with
two tongues, one false tongue, one straight tongue.
I bargain with him to come to Lake Nameless. I
meet him here. We divide your gold, he and I.

All the time I make bargain with him I have plan
m my heart, just trick to get all his revolver from
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him, so he can't shoot you, Larry. I know he
shoot you if I don't get that gun from him. So

—

I do all this to-night. I play my trick on him. We
save our gold, we save our lives, maybe. So

—

you understand now? I bad fellow, me, but I am
only bad to bad man like him. You understand
now? You?"

"Understand?" cried Larry, leaping to his feet.

"Understand? Why, Foxy, you're a prince!

You're a king! You're the best boy that ever drew
the breath of life. You are

—

"

"Don't stop now to tell me what I am,"
laughed Fox-Foot. "It is enough that I am your
friend. Jack's friend, and the man may be back
with his sack of pebbles. " Here the Indian sat down
in a fit of irresistible laughter. Then, controlling

himself, he continued, "We must be away inside ten

minutes—quick
! '

'

The other two had long ago grasped the entire

situation, and in a twinkling camp was struck, and
they were heading for the far shore, Larry paddling

bow, the Indian astern, and both working for dear

life.

Before daybreak they had reached the outlet

of the lake, and, wearied as they were with excite-

ment, haste and continuous paddling, Larry still

urged that they proceed. But the Indian would not

listen to it. Larry and Jack must sleep, he in-

sisted, or none of them would be fit to face the man
should he follow, which he undoubtedly would, as

soon as he discovered the trick which had been

played on him. So the two palefaces once more
rolled in their blankets, not waiting to pitch the
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tent, and the Indian crouched forward near the
water's edge to watch, watch, watch, with sleepless,

peering eyes, that nothing, living or dead, could
hope to escape.

V
y''ACK found slcp impossible. "I feel myself such
a cad," he began to Larry, "such a sneak ever to

have doubted our Fox-Foot; but oh, Larry, things
did look so against him."

"They certainly did, son," assented Matt
Larson, "and I feel just as caddish as you do—more
so, in fact, for I should have known, and you were
not expected to. From now on, Jack, let's you
and I make it a life rule, no matter how much things
look against any chap, not to belie\'e it of him, but
just believe the best and the noblest of everybody.

"

"Ky hand on it!" came Jack's reply, and once
more those two fell fast asleep, palm to palm, but
with a vastly different emotion from the one they
had felt a few hours before.

"He will try once more," said Fox- Foot, as they
swallowed a hurried breakfast. "He not quite give
up yet. At the head of that first big rapid—you
know where we portaged over Red Rock Falls—
there's short cut through woods to Lake Nameless.
Mayb° he catch us there. We there about to-
morrow noon. But he can't shoot; his gun here."
And the boy tapped his shirt with an air of con-
fidence.

"Yes, thanks to your stratagem, you young
schemer, ' said Larry. "What do you think. Jack?
Are yov. equal to a good tussle with his mackinaw
nibs?"
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" I'm not only equal, but aching to get at him,"

responded the boy, with spirit. "I'd give him
enough to battle against."

But the man in the mackinaw had to battle

against a far more formidable enemy than this

little crew of three venturesome stalwarts.

For the next twenty-four hours things went on

much as usual, then came the sweeping bend in the

river, and the roar of the distant falls. This meant

to put ashore and to portage the canoe, duffle, guns

and gold bags around to the foot of the falls, for no

canoe could possibly live through such a cataract,

and there was no record, even among the Indians,

of anyone ever having "run" it. All the morning

Jack had paddled bow, and worked like a nailer,

so the other two lifted the canoe to their shoulders,

scrambling up the steep, rocky shores, and leaving

Jack to bear the lighter burdens of blankets, tin

kettles and one gold-sack.

Following their prearranged plan. Jack left the

sack beside the water where he could keep a con-

stant eye on it, while he made several trips up the

heights, leaving his various packs on the summit

only to return for more. Last of all he shouldered

the heavy gold sack, stumbling among the rocks

under its weight. As he reached the shore heights

he noticed his comrades had already been swal-

lowed up in the woods, canoe and all, but he could

hear their voices and their feet crunching through

the underbrush.

"Hi, boys, you're doing well!" he called gayly

after them, when suddenly a dark circle seemed to

wheel about his head, drop over his shoulders, then
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grip him around the arms. Instantly he felt the
rope tighten. Someone had thrown a noose-
lassoed him as they lasso cattle on the prairies. In
another second he was thrown flat on his back, the
gold sack was jerked from his fingers by the con-
cussion, and a dark, ev.'l face was leaning above his
own. The man in the mackinaw had caught him
at last!

Oddly enough in that tense moment he seemed
to hear his father's voice saying to him, "Why, boy,
you're built like an ox!" The memory was like a
match to tinder. He flung his hard young legs
about the man's ankles, bringing him down like a
dead weight upon his own body. With the wind
half crushed out of him, he struggled and rolled to
protect his revolver. A dozen times the man
snatched, plunged and parried to secure it, and as
many times Jack rolled on top of it, keeping it

securely in his hip pocket. Not a word was spoken,
not a sound uttered. Only those two, the evil,
avaricious, brutal man, and the fair, weak-eyed,
brave boy, battling, rolling, lunging, each for the
mastery. Then something caused the rope to give,
the knot slipped, and with a mighty effort Jack
wrenched one arm loose, felt for his revolver, drew
it, and fired, once, twice, not at his enemy, but
straight into the air.

"No, you don't!" snarled the man, reaching for
Jack's gun with one hand, and his throat with the
other. But with the agility of a cat the boy had
thrown the gun directly behind him, where it fell
clear of the bank and splashed into the river. The
sound fell on Jack's ears like a death knell. He had
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not thought they were so near the brink. One
more struggle and they would both be over. Then
his breath left him, squeezed cut by the demon
hand clutching at his throat.

But those two shots had told their story. With
almost stunning horror Larry and Fox-Foot heard

them.
"He's got him! He's got Jack!'' gasped the

Indian, dropping the canoe, and turning with the

fleetness of a deer, he disappeared up the portage.

Spitting out the strange foreign word he only used

in extreme moments, Larry followed hard on his

heels.

"He's got him down! He's choking him!"
drifted back the Indian's voice, shaking with dis-

may and rage. Then both would-be rescuers stood

stock still, awed by the sight before them. Jack

had once again clutched his sturdy legs about the

man's knees, twisting him so that the iron fingers

relaxed from their grip at the boy's throat. The
man was now clutching the gold sack, but with a

springy, rapid turn Jack wrenched it free. The two
rolled over and over, for a short, sharp struggle, and
Larry and the Indian appeared only in time to see

the two shoot over the bank. Nothing remained

in sight but a single hand clinging to a cedar root

that projected from the rocks. It was the work
of an instant to reach the hand—Jack's hand,

fortunately—to lift him from his perilous position,

while all but breathless he gasped, "Save him!

save him! He's in the river! He'll go over the

falls!"

Then their horrified eyes discovered the man,
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by this time far out in midstream, drifting more
surely, more rapidly every second, towards the
rapids.

"Here, take this rope! Save him!" cried the
boy, wrenching from his poor bruised sides the very
rope his enemy had secured him with.

Larry snatched it, crashing down the shore in
the vain hope of reaching the drifting body. The
canoe was up in the woods where they had dropped
it at the sound of Jack's gunshots. He could not
begin to get near enough w ith that twenty-foot rope.
There was but one hope left—a huge overhanging
pine tree a little above the falls—perhaps he could
help the struggling man from its branches. But
before he could even reach the tree, let alone crawl
out above the river, the dark, drifting mass, with
its struggling arms and white face, had already been
sucked far past its furthest branches. Beside Jack,
whose straining eyes watched for the inevitable end,
stood Fox-Foot, his arms folded ti ly across his
chest, his gaze riveted on the drifting, speck. Then
both boys shuddered, for the swirling speck seemed
suddenly to stand erect, then plunged feet foremost
over the brink.

' arry returned very slowly, his legs lagging
1. ily at every step. All day they searched in the
river far below the falls, but not a trace could be
found of the man in the mackinaw.

"Is there a particle of chance that the poor
fellow could escape death?" asked Larry of Fox-
Foot that night, when, wearied and thoroughly
played out, they pitched their camp for the last
night in the forest.
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"Yes; one chance in fifty. My father he
knows two iTien escape long time ago.

"

"It strikes me," said Larry, grimly, "that if

there is a ghost of a chance he'll get it.

"

" I hope so, " declared Jack, fervently. " My neck
will be purple from his claws for some time yet, but,

oh! I hope he escaped."
"Yes," echoed Larry, solemnly, "it would be

miserable to think that 1 had secured this gold at
the price of a man's life, no matter how degraded
that man may be. No, I would not want the gold
at that price."

So with this shadow surrounding them, their

last day in the wilds was very quiet, and, when at
last they paddled into the little settlement, it

was with a sigh of both regret and relief that Matt
Larson lifted his gold sacks from the canoe.

The Hudson's Bay trader greeted them cordially.

"Got any furs for me, Larry?" A-as the first thing he
asked.

Then Mat*; Larson threw back his head and
laughed iiearcily for the first time in days. He had
forgotten all about that old tale that he was going
north for "furs." So now he related all his story,

showing his gold to the bluff, old, honest trader.

"You're lucky to get it to the front," said that
pnrson. "There's been one of our notorious Northern
'bad men' up in the bush for weeks. If you'd come
across him now, you would never have got those
nuggets here safely. But you're all right from
now on. He drifted in here to-day and took the
noon train west.

"

All three adventurers sprang to their feet.
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"What!" yelled Larry. "Came here to-day!
What did he look like?"

" Looked more like mincemeat than any human
being I ever saw," replied the trader. "Tall, dark,
evil-looking man. Wore a mackinaw, was wringing
wet to the skin, had onn arm in a sling made of a
wild grapevine, face slit up in riblwns as if he'd
been fighting bears, limped ar, if he had stringhalt.
Said he was going to the hospital at Port Arthur."

Larry's reply was an odd one. He turned
abruptly to Fox-Foot. "Boy," he said, "you're
coming East with us to-night. Right now! Don't
say 'no,' for I tell you you're coming. After the
tricks you played on that villain your life would
not be worth the smallest nugget in those sacks if

you stayed here. We'll come back after a time, but
you are coming with me, now!"

Jack Cornwall found he could not speak a word,
but just held out both hands to the Chippewa.
And that night as the three sat together in the cozy
sleeper, while the train thundered its way eastward,
Jack wondered why he was so wonderfully happy.
Was it because he had proved himself a man on this
strange, wild journey? Was it because of those
heavy sacks beside him, filled with the King's Coin,
which Larry declared he was to share? He could
hardly define the reason, until, glancing up sud-
denly, he found himself looking into a pair of dark
eyes of very rare beauty. Then he knew that this
strangely happy feeling came from the simple fact
that there were to be no "good-byes," that Fox-
Foot was still beside him.
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A Tale Founded on Fact.

7'HE GREAT transcontinental express was swing-

ing through the Canadian North-West territories

into the land of the Setting Sun. Its powerful

engine throbbed along the level track of the prairie.

The express, mail, baggage, first-class and sleeping

coaches followed like the pliant tail of a huge eel.

Then the wheels growled out the tones of lessening

speed. The giant animal slowed up, then came
to a standstill. The stop awoke Norton Allan,

who rolled over in his berth with a peculiar wide-

awake sensation, and waited vainly for the train to

resume its flight towards the Rockies. Some men
seemed to be trailing up and down outside the

Pullman car, so Norton ran up the little window
blind and looked out. Just a small station plat-

form, of a small prairie settlement, was all he saw,

but-he heard the voices very distinctly.

"What place is this?" someone asked.

"Gleichen, about sixty miles east of Calga /,"

came the reply.

"Construction camp?" a=ked the first voice.

"No," came the answer. "This line was laid

about when you were born, I guess."

Someone laughed then.

"But what are all those tents off there in the

distance?" again asked the curious one.

"Indian tepees," was the reply. "This is the

heart of the Blackfoot Reserve."

Norton's heart gave a great throb—the far-
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famed Blackfoot Indians!—and just outside his
Pullman window! Oh, if the train would only wait
there until morning! As if in answer to his wish,
a quick, alert voice cut in saying, "Washout ahead,
boys. The Bow River's been cutting up. We're
stalled here for good and all, I guess." And the lan-

terns and voices faded away forward.
Norton lay very still for a few moments trying

to realize it all. Then raising himself on one elbow,
he peered out across an absolutely level open prairie.

A waning moon hung low in the west, its thin
radiance brooding above the plains like a mist, but
the light was sufficient to reveal some half-dozen
tepees, that lifted their smoky tops and tent poles
not three hundred yards from the railway track.
Norton looked at his watch. He could just make
out that it was two o'clock in the morning. Could
he ever wait until daylight? So he asked himself
over and over again, while his head (with its big mop
of hair that wotdd curl in spite of the hours he
spent in trying to brush it straight) snuggled down
ainong the pillows, and his grave young eyes
blinked longingly at those coveted tejjees. And the
next thing he knew a face was thrust between
his berth-curtains, a thin, handsome, clean-shaven
face, adorned with gold-rimmed nose glasses, and
crowned with a crop of hair much like his own, and
a voice he loved very much was announcing in
imitation of the steward, "Breakfast is now ready
in the dining-car.

"

Norton sprang up, pitching the blankets aside,
and seized Professor Allan by the arm. "Oh, Pater,

"

he cried, pointing to the window, "do you see them
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—the Indians, the tepees? It's the Blackfoot

Reserve ! I heard the trainmen say so in the night.

"

"Yes, ray boy," replied the Professor, seating

himself on the edge of his son's berth. "And I also

see your good mother and estimable father dying of

starvation, if they have to wait much longer for you
to appear with them in the dining-car

—

"

But Norton was already scramblinR into his

clothes, his usually solemn eyes shining with

excitement. For years his father, who was professor

in one of the great universities in Toronto, had
shared his studies on Indian life, character, history

and rabits with his only son. They had read

together, and together had collected a splendid little

museum of Indian relics and curios. They had
always admired the fine old w.irlike Blackfoot

nation, but never did they imagine when they set

forth on this summer vacation trip to the Coast,

that they would find themselves stalled among these

people of their dreams.
"Well, Tony, boy, this is a treat for you and

father," his mother's voice was saying, "and the

conductor tells me we shall be here probably forty-

eight hours. The Bow River is onjthe rampage, the

bridge near Calgary is washed away, and thank
goodness we shall be comfortably housed and fed in

this train." And Mrs. Allan's smiling face appeared
beside the Professor's.

"Tony," as his parents called him, had never
dressed so quickly in all the sixteen years of his life,

notwithstanding the cramped space of a sleeping-

car, and presently he was seated in the diner, where
the broad windows disclosed a sweeping view of the
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scattered pees, each with its feather of upward
fioating smoke curling away from its apex. Many
of the Indians were air .. dy crowding about the

train, some with polished buffalo horns for sale,

and all magnificently dressed in buckskin, decorated

with fine, old-fashioned bead work, and the quills

of the porcupine.

An imperial-looking figure stood somewhat back

from the others, oxceptionally tall, with finely cut

profile, erect shoulders, rich copper-colored skin,

and long black hair intorbraidcd with ermine tails

and crested with a perfect black and %k'hite eagle

plume; over his costly buckskins he wore a brilliant

green blanket, and he stood with arms folded across

his chest with the air of one accustomed to command.
Beside him stood a tall, slender boy, his complete

counterpart in features and dress, —ve that the

boy's blanket was scarlet, and he v.ore no eagle

plume.

"What magnificent manhood!" remarked the

Professor. "No college our civilization can boast of

will ever give what plain food, simple hours, and the

glorious freedom of this prairie air have given that

brave and his boy. We must try to speak with

them, Tony. I wonder how we can introduce

ourselves."

"Some circumstance will lead to it, you may
be sure," said Mrs. Allan, cheerfully. "You and
Tony walk out for sc le fresh air. Something will

happen, you'll see. " And it did.

Crowds of the train's passengers were scrolling

up and down when the Professor and Norton went

outside. "
I wish they would not stand and stare
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at the Indians like that!" remarked the boy in-

dignantly. "The Indians don't stare at us."
" For the best of all reasons, " said the Professor.

" Indians are taught from the cradle that the worst

possible breach of politeness is to stare." And just

as they began a little chat on the merits of this

teaching, a dapper, well-dressed passenger walked

up to the distinguished Indian, and in a very loud

voice said, "Good morning, friend. I'd like to

buy that eagle feather you have in your hair. Will

you sell it? Here's a dollar."

Instantly Norton Allan turned angrily to the

passenger. "What do you shout at him for?" he

demanded. "He isn't deaf because he's Indian."

"Oh!" said the passenger, rather sheepishly,

bit in a much lower tone. Then, still raising his

voice again, he persisted, "Here's two dollars for

your feather."

The Indian never even glanced at him, but with

a peculiar, half regal lift of his shoulders, hitched

his blanket about him, turned on his heel, and
walked slowly away. Just then the train conductor

walked past, and the bewildered passenger assailed

him with, " I say, conductor, that Indian over there

wouldn't take two dollars for that chicken wingip
his hair."

The conductor laughed. "I should think not!"

he said. "That Indian' is Chief Sleeping Thunder,
and ten miles across the prairie there, he has three

thovsand head of cattle, eighty horses, and about

two thousand acres of land for them to range over.

He doesn't want your two dollars."

"Oh!" said the passenger again, this timi; a
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little more sheepishly than before; then he wisely
betook himself to the train.

Meantime the boy with the scarlet blanket had
not moved an inch, only let his eyes rest briefly
on Norton when the latter had reproved the
shouting passenger.

"And this." continued the mductor kindly,
as he paused beside the Iwy, "is Chief Sleeping
Thunder's son. North Eagle."

Norton Allan steppe ^ eagerly for^vard, raised his
cap, and holding out his hand shyly, said, " May I

have the pleasure of shakinp hands with you,
North Eagio?"

The Indian boy extended his own slim brown
fingers, a quick smile swept acros? his face, and he
said, " You not speak loud." Ther hey all laughed
together, and the Professor, who had been a ailent
but absorbed onlooker, was soon chatting away
with the two buys, as if he, too, were but si? •'en

years old, with all the world before him.
That was a memorable day for Norton, fo., of

course, he met Chief Sleeping Thunder, who.
however, could speak but little English; but so well
did the friendship progress that at noon North
Eagle approached the Professor with the request
that Norton should ride with him over to his father's
range, sleep in their tepee that night, and return
the following morning before the train pulled out.

At North Eagle's shoulder stood Sleeping
Thunder, nodding assent to all his son said.

Of wurse, Mrs. Allan was for politely refusing
the invitation. She would not for a moment listen
to such an idea. But the Professor took quite the
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opposite stand. "We must let him go, mother-
let him go, by all means. Tony can take care of
himself, and it will be the chance of his life. Why,
he is nearing manhood now. Let him face the
world; let him have this wonderful experience."

"But they look so wild!" pleaded the poor
mother. "They are wild. Fancy letting our Tony
go alone into the heart of the Blackfoot country!
Oh! I can't think of it!"

Fortunately for her peace of mind the train
conductor overheard her words, and, smiling at her
fears, said, rather dryly:

" Madam, if your bov is as safe from danger and
harm and evil in the city of Toronto as he will be
with North Eagle in the prairie country, why, I

congratulate you."
The words seemed to sting the good lady. She

felt, rather than knew, the truth of them, and the
next moment her consent was given.

The face of North Eagle seemed transformed
when he got her promise to let Tony go. "I bring
him back safe, plenty time for train," was all he
said.

Then Sleeping Thunder spoke for the first time
—spoke but the one word, "Safe." Then pointing
across the prairie, he repeated, "Safe."

"That's enough, my dear," said the Professor
firmly. " Tony is as safe as in a church.

"

"Yes," replied Mrs. Allan, "the chief means
that word 'safe.' And as for that boy, I believe he
woul ] die before he'd let Tony's little finger be
harmed."

And as events proved, she was almost right.
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Within the hour they were off, North Eagle
bareback on a wiry cayuse, Tony in a Mexican
saddle astride a beautiful little broncho that
loped like a rocking-horse.

At the last minute. Sleeping Thunder was
detained by cattlemen, who wanted to purchase
some of his stock, so the two boys set out alone.The last good-bye was to the conductor, who,
after charging them to return in ample time to
catch the train, said seriously to Norton:

"Let nothing scare you, sonny. These Indians
look savage, m their paint and feathers, but KingEdward of England has no better subjects; and I
guess It IS all the same to His Majesty whether agood subject dresses in buckskin or broadcloth "

Then there was much waving of hats and hand-
Kerchiets. The engineer caught the spirit of the
occasion and genially blew a series of frantic toots,and with the smile of his father and the face of his
mother as the last things in his vision, and with
North Eagle s scarlet blanket rocking at his elbow,
young Norton Allan hit the trail for the heart of the
rJlackioot country.

For miles they rode in silence. Twice North
Eagle pointed ahead, without speech-first at a
coyote, then at a small herd of antelope, and again
at a band of Indian riders whose <leet ponies and gay
trappings crossed the distant horizon like a meteorHy some marvellous intuition North Eagle
seemed to know just what would interest the whiteboy—all the romance of the trail, the animals, the
game, the cactus beds, the vast areas of mush-
rooms growing wild, edible and luscious, the badger
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and gopher holes, and the long, winding, half-
obliterated buffalo trails that yet scarred the
distant reaches. It was only when he pointed to
these latter, that he really spoke his mind, breaking
into an eloquence that filled Tony with envy. The
young redskin seemed inspired; a perfect torrent of
words rushed to his lips, then his voice saddened
as he concluded: "But they will never come again,
the mighty buffalo my father and my grandfather
used to chase. They have gone, gone to a far

country, for they loved not the ways of the pale-
face. Sometimes at night I dream I hear their
thousand hoofs beat up the trail, I see their tossing
horns, like the prairie grass in the strong west winds,
but they are only spirits now; they will never come
to me, and I have waited so long, so many days,
watching these trails, watching, watching, watching
—but they never come; no, the buffalo never
come."

Tony did not speak. What was there to be
said?_ He only shook his head comprehendingly,
and bit his under lip hard to keep back—something,
he scarcely knew what. But he, too, watched the
buffalo runs with longing eyes, hoping, hoping that
even one glorious animal would gallop up out of the
rim of grass and sky. But young North Eagle was
right—the buffalo was no more.

Tony was just beginning to feel slightly sore in
the saddle when the Indian pointed off to the south-
west and said, "There is my father's tepee," and
within five minutes they had slipped from their
mounts, and stood on the Chief's domain. A
woman, followed by three children, came to the door.
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She was very handsome, and wore the beautiful
dress of her tribe. Her cheeks were painted abnlhant crimson, and the parting of her hair was
stained a nch orange. North Eagle turned and
spoke rapidly to her for a moment in the Blackfoot
tongue. She replied briefly. "Here is my mother,"
said the boy simply. "She speaks no English, but she
says you are welcome and her heart is warm foryou. "

lony lifted his cap while he shook hands. Thewoman noiselessly put back the door of the tepeeand motioned for him to enter. For a moment he
thought he must be dreaming. The exterior of the
tepee had been wonderful enough, with its painted
designs of suns and planets and wolf heads and
horses, but the inside betokened such a wealth of
Indian possessions that the boy was fairly astounded.
Ihe tepee itself was quite thirty feet in diameter,
and pitched above dry, brown, clean prairie sod
which, however, was completely concealed by
skins of many animals-cinnamon bear, fox, prairie
wolf, and badger. To the poles were suspended
suit after suit of magnificent buckskin, leggings,
shirts, moccasins, all beaded and embroidered in
priceless richness, fire bags, tobacco pouches, beaded
gun cases, and rabbit robes. Fully a dozen suits
were fringed down the sleeves and leggings with
numberless ermine tails. At one side of the tepee
lay piled quite a score of blankets in mixed colors,
a heap of thick furs, pyramids of buffalo horns, and
coils and coils of the famous "grass and sinew"
lanats for ropmg cattle and horses.

The contents of that tepee would have brought
thousands of dollars in New York City
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Across Norton's mind there flashed the recollec-

tion of the passenger offering his paltry two dollars

to Sleeping Thunder for the eagle plume in his hair.

No yonder the train conductor had laughed! And
just here North Eagle entered, asking him if he

would care to see the cattle that were ranging some-

where near by. Of course he cared, and for all the

years to come he never forgot that sight. For a
mile beyond him the landscape seemed blotted out

by a sea of gleaming horns and shifting hoofs—

a

moving mass that seemed to swim into the sky. It

was a great possession—a herd like that—and
Norton found himself marvelling at the strange fact

that he and his parents, travelling in luxurious

Pullmans, and living in a great city, were poor in

comparison with this slender Blackfoot boy who was
acting host with the grace that comes only with per-

fect freedom and simplicity.

The day was very warm, so supper was prepared

outside the tepee. North Eagle showing Tony how
to build a fire in a prairie wind, lee of the tepee, and
midway between two upright poles supporting a

cross-bar from which the kettles hung. Boiled

beef, strong black tea, and bannock, were the main
foods, but out of compliment to their visitor, they

fried a quantity of delicious mushrooms, and,

although the Blackfeet seldom eat them, Tony fairly

devoured several helpings. After supper North
Eagle took him again into the tepee, and showed
him all the wonderful buckskin garrnents and orna-

ments. Tony was speechless with the delight of it

all, and even begrudged the hours wherein he must
sleep; but the unusual length of the ride, the clear
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air, and the hearty supper he had eaten, all began to
tell on his excitement, and he was quite ready to
"turn in" with the others shortly after sunset.

"Turning in" meant undressing, folding a
Hudson's Bay blanket about him, and lying near the
open flap of the tepee, on a heap of wolf skins as soft
as feathers and as silvery as a cloud.

Night crept up over the prairie like a grey veil,
and the late moon, rising, touched the far level
wastes with a pale radiance. Through the open
flap of the tepee Tony watched it—the majestic
loneliness and isolation, the hushed silence of this
prairie world were very marvellous—and he loved
it almost as if it were his birthright, instead of the
heritage of the Blackfoot boy sleeping beside him.
Then across the white night came the cry of a
wandering coyote, u.id once the whirr of many wings
swept overhead

. Then his wolfskin couch grew very-
soft and warm, the night airs very gentle, the
silence very drowsy, and Tony slept.

It was daylight. Something had wakened him
abruptly. Instantly all his faculties were alert, yet
oddly enough he seemed held rigid and speechless.
He wanted to cry out with fear, he knew not of what,
and the next moment a lithe red body was flung
across his, and his band was imprisoned in strong,
clinging fingers. There was a brief struggle, a
torrent of words he did not understand, a woman's
frightened voice. Then the lithe red body. North
Eagle's body, lifted itself, and Tony struggled up,
white, scared, and bewildered. The Blackfoot boy
was crouching at his elbow, and some terrible thing
was winding and lashing itself about his thin dark
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wrist and arm. It seemed a lifetime that Tony's
staring eyes were riveted on the horror of the thing,
but it really was all over in a moment, and the
Indian had choked a brutal rattlesnake, then flung
it at his feet. No one spoke for a full minute,
then North Eagle said, very quietly, "He curl one
foot from your right hand, he lift his head to strike.
I wake—I catch him just below his head—he is

dead."
Again there was silence. Then North Eagle's

mother came slowly, placed one hand on her son's
shoulder, the other on Tony's, and looking down at
the dead reptile, shook her head meaningly. And
Tony, still sitting on the wolf skins, stretched
out his arms and clasped them about North Eagle's
knees.

Mrs. Allan was right—the Indian boy had
risked his life to save her son from danger. Rattle-
snakes were so rare in the Blackfoot country that it

gave them all a great shock. It was almost too
tense and terrible a thing to talk much of nd the
strain of it relaxed only when the boys were mounted
once more, galloping swiftly away toward Gleichen
and the train.

But, notwithstanding this fright, Tony left the
tepee with the grectest regret. Before going, North
Eagle's r lother presented him with a very beautiful
pair of moccasins and a valuable string of elk's
teeth, ?jid North Eagle translated her good-bye
words: "My mother says you will live in her heart;
that your hair is very beautiful; that she feels the
sun's heat in her heart for you, because you do not
speaV loud to her.

"
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It was a glorious, breezy gallop of ten miles in the
eariy morning, and as they came up the trail Tony
could distinguish his mother, already on the watch,
waving a welcome as far ^s her eyes could discern
them. Outside the settlement the boys slackened
speed, and talked regretfully of their coming
separation. North Eagle was wearing an ex-
tremely handsome buckskin shirt, fringed and
nchly beaded. He began unfastening it. "I give
you my shirt," he said. "My mother says it is the
best she ever made—it is yours.

"

For a second Tony's thoughts were busy, then,
without hesitation, he, too, unfastened his shirt,
which luckily was a fine blue silk "soft" one.
'And I give you mine, " he said simply.

Thus did they exchange shirts, and rode up to
the station platform, the Indian stripped to the
waist, with only a scariet blanket about his
^oulders, and a roll of blue silk under his arm; the
Toronto boy with his coat buttoned up to conceal
his underwear, and a gorgeous garment of buckskin
across his saddle bow.

The greetings and welcomings were many and
merry. Professor and Mrs. Allan were hardly able
to take their eyes from their restored son. But the
shadow of the coming good-bye hung above Tony's
face, and he experienced only one great glad moment
on the station platform. It was when Sleeping
rhunder came up, and before all the passengers,
deliberately took the eagle plume from his hair and
shpped It into Tony's hand. Then North Eagle
spoke: "My father says you are brave, and must
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accept'the plume of the brave. His heart turns to

you. You do not speak loud to him.

"

"All aboard for Calgary!" came the voice of

the train conductor. For a moment the clmgmg

fingers of the Indian and the white boy met, and

some way or other Tony found himself stumbling

up the steps into the Pullman, and as the tram

pulled out towards the foothills he stood on the rear

platform watching the little station and the tepees

slip away, away, away, conscious of but two

things—that his eyes were fighting bravely to keep

a mist from blinding them, and that his hands were

holding the eagle plume of Sleeping Thunder.
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Hoolool of the Totem Pole
A Storr o< tl>« Nortli P,cifio CoMf.

7^"f UPCOAST people called her "Hoolool "
•« which means "The Mouse" in fh» ru- ,

S" .^r ^""^ -^ «"-' as' th 'Lai .'"^Jcreature that depended on its own bright eyes^ndbusy little feet to secure a living? ^ ^
The fishermen and prospectors had almost

four years on the "Upper Coast" drag themsdvesmore le.surely than twelve at the mouth of heFraser R.ver. Big Joe had left her with but threeprecious possessions-"Tenas, " their boy the warm
iT^kT?°^ '"'"^^ °f the thrifty PadficSIndian build, and the great Totem Pole tha loomedouts.de at Its north-western corner like a guaXn
cwfd's hnn 'kI"''

'^' undeniable hallmarifof the'rchild s honorable ancestry and unblemished lineage

^noh I
^^- t^ '^'^'^ "o^'^^' «°"W have b4nanchorless without that Totem Pole. Its extraordinary carving, its crude but clever coloring

>
s massed figures of animals, birds and humans alldesigned and carved out of the solid trunk oUsingi"

h\h ; r"* ^ th°"^nd times more to her than tdid to the travellers who, in their great "Klondiken.sh, 'thronged the decks of the nor hern bound

>vtio despoil the Indian lodges of their ancient wares
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leaving their white man's coin in lieu of old silver
bracelets and rare carvings in black slate or finely-
woven cedar-root baskets.

Many times was she offered money for it, but
Hoolool would merely shake her head, and, with a
half smile, turn away, giving no reason for her
refusal.

"The woman is like a mouse," those would-be
purchasers would say, so "Hoolool" she became,
even to her little son, who called her the quaint
word as a white child would call its mother a pet
name; and she in turn called the little boy "Tenas.

"

which means " Youngness"—the young spring, the
young day, the young moon—and he was all these
blessed things to her. But all the old-timers knew
well why she would never part with the Totem
Pole.

"No use to coax her," they would tell the
curio-hunters. " It is to her what your family crest
is to you. Would you sell your crest?"

So year after year the greedy-eyed collectors
would go away empty-handed, their coin in their
pockets, and Hoolool's silent refusal in their
memories.

Yet hov/ terribly she really needed their money
she alone knew. To be sure, she had her own
firewood in the foiest that crept almost to her
door, and in good seasons the salmon fishing was a
great help. She caught and smoked and dried this
precious food, stowing it away for use through the
long winter months; but life was a continual
struggle, and Tenas was yet too young to help her
in the battle.
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father's Dlace af fT„i^^\- .P •"*• *» take his

-.,.; •fipLf.XTp .t'S:,"
-^ '^-

I would sell it to-day if thev camP " .k .jmurmur. " I would nnf k1 / '^ ™^' ^"* ^'O"'**

to say no " ^ '*'°"8 ^"""^h to refuse.

Totem PdiS?o"°:''"^ 1*'' '°^^- °- «-*
that I shalTbT a ci^^^'

^°" ^'"^^y^ ^°- '* ""^ans

Hoolooir
^'^' "'"" ^""^ day, does it . ot.

acrol\"e;'LStk7 "' '"^'.*'«'"^hts would roll

knew thi noThim for'^/'""^**^'^''*'
^"'^ '^'^

bread, no shiverinf j! *i.-
' "° ''""^er for flour-

drive her to pLrtw^hT, ^"^^^^^^^^ "°"''' -«
thing was the ver^ bVthrLht ^f r'"^""' '?'^""
figure, hewn with^infiniS'XJe^^^h.- ^-'"^
Ills grandsire's hie ^^ ..

f'^"^"<^e by his sire s,

the very hrtok^fro^'^':?"?"^^'^^'^' ^ands meant
red blo^d r^3^™'^„f«^^ ^P'-fK the source of
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and have no Totem Pole to point to as a credential

of being the honorable son of a long line of honor-

able sons? Never! She would suflfer in silence,

like the little grey, hungry Hoolool that scamperfjd

across the bare floors of her firwood shack in the chill

night hours, but her boy must have his birthright.

And so the great pole stood unmoved, baring its

grinning figures to the storms, the suns, the grey

rains of the Pacific Coast, but by its very presence

it was keeping these tempests from entering the

heart of the lonely woman at its feet.

It was the year that spring came unusually early,

weeks earlier than the oldest Indian recalled its ever

having come before. March brought the wild

geese honking northward, and great flocks of snow-

white swans came daily out of the southern

horizon to sail overhead and lose themselves along

the Upper Coast, for it was mating and nesting

time, and the heat of the south had driven them
early from its broad lagoons.

Every evening Tenas would roll himself in his

blanket bed, while he chatted about the migrating

birds, and longed for the time when he would be a

great hunter, able to shoot the game as they flitted

southward with their large families in September.
" Then, Hoolool, we will have something better

to eat than the smoked salmon," he would say.

"Yes, little loved one," she would reply, "and
you are growing so fast, so big, that the,time will

not be long now before you can hunt down the

wild birds for your Hoolool to eat, eh, little Spring

Eyes? But now you must go to sleep; perhaps you
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will dream of the great flocks of the fat, young, grey
geese you are to get us for food."

" I'll tell you if I do; I'll tell you in the morning
if I dream of the little geese," he would reply, his
voice trailing away into dreamland as his eyes
blinked themselves to sleep.

"Hoolool, I did dream last night," he told her
one early April day, when he awoke dewy-eyed and
bird-like from a long night's rest. "3ut it was not
of the bands of grey geese; it was of our great
Totem Pole."

" Did it speak to you in your dreams, little April
Eyes?" she asked, playfully.

"No-o," he hesitated, "it did not really speak,
but it showed me something strange. Do you
think it will come true, Hoolool?" His dark,
questioning eyes were pathetic in appeal. He did
want it to come true.

"Tell your Hoolool," she replied indulgently,
"aiiu perhaps she can decide if the dream will come
true."

"You know how I longed to dream of the great
flocks of young geese flying southward in Septem-
ber," he said, longingly, his little thin elbows
propped each on one of her knees, his small, dark
chin in his hands, his wonderful eyes shadowy with
the fairy dreams of childhood. "But the flocks I
saw were not flying grey geese, that make such fat
eatmg, but around the foot of our Totem Pole I

saw flocks and flocks of little tenas Totem Poles,
hundreds of them. They were not half as high as
I am. They were just baby ones you could take in
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your hand, Hoolool. Could you take my knife

the trader gave me and make me one just like our
big one? Only make it little, young—oh, very

tenas—that I can carry it about with me. I'll

paint it. Will you make me one, Hoolool?"
The woman sat still, a peculiar stillness that came

of half fear, half unutterable relief, and wholly of

inspiration. Then she caught up the boy, and her
arms clung about him as if they would never release

him.

"I know little of the white man's God," she
murmured, "except that He is sx)d, but I know
that the Great Tyee (god) of the West is surely

good. One of them has sent you this dream, my
little April Eyes."

"Perhaps the Great Tyee and the white man's
God are the same," the child said, innocent of
expressing a wonderful truth. " You have two
names—'Marna' (mother, in the Chinook) and
'Hoolool'—yet you are the same. Maybe it's that

way with the two Great Tyees, the white man's and
ours. But why should they send me dreams of

flocks of baby Totem Poles?"
"Because Hoolool will make you one to-day,

and then flocks and flocks of tenas poles for the
men with the silver coins. I cannot sell them our
great one, but I can make many small ones like it.

Oh! they will buy the little totems, and the great
one will stand as the pride of your manhood and the
honor of your old age." Her voice rang with the
hope of the future, the confidence of years of diffi-

culty overcome.

Before many hours had passed, she and the
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child had scoured the nearby edges of the forest for
woods that were dried, seasoned, and yet solid.
They had carried armfuls back to the fir shack, and
the work of carving had begun. The woman sat
by the fire hour after hour—the fire that burned
in primitive fashion in the centre of the shack,
stoveless and hearthless, its ascending smoke curling
up through an aperture in the roof, its red flames
flicke ng and fading, leaping and lighting the work
that even her unaccustomed fingers developed with
wonderful accuracy in miniature of the Totem Pole
at the north-west corner outside. By nightfall itw^ completed, and by the fitful firelight Tenas
painted and stained its huddled figures in the black,
orange, crimson and green that tribal custom made
law. The warmth of the burning cedar knots dried
the paints and pigments, until their acrid fragrance
filled the little room, and the child's eyelids drooped
sleepily, and in a delightful happiness he onr ? more
snuggled into his blanket bed, the bab> Totem Pole
hugged to his little heart. But his mother sat far
into the night, her busy fingers at work on the
realization of her child's dream. She was deter-
mined to fashion his dream-flock of "young"
totems which would bring to them both more of fat
eating than many bands of grey geese flying south-
ward. The night wore on, and she left her task only
to rebuild the fire and to cover with an extra blanket
the little form of her sleeping boy. Finally she, too,
slept, but briefly, for daybreak found her again at
her quaint occupation, and the following nightfall
brought no change. A week drifted by, and one
morning, far down the Sound, the whistle of a
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coming steamer startled both boy and woman into

brisk action. The little flock of Totem ' oles now
numbered nine, and hastily gathering them to-

gether in one of her cherished cedar-root baskets,

she clasped the child's hand, and they made their

way to the landing-stage.

