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Preface

f

The White Trail is a story from life, and not a
single character mentioned therein has been created
to fulfil the purpose of the storyteller's art. From
a traveller this may be taken either as an apology
for his own demerits of diction, or as an incentive
to the reader to accept much of his statements in
their truer light of realism. May I venture to put
forth both pleas?

The early days of Klondike are yet of compara-
tively recent period, and round them clings the
glamour of modern romance—most rare attraction in
these days when we are over apt to assume that all
stirnng episodes must of necessity belong to a bygone
age. It is generally admitted that the great rush to
the sub-Arctic El Dorado remains unparalleled in
goldfields' history. The difficulties which the striving
pioneers had to face were even more deadly than can
be truly described, and in this narrative :he dangers
of the trail have rather been minimize .han exag-
gerated. ^

It is no wish of mine to glorify the search for gold,
though, if it must be obtained, surely the crust of the
earth yields up its store without contaminating the
seeker. Archibald Ralston did not desire riches for
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the mere sake of riches; he sought only the means
whereby a noble end might be achieved. Gold he
found, truly, in the Indian creek of Too-much-gold,
but it was gold of another kind, a non-material kind,
that made him rich indeed; for the gold of human
nature, of faithful comradeship, is surely beyond all

price.

The story deals with an actual journey, and with
an actual people. The main incidents throughout
may be accepted as having actually occurred, though
in a few cases they are somewhat modified, and the
descriptions of the country are as nearly as possible

geographically and geologically correct, viewed back
over a lapse of eleven years. Incidentally I may
say that the dog Dave was my own dog.

If The White Trail may serve in any way to encour-
age energy and initiative, and a broader sympathy
for human kind, in the youth of our land, then its

mission will be fully accomplished, and its author
more than gratified.

ALEXANDER MACDONALD.
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CHAPTER I

Ralston Brothers

The firm of Ralston Brothers was not a laree oneThe.r office occupied one dingy room on the^co„dfloor of a commercial tenement in Wellington StreetGlasgow, while their factory, soK=alled, wafmere v anadjacent room in which two, and s;>metimes fourskilled workmen laboured in the production of cerU.n dehcate forms of mechanism which aTeiwa^sas the fates decreed, might or might notT^^cognized by the engineering world as useful a^perhaps even remarkable, inventions. The inscrfr^tion on the smoked-glass doorway of the offiTthrough which one had to pass in order to ^h
deLrduitTb"'^'"''""^' ^^- »"^^"-

tors"'.
°" ^"'*'''' Engineers and In^en-

on^'A/Vh'^
°'

'u'
''"" "" ^ =°"">«hat strange

theory, indeed, was borne out by a work n^^
stration of its practiVal ..hi;. •

working demon-

small model, wh[rdfd T^ /" '^' '^^^' °^ ^

conceived laws t h^d „
"

f' ^*^^°''^'"fi^ ^o pre-
" laws, It had no right to do. Still, the
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greybeards, whose dictum is always more or less final

in the initial stage of all things new, reserved their

condemnatory criticism for quite a considerable time.
The model was all right, and did everything claimed
for it, but the theory—ah, there was the trouble I

the theory simply set at naught many time-honoured
textbook laws, and surely it could not possibly be
correct. While these learned men were cogitating
deeply over the subject, and even making guarded
statements to the technical press on the matter,
it occurred to an enterprising editor of a scientific

journal to ask :
' Who is this Ralston, and what is

the firm Ralston Brothers?" His interview promptly
obtained for him the desired information, and then
the astounding discovery was given to the world
that Ralph Ralston was but a young man, only
twenty-three in fact, while his brother, Archie, was
barely eighteen. The interviewer, with the kindliest
intentions in the world, had thought fit to dilate on
the youthfulness of the young inventors. Then were
the vials of wrath unloosed on the young engineers'
heads

; the greybeards aforementioned suddenly came
to the definite conclusion that Ralston's theory was
all wrong. And what right had mere boys to intrude
their views in the domain of the learned and the
wise? Their presumption was to be severely con-
demned. So it happened that from that time to the
period at which this story opens, just one year, the
model had continued working in a corner of the
laboratory where it was built, but the theory of its

evolution was forgotten by the outside world—until
it should be rediscovered in the years to come.
Meanwhile the inventive brain of the elder Ralston
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had not been inrctive, and numerous useful contriv-
ances continued to be built under his tireless super-
vision. Some of these found purchasers at moderate
fi^fures, others did not, and the profits of the successful
went largely towards the expenses of the unsuccessful,
leaving but a small reward at the year's end for the
upkeep of a home.
Those who knew the two Ralstons intimately—

and they were few — understood and appreciated
the end for which the young lads strove. When
Richard Ralston, the father, died, leaving as host-
ages to fortune a widow, two sons, and a daughter,
people said it was just what might have been
expected of him, reasoning on the well-worn as-
sumption that a rolling stone gathers no moss ; and
Dick Ralston had certainly earned a reputation as
a wanderer before settling down in Glasgow as a
consulting engineer. He could speak most enter-
tamingly of the work he had accomplished in distant
lands, of ' idge building in South America, railway
construct 'n Australia, and sundry similar works
carried oi remote cor icrs of the earth ; but some-
how the peop'e he met in his more conventional
capacity m the great engineering city did not seem
to want any railways laid or bridges built, for
Richard Ralston, C.E., though famous abroad, was
in the land of his boyhood like the prophet of old.
What people did not know was that he had returned
to the scene of his own early experience with the one
Idea of having his children educated in a cif famous
for the erudition of its professors and mast rs ; and
latterly it seemed that his entire interest in life was
centred in their progress; and they certainly did
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not disappoint the broken man. The boys' special
training had been in the sciences ; their desire forknowledge in this direction seemed insatiable. Ralph
the confidant of his father, appeared to realize, even
in these early years, the gravity of his position as a
student

;
for him the lighter side of things had little

attraction, and consequently the lines of care and

yo3ulW '' ^ ^'^ ^°° P^^"^^"^"' P^- - h-

hi^l ^a' ^u)'^' *l!^
younger, he was called from

his studies before they were nearly completed to his
satisfaction, for Dick Ralston, having seen his eldestson reach man s estate, laid himself down and dieddied of a malignant fever contracted in the Tropicswhich only the Tropics could cure. Just before the

'"»m' ^'^ ^.f"^^
*^^ ^^^^^^^^ '^ his bedsideMy lads, he said slowly and quietly, "I am

fr^' J.^'Tu
'^' °^^ sy^^Ptoms, and I am a bittoo weak to fight against my enemy now. My tem-

perature will keep rising until poor old Dick Ral-ston s driving engine will be unable to keep thepumps going against the extra pressure. I leave

TwoHH h'
f''^^'" ^'^'"^^ "' ^ P^^'^ business, but

I would advise you to strike out on a new line for
yourselves. Your education is all I have been ableto give you

;
make the most of it, my lads." Hisvoice failed him for the moment, then with an efforthe continued, almost in a whisper : " Look after the

y7u7bro"tt^r.""'
^.^'P'' ^"^ ^-' Archt h Iyour brother to keep the old flag flying. Let yourpride rise superior to poverty. Goodbye I

" Hereached out a wan, white hand, which the youths
with bursting hearts, clasped in silence. Then all
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was still, save for the subdued weeping of th.w.dow and the sobbing of the fatherles'slughter

flinch under the burdpn tu^ h X.
^^^

ra.o^ in We-Un^r"sJXr' p^td wUht^fortnight after their father's death TnT ,

" *
;nediate,y thereafter R^Zn's'T^\Z%T:%Z
to the world with the result already sSel ^

indlTbi ir?:;-:"'''a\r.?ro^s"'^ r"^ ''™ "'

-ch disappoint.?;,,
'I'n'lr r^/^hrrvitaWecns,s .n its career had to be faced

'"'""able

It was a fine autumn morning in the vear .«n,

sX" at a'tit r if some'"
"*^' "'^"""'"^ •-"

conUed hisaXV' rir^^fa,^7^;!"^way of the second floor, feelincr f„ Mc Pf^Se-
while for the oflice key. Th ^having"Cd 1' twas preparing to insert it in ^e l,^k of A-w
Xn tdd'enh'-r"""' '-R^LVoLl^^wnen a sudden thought seemed to seize him ,„Jhe turned the doorhandle withou° fir t us^^ thekey Apparently the door had not been l.SkS

around him^onde'rgVrr ap?."or Jt:^had to all appearance not been touched. QuicWvthe young man threw up the lid-which al" gave