When she returned an hour later, her basket

was empty, and her kerchief filled with silver coins.

On the deck of the steamer one of the ship's

officers was talking to a little group of delighted

tourists who were comparing their miniature

purchases with the giant Totem Pole in the distance.

" You are lucky, " said the officer. " I know people

who have tried for years to buy the big Pole from

her, but it was always "No' with her—just a shake

of her head, and you might as well try to buy the

moon. It's for that little boy of hers she's keeping

it, though she could have sold it for hundreds of

good dollars twenty times over."

That all happened eleven years ago, and last

summer when I journeyed far north of Queen

Charlotte Sound, as the steamer reached a certain

landing I saw a giant Totem Pole with a well-built

frame house at its base. It was standing con-

siderably away from the shore, but its newness was

apparent, for on its roof, busily engaged at shingling,

was an agile Indian youth of some seventeen years.

"That youngster built that house all by him-

self," volunteered one of the ship's officers at my
elbow. "He is a born carpenter, and gets all the

work he can do. He has supported his mother in

comfort for two years, and he isn't full grown y-t."

"Who is he?" I asked, with keen interest.
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"His name is Tenas," replied the officer. "His
mother is a splendid woman. 'Hoolool,' they call
her. She is quite the best carver of Totem Poles on
the North Coast.

"
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LELOO'S father and mother were both of the
great Lillooet tribe of British Columbia Indians,

splendid people of a stalwart race of red men, who
had named the boy Leloo because, from the time
he could toddle about on his little, brown, bare

feet, he had always listened with delight to the

wolves howling across the canyons and down the

steeps of the wonderful mountain country where
he was born. In the Chinook language Leloo
means wolf, and before the little fellow could talk

he would stand nightly at the lodge door and
imitate the long, weird barking and calling of his

namesakes, while his father would smile knowingly
and say, "He will some day make a great himter,

will our little Leloo," and his mother would answer
proudly, "Yes, he has no fear of wild things. No
wolf in the mountains will be mighty enough to

scare him—our little Leloo.

"

So he grew from babyhood into boyhood with

a love for the furry-coated wild creatures that

prowled along the timber line, and their voices were
to him the voices of friends who had sung him to

.sleep ever since he could remember anything.

But the night of his famous ride up the Cariboo

Trail where it skirts the Bonaparte Hills proved

to him how wise a thing it was that he had long ago

made friends, instead of foes, of the wolves, for if

he had feared them, it would have been a ride of

terror instead of triumph, as it was his love for them
that helped him to do a great, heroic thing which
made the very name "Leloo" beloved by every

110



The Wolf-Brothers

man, both white and Ind! n, in all the Lillooet
country.

It was one day early in the autumn that Leloo's
father sent him down the trail some ten or fifteen
miles with a message to the "boss" of the great
railway construction camp that the Lillooet Indians
would supply fifty men to work on the Company's
roadway. So the boy mounted his net cayuse and
started off early, swinging down "the mountain
trails into the canyons, then climbing again across
the summit, with its dense growth of timber. His
little legs were almost too short to grip his horse's
middle as his father could have done, so he went
more slowly and carefully over the dangerous
places, marking every one in his mind, in case he was
late in returning. When he leached the camp the
'boss" was absent, and, Indian-like, he would
deliver his message to no one else except the man it
was intended for, and when the "boss" returned at
supper time from far down the grade, he insisted
upon Leloo sharing his pork and beans and drinking
great quantities of tea.

1 r.^^"^''
^^'^ ^" "'^''*^' youngster, " said the boss

kindly. It's along ride back, and it's going to be
dark." -

"No stay to-night," answered Leloo. "Maybe
some time I stay, but no to-night."

^

"Well, you know bnst, kid," replied the boss.
There s one thing—no harm will ever come to an

Indian boy on a mountain trail. But be careful ; the
canyons are deep, and the trai' is bad in spots'"

"Me know, me careful," smiled Leloo, and
mounting his cayuse, trotted off gayly, just as the
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sun was lost behind a grim, rocky peak in the west.
But the "boss" was right: night comes quickly in
the mountains, and this night was unusually dark.
Leloo had to ride very slowly, for the narrow trail
was a mere ledge carved out from the perpendicular
walls of the cliffs, which arose on the left, a sheer
precipice hundreds of feet above him, and fell away
to the right in a yawning chasm, black, and deep
and unexplored. But the sure-footed cayuse stepped
gingerly and knowingly, neither halting nor stum-
bling, and his wise little rider let the animal pick
its own way, knowing well that a horse's senses in
the dark are more acute than a human's. Presently
from far across the canyon arose a weird, prolonged
howl. Then from the heights above - me an
answering one.

"Ah, my brothers!" called Leloo aloud. "You
have come to greet me through the night." and his
eyes lighted like twin black fires, for he loved these
wolves that made their dens and lairs along the
Cariboo Trail, and to-night they were to serve him
in the oddest fashion that a wild animal was ever
called upon to do. As he rode on, he would—just
for company's sake—cill back to the wolves, answer-
ing their cries with such a perfect imitation of their
wild voices that they would reply to him, from far
below, then again from far above, and Leloo would
smile to himself and say, "That is right, O greac
and fierce Leloos; answer me, for you are my kin
and my cousins.

"

But the trail was growing steeper, narrower
every moment, and after a time Leloo forgot to reply
to his forest friends, and just rode on, peering
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through the shadows to avoid the dangers on all
sides. Presently a sound that belonge<J to neither
crag nor canyon fell across his quick, Indian ears
It was a man's voice, hushed, subdued, speaking
very low, and speaking in English. It said

:

"I hear a horse coming."
"Shut up! Don't talk so loud," replied another

voice.

"I tell you I hear horses," answered the first
voice in-itably. " It must be the stage coming. Get
ready!

" You're clean crazy, " said ih? other voice. " The
stage makes more noise than that, and I know for
sure there's no horseman up the trail to-night.
It s some wild animal you hear."

Leioo pulled his cayuse stock still. He did not
understand English readily, he was not versed in
the ways of the white man, but his wonderful
native wit and instinct told him at once that there
was something wrong—the wrong things that white
men were sent to jail for sometimes. He asked
himself Why should they hide and whisper?"
Only hunters hid and refused to speak aloud.
1 nen he remembered—the stage.
How ofter. his father had talked of the great

lumps of gold the white men were digging up, two
hundred miles north, up the Frozen River—"Cari-
boo gold," his father had called it, and said that it
was sent down in numberless bags to "the froat

"

and the stage brought it. And his father v.ou'ld
always finish the tale with, "The white men will
risk their hves and kill each other for this gold."

LeIoo could never..under8tand it, for he would
113



The Shagganappi

much rather have a soft wolf skin to lie on, a string

of blue Hudson's Bay beads around his dark throat,

and fine, beaded moccasins, than all the gold in

the world. But while he sat stock still, the voices

continued

:

.

"There.'it's stopped. I knew it was an animal.

The stage won't be along for an hour yet."

"They are white men, but the gold docs not

belong to them." Leloo told himself. " It belongs to

the white men on the stage, or up in the Barkerville

gold ledges. These white men here are 'bad

medicine.' They shall not find that stage."

But even as he thought it out, the voices began

afresh. „ .

"There's somethmg wrong with my gin, said

one, "it won't work."
"There's nothing wrong with mine," came the

sneering reply. " Mine will work all right. I'm going

to have that gold."

"How much did Jim Orton say there was a-

coming down on the stage?" whispered the other.

"Some twenty thousand dollars' worth of

nuggets," was the answer. "And you'll use your

gun, too, to get it, if you don't turn coward."

Then there was silence. So his father was

right. '1 hese white men would kill each other for

gold—gold that belonged to another, to the men who

were working day and night for it up at the ledges,

two hundred miles north. Instantly Leloo's plan

was formed. He would save the gold for the men

who owned it; save the good stage driver from the

bullets of these hiding, whispering sneaks and

robbers. But how was he to do it? How could he
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dare to move a step unless to turn backward?
Twenty yards ahead of him the two men crouched.
Even by theii lowered voices he could locate them
as !.:ding behind a giant boulder, some ten feet
above the trail. If he was to advance to meet the
stage and warn the driver, he needs must pass
under their very feet. \\'as it quite impossible to
daringly gallop under their guns and be lost in the
darkness before they could recover from their
surprise? Leloo could trust his cayuse, he knew.
The honest little creature was at this moment
standing still as the silence about them. Then
acutely across that silence cut the long wail of a
lonely wolf wandering across the heights. A very
inspiration sei^:ed Leloo. In a second he had flung
back his head, and from his thin, Indian toyish
lips there issued a weird, prolonged howl. He was
answering the wolf in his own language.

"Great guns!" ejaculated one of the highway-
men, "that wolf's right under our feet. There he
goes now. I hear him prowling past." For with
the howl, Leloo had started his cayuse gently, and
the wise creature was slipping beneath the i-Veaded
boulder almost noiselessly. The boy fairly held
his breath. Suppose they should peer through
the dark, and see that it was a horse and rider, and
no wild animal padding up the trail? Then his
wolf friend from the heights answered him, and
Leloo once more lifted his head, and the strange
half-barking, half-sobbing cry again broke the
silence. He ;,as well past the boulder now, ten,
twenty, thirty yards, when his innocent little

cayuse gave that peculiar snort which a horse
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always gives when some sudden fear or danger
threatens. The animal's instinct had evidently
detected the presence of enemies.

"It's a horseman, not a wolf," fairly yelled a
voice behind him ; but Lcloo had already struck the
cayuse a smart blow on the flank, at which the
animal bunched its four hoofs together, shivered,
snorted again, then plunged, galloping like mad
down the trail, down, blindly down into the darkness
ahead. One, two, three sharp revolver shots rang
out behind him, the bullets falling wide of their
mark in the blackness of the night, rapidly running
feet that seemed to gain upon him, the crash of a
falling man, then terrible language—all rang in his
ears in quick succession, but the boy never drew
rein, never halted. On plunged the horse heed-
lessly, wildly, but Leloo stuck to his back, scorning
the fear of a horrible death in the canyon below,
thinking only of the danger of the treasure-laden
stage and of the safety of Big Bill, the driver, whom
his father loved, and whom every Indian of the
Lillooet tribe respected.

The stones were now rattling from the rush of
his horse's hoofs, and once or twice the boy held
his breath, as they swung round a boulder in the
dark, and the sturdy animal almost lost its balance.
Sometimes he heard the robbers scrambling down
the trail far above him, the trail he had already
covered, and twice they fired on him; but the
kindly darkness saved him. He was nearing the
foot of the mountain now, and the cayuse was
beginning to heave badly, but Leloo still struck
the sweating flanks, and the creature still plunged
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on, until, finally, in fear and exhaustion, it stumbled.
Instantly it recovered itself, but Leloo knew that
this was the first sign of the coming end. Then
only did he stop. In his mad ride Leloo had been
so intently listening for sounds from behind that
he never once thought of sounds ahead, and in
this pause of the rattling hoofs and flying stones,
his ears caught the rumble of wheels coming towards
him, the gentle beat of six horses trotting slowly,
and the cheery whistle of the big Canadian who
drove the Cariboo stage. As Leloo came slowly
upon them, the big driver called, "Who's there-
ahead in the trail? Who's shooting around here?"

"Go back, you!" cried the boy. "Two bad men's
up trail. They shoot you. They get gold.

"

"Gee whiz!" yelled Big Bill, bringing his six-in-
hand to a standstill. "Holdup, ch? I utclare, but
that's a narrow escape. I guess Big Bill won't
cross the divide to-night."

"No, you go back," reiterated the boy.
"Well, I'll be blowed if it isn't just a kid!"

exclaimed the driver, as Leloo rode up close beside
him. "And look at the horse of him, clean played
out. I say, boy, no wonder you rode hard, with
all that gunning behind you. I'm rather handy
with a gun myself, and I never drive the 'gold'
stage without these two here, " tapping the revolvers
in his big belt, "but if our friends up there had got
the drop on me first, there'd have been a dead driver,
and no gold for the boys in the bank, I'm thinking!
What is your name, anj'way, boy?"

"Me? I'm Leloo," the little Indian replied.
"My father, he Chief Buckskin, Lillooet tribe."
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"Whew!" gasped Big Bill. "Old Buckskin's son,
eh? Then you're all right, for Buckskin is 'white'—all but his skin. You climb up beside me here,
and give that poor, busted horse of yours a rest.
This outfit is a-goin' to turn back, and we'll all sleep
at Pete's place to-night. But how did you get past
those sneaking gunners up there? That's what I

want to know."
And later when Leloo, safely seated beside the

big driver, related how he had tricked the scoun-
drels. Big Bill was as proud as if he had been the
boy's father. "The whole Cariboo trail from end
to end shall know of this, " he declared, "know just
how you saved me and the miners' gold."

"Me no save," said Leloo, shaking his head
with denial. "Not me save, just save by big wolf-
brother. He teach me to make his cry, he answer
me when I talk his talk to him."

_
And it must have been this speech that the big

driver told far and wide, for at the next great "pot-
latch" (feast) given by the Lillooets, the entire
tribe conferred the great honor of a new name upon
Leloo, the name he had won for himself—" Wolf-
Brother."
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A Story d( Boy and a Dog

r^E-HRO was a small Onondaga Indian boy, a
"l^ good-looking, black-eyed little chap with as
pagan a heart as ever beat under a copper-colored
skin. His father and grandfathers were pagans.
His ancestors for a thousand years back, and yet a
thousand years back of that, had been pagans, and
We-hro, with the pride of his religion and his race,
would not have turned from the faith of his fathers
for all the world. But the world, as he knew it,

consisted entirely of the Great Indian Reserve, that
lay on the banks of the beautiful Grand River, sixty
miles west of the great Canadian city of Toronto.

Now, the boys that read this tale must not con-
fuse a pagan with a heathen. The heathen nations
that worship idols are terribly pitied and despised
by the pagan Indians, who are worshippers of "The
Great Spirit," a kind and loving God, who, they
say, will reward them by giving them happy hunting
grounds to live in after they die; that is, if they live
good, honest, upright lives in this world.

We-hro would have scowled blackly if anyone
had dared to name him a heathen. He thoroughly
ignored the little Delaware boys, whose fathers wor-
shipped idols fifty years ago, and on all the feast
days and dance days he would accompany his
parents to the "Longhouse" (which was their
church), and take his little part in the religious
festivities. He could remember well as a tiny child
being carried in his mother's blanket "pick-a-back,"
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while she dropped into the soft swinging movement
of the dance, for We-hro's people did not worship
their Great Spirit" with hymns of praise and
lowly prayers, the way the Christian Indians did.
VVe-hro s people worshipped their God by dancing
beautiful, soft, dignified steps, with no noisy clicking
heels to annoy one. but only the velvety shuffle of
the moccasined feet, the weird beat of the Indian
drums, the mournful chanting of the old chiefs
keeping time with the throb of their devoted hearts.

Then, when he grew too big to be carried, he was
allowed to clasp his mother's hand, and himself learn
the pretty steps, following his father, who danced
ahead, dressed in full costume of scarlet cloth and
buckskin, with gay beads and bear claws about his
neck, and wonderful carven silver ornaments,
massive and solid, decorating his shirt and leggings
We-hro loved the tawny fringes and the hammered
silver quite as much as a white lady loves diamonds
and pearls; he loved to see his father's face paintedm fierce reds, yellows and blacks, but most of all he
loved the unvarying chuck-a, chuck-a, chuck-a of
the great mud-turtle rattles that the "musicians"
skilfully beat upon the benches before them. Oh,
he was a thorough little pagan, was We-hro! His
loves and his hates were as decided as his comical
but stately step in the dance of his ancestors'
religion. Those were great days for the small
Onondaga boy. His father taught him to shape
axe-handles, to curve lacrosse sticks, to weave their
deer-sinew netting, to tan skins, to plant corn, to
model arrows and—most difficult of all—to
"feather" them, to "season" bows, to chop trees,
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to burn, hollow, fashion and "man" a dugout
canoe, to use the paddle, to gauge the wind and
current of that treacherous Grand River, to learn
\yild cries to decoy bird and beast for food. Oh,
little pagan We-hro had his life filled to overflowing
with much that the civilized white boy would gave
all his dimes and dollars to know.

And it was then that the great day came, the
marvellous day when We-hro discovered his second
self, his playmate, his loyal, unselfish, loving friend
—his underbred, unwashed, hungry, vagabond dog,
born white and spotless, but begrimed by contact
with the world, the mud, and the white man's hovel.

It happened this way:
We-hro was cleaning his father's dugout canoe,

after a night of fish spearing. The soot, the scales,
the fire ashes, the mud—all had to be "swabbed"
out at the river's brink by means of much water and
an Indian "slat" broom. We-hro was up to his
little ears in work, when suddenly, above him, on
the river road, he heard the coarse voice and
thundering whipfalls of a man urging and beating
his horse—a white man, for no Indian used such
language, no Indian beat an animal that served
him. We-hro looked up. Stuck in the mud of the
river road was a huge wagon, grain-filled. The
driver, purple of face, was whaling the poor team,
and shouting to a cringing little drab-white dog, of
fox-terrier lineage, to "Get out of there or I'll—!"

The horses were dragging and tugging. The
little dog, terrified, was sneaking off with tail
between its hind legs. Then the brutal driver's
whip came down, curling its lash about the dog's
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thin body, forcing from the little speechless brute
a howl of agony Then We-hro spoke-spoke in all
the English he knew.

"Bad! bad! You .'ie some day—you! You
hurt that dog. White man's God, he no like you.
Indian s Great Spirit, he not let you shooi in happy

.*»f
grounds. You die some day-you bad!

"

Well, if lam bad I'm no pagan Indian Hot-
tentot like you!" yelled the angry driver. "Take the
^og, and begone!"

"Me no Hottentot," said We-hro, slowly. "Me
Onondaga, all right. Me take dog;" and from that
hour the poor little white rur and the copper-
colored little boy were friends for all time

The SuDerintendent of Indian Affairs wastaking his periodical drive about the Reserve when

fadler^"
*° "'^"^ "'"^ "Ten-Canoes." We-hro's

The superintendent was a very important per-
son. He was a great white gentleman, who lived in

1-"a(
o^,B''antfo"-d, fifteen miles away. He wasa kindly handsome man, who loved and honored

every Indian on the Grand River Reserve. He hadLS v"'J!^'
*

^^I""
hand-shake, so when hestopped his horse and greeted the old pagan. Ten-

Canoes smiled too.

"^ "Jt:
'^^"-*^^"°«s-'", "-ied the superintendent,

a great man told me he was coming to see vour

Co?, .if ^u""^"' ,"°"^ '^'^ t*'^" Great Black-
Coat, the bishop of the Anglican Church. He
thinks you are a bad lot. because you are pagans;
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he wonders why it is that you have never turned
Christian. Some of the missionaries have toldhim you pagans are no good, so the great manwants to come and see for himself. He wantTto
T f,T-^

of your religious dances-thc 'Dance ofthe White Dog,' if you will have him; he wants tosee if It IS really bad.

"

Ten-Canors laughed. "I welcome him," he said
earnestly, "Welcome the 'Great Black-Coat.' Ihonor him, though I do not think as he does. He is
a^good man, a just man; I welcome him, bid him

««T!!"'
""'^^ '''' '°'^'^'P' t''^ J^'^hop, invited to

White Do^"'
^^^''" Onondaga "Festival of the

But what was this that happened?
Never yet had a February moon waned but thatthe powerful Onondaga tribe had offered the burn

Sacrifice o the White Dog," that most devout of
all native rites. But now, search as they mightnot a single spotlessly white dog could be foundNo other animal would do. It was the law of this

fo«-h If" *S^^ ^}^^ "" °*'^" b"^nt sacrifice could

whiteX '"'"' *'"" '''' ^^'^"^'^^ "^y of a

We-hro heard all the great chiefs talking of it allHe listened to plans for searching the entire Reserve

iawn took'h"'^
'^' ^°"°^-*"^ -""^'^S he arose at

ITu'}^^ ^" r" P^^ ^°S down to the river and

Sheep. Then out of the water dashed the gay littleanimal, yelping and barking in play, rolling in thesnow, tearing madly about, and finally rushing off
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towards the log house which was We-hro's home,
and scratching at the door to get in by the warm
fire to dry his shaggy coat. Oh ! what an ache that
coat caused in VVe-hro's heart. From a dull drab
grey, the dog's hair had washed pure white, not a
spot or a blemish on it, and in an agony of grief the
little pagan boy realized that through his own action
he had endangered the life of his dog friend; that
should his father and his father's friends see that
small white terrier, they would take it away for the
nation's sacrifice.

Stumbling and panting and breathless, We-hro
hurried after his pet, and, seizing the dog in his
arms, he wrapped his own shabby coat a' out the
trembling, half-dry creature, and carried him to
where the cedars grew thick at the back of the
house. Crouched in their shadows he hugged his
treasured companion, thinking with horror of the
hour when the blow would surely fall.

For days the boy kept his dog in the shelter of
the cedars, tied up tightly with an old rope, and
sleeping in a warm raccoon skin, which We-hro
smuggled away from his own simple bed. The dog
contented himself with what little food We-hro
managed to carry to him, but the hiding could not
keep up forever, and one dark, dreaded day We-
hro's father came into the house and sat smoking
m silence for many minutes. When at last he spoke,
he said

:

"We-hro, your dog is known to ine. I have
seen him, white as the snow that fell last night.
It is the law that someone must always suffer for the
good of the people. We-hro, would you have the
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great 'Black-Coat,' the great white preacher, come
to see our beautiful ceremony, and would you have
the great Onondaga tribe fail to show the white man
how we worship our ancient Great Spirit? Would
you have us fail to burn the sacrifice? Or will you
give your white dog for the honor of our people?"

The world is full of heroes, but at that moment
it held none greater than the little pagan boy, who
crushed down his grief and battled back his tears
as he answered

:

"Father, you are old and honored and wise.
F"or you and for my people alone would I give the
dog."

At last the wonderful Dance Day arrived. His
lordship, the Bishop of the Anglican Church, drove
down from the city of Brantford; with him the
Superintendent of Indian Affairs, and a man who
understood both the English and the Onondaga
languages. Long before ihey reached the "Long-
house" they could hear the wild beat of the drum,
could count the beats of the dance rattles, could
distinguish the half-sad chant of the worshippers.
The kind face of the great bishop was very grave.
It pained his gentle old heart to know that this
great tribe of Indians were pagans—savages, as he
thought—but when he entered that plain log build-
ing that the Onondagas held as their church, he took
off his hat with the beautiful reverence all great
men pay to other great men's religion, and he stood
bareheaded while old Ten-Canoes charted forth this
speech

:

"Oh, brothers of mine! We welcome the white
man's friend, the great 'Black-Coat,' to this, our
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solemn worship. We offer to the red man's God

—

the Great Spirit—a burnt offering. We do not think
that anything save what is pure and faithful and
without blemish can go into the sight of the Great
Spirit. Therefore do we offer this dog, pure as we
hope our spirits are, that the God of the red man
may accept it with our devotion, knowing that we,
too, would gladly be as spotless as this sacrifice."

Then was a dog carried in dead, and beautifully

decorated with wampum, beads and porcupine em-
broidery. Oh! so mercifully dead and out of pain,
gently strangled by reverent fingers, for an Indian
is never unkind to an animal. And far over in a
comer of the room was a little brown figure, twisted
with agony, choking back the sobs and tears—for
was he not taught that tears were for babies alone,
and not for boys that grew up into warriors?

"Oh, my dog! my dog!" he muttered. "They
have taken you away from me, but it was for the
honor of my father and of my own people."

The great Anglican bishop turned at that
moment, and, catching the sight of suffering on little

We-hro's face, said aloud to the man who spoke
both languages:

"That little boy over there seems in torture.
Can I do anything for him, do you think?"

"That little boy," replied the man who spoke
both languages, "is the son of the great Onondaga
chief. No white dog could be found for this cere-
mony but his. This dog was his pet, but for the
honor of his father and of his tribe he has given up
his pet as a sacrifice.

"

For a moment the great Anglican bishop was
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blinded by his own tears. Then he walked slowly
across the wide log building and laid his white hand
tenderly on the head of the little Onondaga boy.
His kindly old eyes closed, and his lips moved—
noiselessly, for a space, tiien he said aloud:

"Oh, that the white boys of my great city
church knew and practised half as much of self-
denial as has this little pagan Indian lad, who has
given up his heart's dearest because his father and
the honor of his people required it."

127



The Potlatch*

yOUNG Ta-la-pus sat on the highest point of

rocii that liftetl itself on the coast at the edge

of his father's Reserve. At his feet stretched the

Straits of Georgia, and far across the mists of the

salt Pacific waters he watched the sun rise seemingly

out of the mainland that someone had told him
stretched castwarrl thousands of miles, where

another ocean, called the Atlantic, washed its far-

off shore, for Ta-la-pus lived on Vancouver Island,

and all hi'' little life had been spent in wishing and

longing t(i it his small, moccasined feet on that

vast mainland that the old men talked of, and the

young men visited year in and year out. But never

yet had he been taken across the wide, blue Straits,

for he was only eleven years old, and he had two

very big brothers who always accompanied their

father, old chief Mowitch, on his journeyings, for

they were good fishermen, and could help in the

salmon catch, and bring good chicamin (money)

home to buy supplies for the winter. Sometimes

these big brothers would tease him and say, "What
can you expect? Your name is Ta-la-pus, which

•"Potlatch" is a Chinook word meaning "a gift." Among the

Indian tribes of British Columbia it is used as the accepted name of

a great feast, which some Indian, who is exceedingly well off, gives

to scores of guests. He entertains them for days, sometimes for

weeks, together, presenting them with innumerable blankets and

much money, for it is part of the Indian code of honor thai, when

one has great possessions, he must divide them with his less fortunate

tribesmen. The gifts of money usually take the form of ten-dollar

bank notes, and are bestowed broadcast upon any man, woman or

child who pleases the host by either dancing the tribal dances very

beautifully, or else originates an attractive dance of their own.
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means a prairie wolf. What has a prairie wolf t<i

do with rrossing great waters? He cannot swim, as
some other animals can. Our parents gave us
better names, 'Chetwoot,' the bear, who swims well,
and 'Lapool,' the water fowl, whose home is on the
waters, whose feet are webbed, and who floats
even while he sleeps. No, our young brother,
Ta-la-pus, the prairie wolf, was never meant to cross
the great salt Straits.

"

Then little Ta-la-pus would creep away to his
lonely rock, trying to still the ache in his heart,
and forcing back the tears from his eyes. Prairie
wolves must not cry like little girl babies—and
sometimes when his heart v.as sorest, a clear, daz-
zlingly bright day would dawn, and far, far ofT ho
could see the blur of the mainland coast, resting on
the sea like an enormous island. Thfin he would
tell himself that, no matter what his name was,
some day he would cross to that great, far country,
whose snow-crowned mountain peaks he could just
see merging into the distant clouds.

Then, late in the summer, there came one mar-
vellous night, when his father and brother returned
from the sockeye salmon fishing, with news that set
the entire Indian village talking far into the early
morning. A great Squamish chief on the mainland
was going to give a Potlatch. He had been prepar-
ing for it for weeks. He had enjoyed a very fortu-
nate fishing season, was a generous-hearted man,
and was prepared to spend ten thousand dollars* in
gifts and em. rtainment for his friends and all the
poor of the various neighboring tribes.

•Fact. This amount has frequently been given away.
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Chief Mowitch and all'his family were'invited,

and great rejoicing and anticipation were enjoyed

over their salmon suppers that night.
" You and the boys go, " said his wife. " Perhaps

>ou will be lucky and bring home chicamin and
blankets. The old men say the w inter will be cold.

Grey geese were going souih yesterday, three weeks

earlier than last year. Yes, we will need blankets

when the ollalies (berries) are ripe in October. I

shall stay at home, until the babies are older. Yes,

you and the boys go."

"Yes," responded the chief. "It would never

do for us to miss a great Squamish Potlatch. We
must go.

"

Then the elder son, Chet-woot, spoke joyously:

"And, mama,* we may bring back great riches,

and even if the cold does come while we are away,

our little brother, Ta-la-pus, will care for you and

the babies. He'll carry water and bring all the

wood for your warmth."
The father looked smilingly at Ta-la-pus, but

the boy's eyes, great and dark, and hungry for the

far mainland, for the great frasts he had heard so

much of, were fastened in begging, pleading serious-

ness on his father's face. Suddenly a whim seized

the old chief's fancy.

"Ta-la-pus," he said, "you look as if you would

Hke''to go, too. Do you want to take part in the

Potlatch?"

Instantly Chet-woot objected. " Papa, he could

never go, he's too young. They may ask him to

' ' 'The Chinook for father and mother is "papa" and "mama,"
adopted from the English language.
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dance for them. He can't dance. Then perhaps
they would never ask us."

The chief scowled. He was ruler in his own
lodge, and allowed no interference from anyone.

"Besides," continued Chet-woot, "there would
be no one to fetch wood for mama and the babies.

"

"Yes, there would be someone," said the chief,

his eyes snapping fiercely. " You would be here to
help your mama."

"I?" exclaimed the young man. "But how can
I, when I shall be at the Potlatch? I go to all the
Potlatches."

"So much more reason that you stay home this

once and care for your mama and baby sisters, and
you shall stay. Lapool and little Ta-la-pus will go
with me. It is time the boy saw something of the
other tribes. Yes, I'll take Lapool and Ta-la-pus,

and there is no change to my word when it is once
spoken."

• voot sat like one stunned, but an Indian
!>. - better than to argue with his father.

•t .
. ., dark eyes of little Ta-la-pus glowed

l.ke tmbciij of fire, his young heart leaped joyously.
At last, at last, he was to set foot in the country of

his dreams—the far, blue, mountain-circled main-
land.

All that week his mother worked day and night
on a fine new native costume for him to wear on the
great occasion. There were trousers of buckskin
fringed down each side, a shirt of buckskin, beaded
and beautified by shell ornaments, a necklace of the
bones of a rare fish, strung togetlier like little beads
on deer sinew, earrings of pink and green pearl
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from the inner part of the shells of a bivalve, neat
moccasins, and solid silver, carven bracelets.

She was working on a headdress consisting of a
single red fox-tail and eagle feathers, when he came
and stood beside her.

"Mama," he said, "there is a prairie wolf skin
you cover the babies with while they sleep. Would
you let me have it this once, if they would not be
cold without it?"

"They will never be cold," she smiled, "for I

can use an extra blanket over them. I only use it

because I started to when you were the only baby I

had, and it was your name, so I covered you with it

at night."

"And I want to cover myself with it now," he
explained, "its head as my headdress, its front paws
about my neck, its thick fur and tail trailing behind
me as I dance."

"So you are going to dance, my little Ta-la-
pus?" she answered proudly. "But how is that,
when you do not yet know our great tribal dances?"

" I ha' e made one of my own, and a song, too,

"

he said, shyly.

She caught him to her, smoothing the hair back
from his dark forehead. "That is right," she half
whispered, for she felt he did not want anyone but
herself to know his boyish secret. "Always make
things for yourself, don't depend on others, try what
you can do alone. Yes, you may take the skin of
the prairie wolf. I will give it to you for all time-
it is yours."

That night his father also laid in his hands a gift.

It was a soft, pliable belt, woven of the white,
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peeled roots of the cedar, dyed brilliantly, and
worked into a magnificent design.

"Your great-grandmother made it," said the

chief. "Wear it on your first journey into the larger

world than this island, and do nothing in all your
life that would make her regret, were she alive, to

see it round your waist."

So little Ta-la-pus set forth with his father and
brother, well equipped for the great Potlatch, and
the meeting of many from half a score of tribes.

They crossed the Straits on a white man's
steamer, a wonderful sight to Ta-la-pus, who had
never been aboard any larger boat than his father's

fishing smack and their own high-bowed, gracefully-

curved canoe. In and out among the islands of the

great gulf the steamer wound, bringing them nearer,

ever nearer to the mainland. Misty and shadowy,
Vancouver Island dropped astern, until at last they
steamed into harbor, where a crowd of happy-faced
Squamish Indians greeted them, stowed them away
in canoes, paddled a bit up coast, then sighted the

great, glancing fires that were lighting up the grey
of oncoming night—fires of celebration and welcome
to all the scores of guests who were to partake of the

lavish hospitality of the great Squamish chief.

As he stepped from the great canoe, Ta-la-pus
thought he felt a strange thrill pass through the

soles of his feet. They had touched the mainland
of the vast continent oi North America for the first

time; his feet seemed to become sensitive, soft,

furry, cushioned like those of a wild animal. Then,
all at once, a strange inspiration seized him. Why
not try to make his footsteps "pad" like the noise-

133



The Shagganappi

fess paws of a prairie wolf? "pad " in the little dance
he had invented, instead of "shuffling" in his
moccasins, as all the grown men did? He made
up his mmd that when he was alone in his tent he
would practise it, but just now the great Squamish
chief was coming towards them with outstretched
greeting hands, and presently he was patting little

!f;pM.-
°" *w

shoulder, and saying, "Oh, ho, my
good TiUicum Mowitch, I am glad you have brought
this boy. I have a son of the same size. They will
play together, and perhaps this Tenas Tyee (Little
Chief) will dance for me some night.

"

"My brother does not dance our tribal dances
"

began Lapool, but Ta-la-pus spoke up bravely '

"Thank you, O Great Tyee (Chief), I shall
dance when you ask me.

"

His father and brother both stared at him in
amazement. Then Chief Mowitch laughed, and
said. If he says he will dance, he will do it. He
never promises what he cannot do, but I did not
know he could do the steps. Ah! he is a little
Hoolool (mouse) this boy of mine; he keeps very quiet
and does not boast what he can do.

"

Little Ta-la-pus was wonderfully encouraged by
his fathers notice of him and his words of praise
Never before had he seemed so close to manhood,
lor, being the youngest boy of the family, he had but
little companionship with any at home except his
mother and the little sisters that now seemed so
far behind him in their island home. All that
evening the old chiefs and the stalwart young
braves were gravely shaking hands with his father,
his brother Lapool, and himself, welcoming them
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to the great festival and saying pleasant things
about peace and brotherhood prevailing between
the various tribes instead of war and bloodshed, asm the olden times. It was late when the great
supper of boiled salmon was over, and the immense
bonfires began to blaze on the shore where the falling
tides of the Pacific left the beaches dry and pebbly.
The young men stretched themselves on the cool
sands, and the old men lighted their peace pipes,
and talked of the days when they hunted the moun-
tam sheep and black bear on these very heights
overlooking the sea. Ta-la-pus listened to every-
thmg. He could learn so much from the older men,
and hour by hour he gained confidence. No more
he thought of his dance with fear and shyness, for
all these people were kindly and hospitable even to
a boy of eleven. At midnight there was another
feast, this time of clams, and luscious crabs, with
much steaming black tea. Then came the great
Squamish chief, saying more welcoming words, and
inviting his guests to begin their tribal dances.
Ta-la-pus never forgot the brilliant sight that he
looked on for the next few hours. Scores of young
men and women went through the most graceful
figures of beautiful dances, their shell ornaments
jingling merrily in perfect time to each twist and
turn of their bodies. The wild music from the beat
of Indian drums and shell "rattles" arose weirdly,
half sadly, drifting up the mountain heights, until
It lost itself in the timber line of giant firs that
crested the summits. The red blaze from the camp
fires flitted and flickered across the supple figures
that circled around, in and out between the three

135



The Shagganappi

hundred canoes beached on the sands, and the

smoke-tipped tents and log lodges beyond the

reach of tide water. Above it all a million stars

shone down from the cloudless heavens of a perfect

British Columbian night. After a while little

Ta-la-pus fell asleep, and when he awoke, dawn was
just breaking. Somr.one had covered him with a

beautiful, white, new blanket, and as his young
eyes opened they looked straight into the kindly

face of the great Squamish chief.

"We are all aweary, 'Tenas Tyee' (Little

Chief)," he said. "The dancers are tired, and we
shall all sleep until the sun reaches midday, but

my guests cry for one more dance before sunrise.

Will you dance for us, oh, little Ta-la-pus?"

The boy sprang up, every muscle and sinew ard
nerve on the alert. The moment of his triumph or

failure had come.

"You have made me, even a boy like m" very

welcome, O Great Tyee," he said, standing erect

as an arrow, with his slender, dark chin raised

manfully. " I have eaten of your khshe muck-a-muck

(very good food), and it has made my heart and my
feet very skookum (strong). I shall do my best to

dance and please you." The boywas already dressed

in the brilliant buckskin costume his mother had

spent so many hours in making, and his precious

wolfskin was flung over his arm. The greai

Squamish chief now took him by the hand and led

him towards the blazing fires round which the tired

dancers, the old men and women, sat in huge circles

where the chill of dawn could not penetrate.

"One more dance, then we sleep," said the chief
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to the great circle of ii spectators. "This Tenas Tyee
will do his best to amuse us."

Then Ta-la-pus felt the chief's hand unclasp, and
he realized that he was standing absolutely alone
before a great crowd of strangers, and that every
eye was upon him.

"

"Oh. my brother," he whispered, smoothing the
prairie wolf skin, "help me to be like you, help me
to be worthy of your name. " Then he pulled the
wolf's head over his own, twisted the fore legs about
his thmat, and stepped into the great circle of sand
between the crouching multitude and the fires.

Stealthily he began to pick his way in the full
red flare from the flames. He heard many voices
whispering, "Tenas," "Tenas," meaning "He is
little, he is young," but his step only grew more
stealthy, until he "padded" into a strange, silent
trot in exact imitation of a prairie wolf. As he
swung the second time round the fires, his young
voice arose, in a thin, wild, wonderful barking
tone, so weird and wolf-like that half the spectators
leaped up to their knees, or feet, the better to watch
and listen. Another moment, and he was putting
his chant into words.

"They call me Ta-la-pus, the prairie-wolf.
And wild and free am I.

I cannot swim like Eh-ko-lic, the whale.
Nor like the eagle, Chack-chack, can 1 fly.

" I cannot talk as does the great Ty-ee
Nor like the o-tel-agh' shine in the sky.

1 am but Ta-la-pu3, the prairie-wolf,
And wild and free am I.