--1

I

i6 The White Trail

way without the aid of a key-and peered inside.Then he let it fall with a crash. "Gone I" hemuttered; -the plan is gone. I wonder what the
thieves have done with Ralph." He stood for amoment perplexed, then sniffed the air enquiringlvA faint but subtle odour filled the room. "Whvdear me " he said in surprise, -the vat must hav^been left in circuit all night ; the scent will be pretty
powerful in the laboratory if all the windows are

He opened the door leading into the adjacent room,and at once dense yellow fumes enveloped him ; buhe heeded them not Through the murky atmos-
phere his eyes sought out a peculiarly shaped
contrivance mounted on rough supports near the

seem^J'
/''" ^^'^^ ^ ^^"^^^ "^"^^^""^ sound

wirr'tH f """T''-
^'^''^^ mysterious-looking

wires led from it to an electric generator near athand. Archie stepped forward and gingerly dis-
connected one of the rubber-covered spirals ; then hegazed around and uttered a cry of amazement, for
seated on a chair opposite the fireplace-the fire had

h^A!lT^
gone out-was hk brother Ralph, with

whil^Tn
'"^^^"^^/^'^^'•d on his breast, fast Asleep,

while in one hand, grasped tightly, was the missing
p an with many new notes and sundry strange hier<>
glyphics marked freshly upon it. Archie gazfd at thesleeper for a moment, his face showing The conflict!

onllnT"' °^r^
^""^ '^^"^''' ^^^" he noiselessly

'' RalphrtLVr^ ^'^'^"^ ''' ^^-P-'^ --'

The senior partner awoke with a start, and sur-
(B 949)
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r^t"? o^!\
^''°^^^' ^^^^^^y- " What's the trouble,

Archie? he asked quickly. A breath of the tainted
atmosphere entered his throat as he spoke, and he
coughed violently. " I must have dropped off to
sleep and left the concern working," he added, when
he had recovered himself.
"You're half-asleep yet," cried Archie in vexation,
vou don t seem to realize that you didn't comehome at all last night."
Ralph sighed wearily and rubbed his hand across

his eyes. «! wanted to work out the final experi-
ment after the men had gone last night," he said.

Ihere was a good deal to bother about, and I found
one or two flaws in the theory which took me some
time to get over. I must have fallen asleep while
making my alterations in the plan. I am very sorry.
Archie; I hope the mater didn't think anything had
happened." / s «

" Why didn't you tell me you meant to do some
special work last night?" demanded Archie half-
indignantly - Wasn't I with you at the beginning,
and didn 1 1 work out *Se main experiments with you?
Purely, he broke out passionately, "I can be of
some use!"

"I didn't want you to be present, Archie,"
answered the elder brother quietly. " I was afraid
of disappointment, and as you had to attend your
classes in the evening I thought it was a fair thinff
to let you have one night's peace."
He stood up and commenced to walk backwards

and forwards across the room with quick, nervous
strides. Ralph Ralston was slightly taller than his
brother, but apart from that difference, and the more

(BS49)
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aged expression on his face, there was a wonderful
similarity in the features of the two. The clean-cut
profile of the one was reproduced in the other. The
same deep-set grey eyes were the characteristic of
both.

"It's all right, old man," said Archie with forced
cheerfulness, "but," and he grasped his brother
affectionately by the arm as he came near, "you are
always trying to save me, and if I am not old enough
to keep my end up now, what good am I to the firm?
I told the mater yesterday evening that you would be
late, but I did not dream of your staying up all night
in the laboratory. Honestly I thought something
had happened to you when you didn'i iurn up,
so I cleared out early this morning to investigate.
When I came into the office I even thought someone
had attacked you and stolen the plan. But come
let us go home and have breakfast before Mother and
Queenie miss us."

"You're right, Archie," said Ralph, "the worries
of the office must stay in the office, and please good-
ness we'll keep the home intact in spite of all, though
Uiings do look gloomy enough in the meantime."
They went out into the passage, and were halfway
downstairs, when Ralph stopped suddenly.
"I believe I had better go back and put that

smelhferous machine of ours somewhere out of the
way before the engineers arrive," said he; "I don't
want people to investigate it too closely."
"Why bother about it?" exclaimed Archie.
burely our failure will not affect others "

"Failure?" interrupted Ralph. "The process is
no failure, boy "
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" I thought you said " Archie began excitedly,
but words failed him, and he made a wild burst back
to the laboratory.

"It is no failure," reiterated Ralph, as he too
reached the laboratory to find Archie on his knees
beside the strange gas-evolving receptacle. "The
gold ic thrown down free from impurity, the re-
fractory ore with Ralstons' process is refractory no
longer. Take out the gravitation chamber, Archie-
what do you see there?"

*

"Gold I" exclaimed Archie, emptying a strain of
what looked like fine yellow sand into his hand from
the inverted vessel.

"Just so," agreed his brother without enthusiasm;
" but, Archie, did you ever think of what we should
require to have before we could benefit by our dis-
covery?"

"I didn't," came the slow response, "but now
I understand. We need a gold mine to produce
the ore."

"Yes, that is so, Archie. Or we could arrange
to treat the useless ore at some of the big mines
at a certain price per ton; only, you see, the dis-
covery would be ours just as long as the secret
remamed unknown, for of course we cannot patent
a discovery, and any analytical engineer could soon
solve the problems we have worked out if he were
allowed to examine the apparatus when working.
I foresaw our main difficulty at the start, and I wrote
to some of the biggest Western American com-
panies about a month ago asking if they would be
willing to give us a chance if we were successful,
but no reply has come along, so I suppose we can
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call our metallurgical process a scientific success but
a financial failure."

Archie took up the model in his arms and silently
carried it through to the office. " No one will bother
examming it here," he said, placing the vat on the
floon "Now let us go and have breakfast, Ralph,
and, he added bitterly, "after that we'll see if we
can t devise a new form of hairpin or something
about equally important. It's about time we left off^
groping in the dark corridors of science and applied
our energies to something really useful."
They closed their office door once more, and.

arm in arm, set forth for their home in the western
suburbs. It was then but seven o'clock in the
morning.

At this time the firm of Ralston Brothers was un-
doubtedly in a bad way. Its income was erratic and
uncertain, and the chief fear of the senior partner
was that the lean months of the immediate past would
be continued into the future. The profession of in-
ventor IS at best but a haphazard one, and success
largely depends upon the commercial ability of the
inventor when it comes to a case of selling the fruits
of his genius. In this direction the Ralstons ad-
mittedly did not shine; they had not the gift of self
advertisement, they could not laud their own achieve-
ments, and consequently, being unfitted by nature
to wage war in the commercial lists of the great
city, they, after their first spasmodic success or two
were gradually but surely being driven to the wall'
Cunously enough it did not occur to them to value
their Ideas high enough, otherwise, in one or more
instances, they might have reaped quite a rich reward
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ijSf

instead of the trivial sum received. They were both
too young and too unsophisticated to achieve success
without the kindly helping hand of someone who
knew the world and its ways better than they did;
and this fact they were only beginning to realize.

They reached their home after about twenty minutes'
sharp walking, but—alas for their plans of secrecy
concerning the all-night vigil in the laboratory I—the

gentle-faced mother met them at the doorway, her
eyes expressing the anxious thoughts that trembled
on her lips. "This is too much, Ralph," she said
reproachfully. "You have been late at the labora-
tory many times, but for your health's sake I must
ask you to try and have no more all-night sittings.

You see I know all about it," she explained with
a smile, turning to Archie, who indeed looked some-
what nonplussed. "You can't hide these things
from me, boys "

"It's all right, little mother," hastily interposed
Ralph. "The fact is, I went to sleep last night
while watching a rather lengthy experiment."

Mrs. Ralston said no more, but gazed after the
youthful breadwinners somewhat wistfully as they
marched off to their room to make themselves pre-
sentable before having breakfast. It was odd, too,
how they managed to recollect some wonderful sub-
jects for impromptu jokes as they busied themselves at
their toilet. No one who heard their merry laughter
would have dreamt that in the hearts of these same
two humorists there dwelt a jeeling akin to despair.
Oh, brave spirits that can ever keep a smile for the
home, however depressed, and by their sunny influ-
ence gild the lining of the gloomiest clouds I So well

mm
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did they dissemble their feelings that even the fond
mother was deceived at the breakfast table, and
ventured to ask mildly if a new success had been
achieved by the firm.