"

With every word, every step, he became more
•Sun.
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like the wolf he was describing. Across his chanting

and his "padding" in the sand came murmurs from
the crowd. He could hear "Tenas, tenas, " "To-
ke-tie Tenas" (pretty boy), " Skookum-tanse,

"

(good strong dance). Then at last, "Ow, " "Ow,

"

meaning "Our young brother." On and on went
Ta-la-pus. The wolf feeling crept into his legs, his

soft young feet, his clutching fingers, his wonderful
dark eyes that now gleamed red and lustrous in the
firelight. He was as one inspired, giving a beautiful

and marvellous portrait of the wild vagabonds of

the plains. For fully ten minutes he circled and
sang, then suddenly crouched on his haunches, then,

lifting his head, he turned to the east, his young
throat voiced one long, strange note, wolf-like

he howled to the rising sun, which at that moment
looked over the crest of the mountains, its first

golden shaft falling full upon his face.

His chant and his strange wolf-dance were
ended. Then one loud clamor arose from the

crowd. "Tenas Tyee, " "Tenas Tyee, " they

shouted, and Ta-la-pus knew that he had not

failed. But the great Squamish chief was beside

him.

"Tillicums, "* he said, facing the crowd, "this

boy has danced no tribal dance learned from his

people or his parents. This is his own dance, which
he has made to deserve his name. He shall get the

first gifts of our great Potlatch. Go," he added,

to one of the young men, "bring ten dollars of the

white man's chicamin (money), and ten new

'FricDda, my people.
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blankets as white as that snow on the mountain
top."

The crowd was delighted. They approved the
boy and rejoiced to see the real Potlatch was
begun. When the blankets were piled up beside
him they reached to the top of Ta-la-pus' head.
Then the chief put ten dollars in the boy's hand
with the simple words, " I am glad to give it. You
won it well, my Tenas Tyee."

That was the beginning of a great week of games,
feasting and tribal dances, but not a night passed
but the participants called for the wild "wolf-
dance" of the little boy from the island. When
the Potlatch was over, old Chief Mowitch and
Lapool and Ta-la-pus returned to Vancouver Island,
but no more the boy sat alone on the isolated rock,
watching the mainland through a mist of yearning.
He had set foot in the wider world, he had won his
name, and now honored it, instead of hating it, as
in the old days when his brothers taunted him,
for the great Squamish chief, in bidding good-bye
tohira, had said:

"Little Ta-la-pus, remember a name means
much to a man. You despised your name, but you
have made it great and honorable by your own
act, your own courage. Keep that name honor-
able, little Ta-la-pus; it will be worth far more to
you than many blankets or much of the white
man's chicamin."

139



The Scarlet Eye

"
J TELL you that fellow is an Indian! You can't
••fQol me! Look at the way he walks! He

doesn't step; he pads like a panther!"
Billy cc.sed speaking, but still pointed an

excited forefinger along the half-obliterated buflfalo
trail that swung up the prairie, out of the southern
horizon. The two boys craned their necks, watch-
ing the coming figure, that advanced at a half-trot,
half-stride. Billy was right. The man seemed
to be moving on cushioned feet. Nothing could
give that slow, springing swing except a moccasin.

"Any man is welcome," almost groaned little

Jerry, "but, oh, how much more welcome an Indian
man, eh, Billy?"

"You bet!" said Billy. "He'll show us a way out
of this. Yes, he's Indian. I can see his long hair
now. Look! I can see the fringe up the sleeves of
his shirt; it is buckskin!"

"Do you think he sees us?" questioned Jerry.
Billy laughed contemptuously. "Sees us! Why,

he saw us long before we saw him, you can bet on
that!"

Then Billy raised his arm, and whirled about
his head the big bandanna handkerchief which he
had snatched from his neck. The man responded
to the signal by lifting aloft for a single instant his
open palm with fingers outstretched.

"Yes, he's Indian! A white man would have
wiggled his wrist at us!" sighed Jerry contentedly.
" He'll help us out, Billy. There's nothing he won't
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s eyes grewknow how to do!" And the little boy _

moist with the relief of knowing help was .

hand.

Ten minutes more and the man slowed up beside
them. He was a tall, splendidly made Cree, with
eyes like jewels and hands as slender and small as a
woman's.

"You savvy English?" asked Billy.

"Little," answered the Indian, never looking
at Billy, but keeping his wonderful eyes on the out-
stretched figure, the pallid face, of young Jerry,
whose forehead was wrinkled with evident pain.

"We have met with an accident," explained
Billy. " My little brother's horse loped into a badger
hole and broke its leg. I had to shoot it." Here
Billy's voice choked, and his fingers touched the big
revolver at his belt. " My brother was thrown. He
landed badly; something's wrong with his ankle,
his leg; he can't walk; can't go on, even on my
horse. It happened over there, about two miles.

"

Here Billy pointed across the prairie to where a
slight hump showed where the dead horse lay. "

I

got him over here, " he continued, looking about at
the scrub poplar and Cottonwood trees, " where there
was shelter and slough water, but he can't go on.
Our father is Mr. Maclntyre, the Hudson's Bay
Factor at Fort o' Farewell."

As Billy ceased speaking the Indian kneeled
beside Jerry, feeling with tender fingers his hurts.
As the dark hand touched his ankle, the boy
screamed and cried out, "Oh, don't! Oh, don't!"
The Indian arose, shaking his head solemnly, then
said softly, "Hudson's Bay boys, eh? Good boys!
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You good boy to bring him here to trees. We
malce camp! Your brother's ankle is broken."

"But we must get him home," urged Billy. "We
ought to have a doctor. He'll ho lame all his life if

we don't!" And poor big Billy's voice shook.
"No. No lame. I doctor him," said the

Indian. " I good doctor. My name Five Feathers—
me."

"Five Feathers!" exclaimed Billy "Oh, I've

often heard father speak of you. Father loves you.
He says you are the best Indian in the whole Hudson's
Bay country."

Five Feathers smiled. " Your father and me good
friends," he said simply. Then added, "How you
come here?"

"Why, you see," said Billy, "we were returning
from school at Winnipeg; it's holiday now, you
know. Father sent the two ponies to 'the front'

for us to ride home. Some Indians brought them
over for us. It's a hundred and sixty miles. We
started yesterday morning, and slept last night at
Black Jack Pete's place. We must be a full hundred
miles from home now." Billy stopped speaking.
His voice simply woiM not go on.

"More miles than hundred," said the Indian.
"You got something eat?"

Billy V --.t over to where his horse was staked to

a Cottonwood, hauled ofl his saddlebags, and,
returning, emptied them on the brown grass. They
made a good showing. Six boxes of matches, a
half side of bacon, two pounds of hardtack, a pack-
age of tea, four tins of sardines, a big roll of cooked
smoked antelope, sugar, three loaves of bread, one
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can of tongue, one of salmon, a small tin teapot,
two tin cups, one big knife, and one tin pie plate, to
be used in lieu of a frying-pan. "I wish we had
more," said the boy, surveying the outfit ruefully.

"Plenty," said the Indian; "we get prairie
chicken and rabbit plenty." But his keen eyes
scarcely glanced at the food. He was busy slitting
one of the sleeves from his buckskin shirt, cutting
it into bandages. His knife was already shaping
splints from the scrub poplar. Little Jerry, his
eyes full of pain, watched him, knowing of the agony
to come, when even those gentle Indian fingers
could not save his poor ankle from torture while
they set the broken bone. Suddenly the misery of
anticipation was arrested by a great and glad cry
from the Indian, who had discovered and pounced
upon a small scarlet blossom that was growing down
ne^r the slough. He caught up the flower, root and
all, carrying it triumphantly to where the injured
boy lay. Within ten minutes he had made a little

fire, placed the scarlet flower, stem and root, in the
teapot, half filled it up with water, and set it boil-
ing. Then he turned to Billy.

"Sleeping medicine," he said, pointing to the
teapot. "He not have pain. You stay until he
awake, then you ride on to Fort o' Farewell. You
take some food. You leave some for us. You
send wagon, take him home. I stay with him.
Maybe four, five days before you get there and
send wagon back. You trust me? I give him
sleeping medicine. I watch him. You trust me—
Five Feathers?"

3,-10
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But Jerry's hand was already clasping the

Indian's, and Billy was interrupting.

"Trust you? Trust Five Feathers, the best

Indian in the Hudson's Bay country? I should think

I will trust you!"
The Indian nodded quietly; and, taking the

teapot from the fire, poured the liquid into one of

the cups, cooling it by dripping from one cup to

the other over and over again. Presently it began
to thicken, almost like a jelly, and turned a dull

red color, then brighter, clearer, redder. Suddenly
the Indian snatched up the prostrate boy to a

sitting posture. One hand was around the boy's

shoulder, the other held the tin cup, brimming with

reddening, glue-like stuff.

"Quick!" he said, looking at Billy. "You
trust mc?"

"Yes," said the boy, very quietly. "Give it to

him."
"Yes," said Jerry; "give it to me."
The Indian held the cup to the little chap's

lips. One, two, three minutes passed. The boy

had swallowed every drop. Then the Indian laid

him flat on the grass. For a moment his suffering

eyes looked into those of his brother, then he

glanced at the sky, the trees, the far horizon, the

half-obliterated buffalo trail. Then his lids drooped,

his hands twitched, he lay utterly unconscious.

With a rapidity hardly believable in an Indian,

Five Feathers skinned off the boy's sock, ran his

lithe fingers about the ankle, clicked the bone into

place, splinted and bandaged it like an expert

surgeon; but, with all his haste, it was completed

144



The Scarlet Eye

none too soon. Jerry s eyes slowly opened, to see
Billy smiling down at him, and Five Feather

-

standing calmly by his side.

"Bully, Jerry I Your ankle is all set and
bandaged. How do > ,u feel?" asked his brother,
a little shakily.

"Just tired," said the boy. "Tired, but no pain.
Oh, I wish I could have stayed!"

I'
Stayed where?" demanded Billy.

"With the scarlet flowers!" whispered Jerry.
Ive been dreaming, I think," he continued. "I

thought I was walking among fields and fields of
scarlet flowers. They were so pretty.

"

r- ^'m L^***''*'"
Sprang to his feet. "Good!

Oood! he exclaimed. "I scared he would not see
them. If he see red flowers, he all right. Some-
times, when they don't see it, they not get well
soon. Then, under his breath, " The Scarlet Eyel

"

I saw them all right!" almost laughed the boy.
Miles of them. I could see and smell them.
Ihey smelled like smoke—like prairie fires."

"Get well right away!" chuckled the Indian.
Very good to smell them." Then to Billy: "You

eat. You get ready. You ride now to Fort o'
Farewell.

So they built up the dying fire, made tea, cooked
a little bacon, and all three ate heartily.

"I'll leave you the teapot, of course," said
Billy, taking a dozen hardtack and one tin of
sardines. ;'Slough water's good enough for me."

But Five Feathers gripped him by the arm—an
iron grip—not at all with the gentle fingers that had
so recently dressed the other boy's wounded ankle.
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"You not go that way!" he glared, his fine eyes

dark and scowling. "Yes, we keep teapot, but you
take bread, and antelope, and more fat fish, " point-

ing to the sardines. "Fat fish very good for long

ride. You take, or I not let you go!"

There was such a strange severity in his dark

face that Billy did not argue the matter, but quietly

obeyed, taking one loaf of bread, half the antelope,

and three tins of the "fat fish."

"Plenty prairie chicken here," explained the

Indian. " I make good soup for Little Brave.

"

"What a nice name to call me, Five Feathers!"

smiled Jerry.

"Yes, you Little Brave," replied the Indian.
" Little boy, but very big brave.

"

At the last moment Jerry and his brother

clasped hands. "I hate to leave you, old man,"
said Billy, a little unsteadily.

"Why, I'm not afraid," answered the boy. "You
and father and I all know that I am with the best

Indian in the Hudson's Bay country—we do know
it, don't we, Billy?"

"I'll stake my life on that," replied Billy,

swinging into his saddle. "Remember, Jerry, it's

only a hundred miles. I'll be there in two days,

and the wagon will be here in another two."
"Yes, I'll remember," replied the sick boy.

Then Billy struck rather abruptly up the half-

obliterated buffalo trail. Several times he turned

in his saddle, looking back and waving his ban-

danna, and each time the Indian stood erect and
lifted his open palm. The receding horse and
rider grew smaller, less, fainter, then they blurred
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into the horizon. The sick boy closed his eyes, that
ached from watching the fading figure. He was
utterly alone, with leagues of untracked prairie
about him, alone with Five Feathers, a strange
Indian, who sat silently nearby.

When Jerry awoke, the sun was almost setting,
and Five Feathers was in precisely the same place
and in precisely the same attitude. Once, in his
dreams, wherein he still wandered through fields of
scarlet flowers, he watched a bud unfolding. It
opened with a sound like a revolver shot, or was it
really a revolver? The boy turned over on his side,
for a savory odr greeted his nostrils, and he looked
wondenngly around. Five Feathers had evidently
not been sitting there thoughout that long June
afternoon, for, within an arm's length was the
jolliest little tepee made of many branches of poplar
and Cottonwood, sides and roof all one thick mass of
green leaves and branches woven together like
basketwork, a bed of short, dry prairie grass, fra-
grant and brown, his own saddlebags and single
blanket for pillow and mattress. And on the fire
the teapot, steaming v.'ith that delicious savory
odor.

"What is it?" asked the boy, indicating the
cooking.

"Prairie chicken," smiled the Indian. "I shoot
while you sleep."

So that was the bursting of the scarlet bud!
"Very good chicken," continued the Indian.

Very fat—good for eat, good soup, both."
So they made their supper off the tender stew,

and soaked some hardtack in the soup. It seemed
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to Jerry a royal meal, and he made up his mind
that, when he arrived home, he would get his mother
to stew a prairie hen in the teapot some day; it

tasted so much better than anything he had ever

eaten before.

The sun had set, and the long, long twilight of

the north was gathering. Five Feathers built up
the fire, for the prairie night brings a chill, even in

June.
" Did you see them again, the red flowers, while

you slept?" he asked the boy.

"Yes; fields of them," replied Jerry. Then
added, "Why?"

" It is good, " said the Indian. "Very good. You
will now have what we call 'The Scarlet Eye.'

"

"What's t». .
.?" asked Jerry, half frightened.

" It's very good. You will yourself be a great

medicine man—what you white men call 'doctor.'

You like to be that?"

"I never thought of studying medicine until

to-day," said the boy, excitedly; "but, just as Billy

rode away, something seemed to grip me. I made
up my mind then and there to be a doctor."

"That is because you have seen 'The Scarlef.

Eye,'" said the Indian, quietly.

"Tell me of it, will you, Five Feathers?" asked

the boy, gently.

"Yes, but first I lift you on to bed." And,

gathering Jerry in his strong, lean arms, he laid

him on the grass couch in the green tepee, looked

at his foot, loosened all his clothing, spread the one

blanket over him, stirred up the fire, and, sitting at

the tepee door, began the story.
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THE SCARLET EYE
"Only the great, the good, the kindly people ever

«;e It. One must live well, must be manly and
brave, and talk straight without lies, without
meanness or The Scarlet Eye' will never come to
them. They tell me that, over the great salt water.

TJa^' -"^/'^
T^'\^'^ camping-ground named

London, m far-off England, the medicine man hangs
before his tepee door a scarlet lamp, so that all who
are sick may see it, even in the darkness.* It is
the sign that a good man lives within that tepeeaman whose life is given to help and heal sick
bodies. We redskins of the North-West have
heard this story, so we, too, want a sign of a scarlet
lamp, to show where lives a great, good man. The
blood of the red flower shows us this. If you drink
It and see no red flowers, you are selfish, unkind-
your talk is not true; your life is not clear; but if
you see the flowers, as you did to-day. you are good,
fand noble. You will be a great and humane
medicine man. You have seen the Scarlet Eye
it IS the sign of kindness to your fellowmen "

The voice of Five Feathers ceased, but his
hngers were clasping the small hand of the white
boy, clasping it very gently.

"Thank you. Five Feathers," Jerry said, softly.
Ves, I shall study medicine. Father always said

t was the noblest of all the professions, and I know
to-night that it is.

"

A moment later, Jerry lay sleeping like a very
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little child. For a while the Indian watched him
silently. Then, arising, he took oflF his buckskin
shirt, folded it neatly, and, lifting the sleeping

boy's head, arranged it as a pillow. Then, naked
to the waist, he laid him^lf down outside near the

fire—and he, too, slept.

The third day a tiny speck loomed across the rim
of sky and prairie. It grew larger with the hours

—nearer, clearer. The Indian, shading his keen

eyes with his palm, peered over the miles.

"Little brave," he said, after some silent

moments, " they are coming, one day sooner than we
hoped. Your brother, he must have ride like the

prairie wind. Yes, one, no, two buckboards—Hud-
son's Bay horses. I know them, those horses."

The boy sat up, staring into the distance. "I

don't know whether I'm glad or sorry," he said.

"Father will be driving one buckboard, I know,
and I'd like to see him, but, oh, I don't want to

leave you. Five Feathers!"

"You not leave me, not for long," said the

Indian. "You come back some day, when you

great doctor. Maybe you doctor my own people. I

wait for that time.

"

But the buckboards were spinning rapidly nearer,

and nearer. Yes, there was his father. Factor

Maclntyre, of the Hudson's Bay, driving the first

rig, but who was that beside him?—Billy? No, not

Billy. "Oh, it's mother!" fairiy yelled Jerry. And
the next moment he was in her arms.

"Couldn't keep her away, simply couldn't!"

stormed Mr. Maclntyre. " No, sir, she had to come
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—one hundred and seventeen miles by the clock!
Couldnt trust me! Couldn't trust Billy! Justhad to come herself! " And the genial Factor stamped
around the little camp, wringing Five Feathers-
hand, and watching with anxious look the pale
»ace and thm fingers of his smallest son.

"Oh, father, mother, he's been so good!" said
Jerry, excitedly, nodding towards the Indian

'Good? I should think so!" asserted Mr.
Maclntyre "Why, boy, do you know you would
have been lame all your life if it hadn't been forHve Feathers here? Best Indian in all the Hudson's
Bay country!"

" Yes, dearie
;
the best Indian in all the Hudson's

Bay country, " echoed Mrs. Maclntyre, with some-
thing jike a tear in her voice.

"Bet your boots! Best Indian in all the Hudson's
Bay country!" re-echoed Billy, who had arrived,
dnving the other buckboard. But Five Feathers
only sat silent. Then, looking directly at Billy
he said "You ride day and night, too. You
nearly kill that horse?"

"Yes, I nearly did," admitted Billy.
"Good brother you. You my brother, too,"

said the Indian, holding out his hand; and Billy
fairly wrung that slender, brown hand-that hand,
small and kind as a woman's.

This all happened long ago, and last year Jerry
Maclntyre graduated from McGill University in
Montreal with full honors in medicine. He had
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three or four splendid offers to begin his medical

career, but he refused them all, smilingly, genially,

and to-day he is back there, devoting his life and
skill to the tribe of Five Feathers, " best Indian in ail

the Hudson's Bay country.

"
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Sons of Savages
Li{«.Tnmia( of tb« Rwiakw Bor-Chiti

•T'HE REDSKIN boy-child who looks out from
^ his httle cradle-board on a world of forest through
whose trails his baby feet are already being fitted
to follow is not many hours old before careful
hands wrap him about with gay-beailed bands that
are strapped to the carven and colored back-board
that will cause him to stand erect and upright when
he is a grown warrior. His small feet are bound
against a foot support so that they are exactly
straight; that is to start his walk in life aright.

He is but an atom in the most renowned of the
savage races known to history, a people that
according tn the white man's standard, is uncivilized,'
uneducated, illiterate, and barbarous. Yet the up-
bringing of every Red Indian male child begins at
his birth, and ends only when he has acquired the
learning considered essential for the successful man
to possess, and which has been predetermined
through many ages by many wise ancestors.

His education is twofold, and always is imparted
m "pairs" of subjects—that is, while he is being
instructed in the requisites of fighting, hunting,
food getting, and his national sports, he takes with
each "subject" a very rigid training in etiquette,
for It would be as great a disgrace for him to fail
in manners of good breeding as to fail to take the
war-path when he reaches the age of seventeen.

First, Courage
The education of an Iroquois boy is begun

before he can even speak. The first thing he is
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taught is courage—the primitive courage that

must absolutely despise fear—and at the same
time he is thoroughly grounded in the first im-

mutable law of Indian etiquette, which is that

under no conceivable conditions must one ever

stare, as the Redskin races hold that staring marks
the lowest level of ill-breeding.

Second, Religious Training

His second subject is religious training. While
he is yet a baby in arms he is carried "pick-a-back"
in his mother's blanket to the ancient dances and
festivals, where he sees for the first time, and in

his infant way participates in, the rites and rituals

of the pagan faith, learning to revere the "Great
Spirit, " and toanticipate the happy hunting grounds

that await him after death.

At the end of a long line of picturesque braves

and warriors who circle gracefully in the worship-

ping dance, his mother carries him, her smooth,

soft-footed, twisting step lulling him to sleep, for

his tiny, copper-colored person, swinging to every

curve of the dance, soon becomes an unconscious

bit of babyhood. But the instant he learns to

walk, he learns, too, tiie religious dance-steps,

Then he rises to the dignity of being allowed to slip

his hand in that of his father and take his first

important steps in the compa .y of men.
Acco.npanying his religious training is the all-

impx>rtant etiquette of accepting food without com-
ment. No Indian talks of food, or discusses it

while taking it. He must neither commend nor

condemn it, and a child who remarks upon the
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meals set before him. however simple the remark

Secures'"
""'''^^-

'^ '^ ''"^ "^ '"^^ -f-

Tricks of Food-Getting

eett^n. ^''h" 'fll^^
'' *° '"^*"'' ^^"^ t^cks of food-

f,2?\ ^" /?"'"• °'" "'"•^ °ft«n his grand-
father takes hi,n m hand at an early age, and

or tC. ^'" "•/'^ '^"' f<"- himself and

hi H ^ °, Tl '" ^*^'' y^*« he dependent onh.m He .s dnlied assiduously in hunti^. fishing.rappmg, m game calls, in wood and water lore h^
learns to paddle with stealth, to step in silent toooncea himself from the scent and si^ht of bTr?;nd

as a f^x
^ ^ ''^''' ^^"^ ^^ *" «^K'«' «'«^t

that"of''/^'"°"'f^ "'"^^'' "° ^nditions. save inthat of extreme hunger or in self-defence, to kill

rV^^ l^-^' °f'
'" /'"• *° •''" *t *" save for food

LiL°nf "uT-
f°'-.«'"'=h purposes. Wantonslaying of wild things is unknown among the un-cmhzed Red Indians. W> ,n ^hey wanf Scupa-

tion m sport or renown, they ^ake the waroath

aireV'""; 'f'T''"-'^'
-''^'^ >^""ng winLt

ano J^r "^.S'^f^*her in their crest, not simply
another pair of antlers to decorate their tepee,

of iS.i •"'^•«P«"s\bIe lesson in the essentials

one o tl,^ ,r/'
*'°^'' '^^ '^^''^^y '^^^ momentous

Iw V 7 •^r"T?°''**"'=^
°f y°"th. He is un-t^nngly disciplined in the veneration of agewhether ,t be in man or woman. He must listen
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with rapt attention to the opinions and advice of

the older men. He must keep an absolute silence

while they speak, must ever watch for opportunities

to pay them deference.

Age Before Lineage

If he happen, fortunately, to be the son of a

chief of ancient lineage, the fact that he is of blood

royal will not excuse him entering a door before some

aged "commoner." Age has more honor than all

his patrician line of descent can give him. Those

lowly born but richly endowed with years must walk

before him; he is not permitted to remain seated if

some old employee is standing even at work; his

privilege of birth is as nothing compared with the

honor of age, even in his father's hireling.

The fourth thing he must master is the thorough

knowledge of medicinal roots and herbs—antidotes

for snake-bite and poison—also the various charms

and the elementary "science" of the medicine man,

though the occupation of the latter must be in-

herited, and made in itself a life study. With this

branch of drilling also is inculcated the precept of

etiquette never to speak of or act slightingly of

another's opinion, and never to say the word "No,'

which he is taught to regard as a rude refusal.

He may convey it by manner or action, but speak it

—never.

And during the years he is absorbing this educa-

tion he is unceasingly instructed in every branch of

warfare, of canoe-making, of fashioning arrows,

paddles and snow-shoes. He studies the sign

language, the history and legends of his nation; he
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familiarizes himself with the "archives" of wam-pum belts. learning to read them and to value theS 'T'r *''^^ T}^- "^ "'*''' '" 'he national
sports of lacrosse. " txiwl and beans. " and "snow
snake, and when, finally, he goes forth to face his
forest world he is equipped to obtain his own living
with wisdonj and skill, and starts life a brave,
capable, well-educated gentleman, though some
yet call him an uncivilized savage.
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I

EVERYBODY along the river knew old "Andy"
Lavergne; for years he 1 -td been "the lamp-

lighter," if such an office could exist in the rough

backwoods settlement that bordered that treacher-

ous stream in the timber country of northern

Ontario. He had been a great, husky man in

his time, who could swing an axe with the best of

the lumbermen, but an accident in a log jam had

twisted his sturdy legs and hips for life, and laid

him off active service, and now he must cease to

accompany the great gangs of choppers in the

lumber camps, and do his best to earn a few honest

dollars about the settlement and the sawmill So

the big-hearted mill hands paid him good money for

doing many odd jobs, the most important of which

was to keep a lantern lighted every dark night, both

summer and winter, to warn them of the danger

spot in the Wildcat river, that raced in its treacher-

ous course between the mill and their shanty homes

on the opposite shore.

This danger spot was a nerfect snarl of jagged

rocks, just below the surface of the black waters

that eddied about in tiny whirlpools, deadly to any

canoe in summer, and still more deadly in winter,

for the ice never formed here as in the rest of the

river. Only a thin, deceptive coating ever bridged

that death hole, and the man who mistook it for

solid ice would never live to cross that river again.

So, on the high bank above this death trap old
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Andy lighted his lantern, year in and year outSometimes he was accompanied by his oW ^ev

night he was unable to leave h.s ,ha: ;; J acH- camewh.stl.ng m at nightfall and nncred^o taL theantern up stream alone. An.ly c. use. ted Lt.
o^^;'"f?' tM""' ^"'"^ '' "is hcci, Sy sft out"for the bank above the dangerous sp.t.

"^ ^' °"*

much^^^;r::,?i^;^s-;^:^i^^^^^^^^^^
smick a .atch and /eite/^Sft^^fllttrthlwind. Here you are following me and the la^f^rn

K^^^'^bW ^"'' '^'^ " "nSyteinr

S^lLlMrK r*"'^^'-'
^"'^ - W^own siS :;aycoaxed the boy to mount and ride home whichJacky promptly did. bursting into the oW Frenchmans shanty with the news that d,e erev hi'followed the lantern. *^^ "*°

"Don't you believe it. Tacky," chuckle! A™^.,
'The grey loves the lante;!n. "know !^,l^"the s followed. You see that horse knc.v, a lot, 2d
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he knows that his old master is never likely to light

that lantern again, and he wants you for his master

"Well, he may have me, " smiled the boy. "We'll

just light up together after this." Which they

certainly did, for that was the beginning of the end.

Andy could never hobble much further than his own

door, and Jacky took upon his young shoulders the

duties of both lamp-lighting and feeding and caring

for his now constant companion, the grey.

"
I see your Jacky is helping old Andy since he's

been laid up," said Alick Duncan, the big foreman,

some weeks later, as he paddled across the river with

the boy's father.

"Oh, he likes Andy," replied Mr. Moran, "and

he likes the old horse, and he likes the work, too.

He feels important every tj'n, he lights that lantern

to steer the mill hands off danger.

"Speaking of the horse," went on the big fore-

man, "they're short one up at the lumber camp.

The boss sent down yesterday that we had to get

him an extra horse by hook or crook. They've

started hauling logs. It would be a great thing if

Andy could sell that nag at a good figure. It

would help him out. He's hard up for cash, I bet.

I'll speak to him to-night about it."

At supper Tom Moran mentioned what a fine

thing it was for Andy that there was an urgent

demand for a horse at the lumber camp; that he

could get twice the money for old Grey that the

animal was worth. Mrs. Moran agreed that it

would be a great help to old Andy, out Jacky s
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him now. He can't even pay for its keep when next

winter comes. He can't use it, anyhow, and Andy

needs the money."
, . . , ,

But the boy had now recovered his balance.

" But timber hauling would kill old Grey.
_

He

wouldn't last any time at it; he's too old, he

argued. „
'That's so, sonny," said the foreman; he sure

can't last long at that work, but don't you see Andy

will have his money, even if the horse does peg

"But—but Grey will die," said the boy tremu-

lously.
, ,.!_ ^ A J

"Maybe," answered the foreman, but Andy

will have something to live on. and that is more

important." .... .. •

"But I'll help Andy," cried the boy enthusi-

astically. "I'm used to the lighting up now. I

can do all the work. Can't the mill hands go on

paying him just the same as ever? Can't they,

Andy' I'll do the lamp-lighting for you, and we 11

just keep old Grey. Won't you, Andy? Won't you''

The boy was at Andy's shoulder, his thin youn^

fingers clutched the old shirt-sleeve excitedly, his

voice arose, high and shrill and eame»t.

"Why, boy," said the old Frenchman, " I didn t

know you cared so much. / don't want . sell

Grey, and I won't sell him if you help me with my

work for the mill hands."

Alick Duncan rose to his feet, hu big, hearty

laugh ringing out as Jacky seized his hand with

the words, "There. Mr. Duncan, Andy leont sell

Grey. He says so. You heard him.
"
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The big foreman stooped, picked up the boy
and swung him on his shoulder as if he had been a
kitten.

"All right, little Jack o' Lantern, do as you like.We niill hands will go on with Andy's pay, only you
help him all you can—and maybe he'll keep the oldgrey—just for luck."

" I know it's for luck. " laughed Jacky. "The grey
knows so much. Why, Mr. Duncan, he knows
everything; he knows as much as the mill hands."

I dare say," said the big foreman, dryly. "If
he didn t he wouldn't have even horse sense."

"But %yhy do you call me that—'Jack o' Lan-
tern ? asked the boy from his perch on the big
I'.an s shoulder.

"Because I thought the name suited you "
smi.^d the foreman. "I've often seen the little
jack o Lantern hoveriftjt above tho marshes and
swa.es, a dancing, pretty light, moving about to
warn w.^-^wnen of .lander s,x)ts, just as your
lantern. Jacky, warns the rivermen of that nasty
w(Wcat place in the river.'

'

'But," said th*- Iwy, "dad has always told me
that the Jack o' Lantern is a f<x>lish light, that it
deceives people, that it misleads th^-m, that some-
times they UAlow it and then get «v/am,K.d in the
marshes.

" Yes, but folks k#.ow enough to not follow your
lantern boy," answered the foreman seriously.

..«,.? '* * warning, not an invitation."
Well, the warning light will always be there,

as long as I have leg. to carry it," assured Jacky
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as the big foreman set him down on the floor.

Then—"And when I fail, I'll just send the grey.

They all laughed then, but none of them knew

that, weeks later, the boy's words woulu come true.

II

/'T WAS late in January, and the blackest night

that the river had ever known. A furious gate

drove down from the west and the very stars were

shut in behind a gloomy sky. Little Jacky Moran

trimmed his lantern, filled it with oil, whistled for

Grey, and set forth as the lilack night was falhng

The oncoming darkness seemed to outdo Use1.

Before he was half way up the river, night fell,

and he found that he could see but a very few feet

before him, although it was not yet half-past five

o'clock. At six the men would leave the mill over

the river, and, journeying afoot across the ice, would

reach home in safety if the lantern were lighted,

and if not, any or all of them might be plunged into

the treacherous "Wild Cat," with no hope of ever

reaching shore alive.
.

" He called me Jack o' Lantern, " the boy said to

himself. "It's a dancing, deceiving light, but he'll

find to-night that I'll deceive nobody." And through

the darkness the child plodded on. Behind him

walked the stiff-kneed old horse, solemn-faced and

faithful, following the lantern with stumbling gait,

his soft nose, as ever, very near the boy's shoulder

The way seemed endless, and Jacky, with stooped

and huddled shoulders, bent his head to the wind

and forged on. Then, just as he was within fifty

yards of the turn that led up to the danger spot, an
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unusually wild gust swept his cap frcm his head and
sent it bounding off the narrow footpath. Boylike,
he reached for it, and failing to recapture it, started
in pursuit. In the darkness he did not see the little

ledge of earth and rock that hung a few feet above a
"dip" on the left side, and in his hurried chase he
suddenly plunged forward, and was hurled abruptly
to a level far below the footpath. He fell heavily,
badly. One foot got twisted somehow, and as he
landed he heard a faint sharp "crack" in the region
of his shoe. Something seemed ti gnuv numb
right up to his knee. He tried to struggle to liis

feet, but dropped down into a wilted litlle heap.
Then he realized with horror that he was unable to
stand. For a moment he was bewildered with pain
and the utter darkness, for in his fall the lantern
had rolled with him, then gone out. The boy struck
a match, and with but little difficulty lighted the
lantern. It seemed strange that the gale had
ceased so suddenly, until, in looking about, he saw
that he was in a hollov and the wind was roaring
above his head. He was quite sheltered where he
lay, but his brief gratitude for this gave way to
horrified dismay when he discovered that the light,

too, was sheltered—that the ledge of earth and rock
arose between him and the river bank, that he could
never reach the dreaded danger spot with his warn-
ing light, and, near to it though he was, the flame
was completely obscured from the sight of anyone
dossing the ice.

For a moment the situation overwhelmed him.
Me sat and shivered. The agony of his injured foot
was now asserting itself above the first numbness,
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and the realization that he was failing to warn the

mill hands, that he was only a Jack o' Lantern after

all, seized on his young heart and brain like a

torturing claw. Despair settled down on him,

blacker, more terrible than the coming night. He
fancied he could hear the mill hands crash through

the death hole, and he called wildly, "Help! Oh,

somebody '•jlp me!" all the time knowing that the

shanties were too far away for anyone there to hear,

and that the footpath above him was too lonely for

any chance lumberman to be taking at this hour.

No one ever p»assed that way but himself, and in

the old days Andy and the grey—oh, he had not

thought of the grey—where had the animal gone?

Instantly he whistled, called, whistled again, and

over the ledge above his head looked a long, serious

face, with great solemn eyes, and a soft, warm nose.

The very sight gave the boy courage, and at his

next whistle the old horse carefully picked his way

down the bank, and reaching down his loni' ).eck,

felt Jacky's shoulder with his velvety muzvle.

"Oh, Grey," cried the boy, "you must nelp me.

You must do something, oh, something, to help!"

Then he made an attempt to stand, to get on the

animal's back, but his poor foot gave out, and he

huddled down to the ground again in pitiful, hope-

less pjun. The horse's nose touched his ear, starting

him from a fast oncoming stupor. At the same

instant the six o'clock whistle blew at the mill across

the frozen river. In a few moments the men would

be coming home, crossing the ice, perhaps to their

death instead of to the warm supper awaiting

the'^n at their shanty homes. The thought of it all
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gripped Jacky's young heart with fear, but he was
powerless to warn them. He could not take a single

cold'.nH n^-
*^!,"^P'^'y becoming paralyzed with

hit ^^ ^^li u^"*"^ ""T ^^^ ^'ft "°^ °f the oldhorse touched his ear. With the nearness of thewarm friendly nose, his quick wit returned,

.hint
^ he almost shouted, "Grey-Boy, do youth nk yo« could take the lantern? Oh, Grey-Boy

help me thmk! I'm getting so numb and sleepy.'Oh, couldn t ^OM carry it for me?" With an effort
the boy struggled to his knees, and slipping hisarms about the neck of his old chum, Z cried
uji, Orey, I saved you once from dying at theoggmg camp They'd have killed you there. Save

?irn nr I

"""^
IV'* i"""

"'^' ^^^y, just for Jacko Lantern, because I'm deceiving them at last.
"

ear TJT' '°^' "°'^ '*'" '""Sgled against his

In . fl K.^7 ^^""^^ ^'^'"^"y to understand.
In a flash he boy determined to tie the lantern tothe animals neck. Then, in another flash, he

T^. '

T^ \ had nothing with which to secure
t there The horse had not an inch of halter or tie
line on him. An inspiration came to him like ananswer to prayer, and within two seconds he actedupon It. Ripping off his coat, he flung it over the

an[lt'"'.t' "l" ''^r^' ''""«'"S ^°"-" beneath the

Si f ^rl- ^''PP'"« ""^ through the ring
handle of the lantern, he knotted them together

iar ^nd" ^-^ ^''
l''"^'

""'^ '^' lantern swung

nostrils
"* ^ "'* ""'^^ ^^^ ^^^' ^^'•"

tJ,.'^'^"'' *''^T'
°^'^ '^'^y' G^t up!" shouted

the boy desperately, "clicking" w-'th his tongue the
167
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well-known sound to start a horse on the go. "Get

up! And oh, Grey, go to the danger spot, nowhere

else The danger spot, quick! Get up!

The animal turned, and slowly mounted the

broken ledge of earth and rock J^cky watched

with st.amed, aching eyes until the J'ght dis-

Tppei-.l over the bluff. Then his agonized knee,

collav ed. His shoulders, with no warmth except

the thin shirt-sleeves to cover them, began to

sdng, then ache, then grow numb. Once more he

huddled into a limp little heap, and this time h..

eyes closed.

"Do you know, father. I'm anxious about

Tacky
•• said Mrs. Moran. as they sat down to

iupp^e; without the boy. "He's never come back

since he started with the lantern, and its such an

awful night. I'm afraid something has happened

*"
^' Why, nothing could have happened." answered

Mr Moran. "The lantern was burning at the

•death-hole' all right as we crossed the ice.

"Then why isn't Jacky home long ago? aske i

Mrs. Moran. "He never goes to Andys at th.

hour. He is always on time for supper. I don

Tike it, Tom, one bit. The night is t- bad fo

him not to have come directly home. There hea

that wind." As she spoke the gale s*-ept around h

bend of the river, and the house rocked with the full

force of the storm. ... . u:,

Tom Moran shoved back his chair, leaving h.^

meal half finishes! "That's so," said he, a httle
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anxiously as he got into his heavy coat. "
I'll go up

Mack ^ir\y.''\ *^'^^'^ ^''^'^ "°^' *"d 'C^d

''Thr % a thundering knock fell on the door.

Jr.X if • u''*'^ r^* «""'"8 over after supper

InH .h k"";*"
'"^- '^''""' «« *•»« '^oo^ burst o^n,and the big foreman, accompanied by "Old Mack "

Sdi"^ *''^'/- ^^y «to the room. Tom Moranadded: 'Say. boys, the kid ain't home, and hismother IS t: tting nervous about him. Will you twofellows take a turn around the bend with me to hu^t

"What!" yelled the big foreman. "Our littlejack o Lantern out in this blizzard? You better
bel_^ve we'll go with you. Tom. And what's more

DuLll J\ "°^- "^'*'" "P' ^y^" And AlickDuncan strode out again, with a frown of anxiety
knitting his usually jovial face.

-anxiety

n "IfT"^'^ }^^^^ *" "«''*•" he shouted, as theyneared the bank above the danger spot. He was a

-viack. Then suddenly he stood stock still, eavevent to a long, explosive whistle, and yelled, "Wellbe gin-busted! Look a' there, boys!" Andoliowmg his astounded gaze, they saw. on the brink
of the river, an old grey horse, with down-hanging
head, his back to the gale, and about his neck fboy s coat, from the knotted sleeves of which wassuspended a lighted lantern.
Tom Moran was at the animal's side instantly

His mother was right," he cried. "Somethine hashappened to Jacky. " And he began search^ a'bout

"Now look here, Tom." said the big foreman
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"keep your boots on, and take this thing easy. H

that horse knows enough to stand there a-waitmg

for the boy, he knows enough to help us find him.

We'll just pretend to lead him home, and see what

he'll do." And relieving the horse of the lantern,

he tied the little coat closer about the long throat,

and, using it as a halter, induced the grey to follow

him. Down the bank from the danger spot they

went, round the bend to the footpath, along the

trail for fifty yards. Then the horse stopped.

"Come on here! Get up!" urged the big foreman,

as he strained at the coat sleeve. But the horse

stood perfectly still, and refused to be coaxed

further "I'll bet Jack o' Lantern is around here

somewhere. Jack o'—oh. Jack o'!" he shouted,

for Tom Moran's throat was choked. He could not

call the boy's name.
.

"Jack o' Lantern—where are you? reiterated

Alick Duncan. But there was no reply.

Meanwhile "Old Mack" had been snoopmg

around the hollows at one side of the trail, and

Jacky's father was peering about the ledges op-

posite. Presently he stopped, leaned over, and with

love-sharpened eyesight, saw a little, dark heap

far below lying in the snow. "There's something

here, boys, " he called brokenly.

Alick Duncan sprang to the ledge, looked over,

made a strange sound with his throat, and with an

icy fear in his great heart, that never had known

fear before, he laid his big hand on Tom Moran s

shoulder and said, "Stay here, Tom. I'll go. It

will be better for me to go." And slipping over the

ledge, h» dropped down beside the unconscious boy.
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In another niinuto he was rubbing the cold hands,
rousing the dormant senses. Presently Jacky spoke,
and with a shout of delight the big fortman lifted
the tx)y in his huge arms, and, struggling up the
uneven ledge, he shouted, "He's ail O.K., Tom-
just kind of laid out, but still in the hght."

With the familiar voice in his ears, Jacky's senses
returned, for, lifting his head, he cried, "Oh, Mr.
Duncan, did Grey-Boy take the lantern to the
danger-spot?"

"Bet your boots he did, son," said Tom Moran,
stretching down his arms to help the big foreman lift

his burden. "We found him standing still and firm
as a flag pole, with that light hoisted under his chin.

"

"Thank goodness!" sighed the boy. "Oh, I was
so afraid he'd go home with it, instead of to the
river." Then, with a little gasp, "Mr. Duncan, I

told you once Grey had as much sense as a man.
He saved you."

"No, Jack o' Lantern," said the big foreman
gently, as he wrapped his great coat around the
half-frozen boy, "no, siree, it was you, and your
quick wits, that did it. Old Grey got the lantern
habit, but it would have done no good had you not
had sense enough to sling the light around his neck;
and you leaving yourself to freeze here without a
coat—bless you, youngster! The mill hands and
this big Scotchman won't forget that in a hurry."

And it was on faithful old Grey's back that the
injured boy rode home—home to warm blankets,
warm supper, and the warm love of his mother,
but also to the knowledge that one of the smaller
bones in his ankle had broken when he heard that
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snapping sound. But it did not take so long to

mend, after all, and one day in the early spring the

big foreman appeared, his shrewd eyes twinkling

with fun, although he made the grxve statement

that Andy had at last consented to sell old Grey.
" It isn't true ! It can't be true

!

" gasped Jacky

.

"Siell Grey-Boy after what he did to save the mill

hc.nds? Oh! I can't believe i^ndy would do such

a thing. " And his thin little face went white, and his

poor foot dragged as he stood erect, as if to fight

for the horse's rights.
" But Andy has sold him, nevertheless," grinned

Alick Duncan, "sold him to me and the other mill

hands, and we're going to give him away."

"Away?" cried the boy, with startled, agonized

eyes.

"Yes, lad," answered the big foreman seriously;

and placing his strong hand on Jacky's head, he

added, "Give him away to the bravest little chap in

the world—a chap we all call Jack o' Lantern.

"

For a moment the boy stood speechless, then

held out his arms—for the old grey horse had come

slowly up to the shanty, and with downbent head

was laying his soft, warm muzzle against Jacky's

ear.
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The Barnardo Boy
T^HE ONLY thing that young Buckney could say

^
o express h.s surprise at the wonderful stonebmldmgs was ''Blow me!-; He had expected to find

that the great Canadian city of Montreal would be
just a few slab shacks, with forests on all sides, and
painted Indians prowling, tomahawk in hand in
search of scalps. When he left the big Atlantic

l"^^7*^*'^^"*^
°*'*^'' ""^^ E"g"sh 'ads of his own

strtet-bred sort he thought he was saying good-bye
to civilization forever. And here, all around him.'
arose the massive stone-built city, teeming with
life, with gayety, wealth, and poverty, carriages,
horses, motor cars-why, it was just like London,
after all! Ana once more "Buck" said, "Blow
me!

vnnT}"*/" *
u** u^'^y"'

^^^^^'^" ^^^<^ a slender
young lady who had accompanied her father, the
great surgeon to help him select a Barnardo boy to
assist the stableman. ^

"Oh, it's an English street expression," smiled
the surgeon. "I expect he'll have dozens of queer
sayings.

^lucci

"Never mind," said the young lady; "he has a

1 think we II take him, father?"
Her voice rose in a question, but it took Buck

just two seconds to know she need not have asked

;»,JtT^** '"'^!°" :^°."1<1 ''^^e taken an elephant
" she had expressed a liking for it

in w'iS^^ M ^^^
'}^^if^''

of her and you'll standm wid de old man, whispered the boy next to him.
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"Don't yer fink I sees dat?" sneered Buck.

" Yer must fink I lef my h'yes in Lunnon. And the

shrewd young street arab arose to his feet, touched

his cap with his forefinger, and said:
^

"H'all riglit, sir; I 'opes I'll suit.

That was the beginning of it, yet, notwithstand-

ing Buck had made up his mind that whatever

happened he would make himself "suit, still he

met with a serious discouragement the very next

morning, when his unwilling ears overheard a :.onver-

sation between the surgeon and the stableman.

The latter was saying:
n^^t^r

"I hope you will excuse me speaking, Doctor,

but I think you've made a mistake getting this here

Kreen Barnardo boy to help with the horses. They

never do know nothin', those English boys, and you

can't teach 'em.

"

, ,

"Well," hesitated the doctor, "well have to

give him a trial, I suppose. Miss Connie took a

fancy to him. , , ^ ,

,

"Oh, Miss Connie, was it?" repeated the stable-

man, in quite another tone. "Then that settles it,

sir. " And it did. . _ . , ,

"So I owes dis 'ere 'ome to 'Miss Connie, does

I?" remarked Buck to himself. "Den if dat is so,

I's good for payin- of her fer it. " Only he pronounced

^^But it'was a long two years before the boy got

anv chance to "py" her for her kindness, and when

?hJ4anc?d?d co^me, he would have given hU sturdy

young life to avert it. By this time, much mixing

with Canadians had blunted his London street-bred

accent To be sure he occasionally slipped an h,
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or inserted one where it should not be, but he was
fast swinging into line with the great young country
he now called "home." He could eat Indian corn
and maple syrup, he could skate, toboggan, and ply
a paddle, he could handle a horse as well as Watkins,
the stableman, who was heard on several occasions
to remark that he could not get alongwithout the boy.

In the holidays, when Miss Connie was home
from school, Buck was frequently allowed to drive
her, or sit in his cream and brown livery beside her
while she drove herself. These were always great
occasions, for no refined feminine being had ever
come into his life before. If he ever had a mother
—which he often doubted—he certainly had no
recollection of her or her surroundings. To be sure
the women about the "Home" in far-oflf England
were kind and good, but this slim Canadian girl
was so different. She looked like a flower, and he
had never heard her speak a harsh, unlovely word
in all those two years. Once as . stood at the
carriage door, the rug over his arm, waiting for
Miss Connie to descend the steps for her afternoon
drive, an impudent little "Canuck" jeered at him
in passing.

'Hello, Hinglish!" he yelled. "We're a Barnardo
/, we h'is, fer all our swell brass buttons.

"

Buck winced. How he hated Watkins on the
box to hear this everlasting taunt cast at him.
But a sweet voice from the steps called

:

"You are quite right, my boy. He is a Barnardo
toy. I wish we were all as great and good as Dr.
Barnardo. I am proud to have one of his boys in
my household."

8.-11
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The young urchin shrank away, abashed, for Jt

was Miss Connie's voice. Buck pulled hi.nself

together, touched his hat, and opened the carnage

door But the girl paused on the steps, and her

voice was very sincere as she said: "I mean it,

Buckney" (she always called him "Buckney ).

"
I am very proud to have you here.

"

. „

Buck touched his hat. "Thank you, madam,

was all he said, but his young heart sang with

pratitude. Would he ever get the chance to show

her how he valued her kindness, he wondered.

And then—the chance came.
, . . . j

Buck was never a heavy sleeper; his boyhood

had been too bedless for him to attach much im-

portaace to sleep now. Too often had the tip of a

policeman's boot stirred him gently, as he lay

curled up near an alley-way in London. Too often

had rude kicks awakened him, when down in the

"slums" he huddled, numb with cold and hunger.

His ears had grown acute, his legs nimble in that

dreadful, far-away life, and list ;ning while he slept

became second nature. Thus he sat bolt upright

in his comfortable little bed above the carriage

house when a soft creeping footstep stole up the

gravel walk from the stables to the kitchen. 1 he

night was very warm, and the open window at his

elbow was shutterless. In the dark he could see

nothing at first, then he made out the figure of a

man, crouching low, and creeping around the kitchen

porch to the doctor's surgery wmdow. Immeai-

ately afterwards a low, gentle, rasping sound fell

on his ears. He had seen enough of crime in the

old days to know the man was filing something.
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Should he awaken Watkins? What was the use?
Watkins would probably jump up, exclaiming
aloud. He always did when awakened suddenly.
Perhaps, ai.er all, he could alarm the family before
the man got in. Then, to his amazement, someone
opened the window frum the inside. By this time
Buck had got his "night-sight." The man inside
was exactly like the mai- outside, and he had
evidently effected an entrance into the house some
time during the day when the maids were upstairs,
and had probably concealed himself in the cellar.

Both wore masks. Instantly Buck was out of bed,
dragging on his trousers. Then, barefooted and
shirtless, he slipped downstairs, slid the side door
open enough to squeeze through, and peered out.
All he could see was the last leg of a man dis-

appearing through the window. They were both
inside now. Buck knew every room, hall and
door in that house, for every spring and fall he had
helped the maids "clean house," taking up and
laying carpets. The knowledge stood him in good
stead now. What window upstairs would be open,
he wondered. The bath-room, of course; it was
small, but he could WTiggle through it, he told him-
self, or he would break every bone in his body, at
least, trying. All this time he was running and
crouching along the shadow of the high stone wall,
that, bordered with shrubs, made splendid "cover."
He reached the kitchen, and, without waiting to
think whether it would bear him or not, seized hold
of the twisted vine trunks of the old Virginia
creeper that partly covered the house from ground
to roof. Fortunately they held, and up he went
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like a young squirrel, his bare toes clutchmg like

claws in the tangle of the stems and tw.gs He

gained the roof, crawled rapidly along, fd ^^ch^^

the bath-room window, only to find he could

barely clutch the sill with the tips of. ^is fingers

Standing on tiptoe, he got a l'"le grip then his

bare toes and knees started to work; inch by inch

up they went over the rough stone wall, while his

hands slipped further and further over the s.ll, until

they could seize the ledgeon the ins.de Tw-.ce h,s

knees slid back, then his toes refused to clutch.

They grew wet, and warm, and he knew the s.cken-

ing slipping back was because of blood oozmg from

hif skin But he was in the bath-room now, and

didn't care. Then, as he flung the door open, the

whole downstairs hall was flooded w.th hght, and a

strange choking sound came from bel"^- Jhen

the doctor's voice, smothered but aud.ble, begging,

'•Go back! Go back, Connie! If^^
y°ur door!

"You say one word aloud and I'll fire! sa.d a

low voice, and Buck reached the head of the sta.rs

o.ily to see Doctor Raymond lying half dressed on

the floor, his hands tied behind h.m. and - grasp ot

strone, dirty fingers on his throat.

•m you're killing him! You're killing my

father!" cried Miss Connie, in a half scream, as, too

frightened to move, she stood huddled back in a

corner, gripping a large cloak about her.

Buck stared at the scene a fraction of a second.

He could understand it all. The doctor had been

alarmed and had gone downsta.rs *» «",^«^
;ff;.

Miss Connie had been awakened a..d had fo lowed

her father, thinking probably that he was ill. All
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this flashed through the boy's mind as he flung
out his weaponless hands in despair, but the gesture
was the salvation of the household. His fingers
touched something cold, hard, polished. It was a
huge, heavy, brass bowl that held a fern. How
often his strong young fingers had cleaned that bowl
with powder and chamois skin, with never a thought
that it would serve him well some time! Now he
grasped it, and creeping noiselessly around the
large, square "balcony" of the upstairs hall, he
stood directly above the ruflSan whose fingers yet
clutched the doctor's throat.

"Catch that girl!" the other man was saying.
"She'll scream! Catch her, I say, and gag her!"

"Oh, my girl, my little girl! Leave her alone,
you demons !

" gasped the helpless doctor. But just
as the fingers loosed their brutal grasp on the
father's throat to reach for the frail, delicate flesh

of the daughter's, straight as a carpenter's leaden
plumb there crashed on to the top of the assailant's
head a huge, polished brass bowl. The man fell,

limp, senseless as a corpse. His confederate whirled
on his heel, and fired his revolver twice rapidly
above his head, just missing Buck.

Connie shrieked, and the next moment the big,

unclean fingers had locked themselves about her
throat, and she was forced to her knees, while a
guttural voice said: "Scream, will you! Well, try
it! TAm is what you get!"

For weeks Buck's ears rang with that awful,
smothered cry of his young mistress, of the tortured
voice of the doctor, helplessly choking, "Oh, my
girl! My daughter!" But by this time Buck was
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three steps from the bottom, and the back of the

burglar was toward him as he crouched over the

struggling girl, .hoking the screams in her del cate

throat. Like a vampire. Buck sprang from the th.rd

stair, landing on the man's back, h.s legs worked

inside the man's elbows, pinionmg the scoundrel s

arms back like a trussed turkey, his arms went

round the bull-like neck, and h.s tough young

fingers closed on a sinewy throat. He clung to tht

creature's back like an octopus, while they rolled

over and over, and the terrified girl struggled up.

"^'^QuLuS'mIs^ Connie! The telephone!

The police! Ring! Ring!" Buck managed to

shout Then. "Untie the doctor's hands and

^^^*But the burglar's arms were now gripping behind

him. and digging, cruel fingers pierced Buck s fleshy

But the boy never relaxed his octopus hold. 1 ht

tighter the big nails clutched, the tighter h.s own

boyish fingers stiffened on the man s throat.

An eternity seemed to elapse. He saw M .

Connie fly to the telephone, then her weak little

hands struggled with the ropes on h" father s

wists But before she could begin to loose them,

four gigantic men in blue uniforms were climbing

in the open surgery window to encounter a sight no

Ln to be forgotten. The doctor, bound and

bruised, lay on the floor; beside him, a man rapidly

regaining consciousness and s.ttmg up in a dazed

condTtion; a young girl, with bnatal red marks

about her throat; and on the floor at her feet a man

Sh a boy clinging to his back like a barnacle to a
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boat, hip lung arms and bare legs binding the fellow
like ropes. It took those police ofificers but the
twinkling of an eye to have the two burglars hand-
cuffed and cowed at the point of their revolvers, and
to hear the whole story of the rescued doctor.

"But who's this little duffer?" asked the
inspector, gazing at Buck. "Why, look at his knees
and feet ! They're dripping blood

!

"

"Got that i-hinning up the creeper and the
stone-wall into the bathroom," said Buck, feeling
terribly awkward to be seen in such a plight before
Miss Connie. .So he stammered out his explanation,
from the moment he had awakened to this very
instant.

"Oropped the Damascus bowl on his head,
did you?" gasped the doctor. Ti.en, as he looked
at Buck as if he saw him for the first time, he
beheld his bleeding feet and torn kr. ,. "Officers,

"

said the great surgeon, "you asked who he is.

He's our boy! He's w^ boy! I never had a son
of my own, but—but—Buckney goes to college
next year, and he goes as my adopted son. This
night has shown me what he's made of.

"

Then, for the first time in all that dreadful night.
Miss Connie gave out. She sat weakly down,
crying like a very little child. "Oh, Buckney!" she
sobbed, "they told us not to take a Barnardo boy;
that they were, half of them, just street arabs;
that we—we couldn' trust them. So, sometimes
I've been afraid to hope you were all right; and
now you have probably saved my life."

"No 'probably' about it, Miss Connie," said the
officer; " he undoubtedly has saved your life, and the
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doctor's too. But, come, child, don t cry; get to

bed-there's a good little girl. You ve had a bad

night of it." Then, turning to his men, he com-

manded :
" March those two choice specimens to the

police station at once. Well, good-night, doctor!

Good-night, Miss Connie." And lookmg at Buck

he said, curiously, "Good-night, youngster! bo

you'rea Barnardoboy, eh?"

"Yes, sir," said Buck, liftmg his chin a little.

"
I used to be ashamed of it, but—"

"You needn't be," said the officer. Its not

what a boy was, but what he is, that counts nowa-

days. Good-night! I wish we had more Britishers

like you."
, , » »i,„

Then the door closed and the tramp of the

policemen and their prisoners died slowly away m

the night.
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^RCHIE ANDERSON was lying on the lounge
•«*that was just hidden from the front room by a
bend of the folding doors. He was utterly tired
out, with that unreasonable v ariness that comes
from what most of his Ixiy chums called "doing
nothing." He had been standing still, practising for
two hours steadily, -nd his throbbing head and
weakening knees finaiiy conquered his energy. He
flung himself down among the pillows, his violin
and bow on a nearby chair. Then a voice ja.red on
every nerve of his sensitive body; it was a lady's
voice in the next room, and sh' was saying to his
mother:

"And how is poor Archie to-day?"
"Poor Archie!" How he hated to be called

"poor" Archie!

His mother's voice softened as she repliec 'Oh,
he's pretty well to-day; his head aches and ht seems
to be weak, but he has been practising all the
morning."

"He must be a great care and anxiety to
you, " said the caller.

Archie shuddered at the words.
"Only a sweet care," said his mother. "I am

always hoping he will outgrow his delicate health."
Archie groaned. How horribly like a girl it was

to be "delicate."
"I think," went on the caller, raspingly, "that

a frail boy is a care. One depends so on one's sons
to be a strength to one in old age; to help in their
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father's business, and things like that—unless, of

course, one has money."
.

The harsh voice ceased, and Archie felt in his

soul that the speaker was glancing meaningly about

the bare little parlor of his father's house. He could

have hugged his mother as he heard her say: "Oh,

well, Trig and Dudley will help their father; and

none of us grudge Archie his inability to help, or

his music lessons either.

"

"I should think his violin and his books and

lessons would be r. great expense to you, " proceeded

the caller.
, . ,-, j

"Nothing is an expense that fiUs his life ana

helps him to forget he is shut away from the otKer

boys and their jolly sports, just because he is not

strong enough to participate in them," replied his

mother, with a slight chill in her voice at her

visitor's impertinence.

Presently the caller left, and Mrs. Anderson,

slipping through the folding doors, saw Archie

outstretched on the pillows. She bent over him

with great concern; her eyes read every expression

of his face, every attitude of his languid body.

"Archie, you didn't hear?" she asked, plead-

ingly. . , . .

"I'm afraid I did, motherette, " he said, springing

up with unusual spirit.

He stood before her, a head taller than herself,

his thin form frail as a flower, his long, slim fingers

twitching, his wonderful, wistful eyes and sensitive

mouth revealing all the artist nature of a man of

»»,;rt-„ instead of a boy of fourteen. He was on

with indignation against
the point of flaring
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the visitor, but his lack of physical strength seemed
to crowd upon him just at that moment. He
sank upon the lounge again, and with his face against
Mrs. Anderson's arm, said: "Thank you, mother-
ette, for fighting for me. Perhaps even with all

this miserable ill-health of mine I can fight for you
some day."

"Of course you will, dear," she replied cheerily.

"Don't you mind what they say; you know 'Hock'
always stands by you, and he's as good as your
mother to fight for you."

"Dear old 'Hock!' Decent old 'Hock!' he said
admiringly. "He's the best boy in the world, but
he is not you, motherette."

"There he is now!" said Mrs. Anderson, as a
piercing whistle assailed the window, followed by
a round, red face, a skinning sunburnt nose, and
an assertive voice, saying, "I'll just come in this
way. Arch. " And a leg was flung over the window
sill. " It's easier than goin' 'round by the door.

"

"Hock" prided himself on being a "sport,"
and he certainly looked one—thick-knit legs, sturdy
ankles, a short, chunky neck, hands with a grip like
a vise, a big, good-natured dimpling mouth, eyes
that were narrow and twinkling, muscles as hard as
nails, and thirteen years old, but imagining himself
eighteen. He had been christened "Albert Ed-
ward," but fortune smiled upon him, making him
the champion junior hockey player of the county,
to the royal name was discarded with glee, and
henceforth he was known far and wide as "Hock"
McHenry.

The friendship between Hock and Archie was
185
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the wonder of the town. Some people said, "Hock
is so coarse and loud and slangy, I don't see how

Archie Anderson can have anything to do with

him." Others said: "Archie is so frail and sensitive,

and so wrapped up in his music, how can Hock
find anything in him that is jolly, and boyish, and

congenial?" But Hock's people and Archie's people

knew that one supplied what the other lacked.

For so often this conversation between the two

boys would be overheard. Archie's plaintive voice

would say: "Oh, Hock, it is so good to have you

around; you make me forget that I can't play

hockey and football with the rest of the kids! You

play it for me as well as for yourself. I'm such a

dub; laid up sick half the time."

And Hock would frequently be heard to remark:

"Say, Arch, do you know if it weren't for you I'd

grow into a regular tough. You kind of keep me
straight, and—oh, well, straight and all that!"

And so the odd friendship went on. Hock

attending his school daily—the acknowledged leader

of all the sports and mischief that existed; Archie

getting to school about two days out of every five,

yet managing through his hours of illness to mount

week by week, month by month, up, up, up in his

music.

"I won't always be an expense at home, and

have dad keep me as if I were a girl, " Archie would

tell himself on his good strong days when he felt he

had accomplished something with his violin. "I

can feel the music growing right in my fingers. I

feel I'll play to thousands yet—thousands of people

and thousands of dollars." Then perhaps a fit of
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coughing would come on, and the boy would grow
discouraged again, but only until Hock appeared
on his daily round, and plumping his sturdy person
into a chair would tell all the news, and finish with.
Say, Arch, fiddle for a fellow, won't you?"
And while Archie played. Hock would sit

quietly looking out of the window, vowing to him-
self he would give up slang, and go to Sunday-
school regularly, and not shoot craps any more
behind the bam with boys his father had expressed
a wish not to have around the place. In after
years Hock knew what made him have these good
impulses while he listened to Archie's playing. He
knew that a great and beautiful art—the art of
music—was inborn in his chum; that the wild,
melancholy voice of the violin was bringing out the
best in them both.

It was summer time. The little Canadian city
where they lived, whi.h stretched its length along
the borders of the great lake, became a very popular
resort for holiday makers, -ind many Southerners
flocked to the two large hotels, seeking the cooler
air of the North. Ball and tennis matches and
regattas made the little city very gay, and the
season was swinging at its height when one night
Hocks burly voice heralded his legs through the
window of the Anderson parlor. Evidently he was
greatly excited, for he shouted at the top of his
lungs that the east end factory was on fire, with a
dozen operators cut off from the stairs and elevators,
and that his father, who was foreman, was begging
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on all sides for volunteers to rescue the people from

the top story. In the twinkling of an eye Hock

was off again with crowds of running men and boys;

the fire engines went clanging past with the rattle

and roar of galloping horses and shouting men.

Never had Archie Anderson felt his frailty as he

felt it at this moment. The very news made him

almost faint, but he started to run with the crowd

until his shortening breath and incessant coughing

compelled him to return home, where he flung

himself down on the doorstep, burying his throbbing

forehead in his hands and saying: "Oh! I'm no

good! I can never hope to be a man! I'm not even

a boy ! I seem to myself like a baby
! '

'

Late at night his father and brothers returned,

all begrimed with soot and ashes. They had

worked valiantly with the firemen and rescuers,

saving life after life. But with all their courage and

pluck they could not save big Tom Morris, who

perished in the flames just because he insisted upon

others and weaker ones being saved first.

For days the town was plunged in gloom.

Everyone liked Tom Morris, and everyone's heart

ached for his little widow and her three small

children, left penniless. Then the only pleasant

thing in connection with the disaster occurred.

The kindly visitors at the summer hotels began

getting up a huge benefit concert, the proceeds of

which were to be presented to Mrs. Tom and her

babies. Hock heard of it first—nothing ever

escaped his lynx-like ears. Astride the window-siU

he communicated his gossip to Archie something in

this fashion

:
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"Say, Arch, they're going to have the best
performance. Miss Van Alstine from New York is
going to sing, and some long-haired fellow at one of
the hotels is going to play the piano—they say he's
great; and, oh! say. Arch, did you ever hear of a
great fiddler named Ventnor?"

"Only the world-renowned Ventnor," said
Archie. "Why do you ask. Hock?"

"Well, he's the one! 'Greatest on earth,' they
say. Gets thousands of dollars every night he
fiddles. He's staying at the Lake View Hotel,
and—

"

"Ventnor here!" fairly screamed Archie. "The
great^ Ventnor! Oh, Hock, is he going to play?"

"Yes, he is!' said Hock, smacking his lips
together with glee that something had at last taken
Archie out of himself and made him forget his
frailty, if only for a moment, "Yes, siree," con-
tinued Hock. "He's going to play three times.
Heard him say so myself when they asked him on
the beach this morning. He speaks the tanglest-
legged English you ever heard. He said, 'Me, I
holiday; me, I not blay when ! holiday.' Then a
batch of ladies tried to explain things to him, and
when his Russian-Italian-French brain got around
things, he up with his hands and ran them through
his long grey hair and wagged his head, and said.
Me, I understand! Me, I don't blay money when
I holiday, but me, I blay for unfortunate beeples.
I blay dree times.' Oh, it was funny. Arch !

"

"Funny!" said Archie. "Funny! Hock, I'll

knock you down if you call Ventnor 'funny.'
u hy. It's the most beautiful thing in the world for
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him to do. Oh, Hock! and to think that at last I

will hear him!" „ . j
"

I never heard tell of him before, observed

Hock, with evident pride in his ignorance.

"There's no greater violinist m the world.

Hock, " replied Archie with enthusiasm. His cheeks

were scarlet, his eyes sparkling, his thm hands

trembling with excitement.

"Well I'm not keen on hearing anyon'. tidaie

any better than you do," Hock answered soberly.

"Whenever you fiddle you just give me the jim-

iams, with the creeps going up and down my back;

and what's worse, I always have to blow my nose

when you get through." „ ,, v ^,t»
"What a good chap you are, Hock! You make

me believe in myself. Perhaps I really will amount

to something some day," replied Archie, warmly.

"Betcherlife!" said the sturdy one. Well, so-

long! I'm glad you'll hear the g violm player.

Arch, if you really have been wantmg to.

Wanting to! Archie Anderson had longed to

hear Ventnor ever since he first drew a bow across

the stnn-s. He could hardly wait until the night

of the g^eat concert. Owing to the extreme heat

of the summer he had been taking his lessons late

in the evening, but on this eventfu night his

teacher, himself anxious to go, told Archie to come

at seven o'clock; he could then give him a full

hour, and the lesson would be over m plent" of time

for them both to attend the concert at half-pas

eight The lesson was trying and the excitement

was beginning to tell on the boy, so. without return-
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ing home, he went straight to the hall, his violin

case tucked under his arm. Purposely he had en-
gaged a seat in the very first row; he wanted to
watch the great master's marvellous fingers, as well

as drink in the music they made. Even at eight

o'clock the hall was so packed that he could hardly
get through the aisles. The excellence of the
programme, as well as the charitable object, had
drawn out the entire town, and Archie took his seat
fearful that the overpowering summer heat and
crowded hall would be his undoing. He did not
even hear the opening piano solo -y the "long-
haired fellow," as Hock had called i.im, nor did he
rhapsodize over handsome Miss Van Alstine, whose
wonderful gown and thrilling voice captured the

audience. It was only when a slender, dark
elderly man stepped down to the footlights with a
violin in his long, thin hands that Archie sat bolt

upright, his eyes blazing with excitement, his

breath catching in his throat.

The great man's face was fine as an engraving,

with a melancholy mouth, and eyes that burned
like black fires. He stood a brief second, gave his

head, crowned with long, grey hair, a quick, nervous
toss, and drew his bow across the strings softly,

sweetly, with a heart-breaking sound that fell on his

listeners like the sob of a thousand winds. For five

minutes he held them spellbound. It was only when
he half smiled and stepped into the stage wings that

they realized that it was over. Then with one
accord the entire audience broke into a storm of

applause—all but Archie, who sat with locked
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Sngers and tense face; for the life of him he could

not move a single muscle—he was simply paralyzed

with pleasure; at last he had listened to musici

It was nearing the end of the programme, and

Ventnor had stepped forth to play his last number.

It was a wild, eerie Hungarian air, that wailed and

whispered like a lost child, then mounted up, up,

louder, louder, a perfect hurricane of melody, when

—suddenly a sharp crack like a pistol shot cut thi

air. The music ceased—one cf the violin strings

had snapped. At another time the great man
would have finished the number on the three re-

maining strings, but the heat, the lax practice of a

holiday season—something, or perhaps everything

combined, for the instant overcame him. He stood

like an awkward child, fazing down at the trailing,

useless string.

Instantly, Archie's sensitive brain grasped the

whole situation. Ventnor's business manager was

not with him; he had not brought a second violin.

Like a flash Archie whipped his own out of its case.

He had just come from his lesson ; it was in perfect

tune. Before the shy, frail boy knew what he was

actually doing he was beside the footlights, hand-

ing his own violin up to the great master, whose

wonderful eyes gazed down into the small, pale

face, and whose hand immediately reached out,

grasping the poor, cheap little fiddle that Archie

had learned his scales on. The audience broke into

applause, but with a single glance Ventnor stilled

them, and dashed straight into the melody pre-

cisely where he had left off.

Archie could hardly believe his ears. Was that
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his old thirty-dollar fiddle? That marvellous thing
that murmured, and wept, and laughed under the
master hand ! Oh ! the voice of it ! The voice of it

!

They would not let Ventnor go when he smiled
himself off the stage. They called and shouted.
"Encore!" "Encore!" until he returned to respond—respond, not with his own priceless instrument,
but with Archie's, and with a grace and kindliness
that only a great man possesses. He played a good-
night lullaby on the boy's cheap little violin, and,
moreover, played it as ht never had before. Archie
remembered afterwards that he had presence of
mind enough to get on his feet when they all sang
"God Save the King," but it really seemed a dream
that Ventnor was shaking hands with him and
saying, "I t'ank you, me; I t'ank you. You save
me ^ireat awkwardness. " And then, before he knew
it, he had promised to go to the hotel the next day
and play for Ventnor.

All the way home he was thinking, " Fancy it!—
I, Archie Anderson, asked to play before Ventnor!"
Then came the fuss and the delight of the people at
home over his good fortune, but he soon slipped
away to bed, exhausted with the evening's events.
His mother, coming into the room later to say good-
night, saw that close to his bed, on a table where
he could reach out and touch it during the night,
lay his violin.

" Motherette, " he smiled happily, "
I feel that it

is consecrated."
" Keep it so, little lad of mine. Keep both your

music and your violin consecrated."*» *»*»*
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Never had Archie played so well, for all his

shyness and nervousness. He seemed to gather

something of the great man's soul as he played before

him at the hotel the following day.

Ventnor became greatly excited. Boy, boy.

he cried, "you have a great music in you! You

must have study and work, like-what is it you

Canadians say?—like Sam Hill!"

"Yes," said Archie, quietly; "rainy days and

east wind days, when I coughed and could not go to

school, I worked, and-well, I just worked.

" Me, I should fink you did! Why, boy, I will

make you great. I will teach you all this summer.

"I'm afraid father can't afford that," faltered

'^'^"Me, I tell you I holiday now. I take no

money in my holiday. I teach you because I like

you, me," replied the master, irritably.

" But I can never repay you, " answered Archie.

"Me, I will give to the world a great musician;

it is you! That's repay enough for me—the satis-

faction of making one great violinist. I hats

'^'^And so it all came about. Day after day

Ventnor taught, trained and encouraged Archie

Anderson. Day after day the boy drew greater

music from the heart of his fiddle. He seemed to

stride ahead under the power of the master; and

as for Ventnor, he seemed beside himself with joy

at what he called his "find." They grew to be

friends. Archie confided his great discouragement

of ill-health, his inability to attend school.
^

" Me, I fix all that, " answered Ventnor. Me,
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I go see to-night your parents. I talk to them."
And he did, but his "talk" amazed even the boy.
He wanted Archie to go with him to California,
where his autumn season began. He wanted to
adopt him, to take him away for two years. He
gesticulated, and raised his eyebrows, and taikeJ
down every objection they had.

" I tell you I want him. I make a virtuoso of
him. He is my boy. I discover him. He's good
boy; he work, work, work. Never do I see a boy
work like dat. He is in earnest. Dat is de greatest
t'ing a boy can have, to be earnest. It make him a
great, good man. He's not selfish either. He no'
t'ink of himself, only other beeple. I meet wit!
misfortune. I break my string. He lend me his
violin. Me, I'm selfish. I don't lend my violin to
not a person. \o, not even the King of England.
Den, too, Archie, his throat and lungs, and his
physique, it is not strong, not robust. I take him
hot country, warm California. He get strong.

"

This last argument was too much for Archie's
family. They yielded, and when Ventnor left for
the West the boy went with him. He never missed
a week writing home or to "Hock," and at the end
of two years he returned. In his pocket was a
signed contract as "first violin" in the finest orches-
tra of a great Southern city. He had left his cough
with his short trousers in California, and had out-
grown as much of his frailness as a boy of his tem-
perament ever can. The day he left to fill his
engagements the lady called who used to speak of
him as "poor Archie, he's such an expense to his
parents, " and sat talking to Mrs. Anderson in the

195



The ShauanapP*

liftle parlor. Trig had just secured a "situation."

and the caller was asking about «t.

"Yes " replied Mrs. Anderson, 'Tng has done

very well. He gets six dollars a week "ow. and

Dullley. you knot, gets ten. " Then w.th pardonable

"^S£b dig a little better, however; he's

cettine seventy-five dollars a week to start on.

He ha's ^ready paidhis father back every copper

spent on his tuition." , .

"Archie! Seventy-five dollars a week! VVhy, he

is hardly seventeen! How ever did he do it?

exclaimed the visitor.
:»•« K-rau-

"Hock, dear loyal old Hock says tsbeca^

Archie is the very best boy in the world, replied

Mrs AndeS>n,7aughingly. "but I say it was the

result of a broken string.

'
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Maurice of His Majesty's Mails

QLD MAURICE DELORME boasted the blood

rom an English sea-captain, a bluff, genial old tarwhom he could recall as being his "grand dadd?'sixty years ago; his gay, rollicking love of laugh erand song came to him through his half French

Inc'e^'wf l-r °f
""°' ^"^' '^^'^^ '-^- ''^ -d"

t

ance his gift of strategy, were his birthri-htdirectly from h.s Red Indian mother; consequendy

trm.ty of nationalities could be fostered in one

Th K "u*
°"^ P'^'^^ ^^'^"^ that man could breathe

^LhotT' '".' *^* '''^'^^ ^-^ ^-'d the Strug!

vorw'f
'"^'"' ^^"^^^ '^'^'l constructed her^orld-famous transcontinental railroad, which now

MaurS De,
''"'' "' ^^^^' f™- ^t'-tic to Pacifi :Maurice Delorme set out for the golden West

rth7Am"
"'" ^"°^^ ''''^ ^-^^^ Canldian halfof

^h.-ni f T" '^°"t'"e"t- He had done every-thing for a hvmg-that is, everything that was

the'S of'
5" British-French-l'ndian'blooS Zlthe blood of honest forefathers, and he pridedhimself that he could directly and bravely look „tothe eyes of any man hving; for, after all, does not

c^TdTy?
"^^'^ ''^ '^y- ^h"t and iheleS

^onh^hnJ'Tf ^ ^"'-'^'^^""g animals on the-^orth Shores; he had twice fought the rebels at the
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Red River; he had freighted many and many a

"prairie schooner" from the Assiniboine to the

Saskatchewan; and then, one glorious morning in

Julv, when the hot yellow sun poured its wealth of

heat and light into the velvety plains of Alberta,

Maurice descried at the very edge of the western

horizon a far-oflf speck of shining shite, apparently

not larger than a single lump of sugar. As day

followed day, and he traversed mile upon mile, more

sugar lumps were visible; and, below their white-

ness, the greyish distances grew into mountain

shapes. Then he realize . that at last he beheld

the inimitable glory of tne Rockies that swept in

snow-tipped grandeur from south to north.

Then followed the years when he, his wife and

a little Maurice lived in the fastnesses of those

mighty ranges; when he learned to know and follow

the trail of the mountain goat; when the rugged

passes grew familiar to him as the little vill^e where

he had been born in Quebec; when the countless

forests of Douglas fir held no mysteries and no

fears for him; and, because he had learned these

things, because he was brave and courageous, be-

cause his life had been clean and honest, he was

selected to carry His Majesty's mails from a primi-

tive "landing" on one of the Kootenay Lakes to

the great gold mines, forty miles into the interior,

and over one of the wildest, loneliest mountain

trails in all British Columbia.