"Of course I know what it is," cried Queenie,
aged fifteen, the blooming young sister of the in-
ventors, who had been deftly coaxing her brothers
to eat by insinuating fresh pieces of toast into their
plates at short intervals, which they obediently and
absent-mindedly consumed. -I know; the electro-
chemica hydro-carbonaceous metallurgical process
has worked all right. Bother these big names I If

ul u ,r
^^^" ^'"P^® ^'"^ ^"^« yo" wouldn't have

• t. i
the trouble with the business. Isn't that

right, Archie?"
"Oh, you've got the names near enough I" ad-

mitted her brother, with evasive gravity; and before
the subject could be pursued further the postman's
imperative knock was heard, which sent Queenie
flying in anticipatory delight to answer the summons.
She returned, looking rather disappointed, carrying
a blue oblong envelope in her hand. - It's only for
Ralston Brothers," she said. "I suppose it is an
advertisement about how to grow rich by becoming
an engineer, or something of that sort "

J^I?^^^^'" T^^"^ ^^'P^ «^""^Jy' '"^king no
effort to receive the fancied ironical epistle.

"It's Am'el^an'-l!'^"^^
^"^'°"'" ^'' S"-"-

"What?" shouted Ralph and Arche in one
breath. In a surprisingly short space of time the
despised letter was in the senior partner's hands.

I quite forgot that I wrote my letter from the home
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address," he whispered hurriedly across the table to

his brother. Archie nodded, and his face flushed

eagerly as he waited for the letter to be opened.

It was now impossible to hide the fact that the

missive was supposed to be of some considerable

importance. Mrs. Ralston looked at her elder son
anxiously, and Queenie's eyes waited expectantly

the opening of the envelope.

Ralph hesitated for a second or two, then non-
chalantly tossed the sealed packet across the table.

"You read it, Archie," he said. "The sensation

will be like watching the result of a doubtful ex-

periment, and you may as well have your share of

the thrills."

In a moment the seal was broken and a thin type-

written sheet fluttered on to the table. Archie seized

the flimsy note and s: 'utinized the writing carefully,

his face brightening perceptibly the while. " It's

from the Union Gold Mining Company of Wash-
ington, Ralph," he said, striving to keep his voice
level.

"Read it out," returned Ralph laconically, and
the youth forthwith proceeded:

" Dear Sir,

"We have received your communication re
the treatment of refractory ores by Ralston's Process,
and have gone carefully into the matter. As you
are probably aware, numerous attempts have been
made by various metallurgical chemists to get a
satisfactory return from the so-called telluride ores
which form a large portion of the lode in our mines,
but in no instance have the results been even moder-
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ately successful. You will pardon us therefor, -t

P^bfe, anS^^/^oi'tSrs:;?,'^!?^

.e:7^rovi?'5,?s::L'of'vr ''""' """^
"° --

rf you can spare the time.
"*' P'*"

"We are, yours faithfully,

" Union Gold Mining Company,
"per H. Pearson, Managing Director."

en^gV LmTnrS'h "'ZT^^ '"'"*''

couldn. have expected anything ^TJ '^"'^ ""

M.^K*i:=^^^

some"°s7crrnr 'r^^^^P^^'^^ i' on

n^Tt.^;'f^/^n^Tl Int
"ohi"^L • ! i 1'^ "^'^^^"^ a flaw."
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** Not so fast, Queen of Sheba," reproved Archie,
taking the cue from his brother. "A lot has to be
done before we benefit much."
"Ay, a lot has to be done," repeated Ralph

wearily. "The plant itself on a small scale could
be made in a few days; but I dare not risk going
out to the West even on such a promising errand.
If by any chance the secret were discovered there
would be no reward, and there are many things
which make the journey but a speculative venture."

"Couldn't you send another man, dear?" asked
Mrs. Ralston quietly.

" No, Mother, for in the first place he would want
a fee that we couldn't afford to pay, and in the
second place no man knows anything about the
construction of the affair."

"And that's just where the junior partner gets a
chance of showing what he is made of," cried Archie,
rising to his feet and gazing at his brother with calm
earnestness. "It is no use trying to keep it quiet
longer. Mother," he explained, noting her wonder-
ing look. " Something has to be done, or Ralston
Brothers will go under. Ralph, you have done
pretty well all the work so far. Let me do some-
thing now. It won't cost much: only the price of
my ticket to the West. I won't take a return. It's

a chance for the firm and for the home, Ralph; let

me take it."

" As you will, Archie," came the answer gravely.

*3-
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CHAPTER II

A Youthful Ambassador

It was a cold and disagreeable morning when Archie

"e Weft ""r":.^'"'' ^r'°"' ^^^^^P-'' - -«^^
'-

L l^y^f /j^'u '"u''
'^*" ^ "^^^^ ^^^ passed since

It was deeded that he should set forth on his fateful
mission, and now he had reached the great English
seaport from which so many dauntless Britons had
sailed away to seek in new lands the wider scope for

not'lffo'^d"*""'
^^^ "'"""''^ ""^ *^^'' birth could

He surveyed the deserted platform somewhat rue-
fully for a moment. The hour was early and only the
porters whose duty it was to meet the train were in

me after a 1,
'
he muttered, a feeling of desolation

ZTuu!
'" '.''^; ^'^^ ^^ checked the weakening

cTZTl '!?"',^'^T^y' ,
" It is better as it is," he dlcided half-aloud. -It would only make it worse

for me to say goodbye again." With this philo-
sophical reasoning he buttoned his overcoat tightly

tZ f^^"^
^^^^'^ °^ ^° superintend the un-loading of his luggage from the van; already his

Z.1^Z P"^^^"^^'-^ h^d disappeared in the mistsbeyond the station portals.
Archie's personal effects were apparently not acumbersome commodity. A fair-sized portmanteau
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and a small handbag, bearing his name, and ad-
dressed: **S.S. Campania, Passenger", had already
been given in charge of a porter, who now waited
to receive from the van the bulkier packages simi-
larly addressed. But clearly the strange oblong and
iron -ribbed case that was hauled forth contained
something other than mere clothing. The weary
railway servant gazed somewhat askance at his pros-
pective burden, until he suddenly discovered that it

required no Samsonian effort to move it.

"There's a good deal of waste space in this here
concern, sir," he commented, lifting, with scarcely an
effort, the box containing the wonderful mechanism
of Ralston 's Process.

"No, I think not, porter," replied the youth,
smiling ; "it's all pretty useful. But you see it's not
charged just now—no! no I there's nothing dan-
gerous in it—"as the official drew back in alarm.
"Take it to the left-luggage office, and don't smash
it about any more than you can help. I'll call after
breakfast and a!; 2 it down to the ship."
"Are you travelling by the Campania, sir?" came

a voice at his elbow, and a man wearing a uniform
cap stepped forward. " Hi there, porter," he called
out, as that individual was wheeling his load away,
"I'll take charge of that luggage."
"Oh, you will, will you?" cried Archie in some

annoyance, " I rather think you won't."
" I am the Cunard agent, sir, and it is my duty to

attend to the shipment of passengers' baggage."
" Well, you won't attend to mine," declared Archie

decisively. " I " But the a^ent had turned on
his heel and walked away.
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.h'lli''*'*' ' ''"* «^°"* *"<' ""ade a bloomer firstshot," communed the boy with himself. •' lTupp^?e

? to'k^owTh.T'h'
"^ "'" '"' ''°* '^^ ^-"^^ -sto know that he was genuine. Han? it all I Itmust be that the custody of the Process is breakinlup my nerves when I can actually be uncwfto fman. Ah well, my troubles are only beginninel

ot:: SaUp'ofT.-^'"' ' ''"' "^^ "'^'"'f-'-

tur^pH
?'!"•'*/"'!'' ^'°" *« ^"'P'y P'»tfonn, andturned out mto the street. It was raining, and theguttering street lamps blinked mistily through thegloom. Everything seemed wet and dismal andmexpressibly dreary. The boy shudder^ at the

storm "h! «T."'
'"'"' """'"^ "'^ "ead to thestorm, he started to run, colliding almn« i™

med^tely With a burly fi.^'re in a glfste^l'g'w^^^^^^^

ifte force of concussion was so severe that Archie

ful grip of the other held him up, while a grSff yetkindly voice addressed him.
^

^tter course than that? You had room e oughto pass without trying to knock the wind out ^o'

bu't'L^'i;;''"'^
'°''^'" ^'^^" A'-^h'^ breathlessly;but the big man intervened at once

"When you say that, my laddie, I feel moved by

for rfrnTn"' ^"^r^^"
'^ *^^^ ^^^ blame myse^for 1 11 not deny that I might have given vou awider berth than I did, an'—." ^
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" If you'll excuse me," said Archie in his politest

manner, " I'm getting very wet "

•'An' you can stand getting a wee bit wetter, my
man," came the stern rebuke, and a great paw was
ujd restrainingly on his shoulder. " You've actually
spoiled C/r 2 o' the most eloquent apologetic speeches
in my rrpertory, an' wounded my feelin's vera in-

I'idktoubly." He interrupted himself with a jerk.

"By the Great Southern Cross," he ejaculated, "I
had forgotten all about meeting that train from the
North i Goodbye I " He strode off at once. Then
it was Archie who prolonged the conversation. He
did so somewhat unwillingly, it is true, but he felt

impelled to give the information.

"The Northern train came in about ten minutes
ago," he cried after the disappearing Scot; "there
is no one at the station now."
Something remarkably like a forcible expression

exploded from the man's lips. "Is it possible?"
he apostrophized, turning back. "Is it actually a
fact that I have missed meeting that Pharisee after

all my hurry?"
By this time Archie had decided to go back to

the waiting-room at the station rather than risk a
further wetting in his quest for an early restaurant.
His chance acquaintance of the morning seemed now
plunged in deepest dejection. He walked slowly
after the boy, and took up a solitary position on the
emply platform, whence he gazed eagerly around as
if expecting to see someone secreted in the vicinity.
The glare from an overhead arc lamp illuminated
his features, and Archie, who had turned round half-
unconsciously, saw the face of the man with whom
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he had been holding converse. And it was no ordi-
nary face he saw. Rugged and even grim were the
outhnes of it, yet in spite of this there was a lurking
air of humour about the mouth which even the heavy
bronze moustache could not hide. He was a man
apparently of about thirty-five years of age, but be-
longed to no type that Archie in his inexperience
could recognize. Yet of one thing he was satisfied;
he felt sure that his disappointed acquaintance was
no confidence man, such as he had been warned
agamst. He had just come to this conclusion when
he was igain addressed by the Scot, who had evi-
dently been conscious of the boy's scrutiny.
"I say, my lad, would it be an impertinent ques-

tion to ask if you travelled by that extra-ordinarily
punctual train which I have missed, owing to my
misguided belief in the procrastinating nature o'
railway engines in general?"

Archie^""^
^'°"' Glasgow with it, sir," responded

"An' did you by any chance happen to observe a
long, lanky son of a gun get aboard at the same
^ !f«ru

P^'^'S'^^ *^e questioner with much interest.
What sort of man was he?" asked the youth, not

much enlightened.

'Til make myself plainer; did you notice a tall
and elegant sort o' man, with flame-coloured hair, a
similarly tinted moustache that would have suited a
walrus, a parboiled complexion, an' a nose in har-
mony wi' his other personal attractions?"
Archie laughed outright. " Why, I am sure I did

see such a man," he said ; "in fact I was getting into
the same carriage with him, but he looked at me so
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savagely that I changed my mind and got a seat
somewhere else."

"That would be him right enough, that was bound
to be Stewart

; his extreme sociable qualities were aye
a noted feature in his deportment. Where did he
go, my lad? Did he trek right away, or did you
hear him murmuring gently to himself as he stood
an' looked around the spacious arena?"
"I did not take any notice, sir; you see, I am

going out by the Campania to-day, and I was
worrying about my luggage too much to observe
where anyone went."

"You're going with the Campanial So am I,

laddie, and so is that wandering baboon I am look-
ing for. Ah well, I suppose a merciful Providence
will see that he doesn't come to harm, and he'll most
likely turn up smiling like a fairy before the boat
sails. However,"—here he stari:ped sturdily upon
the flagged floorway, as if he found it necessary to
dispel by energetic action his dire misgivings for the
lost one,—" I am considerably obliged to you, young
man, and as we are to be shipmates for a week I may
introduce myself now."
At this stage he drew himself up stiffly, and with

stern expression began :
" My name is Mac—an' on

the Grampian Hills my father "

"You mean Nerval," corrected Archie mis-
chievously.

" No, sir, I said Mac, an' Mac it is ; do you think
the Grampians is a figure o' speech, or the special
preserve o' a man that lived ten thousand years
ago?" ^

"But Mac what?" urged Archie, much amused.
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" To my friends I am just Mac, my lad ; to others

I acknowledge the imposing title of James Mackay

—

Esquire—An' what may your name be?"
*• I have not the honour of prefixing my name

with a 'Mac'," replied Archie with due humility.

"I am only an Englishman, born abroad, and

educated in Glasgow. I am called Archibald

Ralston."

"And a good name too," agreed Mac with sudden

soberness of demeanour, "i once knew a man of

that name." He paused a moment, and seemed lost

in thought. "An' what were you hurrying about

when you bumped into me?" he demanded un-

ceremoniously.

The boy's reply that he had been in quest of his

breakfast appeared to awake in his companion a new
excitement. "That's exactly where Stewart has

gone," he cried with much satisfaction. "Stewart

never could neglect an opportunity for being good
to himself. Ten to one we'll find the white-eyed

kaffir gorging his inner man in the hotel here.

Come wi' me, Archie Ralston, Esquire
;

you'll find

no shops open at this hour in the morning, but I'll

guarantee we can get a' we want in the hotel."

Archie's face flushed. "But the expense " he

was beginning.

The big man linked his arm in that of his com-
panion, and drew him unceremoniously along with

him. " When Mac asks a man's company, he is

always willing to foot the bill," he grunted, as they

entered the doorway.

It would only be strictly in accordance with facts

to state that Archie did not much favour the prospect
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of meeting the individual designated as Stewart ; his
slight recollection of the man brought back to him
a picture of an uncouth desperado, and as youth is
apt to assume a good deal on first impressions, the
prevailing hope in the young traveller's heart at that
moment was that friend Mac's deduction as to his
probable presence within the hotel would prove to
be in error. But his desire in this direction was
not to be gratified. A waiting attendant led them
to a small coffee-room kept specially for early visitors,
and ushered them in without ceremony. Only one
man was there before them, and he was seated at a
table near the fire, gazing abstractedly at an empty
plate in front of him. Archie had no difficulty in
recognizing him, even from the grandiloquent de-
scription he had been given of the strayed one some
minutes earlier. But to all appearance Stewart at
this time seemed in no way concerned over his
friend's failure to meet him at the station ; he did
not even look up when the newcomers entered, but
he was startled to his feet quick enough when a
voice hailed him thus

:

"Stewart, you backsliding Eskimo! "

"Mac, you case-hardened kangaroo!" he roared
boisterously in reply, leaping forward.
Both epithets seemed to find much favour, and the

two men clasped hands in a way that spoke of long
absence from each other. They continued to unload
themselves of many similarly veiled compliments, and
Archie, feeling himself somewhat in the light of an
intruder, walked a little way apart and watched the
pair with ever-increasing interest. Stewart, he noted,
was comparatively a young man, and his gaunt frame
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and ruddy-hued face contrasted oddly with the more

ponderous build of his companion, whose features,

too, were deeply bronzed as if by much exposure to

a tropical sun.
•' An' how could you," Mac began feelingly—" how

could you come in here, you grinning gorilla, an'

banquet yoursel', when you knew I had been waiting

for you a' night in the cauld, damp, an' lonesome

street."

"I didna think you meant to meet me," pleaded

Stewart, much moved, "an' I never thought o'

lookin' to see wha was on the platform."

"Not another word I I forgive you!" quoth Mac,

adroitly interposing ; and Archie, catching his glance

at that moment, thought he saw a temporary total

eclipse of one of his optics; but perhaps he was

mistaken.