Then it was that, once a month, when the mail

came in by the tiny steamer, Maurice Delorme

would harness up his six tough little mountain-

climbing horses, put on his cartridge belt, tuck a
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formidable revolver into his hip pocket and a good
gun beneath the seat of the wagon, toss in the bags
of mail and the express packages, say a laughing
good-bye to Mrs. Delorme and little MauriceT and
h t the trail for the gold mines. How he hated

to leave those two helpless ones alone in the vast
uninhabited surroundings! But Mrs. Delorme had
the fearless courage and self-reliance of the women
of the North, and little Maurice was yearly growing
growing, growing. Now he was ten, now twelvenow fourteen-a sturdy young mountaineer, with
the sinews of an athlete, and a store of learning, notfrom books, for he had never known a school, butfrom the simple teaching of his parents and the
unlimited knowledge of woodcraft, of the habits of
wild things, of mountain peaks, of plants, of
animals, insects and birds, and of the incessant
hunt for food that must always be when one lives
beyond the pale of civilized markets.

And then one day, when little Maurice was
about fifteen years old his father staggered into
their pretty log home, bleeding, crushed and dazed.
Ihe fate of the mountaineer had met him, for
during one of those sudden tempests that sweep
through the canyons, a wind-riven tree had hurled
Its length down across the trail, its rotting heart
and decaying branches falling-providentially with
broken force-sparing the galloping horses and only
injuring the driver—for how he escaped death was
beyond human explanation.

Little Maurice was then the man of the house
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He helped his brpve mother dress the sufferer's

wounds, he cared for the horses, he provided wood

and water, going about whistlirg softly to himself

and trying to shut his eyes to the fact that the food

was growing less and less daily, and that the mail

day was drawing nearer and nearer. Of course

the steamer would bring flour and bacon and tea,

but it would also bring the mail and expresr to be

transported to the gold mines. His father woultl

never be well enough to drive the mails up that

jagged mountain trail; and, worse than that, his

father must have fresh meat broth at once. Little

Maurice went into the sick-room, and standing

beside the bed looked carefully into the face of old

Maurire. The eyes were feverish, the forehead

puckered with pain, the hands hot and growing

thin. Then he turned away, followed his mother

outside, and, after a brief talk with her, he reached

up for his father's gun, took the stock of ammuni-

tion and dry biscuits, whistled for his dog, and,

a moment later, was swallowed up in the forest.

The long day slipped by; hour after hour Mrs.

Delorme would go to the door, shade her eyes with

her hand, and look keenly up the mountain slopes,

with their wilderness of pines. Once she saw a

faint, blue puff of smoke, and her quick ear caught

the sharp crack of a far-off rifle. Then all was

silent for hours. The warm September sun had

dropped behind the western peaks, and the canyons

were purpling with oncoming twilight, when two

quick successive shots broke the evening stillness,

and echoed like a salute of twenty-one guns far

down the valley. Mrs. Delorme ran once again
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to the door. The shots could not have been five
hundred yards distant, for down through the firs
came Royal, the magnificent hound, whining and
grinning and licking his mouth with delight, and,
behind him, Maurice, shouting that he had killed
a deer, and was hungry enough to eat half of it
himself.

"And, mother," he cried, "I could have got
the game at noon to-day, but Royal and I have
been hours and hours closing in on him, getting him
into the runway, so that, when I did drop him, it

would be near home, for I could never pack his
carcass all that way. He must weigh two hundred
and fifty pounds. Oh, but he's a fat one. And
here are some mountain grouse Roy and I got.
Daddy will have all the broth he can drink, and you
and old Roy here and I will have some venison
steaks for supper!"

So, breathless and proud and excited, Maurice
chattered on, preparing a huge knife to quarter the
deer, the more easily to pack it home.

There was great rejoicing in the log shack that
night. Old Maurice swallowed his bowl of hot
grouse soup with relish, and clasped his son's
hand with the firm grip one man gives to another.
The anxious lines left Mrs. Delorme's face, as she
laughed and praised young Maurice's prowess as a
b-ead-wii ler. Royal stretched his long, lithe legs,
yawning audibly with weariness and content as he
lay beside the stove sniffing the appetizing smells
of broiling steaks, knowing well his share would be
generous after his long and faithful hunt and obedi-
ence to his young master. And so the little moun-
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tain home was well supplied with fresh meat, hot

soups, smoked venison hams and dried flitches,

until the day of fresh supplies, when the primitive

steamer tooted its shrill whistle far down the lake,

and Mrs. Delorme, young Maurice and Royal all

went down to greet the first fellow-beings they had

seen for a month, and to receive and care for seven

bags of His Majesty's mails, bound for the distant

gold mines.

"Why seven bags?" asked Mrs. Delorme of the

captain. -'We never get more than six."

"The extra is a large consignment of registered

mail, madam," he replied. "Big money for the

mines, they tell me. You want to keep an eye on

that extra bag. Old Maurice doesn't want to lose

that."

Then he was told the story of the old drivers

accident, and forthwith climbed the steep trail

from the landing to the shack to see how things

really were. He saw at a glance that Delorme

would not be about for some weeks to come; so,

after an encouraging word and a kindly good-bye,

the captain turned, as he left the door, and, slapping

young Maurice on the shoulder in his bluff, hearty

way, said:

"Well, kid, I guess you'll have to carry the mails

this time. Start good and early to-morrow. I'm a

day late bringing them, as it is. The managers of

the mines are not the waiting sort, and there's

money—money that they need—in that extra bag.

Better take a gun with you, boy, and keep a sharp

lookout for that registered stuff—mind!"

"Yes, captain," answered young Maurice,
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very quietly. "I'll land th ^ mail at the mines all
right."

And. a few m'.ates later, the departing whistle
of the little steamer was heard far down the lake,
as night fell softly and silently on the solitary little
mountain home of the Delormes.

In the grey dawn of the next morning Maurice
was astir, his horses were being well fed, his mail
bags packed securely, his gun looked over sharply.
Then came the savory smells of bacon and toast
for breakfast, the hurried good-byes, the long, per-
sistent whistle for Royal, the deer hound, his con-
stant chum in all things, then the whizzing crack
of the young driver's "blacksnake" whip, a bunch-
ing together of the four horses' sturdy little hoofs,
a spring forward, and the "mountain mail" was
away—away up the yawning canyon, where the
peaks lifted on every side, where the black forests
crowded out the glorious sunrise, away up the wild
gorge, where human foot rarely fell and only the
wild things prowled from starlight to daylight the
long years through; where the trail wound up and
up the steeps, losing itself in the clouds which hung
like great festoons of cobwebs half-high against the
snow line. In all that vast world Maurice drove on
utterly alone, save for the pleasant companionship
of his four galloping horses and the cheering presence
of Royal, who panted at the rear wheels of the mail
coach, and wagged his tail in a frenzy of delight
whenever his human friend spoke to him. The
climb was so precipitous that it was hours before
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he could reach the summit, and he was yet some

miles from being half way when his well-trained eye

caught indications of coming disaster. A thousand

trivial things announced that a mountain storm

was brewing; the clouds trailed themselves into

long, leaden riblions, then swirled in civcles like

whirlpools. The huge Douglas firs began to mur-

mur, then whisper, then growl. The sky grew thick

and reddish, the gleaming, snow-clad peaks dis-

appeared.

Maurice took in the situation at once. With

the instinct of a veteran mail carrier, his first care

was to roll his mail bags in a rubber sheet, while the

registered sack, doubly protected, he never allowed

for a moment to leave its station beneath his knees

under the seat. These simple precautions were

barely completed before the storm ..as upon hini.

A blinding flash set his horses on edge, their sensi-

tive nerves quivering in every flank. Maurice

gathered the lines firmly, seized his " blacksnake,

'

and, with a low whistle, urged his animals, that

bounded forward, snorting with fear as a crack of

thunder followed, booming down the gorges with

deafening echoes. In another moment the whole

forest seemed aUve. The giant pines whipped and

swayed together, their supple tips bending and

beate:n with the fury of the tempest. Above the

wild voices of the hurricane came the frequent

crash of falling timber; but, through it all, the boy

drove on without thought of himself or of shelter,

and through it all the splendid animals kept the

trail, responding as only the horse can respond to

the touch of a guiding rein or the sound of the
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mountaineers whistle. Dut the end came f„r
iVlaurice, when, upon rounding an abrupt steep, his
our animals reared in terror, then seemed to crouch
back upon their haunches. The rude log bridge
they should have dashed across was gone-in its
place gaped a huge fissure, its throat choked with
wreckage of trestle and planking.

The unexpected halt nearly pitched Maurice
from the wagon, but he steadied first his nerve, then
his hands, then his eyes. Why had thr bridge
gone down was his first thought. The storm was
ot far too brief duration to have done the mischief.
Ihen those keen young eyes of his saw beyond
the tempest and tht ruined bridge. They saw
about the useless supports and wooden props fresh
chips from a recent axe. In a second his brain
grasped the fact that the bridge had been cut away
on purpose. His thoughts flew forward-for what
purpose was it destroyed ? Like a dream seemed tocome the captain's voice in his ears: "Better take
a gun with you, boy, and keep a sharp lookout for
that registered stuff-mind!" And he heard himself
reply i n land the mail at the mines all right.

"

And I'll do it, too!" he said, aloud. Then
above the hoarse voices of the storm, he heard a
low, long, penetrating whistle. Quick as a flash the
boy eahzed his position. He snatched the regis-
tered mail bag from between his knees. " Royal'
Royal

!
Good dog !

" he called, softly, and the poor"
wet storm-beaten creature came instantly, reaching
pathetically toward his young master, his fore-
feet pawing the wagon wheels, his fine, keen nose
snitting at the mail sack outheld by Maurice.
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"Royal, you must watch!" said the boy.

"Watch, Royal, watch!" Then, with a strengthy

fling of his arm, he hurled the precious bag of

registered mail over the rim of the precipice, far

down into the canyon, two hundred feet below.

For an instant the dog stood rigid. Then, like the

needle to the north, he turned, held his sensitive

head high in the air for a moment, sniffed audibly

and was gone. Then again came that low, long

whistle. The horses' ears went erect, and Maurice

sat silent, grasping the reins and peering ahead

through the now lessening rain. But, with all his

young courage, his heart weakened when a voice

spoke directly behind him. It said:

"Who are you?"

He turned and faced three men, and, looking

directly into the eyes of the roughest-seeming one

of the trio, he replied, quietly:

"I think you know who I am."

"Humph! Cool, I must siy!" answered the

first speaker. "Well, perhaps we can warm you up

a bit; but maybe you can save its some trouble by

telling us where old Delorme is."

"At home," said Maurice.

"And you've brought the mail in place of

Delorme, I suppose? Well, so much the better for

us. I'll trouble you to hand me out that bag of

registered stuff
.

"

.

The man ceased speaking, his hand on the rim

of the front wheel.

"I have no registered stuff," the boy answered,

truthfully. "Just six common mail bags. Do you

wish them? As I am only one boy against three
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a.-u

men, I suppose there is not much use rcsistinR
"

Maurice's lip curled in a half sneer, and his eyes
never left the big bully's face.

"A lie won't work this time, young fellow!" the
man threatened. " Boys, go through that wagon ! go
overeveryinchofitnow;you'llfindthestufTallright."

The other two men emptied the entire load into
the trail, then turned and stared at their leader

'This IS a bluff! Rip open those bags!" he
growled. And the next moment the contents of the
SIX bags were sprawling in the mud. They con-
tained nothing but ordinary letters and newspapers,

bold! blurted out the man. "We might have
known that any yarn 'Saturday Jim' told us would
be a he. He couldn't give a man a straight tip to
save his life! Come on, boys! There's nothing
doing this trip!" And, swinging about, he turned
up an unbroken trail that opened on some hidden
pass to the "front." His two pals followed at his
heels, muttering sullenly over their ill success.

"No," said Maurice to himself. "You're quite
nght, gentlemen

! There's nothing doing this trip
' '

'

But, aloud, he only spoke gently to his wearied
horses as he unhitched and secured them to the
rear of the wagon, gathered the scattered mail,
and then scanned the sky narrowly. The storm
was over, but the Hrs still thrashea their tops in the
wind, the clouds still trailed and circled about the
mountain summit. For a full hour Maurice sat
quietly and thought things. What was to be done?
Ihe bridge was gone, the registered mail at the
bottom of the canyon, and the day growing shorter
every moment. Only one course lay before him
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(\\c would not considt.', even for a second, that any
way lay open to him behind.) He must get that

mail to the mines, or he could never look his father

in the face again. He walked cautiously to the
brink of the precipice and l(H)ke'-i o\'er. It was very
steep. Nothing was visible but broken rock,

boulders and bracken. No sign of either Royal
or the mail bag; but he knew that somewhere, far

below, the dog was keeping watch; that his four

wise, steady feet had unerringly taken him where
his .inimal instinct had dictated; and Maurice
argued that, where his four feet could go, his two
could follow. He must recover the bag, select his

fleetest horse, and ride bareback on to the mines.

The descent was a long, rough, dangerous busi-

ness, but Maurice had learned many a climbing trick

from the habits of the mountain r^at, and at last

he stood at the canyon's bottom, a tired, lonely but
courageous bit of boyhood, ready to suffer and dare
anything so long as he could prove himself worthy
of the trust that his father had placed in his strong

young hands.

He stood for a moment, awed by the wonder of

the granite walls that rose like a vast fortress, tower-

ing above him, silent and motionless. Then he gave
one clear whistle, then listened. Almost within

stone's throw came the response—the half-sad,

wholly eager whine of a dog. Maurice was beside

him in a twinkling, patting and hugging the beauti-

ful animal, who lay, with shining eyes and wagging
tail, his forepaws resting on the coarse canvas which
lx)re, woven redly into its warp and woof, the two
words: "Canada Mail."
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What a meeting it was! Boy and dog, each with
a worthy trust worthily kept. But it was one. two.
three hours before Maurice, footsore, exhausted, and
with )lec<ling fingers, followed by Royal, panting
and thirsty, regained the trail where the horses
stood, ready for the onward gallop, three of them
failing to understand why they were to be left in the
lonely forest, while the fourth was quickly bridled,
packed with the mail sacks and Maurice, and told
to be careful now !

" as he picked his way down and
around the bridgeless gorge and "hit the trail" on
the opposite side.

It was very late that night when the men at the
mines heard the even gallop of an approaching horse.
Alany of the miners had gone to bed grumblint id
threatening when no mail had arrived and no
wages were paid. The manager and his assistant,
vtio still up, however. pe--p!;>x«I and worried that,
tor the first time, old Maurice Delorme had failed
to reach the camp with the company's money bags.
But up the rough makeshift of a road came those
galloping hoofs, halting before the primitive post
ofJice. while the crowd gathered and welcomed a
strange trio. The manager himself lifted poor, stiff,
tired Lrttle" Maurice from the back of an equally
stiff, tired mountain pony, while a hot, hungry hound
whined about, trying to tell the whole story in his
wonderful dog fashion; but, when they did hear the
real story from Maurice, there was a momentary
" V n^'u " ^ '°"8;h old miner fairlv shou- ,<

\\ell, by the Great Horn Spoon, he's old Maur.ce
Uelorme s son all right!" Then came—cheers!
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17OR SEVERAL evenings early in October the
'North Street boys had been gathering at Benson's
to try and organize a club, but the difficulty seemed
to be to decide upon what kind of a club would be
most interesting. The ball season would soon be
over, the long winter would soon be on them, and
things wore a pretty flat outlook, unless they could
arrange some interesting diversion for that string
of dull days, only broken by Christmas holidays.
The West Ward fellows had a Checker Club, the
Third Form fellows had a Puzzle Club, the Collegi-
ates had a Canadian Literature Club; even the
Mill boys down on the Flats had a Captain Kidd
Club, proving themselves at times bandits quite
worthy the club's name. Only the North Street
boys seemed "out of it," but from the way they
talked and shouted and wrangled at these pre-
liminary meetings it looked as if they certainly
intended to "come in" out of their isolation. But
there had been five meetings without any decision
having been arrived at. Every boy of the ten
present seemed to want a different sort of club.
The things that were suggested would have amazed
the members of the various other clubs could
they have heard them.

Then, one night when the din and confusion
were at fever heat, the door suddenly opened and in

walked Benson's father.

"Why, what's all this babel?" he exclaimed, as
silence fell on the crowd and the boyt got to their
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feet mer. ly ,o gr«t h.m with polite "good-even-

KnLnn
"?'"' T'^ '"^"^ ^ P^'Tot-and-monkey,

fdWs?=
"" ""''^' '" ^" ""^ "f^-' What's up!

Benson's father was generally acknowledged tobe a comedian. " No one ever saw him in a temper
or heard him speak a sharp word. He had a droll'
woebegone face that never smiled, but a face every^

1. !i~
"4°"" ^^"^ '"^y^"' *° *^^ POO'-est mill hand-oved and respected. How often Benson had come

«LT "'^"°°'v'"-te'npered and sour-visaged atsome hmg that had gone wrong in the class room,on y o have that droll face of his father's and some
equally droll remark upset all his dignity and in!
dignation mto laughter and consequent good nature

.h.M u ^V T^' ^°y'' J"'* °"e at a time, or 1

about?"''"
''"'*'''''^'*''^ eardrums! What is it all

Then they told him, but, it must be confessed,
not one at a time.

'

"A club, eh.?" he questioned, straddling a chairand leaning his arms on the back. "What kind of a

club,' it?"' '
'"'P'-''^^'"^"* <^'"'^- sporting

chor7''d*'^
the trouble; we can't hit on it!" they

For a moment he sat silent, his round, childish

words"''^"^'"^
^°'^'^ ^^^^ ''""^ °" ^'^ ^^-"y fitst

to n'.'Jhf
"'

u T^' *^'"^ ^' ' ""^^ "P the street
to-night, he began, seemingly having forgotten

befor.1' ••n''*"*^-
"^ dray-horse was standing

before the mill gates, and frisking about its heels
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was a dandy little cocker spaniel, prettiest little

dog you ever saw. The horse got tired leaninc^ on

one leg, I guess, for he shifted his position, and, in

bringing down his left hind leg, he just pinned the

little cocker's foot to ihe ground with his big hoof.

Cocker yelled. Worst row I ever heard—until I

came into this room. But what do you suppose

Mr. Horse did? Just lifted gently his left fore-hoof,

but the squealing did not stop. Then he lifted his

right fore-hoof; still the squealing went on. 'Thinks

I,' said the horse to himself, 'it must be my right

hind-hoof,' so he lifted that. 'No, sir,' he told

himself; 'sure, it's my left-hinder'; and lifting that,

he released the poor dog, who dashed around to

the horse's head, leaping up to his nose, and saying,

'Thank you !' over and over.* And the big, clumsy

dray-horse just drew his long face a little longer,

and said: 'Never mind, old chap! I didn't mean to

hurt you; I'm sorry.' Then came the drayman out

of the mill—a nice, considerate, heart-warm, in-

telligent human being. Oh, yes! we humans know
so much more than animals, don't we, fellows?

And because the big, patient, kindly dray-horse

had, in its restlessness, moved twenty feet from

the spot the driver left him at, that creature that is

supposed to have known better, just took his whip

and licked and lashed that glorious animal, yelling

in a frenzy of temper, 'I'll teach you to move, when
I leave you! You— ' Well, boys, you nor I don't

care to hear all he did say."

"The brute!" "The big human hulk!" "The

•Fact observed by the writer's brother.
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sneak!"" And he called himself a man!" were some
of the phrases prowled out by the indignant boys.

Yes, a man," continued Benson's father, "somuch better than the dray-horse, that knew enough
to lift his feet until he lifted the right one I
believe If that horse had the feet of a centipede, he
would have gone on lifting them until the dog was
released. I tell you, boys, if I could get anyone to
help me, I d start an Animal Rescue Club, to—"

But the good gentleman never finished that
sentence. The Ijoys were on top of him, round
him, under him, clamoring and shouting for him
to organize their club for them, to help them study
the habits and ways and "thoughts" of animals
to prevent abuse and cruelty towards them. They
voted him in as honorary president, and went home
that night the happiest-hearted lot of boys in the
country Just before they dispersed, however, a
shy httle chap named JimmA- Duffy, who had not
much opportunity to speak amid the noise of
stronger voices, said :

" But, Mr. Benson, you do think the dray-horse
thought and reasoned, don't you?"

"Surely he did, boy! And he spoke, too, in his
own simple horse-language, though we cannot -inder-
stand his tongue; but we should, " answered Benson's
lather.

It was not very long before the 'Animal Rescue
t-lub of North Street became known far and wide
and Its influence began to be felt in all quarters'
Ihe unfeeling drayman whose act of cruelty first
gave rise to the organization was watched, then
reported to police headquarters, from where he

213



The Shagganappi

received a sound lecture because of various other

ill-treatments of his horse, and after a time he
began to see his own unkindness through the same
spectacles as the "Animal Rescuers" viewed it,

and within two months he became a considerate,

gentle driver.

"!f the club never does another thing but
reform that one man, and make him kinder to that
big, good-hearted horse of his, it has been organized
for some purpose," commented Mr. Benson, one
evening, when he "dropped in" to one of the
meetings. "Keep it up, fellows. Our little four-

footed animals serve us well, and deserve considera-

tion in return." And the boys worked hard and
faithfully to follov.' his advice. Homeless cats,

stray, mangy dogs, ill-fed horses, neglected cows,

street sparrows, pigeons, bluejays, were watched and
protected and relieved of their sufferings all that
winter through. Finally Benson's father arranged
his eveningii so that he could spend an hour with
the club at each meeting, which time he devoted to

"lecturing" on the habits and haunts of animals
and birds. Those lectures were the delight of all,

for this happy-hearted, boyish man would, in some
marvellous fashion, discover all the humorous habits

and comical dispositions and actions of every living

thing. The little wiry-haired Irish terrier was a
comedian, he declared. The bull-moose was a
tragedian, the black bear cub was a clown, the
lynx a villain, and the migrating birds a sweet,

invisible chorus. Then to each and all he would
attach some fascinaiing story, explaining why they
resembled these characters. Often the entire club
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would be roanng with laughter over animal antics
and bird capers, then the young faces would be very
serious the next minute over some pathetic, heart-
breaking tale of hunted deer-mothers trying to
protect their pretty fawns, or some father fox lying
dead because a swift bullet had caught him as he
raid'.'d the poultry yard in the endeavor to seize
food for the pretty litter of sharp-nosed little cubs,
curled up with their mother in a distant cave.

So the boys listened and learned and laughed
and, as spring crept up the calendar, their only
regret at the return of the ball season was that the
club meetings would be over until next autumn

It was late m April when little Jimmy Duffy's
father was called to Buffalo on business. The night
before leaving, he said :

" It's most annoying ! Here
nave to go all that way for just about one hour's

talk with a man; an entire day wasted for the sake
of one hour, or—hold on, let's see, Jimmy. You
have never seen Niagara Falls, have you?"

"No, dad, " answered Jimmy, his face eager with
hope.

"Then you be ready to come with mt to-
morrow. I'll get through my business by noon, and
you and I will just 'do' the Falls until dark, and get
home on the late train

. How does that strike you ?
"

But Jirrmy was speechless with delight. For
years he haa longed to see Niagara, but there was a
number of older brothers and sisters, and Jimmy's
turn never seemed to have come until to-day. But
the treat was here at last. A whole day along with
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his big dad, prowling about Niagara Falls, feasting

his eyes upon its wonders, listening to its ever-

lasting roar as it plunges over the heights! Jimmy
did not sleep very much that night, and, long

before train time, he was up, dressed in his best

suit, even got himself a fresh pocket-handkerchief,

fcrambled through breakfast, then sat fidgeting on
the front doorstep, while his father took a leisurely

meal, glanced calmly at his watch occasionally, then,

pushing back his chair, stepped briskly into the

hall, glanced at the weather, got his light coat and
hat, said good-bye to Mrs. Duffy, and called out:

"Now, then, Jimmy!" But Jimmy was already at

the gate, having kissed his mother good-bye almost

an hour before, and presently the; were swinging

up to the station at a good gait, Mr. Duffy silent,

thoughtful, engrossed in his coming business engage-

ment, Jimmy dancing, whistling, strung up with

excitement that bade fair to continue throughout the

day.

It took three hours to reach Buffalo. Then poor

Jimmy had to sit in a stuffy outer office while his

father and "the man" talked on the other side of

a glass door. Jimmy thought they would never

stop, but in exactly one hour the door opened, and
he heard "the man " say

:

" Now, Mr. Duffy, will you come to my club and
we will have luncheon together?"

"Not to-day, thanks, Mr. Brown. I have my
small boy with me, and we' off for the Falls.

Jimmy's never seen them yet."

"Well, well!" answered Mr. Brown. "That's

nice! Going to be a boy again yourself, eh, Duffy?
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Well, have a good time, and good luck to you
both!" And the glass door closed.

His business ended, Jimmy's father seemed
anothei person. He chatted and talked and laughed
with his son, ordered a splendid luncheon for tht.i
both, swung aboard the train, and by two o'clock
they were standing on the very edge of the precipice,

with the glorious Falls of Niagara thundering into
the basin at their feet. The column of filmy mist,
the gorgeous rainbows, the stupendous cataract,
leaping and snarling like a million wolves—it

whirled about Jimmy's brain like a wild dream of
No Man's Land, and he walked beside his father in

a daze of delight. They prowled through the
islands, crossed the cobwebby bridges from rock to
rock above the Falls, and finally sprawled on a bald
ledge of stone that jutted far out into the turbulent
river.

"We'll just rest here a few minutes, James,"
said his father, playfully. "Then we must go be'ow
the Falls and explore the ice-bridge. I see it is yet
in perfect condition. You are fortunate, my boy,
to be able to see it. There are some winters that
never bring an ice-bridge. Then sometimes it thaws
in March, so we are lucky to-day."

About them tossed and tumbled the angry
rapids, wrangling and brawling aiound their granite
shores, but, above their conflicting noises arose a
far, clear, musical sound, like a hundred throats and
lips that whistled in unison.

"What's that?" exclaimed Mr. Duffy, sitting
erect suddenly.
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"I don't know," said the boy, scanning the
tangled waters with his unpractised young eyes.

"There it is again, dad!" he cried. "It is

vyhistling. A great company, somewhere, whist-
ling!" Then, looking quickly skyward, he pointed
excitediyupstream, "Look, look! Birds! They are
birds! Great white ones, dad! What are they?
There's the whistle again!"

Mr. DuflFy shaded his eyes from the sun, and
watched; for there, in the smooth waters above
the rapids, were settling, one by one, a magnificent
host of snow-white swans, their wearied bodies
almost drooping into the river, their exhausted
pinions dropping, nerveless and trailing, into the
dark, deceptive stream, which lured them like a
snare to its breast.

"Jimmy, Jimmy!" shouted Mr. Duffy, "they're
swans, and they're dead played out! They're
migrating north for the summer! I bet they've
flown a thousand miles! See, boy, they're spent,

dead beat!"

Jimmy fairly held his breath. The magnificent
band of birds were slowly floating towards them.
Now they could distinguish each regal body,
feathered in dazzling white, each bill, scarlet as a

July poppy, each gracefully lifted throat. But the
majestic creatures floated swiftly and silently on,

on, on!

"Father!" The boy's voice trembled huskily.

"Oh, father, you don't think they are in any danger
of going over, do you?" His begging, pleading tones

revealed his own childish fears.

"Oh, surely not!" answered Mr. Duflly, but his
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tone acked confidence. Then, after a brief silence
he almost groaned: "Jimmy, they're done for!
1 hey don t see their danger, and they're too tired
to rise if they do. Oh, boy, if we could save them !

"

But Jimmy stood rigid, staring, his heart slowly
breaking b;ei.king. Anyone could see now that the
stately b.ittalion was doomed. With utter un-
consciousness they drifted on, exhausted with their
far journey from the lagoons and marshes of Chesa-
peake Bay, where the torrid suns had driven them
from their winter haunts, to wing their way to their
summer home in the far, white North.

"Oh. Jimmy, the pity of it!" murmured Mr
Uuffy But the boy stood wordless, as the ir-
resistible giant current caught the trusting birds
and swept them, with a hideous, overpowering force
to the very brink of the Horseshoe Fall. The boy'
thrilhng with the horror of it. shut his eyes, and flung
himself, face downward, on the rocks. A strange
inarticulate moan left the man's lips. The boy
lifted his head, lifted his eyes, but the river was
empty.

They ran breathlessly across the cobwebby
bridges, around Goat Island, then to the shore, then
to the elevator, and descended to the ice-bridge-
but, above the angry battle of Niagara, arose the
plaintive, dying cries of scores of snow-white birds,
the shouts of gathering sightseers. Against the
ruthless edges of ice lay, bleeding and broken, wliat
was left of that superb company homeward bound
Their poor twisted legs, their crushed heads, their
flattened bodies, their pitiful, dying strueeles
would melt a heart of stone. No more those grS-
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ful throats would whistle through the April airs,

beneath the early suns and the late morning stars.

The sweet, •
. ild chorus was stilled forever.

By the time J immy and his father arrived, crowds

of people had descended with stones and sticks

—

anything they could lay their hands on—and

were beating the remaining spark of life out of the

helpless birds, then seizing and quarrelling over the

lx)(Jies, without one word of pity or regret for the

dreadful catastrophe, so long as they could secure

the coveted specimens of this rare migratory bird.

Then Jimmy noticed that some few had actually

CTapcd injury, but, before he could reach them,

oldt r and stronger people had rushed upon the

terrified and weakened creatures, and were clubbing

them to death.

"Stop it! stop it!" he shouted. "Those birds

are not injured! Save them! Let them go!"

"Not if / know it!" yelled back a huge fellow

with the face of a greedy demon. "Why, these birds

are worth twenty dollars apiece!" he blurted, "and

I'm going to have every one of them.

"

Down, down, down, went one after another as

they tried to rise and spread their magnificent wings,

until only one remained. With the quickness of a

cat, Jimmy flung his thin little body between the

flopping victim and the upraised club.

"You strike that swan if you dare!" he cried,

fiercely, glaring up at the would-be murderer with

indignant eyes.

"Hello, bantam! You after twenty dollars,

too?" sneered the man.
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"No; I'm after this swan's life, and I'm Koing tohave.t! growled the fx.y. "The bird is mine! '•

s^rllv •A-''.'"-^'V^''' ^'' f^"''^-'-' approaching
-sadly. And it's the only one that has life. 1

.rsTain"
"** ""'^

''""'^''"'' ''"'' '''"'''" ''"*"-•• ''•^^

The boy took off his coat, wrapping it about the
...perl, l„rd, then carried it carefully tolhe elevator!
and, soon after reachmg the sunnnit of the shorehad >t fed and tended, then gently crated for ship-ment home The tired bird sub.nittcd without
protest o bemg measured. From tip to tail it
measured fi ty-one inches, with the magnificent
expansion of wng of eighty-one inches, the only
survivor of that glorious white company that was
vh.sthng .ts way to the Korth. And it was the
kindly, boyish hand of little Jimmy Duffy, youngestmember o. the "Animal Rescue Club,'' that had
saved It rom a crueller death than even old,
heartless Niagara could have given it, and it was hiJ

^nlt^ ^ ff
gfntly removed the bars of the crate

in the Duffys big backyard.

nS^^ZI: r" 'J''^""^"'
'^'"»'" ^^ ^^''d, as heremoved the last slat, "stay with us if you can, but

aZn'dVere.
"'"' ^°" ^^"'- ^''^^^ ^^^ P"--

v..^"'x^ T""*;
•"""'"« the swan was still in the

yard. The ducks talked to it, but its sad, wonder-mg eyes and listless wings spoke louder than words

Kills, and that tlU ™ly one whichT^aoodX w
"'"' °7'^ '""''^Sara

was rescued by a littl/boy° ^nd cir'd ?Sr e.vcIu^ir;by°V1m"'"""
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of its weariness and woe. Scores of bo>s tame to

see it that day, and the evening brought Benson's
father. After hearing the story all he could say
was: " It's a good thing for me that I was not there.

I'm a pretty big fellow, and can lick chaps that are

even bigger than I am, and if I'd caught that brute

killing those uninjured birds, I'd have thrown him
into the Whirlpv,M Rapids, sure as you're born;

I'd be in jail now, and probably get hanged in the

autumn. Yes, taking it altogether, I'm glad I

wasn't there!"

Of course, many of the townspeople were for

having Jimmy confine the bird, or at least send it to

a museum, or enclose it in a wire netting; but the

boy replied

:

" No, thanks. I have seen enough of them die,

and I don't want m\ swan to die of a broken heart.

"

But the swan stayed on day after day, seemingly

content and happy. Then there dawned a beautiful

day in May. The sun shone hot and level on the

little backyard. In the middle of the morning -^

clear, musical, distinct whistle brounht Jimr
running to the side door. The swan's head .

uplifted, its crimson ^eak pointing away from tiir:

sun. Presently it spread its regal wings and floated

up, up, up. One more clear, lingering whistle, and
it was away, while Jimmy watched it with eyes both

dumbly sad and unspeakably glad, until it was but

a radiant white speck sailing into the north, to

search for others of its kind.
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VOUNG "Wampum" sat listening to the two old/hunters as they talked and chuckled lastedand bragged and smoked their curious stone pipeshour a.ter hour He was a splendid toy, ThisVVampum of the Mohawks, as quick and lith; as a

Lk^H S ,
'''? strikingly handsome, for itacked he usual melancholy of the redman, having

t het ' '"'^'^• '^"""^ ''"P'-^^^'°" 'hat gavf
It the appearance of extreme bravery, and even a

t ol'der
' ""Tl^- l^''

""' '''' a'favorite withthe older men of his tribe was generally acknowl-

in!H ^ • '' ?^ ^"' ^^ ™"'^ so without food fofuntold hours, always a thing to be very proud ofaniong the Indian people. So the two old huntersold their stones and laughed over adventures whhthe same freedom as if the boy had not been preset

norv^'th..'"^ fu
^P'^-flower," beginning his

tory, that was the strangest bear hunt the Grand

J ever saw These white men think they can

^h^n ^ f"^ kill game, but a bear knows morethan a paleface, at least that one did "

l,../''^"^^''"l''-'"/''^
''"^^'" ''""te'-' nodded hishead understandingly, refilled his stone pipe, and

sa.d tauntingly, "I know some Indians that don'tknow as much as a bear.

"

v.-J^'X^^"^-^'
chuckled, passing the insinuation

with a knowing smile. "No bear knows more than

of the treasures i^^tS; «i,^^io^"4 f„J^r^ lll'l ^™^^^^
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this Indian, " he boasted. " At least no bear / ever

came across could outwit me."
"We'll hear what you have to tell," answered

Fish-Carrier, with great condescension.

Young Wampum sat erect thei.. He knew the

tale was going to be a good one.

Teasingly, old Fire-Flower took an unneces-

sarily long time to "light up," but his two auditors

were Indians, like himself, and had patience with

his whims. Then the great hunter settled himself,

and began his story by shaking his hdad, boastingly,

and chuckling:

"It was two white men, and, as usual, they

knew nothing, but they had good guns, and a fine

canoe, and they paddled many days to get to the

'Indian Bush' to hunt. I was up there, across from

the island in the river, when I first saw them, and

their faces were paler than any paleface I ever saw

before or since. It seems they had pulled up on

the shore, built a little campfire to make their tea

and to eat, when out of the bush arose a big black

bear, gruffing and grunting and eating berries.

'.Vhen they saw it they gave a worse war-whoop

than the Cherokees ever did. They reached for

their guns, then started to shake and tremble as

though the bush ague were upon them. 'He's

chewing!' yelled one. 'He's chewing at us, he'll

eat us alive.' But the other put on a face like a

great brave. 'We'll kill him,' he said with great

boasting. 'That's what we came for, to kill bears.'

But just then the bear came towards them, still

eating his berries. They were too scared to fire.

One just struck him over the head with his gun,
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then they both turned and made for the canoe.
1 he blow made the bear angry as the Thunder God
and before they could push off shore the bear got his
claws on the edge of the canoe, and away they all
went sailing into midstream, the palefaces paddling
for all their lives, and the black bear clinging on to
the canoe. In their fright they had left their guns
ashore, and while one paddled, the other beat the
bears head with the paddle blade. It was then
that I first saw them. I stood on the shore with a
ve-y sickness from laughter in all my bones. " Here
he ceased talking, for Fish-Carrier and Wampum
had broken into such bursts of merriment that Fire-
!• lower was compelled to join them.

"Oh, that I could have seen them, that I could
have seen it all!" moaned Fish-Carrier between
gasps. 'That must have been a thing to make men
laugh for many moons. " But Wampum said noth-
ing; It was not the etiquette of his race that he
should join in the talk of older men, unasked but
he, too, gulped down his uproarious laughter while
fire-Flower proceeded.

"The black bear was getting the best of them,
tor the beating on the head maddened him He
began to climb up the edge of the canoe, and his
great weight was beginning to overbalance it I
called to them, but as I do not speak the whitemans language, they did not understand. Fear
gripped at their hearts, and, as the bear climbed
into the canot, they leaped into the river and swam
for shore, while the canoe drifted slowly down
stream, the big black bear seated proudly within it
like some great brave who had scalped his enemies.

"
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Another outburst of mirth shook his listeners.

" I am an old man, " continued Fire-Flower, " but

I have never seen anything which made me laugh

so hard, so long, so loud. The palefaces swam back

to their camp and their guns, calling out to me
over and over to save their canoe for them. So I

put out in my own dugout and gave chase. I

caught their canoe, overturned it, and into the water

rolled the bear. Then as he came at me, catching

my canoe in his big claws, I just drowned him the

old Indian way."*
More laughter greeted this. Then young Wam-

pum made bold to speak. " My uncle, " he addressed

Fire-Flower, "I am but a boy, only beginning to

hunt, though the great braves have been kind in

giving me praise for what I have done already, but

I am full of ignorance when compared to you and the

great hunters; so, to help me in the days to come,

will you not tell me how you drowned the bear,

for I do not know all these things?"

"A fine boy, Wampum is. He knows whom
to ask advice and learning from, " said Fire-Flower

pompously, greatly pleased at the boy's flattery.

" It is an easy thing to do, to drown a bear, " he said.

"The frailest canoe is safe even in the clutches of

the fiercest. Just lay your paddle lightly across the

bear's neck, back of his ears. He will at once

catch at it each side with his claws, and he will pull,

pull his own head under water. The more he

struggles the deeper he sinks.

"

"Yes, that is the Indian fashion of killing a bear

•The above incident really occurred on the Grand River, about

the year 18S0, the writer's father having witnessed it.
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in midstream," echoed Fish-Carrier, "and it is a
great thing for a hunter to know.