It was somewhere about this stage that Stewart

seemed to become aware of the youth's presence,

and an unlovely expression mantled up in his fea-

tures. He raised two great knuckled hands to his

weather eye—the neighbouring orb he closed so

tightly as to contract wholly the corresponding side

of his physiognomy,—and, forming, a rude telescope

therewith, glared at the supposed intruder with

Cyclopean malevolence. "Ship ahoy I" he hailed

in a weird sing-song whisper. Then deftly sliding

his improvised spy-glass arrangement across to the

convulsed side of his features, the while he diverted

his concentrated glare into the corresponding optic

with seeming automatic adjustment of his tense

grimace, he hailed again, in a voice audible and

grim: " Whatna strange craft is that?"
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Archie, somewhat alarmed, started to make a bee

line for the door. Then Mac's voice arose admonish-
ingly: "Ca' canny, Stewart, my man, don't frighten

the lad ; it's not fair o' you " He ceased in order

to stay Archie's exit, then continued with mild reproof:
" Forbye, he's my prot6g^."

But Stewart had subsided in the nearest chair, and
was feebly murmuring to himself: " Frighten the lad I

Me frighten the lad I An' everybody kens I'm so soft-

hearted I couldna even startle a bird off a blackberry

bush !

"

He appeared so completely overcome at the ungen-
erous accusation that Archie was moved with com-
passion for him, and even contemplated throwing oil

on the troubled waters; but Mac's formal introduction,

being let loose at that moment, checked for the

time his good-natured impulse. ** Stewart, you un-
ci^'ilized backslider," began the burly one in winning
tones, " let me introduce to your vera favourable

notice a young lad o' vera promising parts, who has
rendered me most valuable services. His name is

Archie Ralston." Here Stewart arose from his seat,

and bowed most profoundly. "As I was about to

remark," continued the speaker with growing elo-

quence, "this you.ig lad is setting out on a lang
journey—nearly half as far as we are goin'—an' we
must make it our duty to give him the benefit of
our experienced counsel at a' times, an'—an'

"

At this stage he floundered somewhat, but quickly
recovering the thread of his discourse he proceeded
bravely. "An' should any Philistine or Philistines
attempt to molest him, it will be our pleasure, Stewart,
my man, to arise in our wrath and, for the sake of
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auld Scotland, which we so seldom see, smite the

hyenas wi' right goodwill."

He stopped from sheer lack of breath, and Stewart,

deeply affected, made feeling answer: "Ay, Mac,

even as you say. We will smite them wi' a fearfu'

smicht." He reached out a powerful hand in token

of goodwill, and Archie returned his grip heartily.

<* I am indeed glad to know you sir," he said, ''and

I am sorry I did not travel from Glasgow in the

same carriage. I—I thought you were angry with

me.
''Shivering icebergs! So you are the young lad

wha came into my boudoir, an' then went oot again

hastily in spite o' a' my endeavours to be freendly.

I even smiled at you maist rapturously
"

"That's enough," interrupted Mac grimly. "No
wonder the lad was frightened." Whereupon poor

Stewart succumbed again in resigned bewilder-

ment.

Meanwhile it was made evident that Mac had not

neglected to order an appetizing breakfast for Archie

and himself, and the lad, who had been wondering

when the call for mere creature comforts would pre-

vail over the friendly badinage of his host and new-

found companion, was rather surprised to observe

that the waiter who now arrived came to fulfil an

order and not to receive one. In a few minutes

a fresh table was prepared, and the two sat down
to do justice to the good things provided, while

Stewart, ensconcing his lanky form in a comfort-

able chair by the fire, drew forth his pipe, and soon

began to puff out evil-smelling fumes therefrom.

And as his eyes followed the curling clouds of smoke
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that leisurely diffused around to besmirch the fresh-

ness of the atmosphere, his thoughts assumed a
reminiscent turn, so that his hearers in due course
were treated to some passing strange tales of adven-
ture in the Arctic Circle, and many moving episodes
in the life of the narrator.

Archie was more than interested ; he was enthralled

with the spirit of romance so set before him, and
the more charmed he grew, so did further thrilling

dramatic sketches fall the more earnestly from
Stewart's lips. The youth did not notice the while
that Mac was paying but scant attention to the
stories related by his doughty companion, yet so
it was; yea, further than this, an onlooker might
have observed the swart cloud of some indefinable
resentment gather on his open features, and noted
that his forced grunt of approval, when directly

referred to, sounded suspiciously like an uncom-
promising snarl. The climax came at last.

*'Ay, my lad," Stewart intoned dreamily, con-
cluding his most daring effort, ** I wrestled wi' that
bear for nearly an hour before I got a chance to
reach for ny knife. It looked as if he knew exactly
where I carried the toothpick too, an' every time I

reached doon to draw that fourteen inches o' cauld
steel from my boot, the savage animile would gie
me an extra hard squeeze. ... I was sorry for that
bear; he made a grand fecht." He sighed reflec-

tively. Then did Archie become aware that all was
not as it should be with Mac. That worthy gentle-
man, during the grim narrative, had been gulping
down his breakfast somewhat hurriedly, and now,
at the conclusion of the harrowing tale, he bolted
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the last fragtrent on his plate and turned a fierce

face on the reminiscent one.

"Are you no ashamed o' yoursel'?" he exploded

wrathfully. "Have you no regard whatsoever for

the grand an' glorious principles o' truth an' righteous-

ness, you—you whale?"

Stewart smiled blandly, and waved a deprecating

hand.
" Your choice o' language is no' up to the auld

standard, Mac," said he thoughtfully.

" After listening to your injudicious an' innocuous

remarks "

"Ay, that's better. But what was wrang wi' the

bear story? I'm thinkin' you're getting gey hard

to please, Mac, my man. You see, if I hadna

killed the bear, the revengfu' quadrooped would

hae slauchtered me."

"Do you mean to say that you were speaking o'

facts?" demanded Mac sternly.

" I was the only man that escaped to tell the tale,"

sadly murmured the raconteur. " I'm sair grieved

that you should doubt me. I'm—I'm hurt in my
maist tender feelings."

Archie was visibly impressed; not so the doubting

Mac, however; he gazed suspiciously at his mourn-

ful confrere for a moment with further words of

wrath trembling on his lips, but he relented before

they were uttered.

"You seraphic-faced baboon," he remarked gently

instead, " I didn't doubt you for one instant. I was

sure
"

"Yes, and so was I," agreed Archie, breaking in

on Mac's deliberate speech with purposeful intent.
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Stewart beamed. "I'll mak' no more comment,"
said he.

Archie soon discovered that his odd pair of friends
were men of action as well as past masters in the
art of delicate innuendo. They were evidently both
good examples of the roving Scot, but while Mac
only occasionally spoke in accents suggestive of
Caledonia, Stewart sternly refused to modify his
language, which was almost aggressively Scotch.
Indeed, it seemed to Archie that he was one of those
"touch me who dare" sort of men, emblematical of
his country, whose speech would even become more
pronounced the farther from his native land he wan-
dered. But it was not alone their quaint choice of
words or manner of expression that attracted Archie
to the couple. Unaccountably he felt drawn to them

;

something deeper and stronger far in their seeming
complex natures appealed to his own growing man-
hood. Throughout the earlier part of the day they
were attentive and kind to him in a myriad little ways.
As prospective companions on an ocean voyage they
explained that it was only natural they should keep
together, and, as the boy soon realized, this arrange-
ment was one altogether in his favour.

Thus it happened that when the Royal Mail
steamship Campania steamed out of the Mersey
that afternoon, she bore the strangely met trio on
her deck, and Archie as he gazed with dim eyes at
the fast-receding shores of old England could not
but feel profoundly thankful that his lot at this,
the final parting of the way, was not so friendless
and solitary as he had anticipated. After all, he
was but a boy, though over-early cares had matured
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the fresh young face beyond its years, only a boy with
a boy's hopes and fears, yet with a man's resolve and
determination. Go, brave young heart, go forth on
your mission. In sadness or in joy, in success or in

failure, may the good God watch over ycu and keep
you free from ill I

So surely when a boy makes his first essaying flight

out into the greater world, so surely does his heart

fill with longing for the dear ones left behind. It is

not in nature for youth to hide its deeper feelings by
forcing the careless smile of indifference; in later

years the wanderer may successfully convey to the

outside world an impression of happy-go-lucky cheer-

fulness the while his heart is sad and lonely and
weary with longing; but the young traveller can
have no such empty subterfuge. Archie thought no
one could guess the misery he was striving to hide,

and, among the more or less callous passengers
around hii 1, it was unlikely that many would trouble

to notice any signs of the boy's inward struggle.