"

"Thank you for telling me," said the boy,
rismg to take his leave. " I value all this wisdom I
can learn from my own people.

"

"And where do you go now. Wampum?" asked
Fire-Hower. "Will you not stay and learn more
wise things? You are brave, and we like you to hear
us talk.

"And your talk is good," replied the boy,
smiling You make me fee. like the laughing loon
bird, when you tell your tales and smile and laugh
yourselves. But I must leave yo„. I am to drive
the missionary to-day. He goes to the Delaware
line once more.

"

"Ha! The Delawares!" sneeredold Fire-Flower
Hike not those Delawares. They worship idols.

It IS not good to dance around idols."
" Not good, " again echoed Fish-Carrier.
"Still the Delawares are not really bad people,"

said Wampum. " I don't like their hideous idol, and
some day I hope to see it cut down," he added
earnestly.

"Then it will be a brave man who will do it
"

asserted Fire-Flower. "The Delawares are a fierce
tribe. Their eyes are too black. They cannot be
trusted. We Mohawks are brave, but I know of
none who would dare cut down that idol.

"

.

''i..''°P^*''^ Black Coat* won't try it himself,"
said J-ish-Camer. "He is a good man. I don't
want to see the Delawares kill him."

"He certainly will try it himself," said Wam-
*The Indians call missionariea "The Black Coats "
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pum. "His heart is set on turning the dark Dela-

ware to his Christianity."

Fire-Flower sneered. "How little these white

men know, even such great white men as the

Black-Coat!" he remarked loftily. "He thinks

because the Mohawks all turned to his Christianity,

that he can get the dark Delawares. He seems to

think there is small difference in Indians, that they

are all alike. He does not know that we Mohawks
despise the Delawares because they worship idols.

Before we were Christians we worshipped the

Great Spirit, the God of all good, but never idols.

What good can come of people who dance round

idols?" and the old hunter wrinkled his very nose

in contempt.

Young Wampum knew his place too well to

argue with the arrogant old hunter, so he smilingly

said good-bye, and leaving them to their pipes

and their memories, he set out for '.he Mission

house, from whence he was to drive the Reverend

James Nelson over to the " Delaware Line" to have

one of his frequent talks with V.i stubborn old

chief, "Single-Pine," who for ten years had held

out against Christianity, clinging with determined

loyalty to the religion of his forefathers, worshipping

the repulsive wooden idol that, even in their old

pagan state, the Mohawks so despised. Wampum
was a great friend of Mr. Nelson's. He was only

a boy of sixteen, but he helped in all the church

work, translated Mr. Nelson's speeches from

English into Mohawk and the various other Indian

dialects spoken on the Reserve, drove him about

through the rough forest roads, paddled him down
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the river, and was the closest companion the good
missionary had in all that wild, remote country.
Even Wampum's parents were Christian church
workers, but, kindly as their hearts were, they, too,
shook their heads sorrowfully over the hopelessness
of trying to Christianize the dark, idol-worshipping
Delawares.

"Ah, Wampum, boy," greeted the missionary
as the young Indian presented himself at the mission
house, "we have good work before us to-day. I
hear the Delawares are having a feast day. They
have been dancing about that deplorable idol for
two days and two nights. They tell me that old
Chief Single-Pine danced eight hours without
ceasing; that they have decorated the idol with
Sliver brooches, wampum beads, every precious
thing they possess. It is terrible, and my heart
aches, boy, when I think how hopeless it seems.
I fear they will be worshipping that wooden thing
long after you and I have ceased working for
Christ's kingdom."

" Mr. Nelson, " said the boy, half-shyly. "
I don't

agree with you. I heard, not long ago, that old
Chief Single-Pine said he only kept to the idol
because his people did—that he dared not cross
them, but that after these ten years of your talking
with him, he himself believed in the white man's
Christ."

"Oh, Wampum, if I could only believe that!
If I could, I would die happy. Who told you this
glorious thing?" cried the encouraged missionary.

"A Delaware boy," replied Wampum, "but
when he told me he spat, like a snake does venom,
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He said he and all the tribe hated Single- Pine,

for listening to you.

"

For a moment the missionary was silent, then
he arose, the dawn of a majestic hope in his face.

"They may hate him," he said, "but they will

follow him. He is most powerful. They dare not
rebel where he leads. If we have won Single-Pine

to Christianity, we have won the whole tribe.

Wampum. You have never failed me yet; will you
stand by me now? Will you help me in this great

work?"
" I will help you, sir, " replied the boy, his young

face glowing with zeal.

"But," hesitated the missionary, "remember,
it is dangerous. They are a fierce, savage tribe,

these Delawares. Suppose
—

" and the good man's
voice ceased. He thought of his wife and his two
baby girls. Then he shuddered.

Wampum seemed to catch that thought, and
instantly a strange inspiration lighted up his

wonderful dark face. He set his strong white teeth

together, but kept his determination to himself.

As they prepared to leave the Mission house.

Wampum hung back a little, and when Mr. Nelson
was not looking, he slipped into the woodshed, got

the axe, and adroitly hid it under the wagon-seat.

He told himself that in case of trouble he would
at least have some weapon with which to defend
the missionary's life, and fight for his own. Had
the man of peace known this, he would have
remonstrated, but Wampum, although a Christian,

had good fighting Indian blood in his veins, and had
no such horror of battle. He was like one of the
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old Cnisaders, ready to fight for his faith, even
It the fighting had to be done with an axe.

Long before they reached the Delaware Line,
they could hear the sounds of feasting and dancing
It was growing dark, and the great heathen cere-
monies were at their height. Many a time had
the good old missionary attended these dances,
always putting in a word for Christianity whenever
he saw a fitting opening, always hoping that the
day would come when the hideous idol would be
laid low, and these darkened souls brought to the
Light of the World. But to-night he felt strangely
fearful, almost cowardly, for the whole tribe had
gathered to pay tribute to their god, and it is a
dangerous thing to belittle the god or the faith of
any nation that is in earnest in its belief.

Old Chief Single-Pine welcomed the missionary
and Wampum graciously, but his people scowled
and looked menacingly at the sight of "The Black
Coat, then continued their dancing. The great
Delaware idol was there in all its hideousness, life
size, in the form of a woman, and carved from one
solid block of wood, then painted and stained the
Indian copper color. It stood on a slight elevationm the centre of the big log "church, " grotesque and
repulsive as an image could well be made. Wampum
hated the thing, and found it difficult not to hate
these people who worshipped it. His own ancestors
had been pagans, but never heathen. They had
worshipped a living God, not a wooden one, and the
boy turned in sadness, and some horror, from the
spectacle of these idolatrous Delawares. Then his
eyes lighted with pleasure, for there, near the door
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stood Fire-Flower and Fish-Carrier. True, they

were not now telling their boastful but harmless

tales of mighty hunting and prowess, but their

friendly faces still looked laughter-loving and

genial, and Wampum moved quickly towards them.
"T did not know you ever came here," he said.

"Not often," said Fire-Flower. "But you said

you were to bring the missionary, so we came."

Something in his voice gave Wampum a hint

that perhaps the loyal old hunters expected trouble,

and so had come in case they were needed.

"Thank you," was all the boy replied, but they

knew he understood.

Meanwhile, Mr. Nelson was talkint with Single-

Pine, who, exhausted with dancing, was allowing

himself a brief rest and smoke. "My friend,"

began the missionary, "do you really believe in

the power of that god of wood?"
The old chief glanced about cautiously, then,

lowering his voice, said

:

"I am tired, oh. Black Coat, of this thing!

I \ould come to the Christian's God if I could,

but my people will not let me.

"

Mr. Nelson grasped the dark fingers resting near

his own. "Chief Single-Pine," he said excitedly,

"will you yourself give me leave to do away with

this idol? Will you promise me that if I cut it down

you will make no outcry—that you will not defend

it; that you will not urge your people to rise against

me; that you will sit silently, wordlessly; that you

will take my part?"

For a moment the old Indian wavered, hesitated,

then said desperately, "I promise."
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The missionary arose, removed his hat, and
lifting his white face to heaven, prayed aloud,
"God help me, make me strong and fearless to do
this thing." But at his side was Wampum, his
clinging brown fingers clutching the black-coated
arm. He had overheard all the conversation, and
his young face took on greyish shadows and lines
of anxiety as he said, "No, no, Mr. Nelson, not
you/ They may kill you. Your wife, your girl
babies—remember them. Think of them. This is
my work, not yours. " Instantly he dashed outside,
returning with the axe he had hidden in the wagon.
Without a glance in any direction, he strode into
the centre of the log lodge, the dark worshippers
fell aside, surprised into silence, and the slender
Mohawk boy braced his shoulders, lifted his head,
and

—

"Don't, don't. Wampum, boy!" choked the
missionary, "It is wild, it is useless. Stop, oh,
stop!"

But he might as well have ordered a hurricane to
stop. With a splendid sweep of strong young arms,
the boy whirled the axe in a circle above his shoulders
and brought it down crashing with full force on the
idol. The figure split from top to base, the neck
was severed, and the painted wooden head rolled
mgloriously to the floor. Then, amid a stony
silence, more menacing than any words, the boy
stood with squared shoulders and uplifted chin,
his fierce beauty more imperial, more majestic, than
ever before.

For an instant the black eyes of a hundred
Delaware warriors glared at him with hate and
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bloodshed in their depths. Then, with a furious

yell, they turned to their chief for his commands,
but old Single-Pine sat with bowed head, his face

hidden in his hands, his lips silent. A sullen murmur
ran through the throng, but they knew their chief

had at last taken the great step into Christianity;

and while Wampum yet stood alone and unafraid,

his axe in his hand, and the head of the ruined idol

at his feet, the entire tribe fil^d past, and one by
one shook hands with the white-haired old mis-

sionary, for, as faithful followers of their chief,

they, too, must embrace the w'lite man's faith.

It was Fire-Flower who spoke first, touching
the boy's hand. Wampum started, as if from a
dream.

"Boy," said the old hunter, "I have seen no
man so brave."

Wampum shuddered. "My uncle," he said

proudly, " \ have lived among brave people, but
—

"

here he shuddered again, for he was only a boy,
after all. "Oh, how black their eyes were, and
how they hated me!"

"They never hated you aa much as we love

you," returned the old hunter. The word "love"
had never passed his lips before, and Wampum
knew then that not only had his courageous act

b ught the blessing of the white man's God, but it

had won for him the priceless friendship of this

stalwart old Indian, whose wisdom and whose
laughter would be shared with him through all his

coming life.

The good missionary said never a word as they

drove home through the dark, but as they parted
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for the night he laid his hand silently, gently, on
the proud, dark young head. No word was spoken,
but the boy knew that a blessing was not always
expressed in language, and that there are some kinds
of courage that do not need scalps at one's belt to
show that one has fought a good fight.
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I

" CO THE little King Georgeman comes to-

»^morro\v, eh, Tillicum?" asked the old Lillooet

liunter.

"Yes, comes for all summer," replied "Banty"
Clark, ";.nd I've got to be polite and show him
around, and, I suppose, stay in the ranch house all

the hot weather while his nibs togs up in his London
clothes, 'don't yer know,' and drinks five-o'clock

tea, and does nothing but stare at the toes of his

patent leather shoes. Pshaw! What a prospect!

Ever see patent leather shoes, Eena?" asked Banty,

with some disgust.

"I don't know, me. I think not," replied The
Eena.

"You're lucky," went on Banty. "But my
cousin's sure to wear them, and they're spoil-sport

things, I can tell you! No salmon fishing, no

mountaineering, no hunting while they're around.

But, Eena, why do you call my cousin a King

Georgeman?"
" It is the Chinook for what you call an English-

man," replied the Indian.

"Why, what a dandy idea!" exclaimed the boy.

"I think I shall like my cousin better because of

that Chinook term. I can even go the patent

leather shoes; I believe I'd almost wear them

myself to be called a King Georgeman."
" You'll like your Ow" (Ow is Chinook for young

cousin or brother), encouraged The Eena. "King
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Georgeman all good sport, all same fine fellows, learn
Indian ways quick."

, ulf n°''^r
y°"'''^ "8;ht," said Banty, a little

doubtfully, for, truth to tell, he had small liking of
the Idea of a brand-new English cousin on his
hands for the summer, a Londoner at that, who
knew nothing of even the English country, let
alone the wilderness of mountains, canyons, and the
endless forests of British Columbia. Poor Banty
had been so accustomed to chum about with the
old Lillooet hunter whom he had nicknamed "The
Lena (which is the Chinook for "Bc^er") that
the thought of a perfect outsider breaking into
their companionship for all the holidays was little
short of misery.

But the next day when Banty drove down to
Kamloops to meet the train, and his cousin stepped
from the sleeper on to the station platform, things
looked worse than threatened misery. The future
loomed before him like a tragedy ; he almost groaned
aloud, for swinging towards him with a loose-
jointed English gait was a tall, yellow-haired chap,
the size of a man, with a face sea-tanned between
a pmk and a brown, his long neck encircled with a
very high, very stiff collar, his light grey suit
pressed as if it had just arrived from the tailor's,
and poor Banty's quick eye flew from the smiling
pink face to the faultlessly-trousered legs-horrors'
rhe trousers were long. (Banty had at least
expected a boy of his own size and age.) But
worst of all, below the trousers gleamed immaculate
shoes of patent leather!

"I'm glad Eena didn't come," moaned Banty.
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" If he'd seen this, he would have steered clear of
the ranch for weeks." Then, bracing himself like a
man, he went forward with outstretched hand to

greet his unwelcome relative. The English lad

blushed like a girl as he met his Canadian cousin,

but his handclasp was decidedly masculine as his

soft London voice said: "Awfully good of you to

come and fetch me, don't you know. I suppose
you're my Cousin Bantmore?"

'"Banty,"' was all the stricken boy could reply.

"Oh, good! I like that, 'Banty.' That's a great
name!" exclaimed the tall Britisher. "You're
lucky ! What would you do if you were handicapped
with a tag like mine—Constantine—with all the

dub^ at school calling you 'Tiny' for short, while

you -^ood a good five feet nine in your socks? Isn't

it dreadful?"

Instantly Banty found his heart warming
towards this big pink cousin, who bore with such
sturdy good humor the affliction of suck a terrible

name. "It is bad," he assented, "but ii: might be

doctored. Haven't you got a middle name?"
" It's worse, " grinned the victim. " It's St. Ives.

I tried it on the second term, and the crowd called

me 'Ivy,' and one smartie sent me a piece of blue

ribbon to tie my yellow curls with—he wrote that

in an insulting note.

"

"What'd you do?" gasped Banty.
"Licked him in full view of the whole school,

and he was a senior; trimmed him till he couldn't

see," was the smiling reply.

"Good boy!" almost shouted Banty. "You're
the stuff for out West. I'm glad you came.

"
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K» '}^'^f'^\^°°'"
^"^^e^ed his cousin, "but I'll

"These duds?" questioned Banty. "Oh, you canget themany^v-here. They'd hardlysuit you. though "
And he measured the stranger with a criticaUye

"Cr.^" °^ u°^'
'™ g°«"g to have them," saidCon -as his genial father called him "Let'sgo right to the shops and get an outfit no^"

bo Banty tied up the horses, stowed the luggage

tX'tradte^^^" °^ '""^ '-'• -^ '^^ ^-^-S

.AA^-^^^'^^V^-
^^^^^"^ ^°'' ^^^ "-anch. Con had inaddition to his English bags, boxes, shawl-strapsand portmanteaus a most beautiful outfit of typicalWestern finery a handsome Mexican saddle, a cropa quirt, fringed gauntlet gloves, chaps. SteLn hat'

S riiti:Stf
'''" ^"^ '''- ^^- °^^^

he said half apologetically. Then whh a'q^^kburst of English simplicity, he said: "Oh. Bantv
I want to be one of you!"

oaniy.

"And you're going to be one of us," said thatsturdy young Westerner. "In fact. Con-weflyou just are one of us." he added.
'

The lanky pink-faced boy grew pinker.

hesad "hll't
'"^ *". ^'^^"' '^"»**' ^"d ^'' that."said, but I m only sixteen, don't you know '

"
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Banty grinned. The " Don't you know, " which

at first horrified him, was, oddly enough, growing

to be almost fascinating. Banty would have felt

himself an awful owl were he to say it, but it some-

how suited the tall, pink boy, and did not sound one

particle "dudish," or offensive, and during the ten-

mile drive across the Kamloops Hills Banty decided

that Con was a first-rate fellow, notwithstanding his

abominable clothes and "swagger" English accent.

At tlie ranch house door they were greeted by

Banty's parents and a couple of range riders, and

Eena, who, Indian-like, never revealed the fact by

word or look that he had observed the patent

leather shoes, and the wonderful high collar; who,

also Indian-like, in spite of these drawbacks, liked

the stranger without cause, a peculiar instinct oi

liking that came when the young King Georgeman

shook hands with him, a wholesome British "shake"

that engendered confidence.

"You will be tired, Constantine, " said Mrs.

Clark, with motherly care, "and not accustomed to

this extreme heat. Come at once and rest. I

have made a great jug of lemonade. Do come in

at once."

"If it's all the same to you, aunt, may I have

some tea? And do please call me 'Con,' " he replied.

No shadow of expression crossed The Eena's face,

but when Mrs. Clark had led Con indoors, the

Indian turned to Banty and remarked quietly,

"You're right some ways; he wants tea, and the

sun shines in his shoes, but he good King George-

man all same, I know, me.

"
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Guess you're right, Eena," said Banty.
1 here s something about him that's fine, just

fine and simple and-English. " The Indian nod-
ded and he made but one more comment. "He
brave, he muttered.

"How do you know that.?" asked Banty.
"The-what you name it? I think you call it

nostril of his nose long, thin, fine. That shows
brave people When nostril just round and thick
like bullet-hole it shows coward.

"

Banty laughed aloud, but all the same his
hngers flew to his own nostrils, and notwithstanding
his merriment he was gratified to find fairly long,
narrow breathing spaces at the edge of his own
nose.

"What queer old ideas your people have,
tena, he commented.

I ..''^"^..Ir'^
"^''*' ^''^" " <!"««•" smiled the

Indian You see, maybe this summer, Indian's
right about that nose.

"

But Mrs. Clark and Con were now returning,
^on having swallowed his tea, and, looking refreshed
by It he settled himself in a porch chair, stretched
out his long legs and thoughtfully regarded the
toes of his patent leathers. Banty grinned openly.
but The Eena gravely shook his head. and. with
the tip of his little finger, touched his own fine,
narrow nostril. Banty understood, but then he
and fhe Eena always understood each other, and
now the boy knew that the old hunter meant to
remind him of the best qualities of his English
cousin, and to overlook the little oddities that
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after all did not carry weight when it came to a
boy's character.

"King Georgeman, you come with me to-

morrow, me fish, or hunt?" asked the Indian, his

solemn eyes regarding Con kindly. Banty explained
the term "King Georgeman."

"Indeed I will, if you'll have me!" exclaimed
Con, excitedly. "I've bought some decent clothes,

and will look fitter in them than I do in these togs.

Don't I look bally in them?"
"I not sabe 'bally,' me," answered the Indian.

The pink King Georgeman looked puzzled.

"He means he doesn't understand what 'bally'

is," explained Banty.
Con laughed. "Tell him that I'm 'bally,' in

these clothes; he'll grasp then what a fearful thing

'bally' means."
It was that remark, "poking fun" at his own

appearance, that thoroughly won Banty's loyalty

to his cousin from over seas. A chap that could

openly laugh and jeer at his own peculiarities must
surely be a good sort, so forthwith Banty pitched in

heart and soul to arrange all kinds of excursions and

adventures, and The Eena planned and suggested,

until it seemed that all the weeks stretching out into

the holiday months were to be one long round of

sport and pleasure in honor of the lanky King

Georgeman, who was so anxious to fall easily into the

ways of the West.

Just as The E^na predicted. Con proved an able

fisherman and excellent "trailsman." He could

stay in the saddle for hours, could go without food or

sleep, had the endurance of a horse and the good-
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nature of a big rompinE kitten H» .

and unselfish, but with 1
"« «^as generous

temper that bazedfnr/hK "'^"l^'^eous English

wroSed ofthSiit'jfi'e^"^^^^ "^ ^^^ ^"^ -^'^

big cayuse after a n«I. lll-^f' '" ^^"''P »" ^

Sr^SSr^'-'-aidi^
will do. iSW ffa^Ve'ar^

''' ^^^^ '"^^ a lynx

ranch\UT„: mu^n^t "0^"^ '^Tf ^^^^ ^''^

"Yes that'7thl v 'r
.°'?^^''^ed the Indian.

line in Aunu.l Jlr^ "?'"? "P '" "I" '™l«r-

(our days- e»nSf«™ "^ •l'™«'l>'es on . three or

campwards Sethev fttliJl^'''^*''
^"'''^ J'™

srd'„":£c!~''='-^^^^^^
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II

FT HAPPENED so strangely, so quickly, that Con

igave himself no time to think. They had been

trailing a caribou, just for sport, for the hunting

season was closed, and Con struck into the wrong

trail on the return journey. Thinking to overtake

the others, he worked his cayuse hard, galloping

on and on until the hills and canyons began to look

unfamiliar. Feeling that he was lost, he fired his

gun, once, twice. Far down in the valley came a

response, so he loped down the winding trail until

he suddenly came upon a little shack surrounded by

fields of alfalfa, and a few cattle grazing along a

creek.

As he neared the ranch a shot was fired from the

shack window, he jerked hL animal up shortly,

and was about to wheel and gallop back, when a

pitiful groan reached his ears, and a man's voice

begged: "Water, water, for the love of heaven

bring me water!" Then, unfamiliar as Con was to

Western life, instinct told him that the revolver

shot was meant to call him to some one's aid.

"Coming," he shouted, slipping from his saddle,

"buck up, I'll fetch water," but before he could

enter the door, a terrible, repulsive face was lifted

to the window, and the man almost shrieked:

" Don't come in, dnn't, I say; just hand me some

vater from the creek. I'm too weak to walk."

"Of course I'm coming in," blurted Con, in-

dignantly. "Why, man, you're dead sick!"

" Don't!" choked the man; "oh, boy, don't come

near me, I've got smallpox."
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"Who-! ^'i^f
^«d Con stood, stiff with horror,

he demanded"'
"""' ''^"''''^ y°"' ""-"« Vou?"

n>oinSth"eVa„":
''"'^' ^'°"^= °'*' -*-' -'-."

Con flung open the door. There wa^ nn h»=;fo
tion, no fear, no thought of self iust a^rP^^ J
Pky in his fair young'face. a^lj a^.LS ^Xness m h.s strong young arms as he lifted the loatlsome sufferer from the floor where he had fal en in

las7aTmosTh "'f "%"""^ ^° '"^^ window Sh^t
OnTf ^°^^^^_, «ff°« to call assistance.

who still shrie'Sl-r'"'"'''"'^^ ^' '*''' the man,

£cr ts-.. Serw^;&ra-o^---v
dtSe^ddrtXTrlef-te-^^.^ ^ ""^"^^^

-"
wants now."h::j.^rhts;;frrnS^,rr;t?:

Juiorsfy^j^r^^—-^^^

you'.'^Bu'T'hoI'''
^'''" ^'^ ^"^ ''''"^" bless

trman,"weakly "° '"^^' «° ^"^^ "' —"-d
d.>?'^r Tr ^u''

'''^''' y°" ''^^^ ^'one. perhaps to

atd xt P " ''"7 *" '"^^^ -"y P^'^"*^ and Banty

S- "i°^^^
*^'^ shack.*th?st?t iS'i„nS;

' rh.?°^' ^'^ y°" *^°"'^ *° be here alone?"

ou.:^i:^S^p£^f;iK^
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hopelessly. It was then that Con burst forth in

that quick flashing English temper that was always
aroused at the sight of injustice, of unmanliness, or
of underhand dealings. He was so furious that he
took his temper out in cleaning up the shack,
and cooking some soft foods for the patient, and
every time the wretched man begged him to go
away he got so indignant and abusive that the sick

one finally laughed outright, thereby lifting them
both out of the depths of grey despair.

"That's the way, 'Snooks,'" commented Con.
(He had nicknamed his shack-mate "Snooks.")
"Just you laugh, it will do you no end of good,

don't you know."
But in spite of his heroic attempts at cheering

up the sick man, Con was undergoing a frightful

experience. In the first place, there were practi-

cally no medicines and no disinfectants in the shack.

The boy found a cake of tar soap, a bottle of salts,

and a package of sulphur. The latter he burnt
daily, sprinkling it on a shovel of coals. The tar

soap was a blessing both to himself and the patient,

and the salts they both swallowed manfully and
daily. There was rice, oatmeal, tapioca, jam,
tinned stuflFs and prunes, and Con knew as little

of cookery as he knew of nursing, but he made
shift with the little store in hand. Snooks kept
alive and the boy remained well. But the nights

were long periods of horror. Snooks would become
delirious with fever, and the torture of the foul

disease would become unbearable.

Once they had an out-and-out fight. Snooks,

fever crazed, struggled to get out of bed, crying that
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hL n .
• • '^°"<l"«'"n8r and saving this life which

rSLitr^,- rt^ve .ou^h. .a.

sSha=s=-ir^sS
Then arttr f°''^

'i^^'
°'- ^"'^ ^e aS''

shSnt J 7' °' '?^-'"'^ gratitude th7t"voud

Con tl^ Zf' '"^
'T^"^

°f ^'-"^the fear that

occaSns.' -.^Ke^^^^i'
;^-

-"'J
-V on these

ill. and it •villlt'g^ri thtk
"^' '"^ ^'^'^ ''^

"If I nf.ir^ 'V°r T: «'^'" Snooks had said once

..'.1 i.^».:r»'HLt itr^'pS- :f

isn'i'ih*?"" L''
>P '*•'" Con smiled. "Th?s

you re malcing another man of me.

"

'
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One day, after two weeks had dragged wearily

past wherein no human being had passed up the

unfrequented trail, Con heard gun shots, distant

at first, then nearing the shack. Like a wild being

he sprang to the dooi', hoping some range rider,

chancing by, would at least bring food ar.d a
doctor, when, to his horror, he saw Banty riding

by, almost exhausted, peering to right and left of

the trail, searching—searching, he well knew, for

his lost cousin. Con made a rapid bolt for a hiding-

place, but Banty, whose quick eyes had caught
«ight of the fleeting figure, gave a yell of delight as

he leaped from his saddle.

"Don't you come near this place! Get out,

get out, I tell you!" screamed Con, while Banty
stood as if petrified, staring wide-eyed at his seem-

ingly insane cousin.

"You come near here and I'll trim you within

an inch of your life," Con roared anew, shaking his

fist menacingly. "I'll trim you the way I did the

fellow who sent me the blue ribbon for my hair.

We' /e got smallpox here. I'm looking after a chap
who is down with it. Get us a doctor and beef tea

and more tar soap and food, but don't you come an

inch nearer, Banty, don't. Think of aunt and the

people at the ranch. You can't do any good, rnd

I'll go clean crazy if you expose yourself to this.

Oh, Banty, get out of this, get out of this, or, I tell

you, honest, I'll lick you if you don't."

Banty was no coward, but Con looked terrify-

ingly fierce and in dead earnest, and the boy's

common sense told him that he could far better

serve these stricken shackmen in doing as he was
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I:il''"I.'
^

*'**r
'"°'* explanations and instruc-

tions, he mounted and rode away like one possessed,Con s last words ringing in his ears: "Don't forget
barrels of tar soap, and /. „, of tea. I haven't had adrink of tea for ten day- '

Late that night i v;,un<r d-K-i .r rode up fromKamloops and in his u-alc- a prof, .sional nurse
with supplies of l.>.H, m..;iri.es. an,l exquisitely
fresh, clean sheet. VVhiL, ; 1, ,. physw.ian bent over
the sick man, (on st-i.-,; a packaRo of groceries

beloved English tea as <• ,l,nly as if he had been
nursing a friend with a h. adaihc.

Presently the doctor beckoned him outside,
t-on put down his cup regretfully and followed.

Young man," said the doctor, eyeing hiiM
curiously, "Do you know who this man is you' ,

been nursing, exposing yourself to death for>"
Haven't an idea; I call hii . 'Snooks,'" c,ii i

Lon.

"Much better call him 'Crooks,'" said the
doctor, angrily "You've been risking your life and
that pretty pink English skin of yours for one of the
most worthless men in British Columbia; he's been
a cattle rustler, a 'salter' of gold mines, and every-
thing that is discreditable; it makes me indignant.He tells me he at least had the decency to warn you
when you came here. What -ver made you come
on—in?

Con stared at the doctor, a c M. "stony British
"

stare Why, doctor," he stid, "because Snooks
has been a-a-failure, I don't see that's any
reason why I should be a cad."
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The doctor looked at him hard. " I wish I had
a son like you, " he remarked.

"My father is an army surgeon; he's been
through the cholera scourge in India twice. I

never could have looked him in the face again if I

hadn't seen Snooks through," said Con, simply.
"Well, you can look him in the face now all

right, boy!" the doctor replied, gravely. "Say good-
bye to your sick friend, for we've brought a tent and
you are to be soaked in disinfectants and put into
quarantine. No more of this pest-shack for you,
my boy.

"

So Con went back to shake hands with "Snooks,"
who said very quietly: "I can't even say 'Thank
you,' as I want to; I guess the best way to thank a
pard is to live it, not speak it. I ain't said a
prayer for years til' the day you came here, and
I've prayed night and day, real prayers, that you
wouldn't get this disease. Maybe that'll show you,
pard, that I've started to be a new man.

"

"Yes, that shows," answered Con confidentially,
and with another handclasp, he left for his little

tent, with a great faith in his heart that the sick
man's prayers would be answered.

At last one joyous day the doctor sent for Banty,
who rode over with a led horse, and Con, leaping
into the saddle, waved good-bye to Snooks, who,
now convalescent, stood in the door of the distant
shack. As the boy galloped off up the trail, Snooks
turned to the nurse and said

:

"I'm going to live so that youngster will never
regret what he's done. That's about the only
reward I can give him."
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The nurse looked up Kravelv " If r i,mated that bov nVhf •• r^^'Y: " ' nave esti-

deliSu this'tfeaJanf;% ^"^ .'^"'=''-

'

^^^

:^s^.^^LrroTf"^^^^^^^^^^
Georgeman. Eena?"

'''"P * '^'""'^'^ King

thfniwhat you name itV'n T'.
"".'' *''"' "^^°"'

is brave man fh^rt
7'"'' ^'•°^^ ""^n that

He««7'bany'" ** ^^ "° ^^^'^ Me sabe now.
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" \T^' ^^^^- ^°* ^'"" '"^•" ^^^^ Hooper was

iVsaying. "I won't join the crowd if Billy is

going. Do you fellows suppose I'm going to have

my holiday all spoiled, and not get any game,

all because you want Billy? He's no good on a

hunting trip. I tell you he's gun-shy.

"

"That's so," said another boy. "I've seen him

stop his ears with his fingers when Bert shot his

gun off—more than once, too.

"

"Ought to be named 'Gussie,'" said Bert. "A
great big fellow like Billy, scared of a gun! He must

be sixteen, and large for his age at that. He's

worse than that dog I had last year—don't you

remember, boys? He'd follow us for miles through

the bush, raise game, point a partridge all right,

and the second we shot a gun off—no more dog.

All you'd see was a white-and-tan streak with ita

tail curled under it, making for home."

"Well," said Tommy McLean, a boy who

never spoke until all the rest had thrashed a subject

out, "I'd rather see a fellow gun-shy than see him

a bally idiot with fire-arms. I knt.w when F got m\

gun, I got a lesson with it. Father gave it to mt

himself, when I was fourteen, last y -r. I nrver

saw him look so serious as when he put it in my

hands and said, 'Tom,' (he always rails me Tom,

not Tommy, when he's in earn««t)—'Tom,' he said,

'a gun is a good thing in the right hands, a had

thing in the wrong. A boy that is careless with a

gun is worse than a born idiot ; a boy that in play

252



Gun-Shy Billy

points a gun, loaded or unloaded, at any person,
place, or thing, should be, and often does, land in
prison. A gun is made for three things only: the
first, to shoot animals and birds for food alone, not
for sport; the second, to defend one's life from the
attack of wild beasts; the third, to shoot the tar out
of the enemy when you are fighting as a soldier for
your sovereign and your flag.'

"

"Bully for Tommy's father!" yelled Bert. "I
hate being lectured, but that sounds like good
common sporting sense, and we'll all try to stick by
it on this hunting trip.

"

They were a nice lot of boys, all jolly, sturdy,
manly chaps, who, however, seldom included Billy
Jackson m their outings, for every holiday seemed
to find him too busy to join them. For notwith-
standing his unfortunate fear of a gunshot Billy
had always been a great lover of a uniform. As a
youngster he would follow the soldiers every parade
^ay. not for the jfJory of marrtiing in step to the
rnusK of the band, l/ut for the chance it gave him
to thr<>w back his shoulders, puff out his small chest,
and bl</w <m his tin pipe-whistle in adoring imitation
ot the buKJ«-. He thought there was nothing in
HH" world so imp<^tant as the bugler. Billy
thought it did not matter that the shining little
trumpet" merely voiced an officer's commands.

I he fact always remained that at the clear, steady
notes thf soldiers wheeled to do his bidding; that
the bugler was a power for courage or cowardice
whichever way a boy was built.

Then, as he grew older, he, too, began to practise
on a bugle. He would sit out on the little side
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verandah, early and late, tooting every regimental

call he could remember, until the time came when
his perseverance met with reward. He actually

found himself installed as bugler to the little

regiment of smartly-uniformed men that was the

pride of the gay Ontario city that Billy called home.

Then it was that the other boys never got Billy

on a holiday. When Victoria Day came the

soldiers always went "into camp" for three days,

strict military discipline reigned, and Billy must

be with his company. When Dominion Day
arrived the regiment always visited some distant

city to assist in some important patriotic celebra-

tion. Thanksgiving Day always found them in

the thick of annual drill, and there was sure to be

a "sham battle" at which poor Billy had to toot the

commands, his eyes blinking and the nerves chasing

themselves up and down his back, while the blank

cartridges peppered away harmlessly, and the field-

pieces roared innocently past his ears.

"The boys" usually came with throngs of

citizens to see the "sham fights." They would

range themselves on a slope of hills, as near as pos-

sible to the "battlefield," and often above the bel-

lowing .guns, above the colonel's command, above

his own shrill bugle calls, Billy could hear Bert

Hooper and Tommy McLean egging him on, some-

times with jeers, sometimes with admiration, telling

him to "Look up plucky now, Billy, and don't stop

your ears with your fingers!" He used to be aston-

ished at himself that he cared so little whether they

teased or cheered. He seemed to care for nothing

in all the world but the Colonel's voice and his bugle.
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regiments n the far off »„» •

ga'lant British

came the cry, wrungTrLS '
h'^^k**^-

'^''^"

colonies ..cLe ov?r iThSS:- ^ '^"* *° ''^^

*-a"iada, Australia, NeuZpala^H , .

ta like „l,edie„e 'hid™ -J^.^^ !'"'"'

«irl.t and die (o, eh.ir™?to~£XSr" "

^«nr.hr„. ' sr 's?? *'^"-

Canada. Wh.,5o^ ;"„,T„ St"-!^'
'^''" '"

shyness had him bits CTiD ThfnV!-
"'^ "''I ?""-

with the pride arousefby hTs father's'"'
T^''^*^

raised his head, his chin hfc
**^''*"^-'\^'"-ds; he

his look caught a nir^nt^'., ^^^l *"^ suddenly

frame on the wa" ^'ft ^v.
""^^"^ '" '^^ ^^P ««1^

n£ra^„r~r?^~
picture of Queen Victoria

^^ '* *^*" *
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Then Billy's voice came.
" I can't remember ever having heard my mothc

speak, but"—pointing to the picture

—

"she h;

been calling me ever since the war began. I kno
I'm only a big kid, and I can't fight with the mei

but I can bugle, and. Dad, you and I'll go together.

Once more they looked at each other as man t

man. Then Billy's father shook hands with hii

—a hard, true, clinging shake—and, without a won
left the room.

Oh, what a day it was for the little city whe
the picked men of the regiment marched out in the

khaki uniforms, halting at the railway station fc

all the last good-byes before the train pulled ther

out eastward, to board the transpwrt ships tha

swung so impatiently in Halifax harbor ! The whol

town was at the station, every boy in the plac

shouting and cheering and wishing he were grow

up, were clad in khaki, were shouldering an Enfiel

rifle, and were going to fight for th-^ queen. Whei

it was all over Bert and Tommy stood watchin

with straining eyes the fast disappearing train

handkerchiefs and caps and hands were waving fron

every window, faint snatches of cheers, and tb

tune of " The Girl I Left Behind Me, " came floatini

backward. But the boys only saw a small blotd

of khaki color on the rear platform of the train

and a brilliant pwint of light where the goidei

Canada sun flung back its reflections from a well

polished bugle. They watched that light growini

less and less in the distance, until it finally fadec

like a setting star.
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at the uproarious reception he got; but he stood

erect in his faded and patched old khaki uniform, his

battered bugle still flashed hack the sunlight, and his

handgrip was as firm as his father's as the boys

crowded up, yelling, "What's the matter with Gun-

Shy Billy? He's all rightl"

But even as they cheered and welcomed him,

Billy's eyes grew strangely odd-looking. The shy-

ness and the smile seemed to sink out of them.

His glance liad caught sight of a slender, black-

draped figure standing far back from the welcoming

CTowd—the figure of a young woman whose fingers

clasped the chubby hand of a boy about three years

old. For an instant Billy stood voiceless, his eyes

staring, his mouth twitching nervously, his hands

rigid and icy.

"Come on! Come on, fellows! shouted the

boys, as the crowd surged closer about him, and

friendly hands seized him by arm and shoulder.

But he moved not a step.

"Why, Billy, what's up?" exclaimed a dozen

excited voices. "Come on! The carriages are

waiting to start the parade! The band's getting in

line. Hurry up! Hurry up!"

Then Billy spoke. His voice came, shaky, as in

the old, gun-shy days; but quietly as he spoke, the

words seemed to reach across the whole station

platform. , , ,, •

"Boys! Oh, boys! There s poor Jack Morn-

son's wife and the little lad he seirt his love to!"