Filled with an odd desire to be alone, he sought
the least - frequented part of the deck, and there,

half- hidden by a lifeboat, he took up a solitary

position, and surveyed with abstracted gaze the

swiftly rushing green waters. Already an impromptu
concert had been started in the music-room, and
the tinkling of the ship's piano reached his ears

dully above the sound of a rising breeze. But he
did not stir from his place. " I will succeed I I will

succeed!" he repeated to himself, fighting valiantly

against his swelling emotion. Half an hour passed,

then a friendly touch on his shoulder caused him
to look round with quivering lips. It was Mac

li
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who stood before him, his strange-natured friend,
Mac, with a world of kindliness shining out from
his steady blue eyes.

" I've been looking for you, Archie, my lad," he
began, then his voice grew softer. "I know the
feeling, Archie, though it's many years since I first

experienced it. Bear up, my boy, you're young
enough to start out on a journey like this, but your
heart will carry you through."
The kindly words touched the boy at once. '• You

have been very good to me," he said rather brokenly.
•' I—I suppose it is usual to feel a bit miserable at
first. But why should you think of me at all? You
don't know me or anything about me, or where I am
going or "

"My lad," interrupted the other, "I have tra-
velled in many parts of the world, and have met all
kinds of people. I make no claim to be blessed with
any special kind o' virtue, but it so happens that my
sympathies aye go out to any young laddie I may
meet that is making a struggle towards some good
purpose. You need tell me nothing, Archie, but
let me help you where I can. Mac, the wandering
engineer, may get the name o' bein' a tough an'
desperate sort o' individual, but nobody can say he
ever was guilty o' breakin' a trust, or deceivin' his
fellow man."
Archie nodded. His silence was more potent than

words. Many men he too had met even in his brief
career, and he was wondering whether, after all, he
might have misjudged some of them, whether a few
also might have had kind and even generous hearts
hidden beneath their brusque exteriors. The thought
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brought much in its train. "And you are an en-
gineer?" he said at length. "My father was an
engineer; years ago he built bridges in South
America and Australia."
" Dick Ralston," murmured Mac quietly.
" Why, did you know him?" cried the boy eagerly.
'•He was good to me when I was down on my

luck. He took me on without asking questions at
a time when I was much in need. What he did for
me I'll gladly do for his son on the same understand-
ing. There is something greater than coincidence
in this."

And so it seemed, and Archie's spirits rose con-
siderably as he realized that the kindly Scot had been
his father's friend. Long they talked together, and
when the time for turning in came the boy's gloomy
thoughts had all disappeared. After the first night
at sea his new surroundings began to interest him
deeply, and when Queenstown had been left a day
behind his naturally cheerful disposition had regained
its full supremacy. To him the different types among
the passengers formed a subject for fascinating study.
There was the American millionaire who had worked
himself up from some more or less lowly position
to the proud eminence he now held as a king of
industry. His quiet and unassuming manner be-
spoke the man of action rather than of words. His
antithesis was to be found in the noisy-tongued
German Jew stockbroker who had already made him-
self a feature in the smoke-room. Then there was
the skipper of a schooner who was going out to
join a new vessel at San Francisco; his bluff per-
sonality marked him out at once as a seafaring
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man even before he had ventured the information.
Actors. lawyers soldiers, clergymen, members othe English nobility-indeed all kinds and classesof people appeared to be represented on the Cam!

Archie could not place-even their nationality wasvery doubtful, for they could adapt their spei^hTa most astonishing manner. Their one aSine
interest was card playing for high stakes. anTma"ftimes Archie would sit near them in the smoke-TtZ

with a k „d of awe their reckless handling of whatseemed like small fortunes in gold. On these ^«-sions h«, friends Mac and Stewart were usuallTT;

n':/;:t"h;„r
^^

'- ^ ^^-^ °^ "-"«-'»—^-
So far the weather had been rather boisterous andfew people had yet recovered their sea l.gs s"ffi-

sTpiU^th': t") \T'' "''"='• --ideXsurprised the boy, for he himself had been in no

Sz'e^rafh'^
** '"!'•"'? """"«• -«" didnot qui":

ma k^ him r'"'"''""^
'™" "'^ <'^*''«' "Sicknessmarked him as an exception to the rule. As for thedraught players they behaved as if nothing short ofa collision was likely to disturb their equanimityDuring the afternoon of the third day ouT femthe Irish port, Arehie noticed that the gamblers hadadded one more-a fifth_to their partyfa tall youneAmerican who was apparently returning home af"e?having holidayed extensively in Europl Mac ot

oLtl hisfeT"""" ."''°' ""'' '^ ^""O"* »">"«

mTng &e oXT " "' '"""' ""'" '°°'' "'' P'-«



^

44 The White Trail

"I think it would be almost right to give him a
hint," he grunted, sotto vocCy to Stewart.

"It isna our funeral," returned Stewart calmly,
without looking up; and Archie, hearing these re-
marks, was much mystified.

The play proceeded, and within a few minutes it

was evident that the latest addition to the party was
faring rather badly. Then abruptly there came a
striking climax to the scene. A card fluttered as if

by accident out of one of the men's hands and fell,

face upwards, on the floor. The careless one at once
dived after it, but the card he placed back with his
own was not the one which had fallen. The young
onlooker became vaguely conscious that something
unfair had happened; he did not know what game
the men were playing, but in that one moment he
was given a vivid insight into the awful hideousness
of a gambler's life, and there rushed over him an
overwhelming resolve never to touch a card as long
as he lived. He arose from his seat, and was on the
point of walking away, when the cool and even voice
of the American arrested his movement.
"I say, young man, would it disgruntle you

va—ry much to tell me the name of that bit of
pasteboard which fell from the extremely awkward
hand of this—gentleman opposite me?"

In an instant the original quartette were on their
feet, and words of fierce anger flowed from their lips;
but the object of their wrath continued suavely

:

"If I have made a mistake,--gentlemen, I shall
most freely apologize, but I ra—ther calculate I'm
on the right side of the street this time. I'm not so
verdant a peach as you take me for, and if the young
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lad's testimony bears me out, I guess I'll ask thecaptam to tack a proper label on your backs untilwe arrive at New York."
"If you say a word," hissed one of the group,

turning on Archie savagely, •'
I'll

»

" I reckon you won't," interrupted the tall accuser
grimly.

It all happened so quickly that the boy could
scarcely realize that he had unwittingly been drawn
into a dispute involving the direst consequences.
Before he could speak, however, Mac's burly form
edged between him and the malcontents.
"I don't believe in a laddie being dragged into a

question o' this sort," said he, addressing himself to
the complainant.

The few passengers who had clustered around
murmured a hearty assent.

-You are quite right, friend," agreed the young
American, "but as he was the only one who could
see the circus "

"My man," interjected Mac impatiently, "do you
think we're all blind? Let it be a lesson to you."And now the resentment of the aggrieved four was
turned furiously on the mediator, who eyed them
with a glance of quiet contempt, and when their
violent denunciations were at their fullest, and he
felt Stewarts sinewy form close up beside him, the
door of the room opened, and the captain entered.

Gentlemen, gentlemen," said he, "what is themeaning of this unseemly disturbance? I simplv
will not allow this sort of thing to occur on boTrdmy ship. Oh, you are there, Mr. Knight," ad-
dressing the American, "and-Ahr'_he caught a
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glimpse of the averted faces of the four—"I see;
the same old trouble.—Mr. Purser 1"

"Yes, sir," responded that official, who had just
then entered the doorway.
"I see we have die group with us again. You

ought to have recognized them, sir. Post up the
usual notice to passengers to beware of such men. I
gave you credit for better judgment, Mr. Knight."
He turned on his heel without another word and

strode away, and at the same time the four disgraced
gamblers quietly made their exit.

" They are old offenders, gentlemen," explained
the harassed purser wearily to the remaining
passengers. "Such people are a blight on the
Atlantic service. The young and inexperienced
travellers are usually their prey, for they rarely know
enough to detect the cheat."
"I guess I cut my wisdom teeth before now,"

remarked Mr. Knight with a smile. "But I'm
going to give cards the cold shoulder after this
experience."

As if with one accord everyone moved out towards
the deck, Archie and his two companions bringing up

"A breath o' fresh air is vera needfu' after that,"
yawned Stewart. "But, Mac, my dear friend, I
tr-rembled for your safety that time."

" It was for Archie's sake I showed them up," re-
turned the doughty one calmly. "It's a very wise
thing, I'm thinkin', to show a young lad what to
avoid in his career."

And Archie could only respond by pressing the
rough hand of his protector and mentor. It was his
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first experience in the greater world t* , i^
be without its influence

^' "^^"^^ "°'

Up to this time the bov had Ui^nt k.-o «

pLts; indeedSamusWi^oidX*:? '"" ^''-

company of a pair of true Bohemian wanderer^sll^and smcete, yec with a wonderfi.l i^f :• ' P'*
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show him kindnel:,TJd t^ep^lJ'elr'"'''.'°«om was the climaxing effort*^ wWch sit 'JIJ"'^young tmveller's reticence to the ^nd t^ h
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moment whatever doubt, m=ti,
I" *at short

through his n,...rwer:rpen'fo';rern"o fhL"i

rtlrtold t^"' f"r" •"= '<""his stot^t

3n^^^.fthed»^r2—
"I did not think it would be so v*»rv h^,^ *

ceed," he concluded, "K^t I am . "^ ^"^"^ '° ^"c-

nervous about it. I-ljJll" ^ beginning to get

-An'^"whr.°"
'^'"' "^2 ^°y'" ^P°^^« ^^ac gravelyAnd what IS more, Stewart and I will help you/'
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" Ay, we'll spare a week for that," grunted Stewart,
"afore we go on the lang white trail, what leads—
what leads—noo, Mac, can ye no' supply a poetic
finish for that bonnie sentence?"

" What's wrong with Parnassus?" demanded Mac
after some thought. *

' The trail leading to the heights
o' Parnassus should be white and bonnie enough-
near the top. But that is a diversion, Stewart. To
put it in vera straight and vera brief language, Archie,
I'll be engineer under your guidance, and build and
demonstrate the process with success, if it is possible
hr mortal man to do it."

"An', of course, I'll render maist invaluable ser-
vice scouting around wi' a knife in my teeth an' a
cannon in my fist to keep a' thing safe," murmured
Stewart with dreamy satisfaction.

" Do you mean to say that you will delay your own
work in order to help me?" cried Archie in glad
wonderment.
" Ay, surely I " dryly returned Mac. " Our mission

is even more pro-blematical and uncertain than yours,
laddie, an' a week's delay shouldn't make much
difference. Anyway," he continued, rising from the
deck chair in which he had been seated, and gazing
over the darkening waters with a strange expression
in his eyes, "you are in need of friends, that's enough
for Stewart an' me."

Archie's eyes dimmed with gratitude as he strove
to express his thanks. Then Stewart lifted up his
voice enticingly.

"If it's a bargain, Archie, say nae mair aboot it;

I'm just burstin' to tell you a grand story aboot
whales, an' bears, an'—an' flyin' fishes."
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for*!' bi?""h1
""""

"i
""" " ^°'" y«™ «" keepfor a bit, he reproved sternly. 'Tm goine to tellArchie a vera different kind o' story "

" But you surely wouldna Iceep back mv maistmoving inspiration, Mac?" patheti^lly entZ.eS^fte
rebulced one. "ni never be able to get mTbtar togrowl as weel again, an' " ^

"t^o ™ZlTadT ^T ''^°'" *«"" '«»'= "'"ly.two young lads used to go to school toeether-awee country school in but that doesnfma[tei^

^^ I,- i ''''' '""ngster's father was chief engineero a ship that sailed bravely away from the Clvde a^Hnever reached its destination. The other lad's fethe,was second mate on the same ship. As is the ruk insuch cases, a lot o' sympathyZ expended o™ t^eownere o> the vessel, but the widows o' the men thatwent down at their poste were little thought of and inthe village where these two lads lived ev^en sychvwas vera sparingly dispensed. You've noTuh^read aboot the ideal villaee life Archil
famous books have been tffttei^Vshow^ra^^lS

Mac paused, and a red gleam appeared in his eye-when he con mued his voice was cTlmer.
^ '

c.^ ^Y ? '^co"ections o' these laddies were o'

4
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I

chance in the world. But the lads themselves, young
as they were, seemed to understand. They left school
at an age when most folk begin to learn, and they
tackled the big world in their own vera insignificant
way; but their earnings, though only a trifle, were
not to be despised. They grew up, and one of them
shipped off to sea in a whaler, the other put in his
time at marine engineering as did his father before
him, and soon he sailed away too, though in the
opposite direction. They got home again in a year
with money enough saved to keep their old mothers
in comfort until they should come back after another
voyage, and year after year these two used to return
regularly and compare their notes o' travel in far-

distant lands. In this time the sailor lad had been
up in the Arctics and in Canada, the engineer had
been all over the Southern Hemisphere.
Then Stewart's—I mean the sailor's—mother died,

and the next I knew was that he had sailed away
on an Arctic exploring ship. Soon after the en-
gineer's mother died, after seeing an account of the
wreck of his vessel on the Brazilian coast, and all

hands drowned. As it happened, he had left the
ship at Rio on the voyage before, and she hadn't
had time to know. After that the world didn't seem
big enough for him, and he kept wandering around
in all the odd corners of the earth without knowing
exactly what he wanted. But the years have a heal-
ing influence, Archie, and in time, when he saw a
newspaper cutting saying that his old friend's ship
had returned from its Arctic work, he steered back
to meet him. He came up from the South Seas to
Victoria on his way home, and there he got an inkling

I
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that some wonderful gold strikes had been made inAlaska somewhere on the Yukon River. That wl^enough; when he got to Liverpool he wired to h1^old comrade to jo,n him on a desperate adventure not

Z" h"h" J^T^'f"
"'"' it was, with the resuh'thathe red-headed Eskimo came down at once "

He ceased abruptly, and Stewart raised his headshowing a face struggling with a deep emotion '

'I forgie you the kindly epithet, you-you auldrhmoceros," he murmured feebly. -You an' mehae been sorrowfu' pilgrims for a lang time, but thedangers o' the white trail will soon bring back tLauld enthus-iasm." ^ ^"^

Archie looked on, deeply touched and bewildered
Jou^have told me the history of your own livTs/'

"Yes, laddie, I didn't mean to make it so olain

\f'\f! ' '°"^'"'' ^'^^ ''• I -as jus three'^iavsin the o d land this time. I went to coax Stewart tocome w.th me. He didn't need coaxin', and now

us'^t^ ^%r ^""u°" "" expedition
'
that sJ^

Archt it's ll r> '''' ^°^^ "^'^^^^^^^^ -e seek,Archie, It s the excitement and adventure, which isnow almost part o' our lives. We are an odd paibut ye mustna mind our idiosyncrasies " ^ '

A maist splendiferous wortl, Mac," interiectedStewart with much appreciation.
interjected

"And now, Archie," continued Mac, "you know

zv:t '" "^ ^'^''"^
'° ^^'p ^-- "o';::

"aii^'l^nd" 7 ^!?rC
^'^'"'^y ^"^^^^«d the boy,and-and, he added wistfully, "I wish I weregoing with you."

^^^^
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Soapy Sam

The western-bound train from New York, Chicago,
and St. Paul drew slowly into the station at Spo-
kane, that wonderfully up-to-date mining city on the

Pacific Slope, and from the long corridored carriages

a medley of people issued forth to ease their cramped
limbs by a hurried walk on the platform in the few
minutes allotted them at this point by the Great
Northern Railway's timetable. Among the travellers

who intended to resume their journey onwards to

Seattle it was not difficult to recognize Archie, Mac,
and Stewart. The last two seemed sprightly as

ever, despite their long and tedious journey across

the prairie, but Archie's eyes showed the strain of
many sleepless nights and overmuch thought. He
had learned a good deal since leaving home, and now
that his destination was near, he felt his courage all

too ready to slip from him in the face of the nervous
trial before him.