The crowd hushed its gay clamor and every

head turned towards the woman in black and the

chubby child. They stood quite alone, silent,
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white-faced, weary. Jack Morrison was the only

Z17 , f^-
"°* 'et"™«i with the brave little

mon'thfbeTcl^:^"
"''° '''^ ^' ''^^ - -«-«>

" I saw him fall, " said Billy hoarsely; " fall, shot

Tft-I^T ^K T- f°: * "'°'"^"*' '^y^' • think
I failed to bugle. I dropped on my knees and
raised his poor face out of the dust. 'Billy,' he said,
Billy, when you get home, give my lox-e to my
wife and little Buddie.' Then he just Lmed to .Z
into a heap, and I sprang up to 'commands.' Boys,

tr^ M '^•' °^. ^''f.fiKht I could see nothing
but Mrs. Morrison's white face, hear nothing but
her sobs. Oh, the misery of it all! I seemed togrow into an old man all at once. I could see

aTbi; jTa^^z^'^' ^" ^^ - ''^ ^^•^-i"^-

No one spoke. A vast silence fell, and the
cheering ceased Then Billy walked quietly through
the crowd and standing beside the white-faced
widow, picked up the child in his strong young arms

!nH'^f-«"°^"'"'.*°
^''^^' *"d '«>ke.! awkward

Mlje"ther''''
'°""'°"" '^''^" '^^ P""^'^

for "l^^Z^T^^^^^ ^°'' y°"' ^'^- Morrison, and
for this little chap here. I'll come and see you to-morrow, If I may, when all this fuss and flag-waving IS over. *"

thJ^^ "^"T^"
^'^^'^'^ ^'^"•''y ^t ^'"^' with eyesha seemed watching for something-something

hat never came Billy dared not trust himself tosay another word. He finally set the child downand turned away.
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In a few minutes the "procession" was in full

swing, Billy and his father, in one of the carriages,

being driven beneath arches and banners, and

handclasped on all sides. Somehow, he got through

that uproarious day smiling, but shy as usual, but

when night came he was tired and utterly undone,

and " turned in " early. But sleep would not come.

Then he arose and crept to his little bedroom

window, standing there a long, long time alone in

the dark—thinking. How glorious it all had been!

—the glad, loyal faces of his boy friends, the

magnificent welcome home—if only they could have

brought Jack Morrison back with them! Oh!

Billy would have given up all the glory, the music,

the cheers, the banners, to get away from the

haunting memory of a woman's white, suffering

face and black-robed figure, and the feel of the

clinging hands of a tiny fatherless boy! His eyes

did not see the homely street at his feet—the dying

rockets and fireworks glaring against the sky. He

saw only a simple grave in the open veldt in far-

away Africa—a grave that he, himself, had heaped

with stones formed in the one word "Canada."

At the recollection of it, poor Billy buried his aching

head in his hands. The glory had paled and

vanished. There was nothing left of this terrible

war but the misery, the mourning, the heartbreaic

of it all!
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IV^i^l J^^*^^
*''''^'' <=''a!n for, Queetah?"

.»'»' asked the boy. lifting the tomahawk' and nin-nmg the cunous links between his thumb andfingers. I never saw one before "

The Mohawk smiled. "That is because fewomahawks content themselves with times of peacJWhile war l.ves, you will never see a silver chaTnworn by an Iroquois, nor will you see it on anything
he possesses, he answered.

^

theZy.^"
'' '' '^"^ ^^"^^^ °^ P*^^""- " questioned

"The badge of peace-yes," replied Queetah
It was a unique weapon which the boy fingeredo curiously. The tomahawk itself was shaped

STh . r u • ^f • r^^
^'°"«'^* °f heaten copper.

wSpH V""**- ^^^J"^
^'"^"•'"8 «teel cleverly

PnH ?r' """'"^ ^ ''^^^'y '''^''e- ^t the butt

a^^ .nV\'
""",' ^'If'rt^'y shaped pipe bowl.

erpents and odd conventional figures, totems ofhe once rnighty owner, whose war cry had echoid
through the lake lands and forests more than acentury ago. The handle was but eighteen inches
long, a smooth polished stem of curled maple, thebeauty of the natural wood heightened by a'^dark
strip of color that wound with measured, 'even
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was made—how the old Indians wound the wood

with strips of wet buckskin, then burnt the exposed

wood sufficiently to color it. The beautiful whit(

coils were the portions protected by the hide fron:

the flame and smoke.

Inlaid in this handle were strange designs of dull

beaten silver, cubes and circles and innumerablt

hearts, the national symbol of the Mohawks. Ai

the extreme end was a small, flat metal mouthpiece

for this strange weapon was a combination of sur

and shadow; it held within itself the unique capa

bilities of being a tomahawk, the most savagi

instrument in Indian warfare, and also a peace pipe

that most beautiful of all Indian treasures.

"It is so strange," said the boy, fingering thi

weapon lovingly. "Your people are the mos

terrible on the warpath of all the nations in thi

world, yet they seem to think more of that won
'peace,' and to honor it more, than all of us pu

together. Why, you even make silver chains fo

emblems of peace, like this," and he tangled hi

slim fingers in the links that looped from the lowe

angle of the steel edge to the handle.

"Yes," replied Queetah, "we value peace; it i

a holy word to the red man, perhaps because it is s

little with us, because we know its face so slightly

The face of peace has no fiery stripes of color, ni

streaks of the deadly black and red, the war paint

of the fighting Mohawks. It is a face of silver, lik

this chain, and when it smiles upon us, we wash th

black and red from off our cheeks, and smoke thi

pipe as a sign of brotherhood with all men."

"Brotherhood with all men," mused the bov
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aloud. "We palefaces have no such times, QueetahSome of us are always at war. If we are „;t fiXne
f wl;h weTad'^'^'"^ r'^^'^""

'"^^ great saSfsers'

nd an wavs ^'-^^ ''°"'" 7"^^' Q^^^tah-yourinaian ways. I wish we could link a silver chiin

tlT butnT"=
^'^ ^''•"'^ ^^'^ -^ '^roneJ oteach, but I believe you could teach us much V\'ill

'omarawr I

"' T' ^^" '"^ *^^ ^^oryoiVLtomahawk. I may learn something from it—something of Indian war, peace and brotherhoc^i. •'

"if Z, ''TJ " ^?"''' *° '^^^''
" «^id the Mohawk

If you would see how peace grows out of deed, ofblood, as the blue iris grows from the bkckness othe swamp; but it is the flower that the sun lovesnot the roots, buried in the darkness, from whichhe blossom springs. So we of the ed "ace say

Z^£i:Zt^> "^^ --^ ^'-- "- ^'^ "ack^

his kSeet^thS T't ^"^ ^""^''^ ^'' f'=^"ds about

Ipnafr 1

^^^ ''^y ^fetched himself at fullength and stared up at the far sky beyond henterlacing branches overhead. He loved to liethus, nstening to the quaint tales of olden daysthat Queetah had stored up In his wonderfnl

;o?s:^::?h"ad
°' "'^"°7- ^-^^^^^^ ^^'-^^^

earlv r?n.H^
associated with it some wild tale ofearly Canadian history, some strange half-forgotten

t"orrof":h'T
" ''"^^"''' ^'^ ""' "^^-'^d nowTthestory o the la.st time that the ancient Indian law

01 a life for a life" was carried out in the beautifnl

mZZI h °"r'°-
"^"^ '""^ '-'• even':£ :; heMohawk described the historical event, giving tothe tale the Indian term for the word "peace "
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which means "the silver chain that does not

tarnish."

"This was the tomahawk of my grandsire,

who had won his eagle plume by right of great

bravery. For had he not at your age—just fifteen

years—stood the great national test of starving for

three days and three nights without a whimper?

Did not this make him a warrior, with the right to

sit among the old men of his tribe, and to flaunt his

eagle plume in the face of his enemy? Ok-wa-ho

was his name; it means 'The Wolf,' and young as

he was, like the wolf he could snarl and show his

fangs. His older brother was the chief, tall and

terrible, with the scowl of thunder on his brow and

the gleaming fork of lightning in his eyes. This

chief thought never of council fires or pipes or

hunting or fishing, he troubled not about joining

the other young men in their sports of lacrosse or

snow-snake, or bowl-and-beans ; to him there was

nothing in life but the warpath, no song but the war

cry, no color but the war paint. Daily he sharpened

his scalping knife, daily he polished his tomahawk,

daily feathered and poisoned his arrows, daily he

sought enemies, taunted them, insulted them, braved

them and conquered them; while his young brother,

Ok-wa-ho, rested in their lodge listening to the

wisdom of the old men, learning their laws and

longing for peace. Once Ok-wa-ho had said, 'My

brother, stay with us, wash from thy cheeks the

black and scarlet; thy tomahawk has two ends:

one is an edge, dyed often in blood, but show us

that thou hast not forgotten how to use the other

end— fill thy pipe.'
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" 'Little brother,' replied the chief, 'thou art yet
but a stripling boy; smoke, then, the peace pipe,
but It is not for me.'

'"Ok-wa-ho felt this to be an insult. It was a
taunt on his bravery. He squared his boyish
shoulders, and, lifting his narrow chin, flung back
the answer, 'I, too, can use both ends, the edge as
well as the pipe.' The great chief laughed. 'That is
right. Little Brother, and some day the tribe will
ask you to show them how well you can use the
edge.

1 shall not always be victor; some day I shall
tall, and my enemy will place his foot on my throat
and voice the war cry of victory, just as I have done
these many days. Hast thou sat among the wise
men of our people long enough to learn what thou
must do then—when the enemy laughs over my
body?' ^

I i'-'

'^?^'' ""^P'^^d the boy, 'I am thy nearest of kin
Indian law demands that I alone must avenge thy
death. Thy murderer must die, and die by no hand
but mine. It is the law.'

'"It is the law,' echoed the chief. 'I can trust
you to carry it out, eh. Little Brother?'

" 'You can trust me, no matter how great a giant
thy enemy may be,' answered the boy.

" 'Thy words are a / name," smiled the chief.
1 hou art mdeed worth, J thy eagle plume. Thou

art a true Ok-wa-ho.' Then placing his scalpingkm e in its sheath at his belt he lifted his palm to
his lips, a long, strange, quivering yell rent the forest
trails—a yell of defiance, of mastery, of challenge-
his feet were upon the warpath once more.

"That night, while the campfires yet glowed
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and flickered, painting the forest with black shadows
against which curled the smoke from many pip(

bowls, a long, strange, haunting note came faintlj

down on the wings of the water—the tlark rive:

whispering past bore on its deep currents the awfu
sound of the Death Cry.

" 'Some mighty one has fallen,' said the old men
'The victor is voicing his triumph from far up
stream.' Then as the hours slipped by, a runnei

came up the forest trail, chanting the solemn sons

of the departed. As he neared the campfires h(

ceased his song, and in its place ga\e once agaii

the curdling horror of the Death Cry.

"'Who is the victor.? Who the fallen brave?
cried the old men.

" 'Thy chief this hour hunts bufTalo in the happ;
hunting grounds, while hiss enemy, Black Star, o

the Bear Clan, sings the war song of the Grea
Unconquered,' replied the runner.

"'Ah, ha!' replied the old men. 'Ok-wa-ho hen
is next of kin, but this stripling boy is too young
too small, to face and fight Black Star. But \\n

law is that no other hand but his may avenge hi'

brother's death. So our great dead chief mus
sleep—sleep while his murderei sings and taunts u

w; b his freedom.'

"'Not so!' cried the young Ok-wa-ho. 'I shal

face Black Star. I shall obey the law of my people

Mj id is small but strong, my aim is sure, m;
heart is brave, and my vengeance will be swift.'

"Before the older men could stay him he wa:

away, but first he snatched the silver chain from of

's tomahawk, emptied the bowl of tobacco
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fiTlr'tte' """T^«"^ P-^^^-^'- -d turned his"dcK jpon the counci hre. All niVhf l„„™ u
scoured the forest for his brothr' slayer aH ni.St

7o "the"'^
'"" '"•^ '''^^''^'^ "P^ the ^iTeadi,"^'

fr^m tK ""'^'^r'
^"^ '^''^" ^'av l.rokc he drank

a, h.
' f™ ""/ 1?™"^^"- of thy victim,' said Ok-wa-ho

.t on he^I ^u
*r^hawk from his belt, pTacing

L^a} °''' ^^^^ '°of of the lodge, in case hfneeded a second weapon ^ "^

mockS;/'""^"' '''' ^'^"''^'^ ^'^^^"^ Star,

«•aI^Z''^^.•u"^°''7"^'*^'•'
"-epeated the boy. Then

e placed h'isTf?'^ ".^ *° '""^ ---ge^vaiS
and ff u ^ ''^"'' °" tl'e others shoulderand facng h.m squarely, said: 'I am here to carr^out the law of our people; because I am younT^does not ^ that I must not obey the So
dltndlt.^'"^

"^"- ^•" ^- '^^^ '- not; 1

dainfll!^ °-f H '"'rf^;
:^'sht ^.«i" he said dis-danfully. I do not fight babies or women. Thou

n'oTstSTtomSk^''^^^'^'^'"-- ^''—'^
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"'No?' the boy sneered. 'Perhaps thou art right,

but they can plunge a knife. Did thou not lend my
brother a knife last night? Yes? Then I have

come to return it.' There was a flash of steel, a wild

death cry, and Ok-wa-ho's knife was buried to the

hilt in the heart of Black Star of the Bear Clan."

Queetah ceased speaking, for the paleface l)oy,

lying at his feet, had shuddered and locked his teeth

at the gruesome tale.

"But, Queetah," he said, after a long pause,

"
I thought this was a story of peace, of 'the silver

chain that does not tarnish.'"

"It is," replied the Indian. "You shall hear

how peace was bom out of that black deed—listen

:

"When Black Star of the Bear Clan lay dead at

his feet, the centuries of fighting blood surged up in

the boy's whole body. He placed his moccasined

foot on the throat of the conquered, flung back his

head, and gave the long, wild Mohawk war cry of

victory. Far off that cry reached the ears of the

older men, smoking about their council fire.

'"It is Ok-wa-ho's voice,' they said proudly,

'and it is the cry of victory. We may never hear

that cry again, for the white man's law and rule

begins to-day.' Which was true, for after that the

Mohawks came under the governmental laws of

Canada. It was the last time the red man's native

law of justice, of 'blood for blood,' was ever enacted

in Ontario. This is history—Canadian history-^

not merely a tale of horror with which to pass this

winter afternoon. " Again Queetah ceased speaking,

and again the boy persisted.

"But the silver chain?"
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brotherhood whh S l.n t7
'"'" *''" ^^'^^^ °f

men came exc ainina /?
^''^. "'^^^ ^^^ ^^^ite

swayi„XSr'Tft£j-5^^^^^ must hold

they said, 'the laws r.f rf !. ^f""^ *™o"g yoii.'

barOarouJCs^deed ir'"^^'^-""-'^"
°f J^-

tall tree ;Sg aWe .V^f/''^ ^^P branch of a

and paddled r^cefX J;. "''T'- ^' ^^ ^^^ed
see that treet^ ani h^ K

"" *''^ "^'^'' ^"^ ^^"'d

was lying at i?s V^"t hJ'^ "'rf
'°^«°' ^h^'

-i" waved and"th:;SSh":i.trtcr-"^
out h?/sr:„*5^he / ^^^ ^- ^ "^v'y-if.grdnason, and he loved me. He told me
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this strange talc, adding: 'Qucetah, my feet mus

soon travel up the long trail. I would know wha

peace is like before I go on the journey—come, w
will unearth the knife.' I followed where he lee

We found the weapon three feet tiown in the cartf

where the years had weighted it. In places the ste(

was still bright, but in others dark patches of ru;

covered the scarlet of Black Star's blood,* fres

seventy-three years before.

"'It is yours,' said Ok-wa-ho, placing it in m
hand. 'See, the sun shines on it; perhaps that w^i

lessen the darkness of the deed, but I obeyed tli

Indian law. Seventy-three years this knife has lai

buried.t It was tl,-? last law, the last law.'

"That night Ok-wa-ho began to hammer an

beat and mold these silver links. When they wei

finished he welded them firmly to the tomahav.l

and, just before he went up the long, long trai

he gave i*: to me, saying, 'This blade has nevi

tasted blood, it will never have dark spots on

like those on the knife. The silver chain does n(

tarnish, for it means peace, and brotherhood cf s

men.
Queetah's voice ceased. The tale was ended.

"And peace has reigned ever since?" asked tl

boy, still looking at the far-off sky through tl

branches overhead.
" Peace has reigned ever since," replied Queeta

"The Mohawks and the palefaces are brother

under one law. That was the last Avenging Knil

It is Canadian history."

•Fact.

tFact.
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TVER since B,.nny Ellis had been a littlf W'f of a^shaver he had played at "railroad. " No. justnow and again, as other hoys do, but he rarely
touched a game or a sport before he woul.l inReni-
ously twist It mto a " pretend " railroad. Marbles
were to h.m merely things to be used to indicate
telegraph pdes, with glass and agate alleys as
stations Sliding down hill on a bobsleigh, he
invariably tooted and whistled like an engine andtrudging uphill he puffed and imitatedT heavy
freight climbing up grade. The ball grounds were
to him the "Y" at the Junction, the shunirg
yards, or the turn bridge .n the roundhouse, fo?Benny s father was an engineer, who ran the fast
mail over the big western division of the new ropd«here mountains and forests were cut and levelled'nd tunnelled for the long, heavy transcontinentaram to climb through, and in his own home the bov

XSh^o"nLS!-^^
'^^- - '^— ^vt

fn^h
^^''"'

,i^^?"^'
'''=''" railroading to-day.?" his

n g US in the week when he was home, with the grime

ue ovef,V '""l"''^^
f'"'"" ^^' ''^^ ^ands, an'd hisblue over-jeans hanging out behind the kitchen

exci3lv.nH''l^''i-'*''
youngster would begin

IhZ ll'
^"^.f^^^'nfi °n to the arm of his lather's

Chair, he would beat his little heels together in hiseagerness to get the story out in speech,tid^roceodto explam how he had built a "pretend" t^ack in
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the yard with curves and grades, over which
little express cart ran "bully." "And 'round
curves we just signal to the other train and V

whistles with real meanings to them, like a re

big train."

"Oho! getting up the signal system, are
;

now?" his father would grin. "Why, you'll he

enough and wise enough soon to come on Nun
27 and wipe the engine or 'fire' for daddy. W
that be nice.'" Then the big man would set

chubby child of six years dow.i on the floor to p
as he winked knowingly at Benny's mother,
nodded a smiling reply.

But it did not take many years to make Be
a pretty big Ix^y, and one of the boy-kind '

always start schemes and devices among t

schoolfellows. He seemed to be a born lea

with a crowd of other boys always at his h

ready to follow where he ventured, or to mi
what he did. No one ever walked ahead of 1

no one ever suggested things to do or places to

when the engineer's son was around. He
always the vanguard, but fortunately was the I

of boy who rarely, if ever, led his followers i

trouble. Finally someone nicknamed him "

Con," as short for "Conductor," for he
played at railroading, and had long since dec!

that when school days were over he would go ;

train hand, and perhaps be lucky enough to

sometimes in his father's crew. It was about
time, when Benny was twelve, that he inven

the signal code, and more than once it got
"

gang" out of serious trouble. The little divisic
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farther doun thttrtk" S^" b"'''
'"^^ ^'^' "'"-

brother and sister went wfth ^f"'' '"u
''''' ''"''-'

some neighbors camnrn.. . ^ i'""
'""*''''' '" J"'"

on a hand-car on ?^ff"^'>fr'
'^^'^ ^°"''> '^°""' ''->«"

and the ct.^us"tfo'^.'^rhL^lJ^:'! " 'T
?HatXt„%^Vt^^-ST'"-^^^
One would sUndoJh.-fh"'!'.''^^. ^ '^'S"^' ™'''-

^tnpof whiteeotton inro^T' H"^'"S ^"•1 '''^'" «
and far off „ another il? J°'

°^ grotesque figures.

reply with similar figures andT' "''l^
,'.'">• ^°"'^

the various boys wou"d act «th 1 T"'''
'""^'"^'

"

in?, either meeting out on th ta^t the"t?"'-

the.y„alstheJ;i,tLlilfut^^^^^^ '"' ^^-

import TwaTfust''""'"""^ ''^PP^"*"^ "f ^eal

da?, and Mr EM "'^
'^J "-"^ ''"^"*'f"' August

lay drinking in he ^iK/;'"^ f 'e"^'
"ard n.n.

«ith its forfs covered i^,^° '^' '""'''y '^''<"-

^ver on the SlanS th ^"n,'*^'''''^y
'^'^"ds.

gleamed white in thi
*" ^IcKenzie's camp

every .ovemJnt'n'therrlir Sh
^^''^.d'--

were a full mfie, if not mnl f
^'l''°"«h the tents

engineer lay. gmtefu ToTVrTMr'^*"''"
*'''" ^'"^^"^^^

of the heated cLvSiLsofth,-"''' ^-^'"^ ^''''''

day after day.
"^"'"""^ "^ ^^e great steed he drove,

"There go the McKenzie boys for a swim.
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Benny. " called out his father. " Too bad you're not

with them, but you and I'll go in together here, if

you like." „ , • l-

"All right, dad," answered Benny, leaving his

fishing tackle to watch his young neighbors. Then,

"Say, the boys have a dandy beach there. I wish

ours was as good. The only trouble is you ve got

to swim aro.nd that big rock to it. There s no

climbing over it, and there's only one resting place

on the way, but we always gc. It's great! See,

dad, there they go!" as the two white, gleaming

young bodies plunged into the lake. No sooner

were they well out than right at the base of the rock,

and along the very beach they were heading for,

came, stealthily and ponderously, a huge black bear

and two woolly cubs. Straight for the water s edgt

they paddled their way; then stood drinking, drink-

ing, endlessly. „ j tm
"Great Cjesar! Benny, look, look! yelled Mr

Ellis, sitting upright and rigid. "The boys, tht

McKenzie boys are heading right round that rock

They'll head on right into that she-bear!" Benn^

stood, perfectly voiceless, paralyzed with the sight

"The animal's savage with heat and thirst. Thei

always are when they have cubs along, and then

are those naked boys making straight for her."

Then he sprang to his feet, yelling at the top o

his lungs, " Take care ! Go back ! Go back i " Bu

the boys still swan- on. They either could not hea

him, or else his voice carried no warning. "Quid

Benny!" he shouted, "get my revolver on the shell

I'll get the boat out. We must go to help their

They're dead boys, as sure as anything."
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But Benny had found his tongue and his wits.
"There they go, climbing on to the resting-place.
They'll stay a second there, and—"

But at that instant he broke off, and dashing
into the shack, seized the white tablecloth, scatter-
ing the supper dishes far and wide. With a rush
he was at a point of rock which the dying sun
flooded with a brilliant red light. In this radiance
the boy stood, swinging about his head the white
cloth until it circled five times, then dropped to his
feet. Seizing it again, he held it at arm's length
in his right hand, then dexterously tossed it over his
head and caught it in his left.

"Oh, I wonder if they see me!" he cried, shakily,
then once more went through the signals. A faint,
far whistle reached his ears. Then, in a weakness of
relief, he dropped down on the rocks, shouting,
"They'll never budge, dad. They understand.

"

But Mr. Ellis was already in the boat, revolver
in hand, and three seconds later he and Benny were
pulling for all they were worth towards the shivering
swimmers, who crouched on the resting-place, un-
conscious of why they must remain there, or what
danger threatened.

Very little was said until Benny and his dad
had them safely in the boat, and had rowed them
round the rock and pointed silently at the bear and
cubs, which still lapped the water at the edge of the
beach. As she caught sight of the boat, the mother
growled sullenly, and her red tongue dripped saliva
as she started for them until she was breast high
1.1 the water. But strong arms pulled the boat
out far beyond danger, and the tragedy that might
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have been was averted by a boy's invention ani

quick wit. It was very late when the Elhs famil;

had supper that night, but Mrs. Ellis did not mini

the broken and scattered dishes when she saw wha

a rescue Benny had accomplished. They all talkei

until they were tired, just as the McKenzie boy

talked at their camp. Later Mr. and Mrs. Mc

Kenzie rowed across the lake in the dark, to te

their gratitude to Benny and his father. Bu

Mr Ellis would have none of it. " You just owe i

to Benny, here," he laughed. "Butwhat he di

with that white tablecloth beats me."

"That's part of my signal code," said the boy,

little shyly. "I invented it; it's our Scout Societ

Code, but I don't mind telling you, after all thii

that three circles of any white cloth above one

head means 'Danger,' five circles means 'Gres

Danger,' and a toss from one hand to the other u

through the air means 'Don't move. Stay whei

you are.'"

"Well, I never knew that child's play would sa\

my boys' lives," said Mr. McKenzie grateful!;

"I knew these kiddies had some fool 'code' the

played at, but this beats me, as well as you."

"It's no 'fool' code, friend Mack," answere

the engineer. "It's what an engine whistle or tl

swing '^f a lantern is to us trainmen, and I'm gla

our boys play at something so sensible. It's

mighty good thing once in a while, as we saw to-ds

—this 'Signal Code.'

"

It was late in September when the little color
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on the lake struck camp and pulled into townThe hunting season was well on, and sportsmen

Doys to learn to be good shots while vet voTin<rOften m the snowbound winters meat fs scarce a„done s food as frequently the result of benj a dead

ale no'tWnT
'" ''' ^"^^ ^^ "^^^ ^^ *«" -d twe'e

Se?^-;:-=n^S-£
r.L

*^%'"d'?" s-"nmer sunshine, finishing the

man's handiwork threading through the vastne

vsibfeTnti/Ifr 1'^ r' ^'^"'f =-™-
' evisime, until, after a long, lazy hour, Benny sat udjanng w.th round eyes into the val^^"^ beLw'^

UD frl'"'' °^ ^'"' '""''^^ ''^' indolently cur^gup from a spot apparently in the forest. He cl edhe attention of the boys to it, and for want of somehmg else to do they lay and watched it. PrLenTya puff arose more rapidly. Then another.
^

mats a real fire, sure enough," said Bennv

th'^d?"sir -•

"^" ^"'''"^ ''^ ^'-•'- ^- ^-s
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" Doesn't look among the timber," said anoth

boy. " Looks as if it was along the track.

"

"Let's go down there and see," said someoi

else, and forthwith "the gang" scrambled to the

feet, grabbed their gun and ammunition bag ai

birds, and proceeded to slip and slide and scramb

down the steeps, until a half-hour brought the

to the railroad, along which they ran towards tl

direction from where they had seen the smok

They ran through a big cut, rounded an abru

curve, and dashed right into a cloud of smol*

while the crackle of flame spit and sparkled, bringii

them up short with speechless horror. The hug

wooden railroad trestle spanning Whitefish Cre

was in flames. For an instant the entire gai

gazed at it dumbly. Then a boy yelled

:

"Great Scott, fellows, isn't it good there's i

train due? She'd plunge round this curve rig

into it."

Then Benny Ellis went white. "Who's got

watch?" he asked very quietly.

"My IngersoU says five-fifteen, and she's rigl

too," replied Joe McKenzie.

Benny gulped ; he seemed to find a difficulty

speaking, but the words finally came. "My d;

went down to Grey's Point to bring up a speci

to-night, the Divisional Superintendent's priva

car and some fast freight. They're—they're

they're due about now."

"Thanks be! Grey's Point is this side of t

trestle. We can stop them," shouted Joe, ai

without argument "the gang" turned, tearing at

breakneck pace around the curve, and through t
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hpL'".h '*°''^'^f
^^°^^ ^° '"^'^e their home townbefore the special reached it.

alon^TJ''?''^
'^'^ '^" ^°' *^" '"'""'e^' stumblingalong the sleepers, recovering, then forging aheadun .1 cuttmg the evening air, came a^ong! thin^histle, .nd immediately afterwards the black nose

dlZ,
^^""^ ''"^ ^ "''^°" °f ^-"oke rounded a

?he rate „"f7''/"fi'^ '""If
^""""^ ^1°^" °" ^^em atthe rate of forty-five miles an hour.

instant th^r^fi' ''""f u '*^"*^'"S '°'^'' ^t"' fo-- a"mbtant, then five of them danced up and down

!kp^; ^"V ^•"''"' boy-Benny Ellis-white as asheet, was tearing madly at his collar, and dragging

to^V^'- ^^"t
^"''^'^ ^' ^ fl^^h he skinnel

i7Z ' "fT l^°"''^"''^
^'^ blue cotton shirt,

down Ir . ""^l'^
^^ '^' ^""""'^- ^""^' ^"d dashing

In ^ ^\-*u^''''
^''^''"^^ the oncoming engine

whirled It high above his head in five distin^ct circleswhile his young voice, hoarse with a frenzy of fear

btr'Sy. Sr "
^"'^^'^•' ""'' '^'' '^ - -™-

EIi;^"l^''°'"
^^^ "^^ °^ ^""^ ^^^t ""^Sul. Engineer

Elhs was peering out with his keen eyes piercing
thetrack ahead, his hand at the throttle.

Jim, " he called abruptly to his fireman. Therewas something in his tone that made Jim fling him-

Sni? r'"??Y-
Then both men exclaimed

simultaneously, " It's a hold-up.

"

"There's six of them, and one's got a gun "
gasped the engineer. "We'll have to cro/d ^n

trir-'^"-^,,''"'*'
'^"^- ""'"'^ they've wrecked the

track. Then, as the huge iron monster lifted
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itself to greater speed, Mr. Ellis saw something like

a white flag wave in the air then fall. Once more

it circled, one, two, three, four, five times above

someone's head, fell again, then was tossed from one

hand high in the air and caught in the other.

"Jim, I've seen that signal somewhere. It

means something." Then, like a photograph, he

seemed to see a lake, two boys swimming, and a

black bear and cubs on a far shore, while Benny's

voice rang in his ears: "Five circles means 'Great

danger,' and a toss from one hand to the other up

through the air means 'Don't move; stay where

you are.'"

"It's the boys, Jim," gasped the engmeer.

"There's something wrong. " Before the words had

left his lips the shrill whistle was shrieking for

"brakes"—"double brakes" at that—and the

gigantic engine almost leaped from the rails as the

halter was thrown about her neck. On she rushed,

slippmg, grinding, rocking in her restraint. The

train crew and passengers in the rear car pitched

almost on their faces with the violent checking of

speed, until, snorting and pulsing and belching, the

great mogul came to a stands ill.

"Oh, daddy, you did remember, you did, after

all!" cried a very white-faced little boy who peered

up into the cab window with horrified eyes, while

his naked shoulders heaved, and his hand clutched

a torn, faded blue shirt.
_

"What's the meaning of this nonsense, Ellis?

thundered an an.T^"'/ voice behind him, and the

superintendent, black with scowling, glared at first

the boy, then the engineer. "What's this stop for,
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when you know I haven't a minute to spare getting
to Dubuc? You nearly broke my neck, too, down-
ing brakes. What does it mean, I say?"

But when the boys, bold with excitement,
dragged the great man around the curve, and
pointed to the doomed trestle, with its already falling
timbers, it was another story altogether. From the
engineer's white lips he listened to the history of
Benny'i "signal code." Then for a long time the
great man stood looking at the burning trestle.
Once he muttered aloud, "All our lives, a priceless
engine, valuable freight, rolling stock, all savedl"
Then, whirling rapidly on his heel, he said, "Ellis,
we want your boy on the road when he's bigger.
The boy who can invent a useful plaything and keep
his head in an emergency is the boy we want to
make into a man on the great Transcontinental.
Will you let us have him?"

"Ask Benny what he wants to do!" smiled the
engineer.

"Well, little 'Signal Code' man, what do you
want to do?" asked the superintendent. "Speak,
old man."

The boy was looking him directly in the eyes.
"Go on the great Transcontinental, if I get the
chance," ho replied.

"You'll get the chance all right," said the
superintendent. "/'// see that you get it. Ellis,

you may back the train down into town now.
There's lots to see to about reconstructing the
trestle." Then under his breath he added: "That's
the sort of boy we want on the railroad. That's
the sort of boy!"
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A CKriatmas Story

PiETER OTTERTAIL vvas a full-bloode

Mohawk Indian, who, notwithstanding hi

almost eighty years, still had the fine, thin feature;

the upright shoulders, and the keen, bright eyt

of the ancient, warlike tribe to which he belongec

He was a great favorite with Mr. Duncan, th

earnest Scotch minister, who had made a person;

companion of Peter all through the years he ha

been a missionary on the Indian Reserve; and i

for the two Duncan boys, they had literally bee

brought up in the hollow of the old Indian's handi

How those boys had ever acquired the famili;;

names of "Tom" and "Jerry" no one sr.med t

remember; they really had been christened Ale>

ander and Stuart by their own father in his ow
church. Then Peter Ottertail had, after the mannt

of all Indians, given them nicknames, and the

became known throughout the entire coppei

colored congregation as "The Pony" and "Tli

Partridge." Peter had named Alexander, alL

"Tom," "The Pony," because of his sturd;

muscular back and firm, strong little mouth, th£

occasionally looked as if it could take the b

right in its teeth and bolt; and Stuart, alias "Jerry,

was named "The Partridge," because of his trul

marvellous habit of disappearing when you trie

to drum him up to go errands or carry \voo(

Fortunately for the boys themselves, they wei

made of the good stuff that did not mind nickname
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and jests; and when, at the ages of ten and twelvehey were packed off to school in a distant chy

Peters pet names, which, however, never "took

Terrv"">
'''^

f"^'
Pl^Vground. 'Tom" a"d

ciZl r^ f" T'"" *" *''« t^ste of youngCanadian football and lacrosse players
During tl,e school terms, old Peter Ottertailu^uld come to the parsonage every Sunday afterhurch. would dine seriously with Air. and Mrs

shaV hi- '""I 7 ?
'^^?"« good-bye, ^vould always.ha^c his head .solemnly, and say, "I'll come no

BuTth"e"f ll'"^ '^TT''
P^^*"^'^'^ come home ••

But the following Sunday saw him back again, andthe first day of vacation was not hailed with ^^aterdelight by the boys than by their old friendTtcr

but rT;r" Tl'^^'^y f
t^t'°" ^a« eleven miles distant!

hif.h. "'i,-'"""'
blood-heat or zero. Peter always

t, m.n.Z f
°-''" *!?'" ^"^ ^^' °"t hours too early

^^u^H ,V T\ °" ^^"^-'"S ^t the station, hev^ould tie up his horses and sit smoking his black
s one p,pe f„r a long time. The distfnt wh sttof the incoming train alone aroused him from raptbought, and presently his dark old face was beamng on his boys, who always surprised him byhav-ing grown greatly during the term, and who

hnl ^ Duncan himself had come to drive themhome So this delightful comradeship went oZS hJr '^"^The boys spent every day o

Peter h/? '" :\^-°°d« - on the river with

whfl\ u''"^''*
^^^"^ ^ thousand things fewwhite boys have the privilege of learning. They
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could hollow canoes, shape paddles, make arrow

and "feather" them, season bows, distmguis

poisonous plants from harmless ones, foretell th

wind and the weather, the various moons, and th

habits of game and fish, and they knew every ta

and superstition on the resoirve.

One day, just before the Christmas holiday

old Peter appeared at the parsonage. Mrs. Dunce

herself opened the door, smiling, sweet and a htt

younger-looking than when he had seen her tl

previous Sunday.
.

"Come in! Come in, Peter!" she cried, brightl

" We're all in a turmoil, but happy as kittens! To

and Jerry are coming to-morrow, and bringing t\

friends with them, nice boys from Jamaica, \vho a

too far away from their home to return for Chrii

mas. They've never seen snow in their lives un

this winter, and we must all try to give the liti

fellows a good time, Peter. I'm busy already wi

extra cooking. Boys must eat, mustn't they?

"Yes, Mis' Duncan," answered the old trn

slowly, "and these snow-seers will eat double

the north country. Yes, I'll go and fetch th(

with my big lumber sleigh, and take plenty

buffalo robes and wolf skins to keep these childt

of the sun warm."
Mrs. Duncan smiled. She could already he

Peter nicknaming the little chaps from Jama

"The Snow-Seer" and "The Sun Child," in

own beautifully childlike and appropriate fashu

And she was quite right. Peter had hardly shal

hands and tucked the four boys snugly into his

bob-sleigh, before the names slipped off his tons
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with the case of one who had used them for a
hfetime.

Tom and Jerry had fully prepared their Southern
friends for everything. They had talked for hours
with great pride of their father's devotion to his
Indian congregation, of their mother's love for the
nnssion, of the Indians' responsive affection for
them, of the wonderful progress the Mohawks had
made, of their beautiful church, with its city-like
appointments, its stained windows, its full-toned
organ and choir of all Indian voices, until the
Jamaica boys began to feel thoy were not to see any
wild Indians at all. Peter, however, reassured

them somewhat, for, although he was not clad in
buckskin and f;athers, he wore exquisitely beaded
moccasins, a .-jarlet sash about his waist, a small
owl feather sticking in his hat band, and his ears
w-ere pierced, displaying huge earrings of hammered
silver. Yes, they decided that Peter Ottertail
was unmistakably a Mohawk Indian.

Tom and Jerry had never entertained any boys
before, and, after the first day at home, they began
to fear things would be dull for their friends at
Christmas, who always spent such gay city holidays.
1 hey need not have worried, however, for the boys
found too much novelty even in this forest home
ever to feel the lack of city life. They of course,
fell in love with old Peter at once, and not a day
passed but all four of them could be seen driving,
snowshoeing, tobogganing, skating, with the old
•viohawk looming not very far distant; and, as
l_hnstmas approached, with all its church interests.
they swung into the festivities of the remote
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mission with all the zest that boys in their earl

teens possess.

The young Southerners had never visited at

minister's house before, and at first they were ver

sedate, laughed not too loudly, and carried then

selves with the dignity of little old gentlemen; bt

within a ty they learned that, because a man wj

a great, id, noble missionary, it did not necei

sarily mean that he must look serious and nev(

enjoy any fun with the boys. Mr. Duncan alwaj

made it a rule that no house in existence must 1

more attractive to Tom and Jerry than their ow

home, and that it depended very largely upc

their father as to whether they longed to stay i

their own home and bring their young friends ii

too, or whether they longed to go outside the

father's house to meet their playfellows. Needle

to say that, with such a lather, Tom and Jerry h£

a pretty good time at home, and it was only wh;

they expected when, the day before Christmas, i

all four boys were racketing around the kitchc

and nearly convulsing Mrs. Duncan with lauj^ht

by their antics, while she tried almost vainly

finish cooking the last savory dainties for tl

morrow, that Mr. Duncan should suddenly appe

in the doorway, and say:

"Now, boys, to-night will be Christmas Ev

You know in the heart of the forest we can't g

much in the way of entertainment, and I r'^r

want our young Jamaica friends to feel homesi-

for their beautiful, Southern country to-night of

;

nights. I've racked my brains to think of so^

amusement after supper this Christmas Eve, b
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Can't you, Tom and Jerry,

then, of course, the

I seem to have failed
help me out?"

There was a brief silence
sweet busy mother spoke-

forZr'r°»,""'-" ?"'' ' ^^^"^ «^''«^'n«d togetherfor that. I have mvited him to supper, and we are

P°terl'toTen"fh''r '""l'^'^"
'" '^*^ kitchen, andmer IS to tell the four boys some Indian storieswhile you and I, father, finish the Christmas tree inthe paHor. What do you think of my iS'

oursi' '"V°" ?"/ \
P-^'"- Splendid idea of

r.Trk •
.^' Py^' "^ ^^^"^ "'Others who have thereal Christmas things in their hearts "

Ves, and m the oven, too!" laughed Mrs

trLs^noT'^f'
^hose spicy fragrance assailedtne Doys nostrils tempt nglv "This " ch„

;.nued, "is to be eaten h'eretthe L hen tniS"'It goes with Peter's stories.

"

^
"Jolly!" said someone, and the four youthfulvoices imm( diately s\^'ung into:

youtniul

"For mother's a jolly good fellow,
for mother s a jolly good fellow.
For mother s a jolly good fellow,
Which nobody ctd deny!"

And, joining in the last line, there boomed a
s.-ij 287



The Shagganappi

fifth voice which sounded suspiciously like Mr

Duncan's.

A crackling wood fire was roaring up th

chimney from the large stove in the kitchen. O
the spotlessly white pine floor were spread sof

grey lynx skins, one or two raccoon skins with the

fluffy, ringed tails, and a couple of red fox pelt

On these sprawled the four boys in various an

intricate attitudes. In the corner back of tl

stove lounged Peter Ottertail, on a single brow

buffalo robe. With a bit of sharp-edged flint 1

scrapjd tiny curls of shavings from a half-forme

ashwood arrow, which, from time to time, 1

lifted even with one eye to look along its glimmenr

length toward the light, to see that it was straigl

and flawless, his soft, even voice warbhng out tl

strangely beautiful Indian tradition of

THE SHADOW TRAIL

"You young palefaces that are within my hea

know well what a path through the forest is, or wh;

a track across the valley means, but the Indian cal

these footways 'a trail,' and some trails are hai

to follow. They hide themselves in the wilderne;

bury themselves in the swamps and swales, ar

sometimes a man or a buffalo must beat his ow

trail where never footstep has fallen before. Tl

Shadow Trail is not of these, and at some tir

every man must walk it. I was a very small, vei

young brrve when I first heard of it. My grandsi

used to tell me, just as I tell you now, of the wond
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country through which it led, of the wise and

^^T-f ^."';""'' '^^' ^^ ^heir lairs and donsbeside It, of the royal birds that had their nests andeyr.es above it, of the white stars that hovered alon^

ItShtthat"' 'H'
^'"^"' ^'''^P-"« -'^"- of

Thn 5u- ^^"^f.
""""= ^'tJ^ tJ^eir cobweb winesThese things all talk with a man as he takes theShadow Trail; and the oftener they sneak and Jn!

to him, the higher climbs the traiSJf heL nfpng enough to their voices, he wil find the trdlhL.fted Its curving way aloft until it creeps don^he summit of the mountains, not at the^ base

u 'I"'!
^'^^^ *^^ '^'^ '^o'"^ «:lose, and the sindne

js hushed m the great, white silenc; of the height"

eagles and the gauzy-winged insects will ever climb

.^i'^\J•'"V^^^^ ^''^'^°^ Trail the wild g™se

through the ram-warm nights, they intenveavehe r wings with the calling wind. They lea^e no

Srwt:° ^'°" ^'''''' '''' ^- ^- ^•'' -thin"g

and^Thet"
•'"/''" '^'"'"^ «^ "'y^i-d hoofs,and see the tossing of unnumbered horns as the herds

tiX NortT'' t" ^'^f- ™^ '^ the Shadow
r.,u J -1

—o"" """i-c upon, snimme

Uead Men s Fingers,' though sometimes they pou'ut -n great splashes of cold blue, of poisonous
out

the

pour

289

.W^



The Shagganappi

looking purple, of burning crimson and orang

We speak of them then as the 'Sky Flowers of t!

North,' that scatter their deathless masses along tl

lifting way.
"And this is the Shadow Trail the red m<

has followed these many, many moons. His mo
casined feet have climbed the heights silentl

slowly, firmly. He knows it will lead beyond t'

canyons, beyond the crests; that behind t!

mountains it merges into a vast valley of unto

beauty. We Indians call it 'the Happy Huntii

Grounds.'

"Only one person ever returns from the '.ihaAi

Trail,' and he comes once a year on this night

Christmas Eve. The stars wake and sing as

passes, the Sky Flowers of tha North surround h

on his journey from the summits to this valley wh«

v-e live. He is a little Child , who was born hundre

of years ago in a manger beneath the Eastern sta

in the Land of Morning. Many times I have n

him on the Shadow Trail, for I have travel!

towards its heights for nearly eighty years. Perha

I shall see the little Child again to-night, for Indi

eyes can see a long way. Indian ears catch often

the singing of the stars, and the Indian heart be

sees and hears.

"

Peter Ottertail's voice ceased. The boys 1

very silent, the soft fur rugs half hiding their n

faces. No one spoke, for each was watching 1

'

' Shadow Trail
. '

' Then the deep-toned clock stn.

one—two—three—four—evenly on to twelve—

m

night

!

The door opened from the inner hall.
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came^h7h£if'*T^'-
'^""^^ ^^^^^ Christmas!"came the hearty loving voices of Mr. and Mrs

and Pet;r''.n
^'^ ^^^^ '"'° '""^ '^'''^^-' ^he boys

"Merrv r?'??'^''",^ *? '^"^^ ^''' '° '"^^t them.Merry Christmas! And oflf to bed with the

heat In IhT' ^ ^^'!' "^^ ' "''^^ ^^^ «"^-PVheads m the morning! Peter, you're surelv not?eEo-*;:? -dif" -- •»
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PfROBABLY Fiob Stuart would never have bet

asked to join the camping party had he not bet

the best canoeist in the Club. He was so mu(
younger than the other half dozen tljat compose

the party that his joining was much discussed, bi

there were no two opinions about Bob's paddlin

nor yet about his ability to pitch a tent, cast a fl

shoot small game at long range, and, when you a

far up North, on a canoe cruise, and have to deper

on the forest and river to supply your dinner, yc

don't sneer at an enthusiastic fisherman or a goc

shot. So one royal Augi'st day Bob found himse

on the train with six University graduates, hour

for "up North," for a glorious three weeks' outin

Their canoes, tents and duffle were all otored awt

in the express car ahead. Their cares and the

studies were packed away in the weeks left behind

their hearts as merry, their clothes as hideous as

jolly crowd of merry-makers could desire. It was
long, hot, dusty railway journey, but at last t\

tiny Northern railway station hove in sight, tl

rasping screech of the sawmill rivalled the shr

call of the locomotive, and directly behind tl

little settlement stretched the smooth surface <

"Lake Nameless," ready and waiting to be ruffle

by the dip of paddle blades.

It does not take long for seven practical campe
to get their kit and canoes in shape to pitch canv;

for the night, and just as the sun dropped behind

rim of dense fir forest, "the Saucy Seven, ' as tl
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boys had christened themselves, hghted their firstcamp fire and hung their kettle for supper The

wTm. stira,iiTair"T ''^T''"^'^
'" '"^^

*«„! 1

.iwiiignt air. Seven hungrv monthstook a long t.me to be satisfied, but the frying pan

read^t t"r' "T 'T' ^' '^^'' -dThe'b'oy^

busy sett it Th^^^'
^f*!^their long journey and

restLs oil tL fl •

"^''' '" •^^'"P '^ ^'^^^V^ a

'ooes the tr -S"'"^
*^"f' ^^«^ ''fanning guy^opes, the strange wild sounds and scents seem tr,prop your eyelids open for hours. The night Wrds

Ss'thlf• ''• 'V^' '^"^'- °f -n-cL'the

^\L u >
"^ animals, the soft singing of theC tnTs tli''""'^' ^" ^"^'"^^ get'inLleoiooa, one s brai.i, and almost before you know it^he night ,s gone, and a whole chorus of song a'L

og, and by the t.me you have rushed ashore, and
29.3
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into your shorts and sweater and "wigwiim" shoes;

the aforesaid pleasant persons have breakfast ready,

and you come around just in time to make away with

vast bowls of coffee, and unlimited fish and toast.

This is all very well, if you have the whole lake

and its outletting river all to yourselves, with lo

one to scare the fish and game, and none to trespass

on your camp ground; but picture to yourselves the

consternation that assailed the boys when, the

following night, the train brought in another camp-

ing crowd, that trailed up the shore with a great

deal of fuss, and pitched camp directly across the

point from them—a crowd of at least ten men. Nc

rollicking boys there, all big, full-grown men with

beards and whiskers, with a dozen gun cases

stretcher camp beds, and some scarlet velvet rugi

—actually rugs. The boys just stood and stared

then sneered.

"Nice 'Saucy Seven' those chaps will make o

our holiday," groaned one of the grads. '"Sorr;

Seven,' we'd better call ourselves, I say, and to

morrow I'm for moving, striking camp at dayligh

and getting away from that gang that car.ips witl

rugs." The last word took on the expression of ai

article of actual disgrace. "Hello! They're runnini

up the colors, " interrupted Bob. " It's a Union Jack

all right. Perhaps they're not such rummies

after all."

Then, after much peering and squinting, the;

made out that the biggest teni stretched directl;

at the base of the flagstaff, and contained th

despised scarlet rugs, which the boys were stil

jeering at when they noticed a little canoe, singl
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The.r m.nds vvere fully „,ade up to incite Zintruder to "shinny on his own side," Ind Jotcome "moseying" around their camp when ?he

he"°ra':?vt''H
'°^' ^"' ^P'^"« 'i^ht/y'alot

and mP,^v
^ handsome young man. clean shavenand merry-eyed, and, touching his cap lightly hisaid in a tremendously English voice-

^'

but Ht^FvnS°"' ^""/'^n?''"- ^^y to trouble you,but His Excellency, the Governor-General, presentshis compliments, and would you kindly lend him acan of condensed milk? Our cook seems to hTvefojotten everything. We haven't a dropt'^
The Saucy Seven raised seven disgraceful-

bigg sf g?ad'' 'vVH°"'^ .°"t
^P""^- It -s thl£ who'ittas.-^ ' "' " ''^"°"^- ^'^ ^-^ -

" You^know H;r'l-"''';f

•

"
^""^"'"'^ '^' Englishman,

or tL t-.xcellency goes camping for a day

"hints " ''
"""' ^"'' ^'^"" *^^ ^"" ^"d hsh and

withcf'f'
.?°'^^'^^''ke fish.?" asked Bob. Thenwithout waitmg for a reply, he disappeared, only

Plendicrfo"^
'^'

ru°^ ^°"'^^"^^d ™^ -"d threesplendid four-pound bass he had landed for their

de-camp, handing him the can, and said, "Will voupresent our compliments to His Excellency, and 'askhim to accept these for supper?"
"Delighted, I'm sure," said the officer. "He's
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fond of bass. Thanks for the milk, gentlemen.

Perhaps we can help you out some time." And in

another minute the canoe was skimming away

towards the point, where the Union Jack hung idly

against a background of firs, but just before the

Englishman was out of hearing the big grad yelled,

"Tell the Governor-General that the fish were

caught and sent by Bobbie.

"

"All right," came faintly across the distance,

with a wave of the smart little cap, and a bright

backward smile from the handsome Englishman.

The Saucy Seven looked at each other, then the

big grad simply expressed things in one explosive

"Well!"
"No, I don't think we'll move to-morrow,'

said one.

"Move from here!" said another.

"Well, I'm a frazzle," added a third.

"The Governor-General of all Canada," gasped

..nother.

"And borrowing milk from us!" chimed in twc

more.

"No fish for supper," said Bob, "and my fault

too, but I'll get some for breakfast, or my name'!

be Dennis. " And he did get fish for breakfast, which

was evidently more than His Excellency did, foi

ibout sunset the following evening a guide came

paddling over with a larsje, square envelope directec

to

Mr. "Bobbie."

Inside was this note, written in a small, firrr

hand:
"Lord Dunbridge presents his compliments t(
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Mr. 'Bobbie,' and thanks him for the enjoyable fish

Mr. Bobbie kindly do him an additional favor?Wou d he come at SIX o'clock to-morrow morning to

to-day?^"
^' fi«''^""an who has had no luck

canl*" fi

"'^
x.^°K

^^' ^ •**"'^' "^^^ «"-°""d the

Sr'^ " J^? ^y^ '^"K- ""^'«
'^ i""y good

ir^ . ^"i-
^ ''ff"

"*''" say choruses, while Bob~. h 't?'''"
""^ ^"''' ""'^ S^'hered all thecourage he could muster to meet the great man inthe mornmg. He need not have trembled-itwas no ordeal-for as he paddled up to the big c^mp

a quiet-lookmg gentleman with an iron ere-

tTth'/f"Z"''
kindly genial eyes, stepped down

to the landing and held out his hand, and said.

frS^ ?''1.'"^' u°^^''^- ' ^°P^ ^-e shall be
Inends. I have been most unlucky; not a fish
yesterday. We'll have to do better than thatwon t we;

"Ye=, sir-Yes, Your Excellency," said Bob,
slowly trying to get his nerves steady.

"I'm afraid my guides are very little good "
said Lord Dunbridge, as he carefully settled himselfn the canoe "They both profess to know these
waters, but they don't seem t- be able to find any
good fishing pools.

"

^

''I can do better than that." ventured Bob.
1 have been around these lakes every summer

that I can remember. If, Your Excellencv, youdon t mind, we'll paddle across to the out'letting

fi'T^ u f,'
^"" °^ '^P'''^' '""^ be'ow them we'll

nnd fish.
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"Then we'll go there," replied His Excellency.

For one whole hour the great man and the great

fisherman had sport that a king might envy. Side

by side they sat, or stood, baiting or reeling in the

heavy, gleaming bass, chatting, boasting, and
eager for game. It was a great morning's catch.

A dozen noble fish testified to their skill, when the

pair, overcome with hunger, were compelled to put

up their rods and make for the camp and breakfast.

"We have had a glorious morning, haven't we,

Bob?" said the Governor. "I feel like a boy again,

a boy playing truant, a Iwy who has run away
from his big school of politicians at Ottawa, just to

get a few days' fishing and—and—oh, well, get

away from it all."

There was a brief silence, then Lord Dunbridge

continued, "Bob, you're a boy; so was I once,

but I think you'll understand. You Canadian boys

do seem to grasp things, some way or other. My
boyhood was not quite as jolly as yours is—not so

independent. You see, we always had tutors and

things to look after us and keep us shut in, as it

were, and I never knew, as I dare say you do, the

pleasure of getting about by myself, and
—

" His

voice trailed off as if he were thinking of something

else. Suddenly he seemed to awaken, and, removing

his cap, let the keen morning air blow across his

long, fine hair—dark hair touched about the

temples with grey, "^hen he smiled down at the

sunburnt boy at his side, and said, as if he feared

to be overheard, " Bob, I'd give five dollars to be a

boy like you to-day, and be able to run those

rapids in a canoe. Would it be safe?"
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"I've done it twenty times, Your F.xcellcncv "
sajd Bob. eagerly, "and in this same old canoe iiere

iveroh'"^ !""• ••^^^'y ''"'^- -^--y f'- in th-;

know on- •

"• '''' " '^''- '^""^ ^'^^ '-^t «Po« I

T T*'n'T',°^ ^^^ *'''"« seemed to take hold of

as Z'^'^^h''"' i
^^'"'^} '"'"^•" interrupted Bob,as he other hesitated; then, in a half whisper

w^to;^^°"^'""^''^^^^>-•-•-yt-e^ou
"And you quite understand, Bob, you are to savnothmg about that canoe trip we're to have, don't

Govern^^'^a^ndin'r"^"'^" '' '''' '''''' ^' ''^

Bob lifted his cap, saying very quietly, "Verywell, sir, no one shall know." Then he paddledslowly, very slowly, away. His thoughts were

from\n r ""'n '• ?°^ ^^"^^*' - ob'scurel^;

a secret with the Governor-General of all Canada

kn.'w
"

T.^'
""* "^"" '^' P"""^ ^""'^ter at OttawaKneu. Then came the horror, the fear of anaccident. Suppose something happened to thecanoe. Suppose she split her bow on a rockSuppose His Excellency "lost his head" and gotnervous Suppose a thousand things. But Bobput It all resolutely behind him. He felt his strongyoung muscles, his vital fingers, his plilntS

great orideTr*,''""^ u ^ ^ ^^-^ ^°y ^^osegreat pride had always been to excel in typical
299



The Shagganappi

Canadian sports, to be the "crack" canoeist, and to

handle a paddle with the ease of a professii aal.

It was worth everything in the world to recall the

time when someone had tauntingly said, "Oh, Bob

Stuart's no good at cricket and baseball. Why,

he can't even play tennis. All he can do is to potter

at his old Canuck sports of paddling a canoe and

swinging a lacrosse stick." And Bob had laughed

with satisfaction, and said, good-naturedly, "You

bet! You're right. I'm for our national games

every time." And now had come the reward; he

was to run the rapids with the representative of the

throne of Great Britain in the bow of his canoe.

Two days later came the summons, and early

the next morning Bob was supposed to set forth

again to take His Excellency fishing. The vice-

regal staff, aides and guides saw them depart,

never dreaming for a moment that they were really

runaways bound for a royal holiday. Bob hardly

realized it himself until, at the head of the rapids,

they unshipped all unnecessary tackle and prepared

to make the run. They hauled a big rock aboard,

placing it astern to trim Bob's light weight to

balance Lord Dunbridge's. "Now." said the boy,

"when I yell for you to paddle port or starboard,

you had better work for all you're worth, Your

Excellency, or we may grind on the rocks."

" Good, " replied the Governor. " You can depend

on me, Bob." His Excellency knelt low on his heels

forward of the bow thwart. Bob knelt high, with

the stern thwart just catching his seat. He felt

his strong ashen paddle carefully, stowed an extra

blade "handy," said, "Now, then," and the little
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canoe shot out into the middle of the placid riverhar in the distance the rapid* frothed and curled.

On ei h."f
!?''«"? ^^^I'-'-"-^''' "ke a l)eckoning handOn either side fir forests crowded to the rocky edgesthat broke like cruel granite jaws against thewaters. Immediately ahead the stream twisted

he comt'"/^""','""^"''
'^'^-'^'^'y ^'^^'" 'hat heralSthe corning tumult Bob's strong young arms grewtaut, their sinews like thin cords of steel. There

steady and calm, h,s keen, narrow eyes fi.xed plumbahead, alert and shrewd as an animal. He felt his

viS/"" •
•'' P^^d'^-'th a strength that wasvise-hke grip, and cling, and command. The

his ?m''.n7f fi''''"
'"1 "'°"«''*' °^''y'^ the turn ofhis smallest finger, obeyed, steadied itself, stood

motionless for a second, then lifted its nose andplunged forward The spray split in two. showering

tt fhTcro'rthethr^'
^'^^^^ -'~^'^y •- -

LordSunbridgr'
"'

'" ''^'''^'" ^'°"*^'' b-''

"No. I can pilot her all right." came theresponse through the wind that almost shriekedBobs voice away. The rocky ledges of shoreswere crowding closer now. The firs, dark a. Jmelancholy, were frowning down; sharp crags aros..
Jke ragged teeth; to right, to left, ahead, andbetween them the river boiled and lashed itself
nto fury pitching headlong on and on down the
throat of the yawning channel. The tiny canoe
flung between the rocks like a shuttle. Twice its
keel shivered, rabbit-wise, in the force of crossing
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currents; once, far above the tumult, came a vvild,

anxious voice from the shore, but neither Bob nor

his passenger gave heed. The dash of that wild-

cat rapid left no second of time for replying or

turning one's eyelid; it was one long, breathless,

hurling plunge, that got into their blood like a

fever. Then presently the riot seemed all behind

them. The savage music of the river grew fainter

and fainter, the canoe slipped through the exhausted

waters silently as a snake. A moment more, and

the bow beached on a strip of yellow sand, secure,

steadfast, triumphant. The glorious cruise was

over.

A little group of scared, white-faced men
huddled together on shore, the handsome young

aide-de-camp reaching down his eager hands, which

shook with anxiety. "Oh, Your Excellency," he

exclaimed, "how could you run such a risk, and

with only this boy to pilot you?"
"Bob and I ran away," said Lord Dunbridge,

as, breathless but happy, he sprang from the

canoe. "We ran away for a little holiday just b>

ourselves. I would not have missed it for the

world." Then, more seriously, he added, "Gentle-

men, if I could think that my Prime Minister and

the Government at Ottawa could steer the Ship ol

State as splendidly as Bobbie steered that canoe

I would never have another wrinkle on my forehead

or another grey hair on my head."
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f)LD BEAVER-TAIL hated mat., things Ut
v-'most of all he hated the North-'/o ' Mounted
Police. Not that they had ever .volcs^..d or
worried him in his far corner of the Crooked Lakes
Indian Reserve, but they stood for the enforcing
of the white man s laws, and old Beaver-Tail hated
the white man. He would sit for hours together
in his big tepee counting his piles of furs, smoking,
grumbling and storming at the inroads of the
palefaces on to his lands and hunting grounds
Consequently it was an amazing surprise to every-

Av u .Trn"
^^ consented to let his eldest son. Little

Wolf-WiHow go away to attend the Indian School
in far-oflF Manitoba. But old Beaver-Tail ex-
plained with rare appreciation his reasons for this
consent. He said he wished the boy to learn
English, so that he would grow up to be a keen
sharp trader, like the men of the Hudson's Bay
Company, the white men who were so apt to outwit
the redskins in a fur-trading bargain. Thus we see
that poor old Beaver-Tail had suffered and been

w f/w-n*
^^ ^^"'^^ °f ^^"^ ™""'"g paleface. Little

Wolf-Willowwas not little, by any means; he was
tail, thin, wiry, and quick, a boy of marked in-
telligence and much ability. He was called Little

S W^'f «ni*° 'l'^""8"'^h him from his grandsire.
Big Wolf-Wi low by name, whose career as a warrior
made him famed throughout half of the great
Canadian North-West. Little Wolf-Willow's one
Idea of life was to grow up and be like his grand-
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father, the hero of fifty battles against both hostile

Indian tribes and invading white settlers; to have

nine scalps at his belt, and scars on his face; to

wear a crimson-tipped eagle feather in his hair,

and to give a war-whoop that would echo from lake

to lake and plant fear in the hearts of his enemies.

But instead of all this splendid life the boy was

sent away to the school taught by paleface men and

women; to a terrible, far-away, strange school,

where he would have to learn a new language and

perhaps wear clothes like the white men wore.

The superintendent of the school, who had per-

suaded old Beaver-Tail to let the boy come,

brought him out from the Crooked Lakes with

several other boys. Most of them could speak a

few words of English, but not so Little Wolf-

Willow, who arrived from his prairie tepee dressed

in buckskin and moccasins, a pretty string of white

elks' teeth about his throat, and his long, straight,

black hair braided in two plaits, interwoven with

bits of rabbit skin. A dull green blanket served

as an overcoat, and he wore no hat at all. His face

was small, and beautifully tinted a rich, reddish

copper color, and his eyes were black, alert, and very

shining.

The teachers greeted him very kindly, and he

shook hands with them gravely, like a very old

man. And from that day onward iLittle Wolf-

Willow shut his heart within himself, and suffered.

In the first place, the white people all looked

sick to him--unhealthy, bleached. Then, try as he

would, he could not accustom his feet to the stiff

leather shoes he was induced to wear. One morn-
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ing his buckskin coat was missing, and in its place
was a nice blue cloth one with gleaming golden
buttons. He hated it, but he had to wear it. Then
his green blanket disappeared; a warm, heavy
overcoat in its place. Then his fringed buckskin
chaps went

;
in their place a pair of dreadful grey-

cloth trousers. Little Wolf-Willow made no com-
ment, but he kept his eyes and ears open, and
mastered a few important words of English, which
however, he kept to himself—as yet. And then'
one day, when he had worn these hated clothes
for a whole month, the superintendent who had
brought him away from his father's tepee sent for
him to come to his little ofifice. The boy went
The superintendent was so kind and so' gentle
and his smile was so true, that the boy had grown
somewhat attached to him, so, without fear of
anything in the world, the little Cree scholar slipped
noiselessly into the room.

.

"Ah, Little Wolf-Willow," said the super-
intendent, kindly, " I notice that you are beginning
to understand a little English already." The boy
smiled, and nodded slightly. "You are very quick
and smart, my boy—quick as a lynx, smart as a
tox. Now tell me, are you happy here? Do you
like the school.'" continued Mr. Enderby.

There was a brief silence, then a direct, straight
ook from the small Cree eyes, and the words, "I
like you—me.

"

Mr. Enderby smiled. "That's good; I like you,
too. Little Wolf-Willow. Now tell me, do you like
your new clothes?"

"No good," said the boy.
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Mr. Enderby looked grave. "But, my boy
that is what you must wear if you are to be educated
Do you know what the word 'education' meansi
Have you ever heard the teachers or boys hen
use it?"

"White man, English," came the quick reply.

"That's it; you have described it exactly. Tc
become educated you must try and wear and dc

what the white people do—like the English, as yoii

say," Mr. Enderby went on. "Now what about
your hair? White men don't wear long hair, and

you see all the Cree boys in the school have let

me cut their bair. Wouldn't you like to be like

them?"
"No; hair good," said the boy.

"Well, how about a 'white' name?" asked Mr
Enderby. "The other boys have taken them
Wouldn't you like me to call you John? I'd like

to."

"Me Wolf-Willow, same grandfather," came ir

tones of pronounced decision.

"Very well. Little Wolf-Willow, you must do as

you like, you know; but you said when you came ir

that you liked me, and I like you very much
Perhaps some day you will do these things to please

me. " Then Mr. Enderby added softly to himself
" It will all come in time. It is pretty hard to asli

any boy to give up his language, his clothes, his

customs, his old-time way of living, his name, ever

the church of his fathers. I must have patience

patience?"

"You speak?" asked the boy.

"Just to myself," said Mr. Enderby.
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and not-
'

f
'^"* "^^ .''"'^ '"d'^"' «ta"ding up

face ''TZ t tt''^
u"'?

'^' superintendent's

£wni'^ I keep hair, good. I keep nameWolf-W llow, good I keep skin Indian color. Inot white man's skin. English skin no good. Alvskin best, good.

"

'

Mr. Enderby laughed. "No, no. Little Wolf-

•'No good try. I keep skin, better skin thanwhite man. I keep skin, me." And the nextinstant he was gone.
Ji^iss Watson, the matron, appeared at the doorWhat have you done to Little \Volf-\Villow>"

she asked m surprise. "Why, he is careering downthe hail at a breakneck speed.

"

b »

n

'•I believe the child thought I was going to skin

SeJb *"
^ ^ °"* °^ ''''"'

"
'""^^^^ ^''•

..,/'«°^' !''t'^,chap! I expect you wanted tocut off h^ hair," said Miss Watson, "and perhapscallhim Torn, Dick, Harry, or some such n.'ml'
•'

1 did, answered the superintendent. "The
Pthc-r boys have all come to it.

"

"Yes, I know they have," agreed Miss Watson,

mP /J t'L"
«>'nething about that boy that makes

Z.^T u^ ^m" " "^^^' «^^ ^'^ ^^'' or his nameaway from him.
And she was right. They never did.
It was six years before Little WoIf-Willow

again entered the door of his fathers ^epee He
returned to the Crooked Lakes speaking English
fluently, and with the excellent appointment of
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interpreter for the Government Indian Agent.

The instant his father saw him, the alert Cree eye

noted the uncut hair. Nothing could have sc

pleased old Beaver-Tail. He had held for years

a fear in his heart that the school would utterly

rob him of his boy. Little Wolf-Willow's mothei

arose from preparing an antelope stew for supper

She looked up into her son's face. When he left he

had not been as high f s her ear tips. With the

wonderful intuition of mothers the world over, she

knew at the first glance that they had not made

him into a white man. Years seemed to roll from

her face. She had been so fearful lest he should not

come back to their old prairie life.

"Ri'st here," she said, in the gentle Cree

tongue. "Rest here, Little Wolf-Willow; it is youi

home."
The boy himself had been almost afraid to

come. He had grown accustomed to sleeping in a

house, in a bed, to wearing shoes, to eating the

white man's food ; but the blood of the prairies leaped

in his veins at the sight of the great tepee, with its

dry sod floor spread with wolf-skins and ancient

buffalo hides. He flung himself on to the furs

and the grass, his fingers threading themselves

through the buckskin fringes that adorned old

Beaver-Tail's leggings.

"Father," he cried out, in the quaint Cree

tongue, "father, sire of my own, I have learned

the best the white man had to give, but they have

not changed me, or my heart, any more than they

could change the copper tint of my skin."

Old Beaver-Tail fairly chuckled, then replied,
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replied,

srhir ^r 'J"'^'' u^"™'^
""^ °"^ C--^^ boys go toschoo

. They learn the white man's ways, and theyare of no more use to their people. Th;y cannot

trail vT' "°''-"°"I'
"°'- '^""^' "- fi"d a prairie

trail. You are wiser than that, Little Wolf-WillowYou are smarter than when you lett us bu t vmi
return to us. the old people of your tribe, just 'thesame-just the same as your father and' gra^j!

"Not quite the same," replied the boy, cau-t-ously "for, father, I do not now hate the North-West Mounted Police."
^^^nn

For answer, old Beaver-Tail snarled like ahusky dog. "You'll hate them again when you livehere long enough!" he muttered. "And if you haveany friends among them, keep those friends distantbeyond the nm of the horizon. I will not havetheir scariet coats showing here.

"

Wisely, the boy did not reply, and that night,
rolled in coyote skins, he slept like a little childonce more on the floor of his father's epee

I^or many months after that he travelled about

nd.-fn'f
''?'""'' ';'-'"'"^ '"'^^ the Government

Indian Agent many distant camps and Cree lodges.

rL T^^
'°'^''

f^"^^ ^ '^"'dy "i"le buckskin-
colored cayuse. Like most Indian boys, he was asplendid horseman, steady in his seat, swift of eyeand sure of every prairie trail in all Saskatchewan!He always wore a strange mixture of civilizedand savage clothes-fringed buckskin "chaps,"
beaded moccasins, a blue flannel shirt, a scariet silk
handkerchief knotted around his throat, a wide-brimmed covboy hat with a rattlesnake skin as a
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hatband, and two magnificent bracelets of ivory

elks' teeth. His braided hair, his young, clean,

thin, darl. face, his fearless riding, began to be
known far and wide. The men of the Hudson's
Bay Company trusted him. The North-West
Mounted Police loved him. The white traders

admired him. But, most of all, he stood fast in

the affection of his own Indian people. They
never forgot the fact that, had he wished, he could
have stayed with the white people altogether, that

he was equal to them in English education, but he
did not choose to do so—he was one of their own
for all time.

But one dreadful night Corporal Manan of the
North-West Mounted Police rode into barracks at

Regina with a serious, worried face. He reported
immediately to his captain. "A bad business,

captain," he said, coming to attention, "a very bad
business, sir. I have reports from old 'Scotty'

Mclntyre's ranch up north that young Wolf-Willow,
that we all know so well, has been caught rustling

cattle—cut out two calves, sir, and—well, he's

stolen them, sir, and old Scotty is after him with
a shot-gun."

"Too bad, too bad!" said the captain, with
genuine concern. " YoungWolf-Willow gone wrong!
I can hardly believe it. How old is he. Corporal?"

"About sixteen or seventeen, I should say, sir."

"Too bad!" again said the captain. "Well
educated; fine boy, too. What good has it done
him? It seems these Indians will cut up. Educa-
tion seems to only make them worse. Corporal.
He'll feel arrest less from you than most of us.
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You'll have to go. Start early, at dayliKht anrf

young w;;;:^£ri,?xT'v''v. "' ^-^^*

another policeman •• "
"" ^ °" " '^^^'^ *" ^et

captam, then added moregraciou ly, ""Vhy Manandon t you see how much better it is to arrest h^-^?

fheh' "
^'^'l

"''" -"»• - shotgun, and he-n'Sthe boy on s.ght. Wolf-Willow is safet here You

S he hTd
""^ "'''^'^ '">'• ^"^ "^'^ heart wassorethat he had gone wrong, after giving such promiseof a fine, useful manhood. But the white settlors'cattle must be protected, and orders were orders-a soldier must obey his superior officer So It da^break^ the fastest horse in the servke was saddled'

yl^C^e^l^-^-^-^^-^-rliUrS

fW^.n^^J^l
^°'''^^- "'^ «^" old grandfather a

tnew that t"'^
'^^' "'" ""''"^^ -^' -0^-

knew th^ W. T"^'"'
°f intentional crime;knew that, should the scariet-coated police give
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chase, the old Indian would never understand,
but would probably fire and kill the man who
attempted to arrest him. The boy knew that,
with his own perfect knowledge of English, he
could explain everything away if only he could be
at his grandfather's in time, or else intercept the
police before they should arrest him. His grand-
father would shoot; the boy knew it. Then there
would be bloodshed added to theft. But Big
Wolf-Willow's lodge was ninety miles distant,
and it was the middle of a long, severe winter.
VV^hat was to be done? One thing only—he. Little
Wolf-Willow, must ride, ride, ride! He must not
waste an hour, or the prison at Regina would have
his grandfather, and perhaps a gallant soldier of
the king would meet his dea;h doing his duty.

Thrusting a pouch of pe-rjuican into his shirt
front, and fasteaing his buckskin coat tightly across
his chest, he flung himself on to his wiry little

cayuse, faced about to the north-east, and struck
the trail for the lodges of his own people. Then
began the longest, most terrible ride of his life.

Afterwards, when he became a man, he often felt

that he lived through years and years during that
ninety-mile journey. On all sides of him stretched
the blinding white, snow-covered prairie. Not a
tree, not an object to mark the trail. The wind
blew straight and level directly down from the
Arctic zone, icy, cutting, numbing. It whistled
past his ears, pricking and stinging his face like a
whiplash. The cold, yellow sunlight on the snow
blinded him, like a light flashed from a mirror.
Not a human habitation, not a living thing, lay in his
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path. Night came, with countless stars and ajoyous crescent of Northern Lights hanging low inthe sky, and the intense, still cold that haunts thepra.ne country He grudged the hours of rest he

ir^nfTi"' ^r^^'
P'',y'"8 the poor beast for itslack of food and water, but compelled to urge it on

^fhL f u*"^*
^""^ ^ "f"'"'^ «f hardship,

both boy and beast began to weaken. The irre-
sistible sleepiness that forebodes freezing becan
to overcome Little Wolf-Willow. Utter exhaustionwas sapping the strength of the cayuse. But theyb undered on, mile after mile, both with the pluck
of the prairies in their red blood; colder, slower
wearier they became. Little Wolf-Willow's headwas jyhirhng, his brain thickening, his fingers
clutching aimlessly. The bridle reins ^lipped from
his hands Hunger, thirst, cold, exhaustion, over-
powered both horse and rider. The animal stum-
bled once, twice, then fell like a dead weight

At daybreak. Corporal Manan, hot on the pur-
suit of the supposed young cattle thief, rode up the
freezing trail, headed for the north-east. A mileahead of him he saw what he thought was a dead
steer which the coyotes had probably killed and
were eating. As he galloped nearer he saw it was a
horse. An exclamation escaped his lips. Then
slipping from his own mount, stiff and half frozen
himself, he bent pityingly above the dead animal
that lay with the slender body of an Indian hugging
up to It for warmth. ^^ ^

" Poor little chap! ' c'oked the Corporal. " Poor
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Little Wolf-Willow! Death's got him now, I'm
afraid, and that's worse than the Mounted Police."

Then the soldier knelt down, and for two long
hours rubbed with snow and his own fur cap the thin,
frozen face and hands of the almost lifeless boy.
He rolled the lithe young body about, pounding it

and beating it, until consciousness n-turncd, and the
boy opened his eyes dully.

"That's better," said the Corporal. ".Vow, my
lad, it's for home!" Then he stripped himseh >.f his

own great-coat, wrapped it snugly about the young
Indian, and, placing the boy on his own horse,
he tnidged ahead on foot—five, ten, fifteen miles
of it, the boy but half conscious and freezing, the
man tramping ahead, footsore, chilled through, and
troubled, the horse with hanging head and lagging
step—a strange trio to enter the Indian camp.

From far off old Beaver-Tail had seen the
approaching bit of hated scarlet—the tunic worn
by the North-West Mounted Police—but he made
no comment as Corporal Manan lifted in his strong
arms the still figure from the saddle, and, carrying
it into the tepee, laid it beside the fire on the warm
wolf skins and buffalo hides. It took much heat
and nourishment before Little Wolf-Willow was able
to interpret the story from the Cree tongue into
English, then back again into Cree, and so be the
go-between for the Corporal and old Beaver-Tail.
"Yes, my grandfather. Big Wolf-Willow, is here,"
said the boy, his dark eyes looking fearlessly into
the Corporal's blue ones. "He's here, as you see,

and I suppose you will have to arrest him. He
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acknowlodgos he took the cattle. He was noor

th=t f^ u-
"^ ^^ys for me to tell vouthat the u-hite men came and stole all our buffaloes

uShti""."' '"f""'"'
=>"-»'« that supE us

meat t:iXT:''l
""• ''^P-^- ^"- to Tress inmeat to tat, fat to keep us warm; so he thoueht it

h n r Holt ir
^""" '^'"^ -hen'Z^ was'

doLt' r'^'"''^
''^ ''^ ^'^-*'=d and p^nIhed for

....
'^"'~b"t~" stammered Corporal Manan

Oh why didn't I know? Why didn't I knowtt was I you were after?" cried the boy. ''I wouldhave let you take me, handcuff me, anyth nlforI understand, but he does not
" "^^"'"8;. lor

as ^h\aT^ ^'?^" f"^ "P- ^''^''•"S his shoulders

"JttfwoH ' ^*--P'"nge. Then he spoke

W.T- u-
'"'

• ' y°" ever forgive us allfortnmkm, v-
j^.thief? When I think

buffalo": ^t'"^"''' ^'°^y ^' *he millions of

took or fSo'd f 'I'
'"^ ^''"^^ *"° P^'^^y ^^'-^ hetook tor food, I make no arrests here. My caotainmust do what he thinks best.

"

^

bm.'.'jit''

y°" '^^ed "»« from freezing to death, andbrought me home on your own horse, when youwere sent out to take me to prison!" muttered^boy. turnmg to his soldier friend with admiSn!
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But old Beaver-Tail interrupted. He arose,

held out his hjind towards the once hated scarlet-

coated figure, and spoke the first words he had
ever voiced in English. They were, "North-West
Mounted Police, good man, he. Beaver-Tail's
friend."
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