Backwards and forwards they walked, talking ear-

nestly, and for a time they did not seem to notice

that they were being subjected to close scrutiny every
time they passed by an odd-looking individual stand-

ing in an attitude of leisurely carelessness on the out-

side edge of the crowd. The apparently interested

watcher was assuredly not an attractive figure. He
u
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was short in stature, but not so short as one might
imagine from a hasty first impression, for his great
breadth across the shoulders, and a pair of abnor-
mally long arms, detracted considerably from his
height. His face, broad and red as an Indian's,
was adorned with a pug nose and two keen ferrety
eyes of no particular colour. But his hair was his
crowning glory; it overflowed in a straggling fringe
beyond the confines of his sombrero, and showed
matted and fiery red in the fading sunlight. Alto-
gether it was an absurd-looking personage that stood
in the shadows regarding the trio with wakeful
glance. At last Archie caught sight of the uncouth
figure, and gave a start of surprise.

What a strange type of man that is I" he said.
Did you see him, Mac?"
See himi" echoed Mac. Ay, and I think he's

an individual I've seen before out Victoria way.
I've been wondering whether it's you or me hes
interested in. He's an ugly sort o' sinner, and I'm
thinking that he'll poison the landscape if he shows
himself abroad vera often."

Stewart at once became deeply interested. Whaur
is the fortunate gorilla that earns such an extra-
ordinar' compliment frae you, Mac?" he demanded,
glancing eagerly around. But at that instant the
•'All aboardi" bell clanged out, and in the hurry to
regam their places Stewart's interest in the stranger
v/as temporarily forgotten.

Now the car in which the three friends were seated
was not by any means crowded, indeed there were
several empty double seats on either side of the
central passage-way; yet no sooner had they taken
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their places than a man slid noiselessly into the one
vacant space opposite Archie, and beside Mac, whose
bulk had now perforce to crush itself int) much
smaller compass than Nature intended, and behold!
the newcomer was none other than the man who had
just previously been the subject of their remarks.

"I reckon you will have no objections to my com-
pany, pardners," said he with cheerful pleasantness.

Stewart looked up, and a grin of pure joy settled
on his features. Gravely he rose to his feet, and,
with his hand over his heart, performed a most
elaborate bow as neatly as his congested environ-
ment would permit.

"Well, you aire mighty polite," growled the
visitor, evidently much impressed. "Shake, pard-
nerl" Stewart's great paw shot forth at once, and
in silence they shook.

Meanwhile Archie looked on, much mystified, and
Mac's rising wrath was near to bubbling over.
"Yes, you aire mighty polite," repeated the un-

welcome one thoughtfully.

Stewart positively chuckled. "Every time I meet
an uglier man than mysel'," he murmured blandly,
"I like to shake hands wi* him. Your face must
be a gey sad misfortune to you, my man, an' I'm
moved wi' a deep sympathy for you."
Archie shuddered at the coolly spoken words, fear-

ing immediate trouble. Mac expanded his broad
chest and yawned impatiently; but he to whom the
unkind sentiment was addressed laughed long and
loudly, apparently in no wise offended. Then Mac
turned upon him sourly. "When you've finished
cackling like a blue hyena," he began grumpily,
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"you'll maybe h^^ the goodness to transport your
ungainly anator Tiewhere else. I vera strongly
object to being ciuohed like a bandbox unneces-
sarily.

A curious expression glittered in the beadlike
eyes of the stranger, and his hand seemed to drop
involuntarily to his side, but with a laugh he re-
regamed his sangfroid. «• I'm a-a peaceful sort o'
chap, and I bear no ill will, pard," he answered with
a smile that was akin to a snarl, •• but I like your
company, an' I reckon I'll get out jest when it suits
me.

" Make it two minutes," suggested Mac in gentle
tones. Unabashed, the other took a newspaper from
his pocket, and appeared to study it intently. After
a very brief interval he tossed the sheet to Archie
"If your inclinations are hitched on in the mining
direction, young fellow," he remarked, "you'll find
something to interest you there. Some chicken of a
Britisher is coming out here to paint things blue,
and take the yellow dirt away from under our
noses.

Archie was startled in spite of himself. Was his
mission, after all, then, public property? He took up
the paper at once and glanced over it hastily. Then
his face flushed with vexation as his eye caught the
heavily-leaded heading: " Hope for the West. Great
Gold Discovery. Young Inventor is Coming."
When he had finished reading, the man who had
been seated opposite was no longer in evidence,
bilently as he had come he had removed himself, not
only to another seat, but to another carriage as
well.

**
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Ay, our friend with the angelic countenance has
vamoosled," said Mac, noting Archie's look of sur-
prise. "An' I can assure you I was conscious o'
a wonderful relief when he took up his bed and
walked. I'll even admit that, had he not eased me

the burden o' his presence, I would have been sore
tempted to lay violent hands on him."

" He was a real guid-natured sort o' chiel," rebuked
5>tewart. " I wunner that you could be so unceevil
to the man, and after a' my kindly over-tures too."

Recollect, my man," returned Mac sternly, "that
1 haven t been accustomed to sittin' on a masthead
hke you. I need a fair bit o' space whereon to flap
myself—but what's the matter, Archie? You look
a bit troubled."

Silently the boy handed over the newspaper with

1?A^ t""^
headlines, and this was what Mac read:

An Important Discovery in connection with gold
and Its ores has been made by two young English
inventors of the name of Ralston. By some wonder-
ful chemical apparatus they appear to have mastered
the art of separating the metal from all sorts of
refractory compounds and segregated deposits.
1 hough we doubt that such an appliance is feasible
on a large scale, it must be eminently suitable for
working rich alluvial deposits where water for
sluicing IS scarce; for we understand the gold is
precipitated into a vat by the evolutions of gases
from the ore in a dry state." Then followed a
scientific discourse on chemical discoveries in general,
which occupied the greater part of the column, but
at the conclusion of the article these lines appeared:
The inventor of Ralston's Process arrived in New
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York by the Campania, and thus may be expected
o reach this district tcMlay, or to-morrow at latest.
It IS beheved he is going direct to the Union Gold
Mines north of Seattle."

Mac laid down the enterprising news sheet and
whittled softly to himself. "They seem to be very

t^o^'rwbo^yr^"^^^^^^ "^^^ y- ^^PP-

"Not a soul," answered the lad wearily "I
wrote to the Company, of course, the mail before I
left home.
"That would be enough. Some bright young

spark in the office has seen your letter, and of course!
as the contents were o' a private nature, he was forced

In. "™R l"Iu
'"'° ^ newspaper correspondent at

once. But they seem to know all about the process;
surely you didn't convey that information in a letter?"
Archie laughed. " What is said about the Process

.s just nonsense » he replied. - As for the apparatus
Itself, even I do not understand some parfs of its
construction, and if anything happened to the model
I could never get another made."

anxi" '°"'^ ^°" ^^"^^ ^ P'^"^" ^"^^^^^^d Mac

" No, I destroyed it after leaving Liverpool. 1-1
threw It overboard. It made me nervous to think
that anyone might ever get it from me."
"Ah well, Archie, it means that Stewart and memust see you through at all costs I This is a ^reat

country, and a free country; its main fault, in my
humble opinion, ,s that it's too free for some o' ite
inhabitants. Many a ne'er-do-well from our own land
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comes here an' calls himsel' an American; the worst
types o* Europe flourish under the protecting banner
o' Stars and Stripes, and their iniquities are usually
credited to the country o* their adoption "

"You're gettin' gey long-winded, Mac," broke in
Stewart impatiently. " Do you think Archie or me
wants chunks o' knowledge shot oot at us like—like
dynamite bombs oot o' a cannon? An' can we no* take
good care o' oor pro-tegy in this sinfu' country as weel
as we might do in circumspeck and righteous England
—I mean Scotland? Show me the desp'rit backslider
I canna squelch, an'—an' I'll weep on his neck an'
droon him in my sorrowfu' tears."

Having thus struck upon a subject indirectly aflford-

ing room for much reminiscent discussion, the cheer-
ful pair promptly proceeded to make the most of it

as a medium for unloading from their well-stocked
memories many and various incidents and experiences
which were supposed to elaborate the iniquities of
mankind in general when freed from the strict super-
vision of the law. In fairness to the gifted raconteurs
it must be stated that their preliminary efforts of
elucidation in this respect had some distant bearing
on the question of man's moral rectitude in different
environments, but with the ease of born romancists
they soon glided into wider realms, and descanted
volubly on all sorts and conditions of subjects, rarely
failing to provide mutual parallels in support of much
wondrous reason and discernment.

Archie, for a time, took a keen interest in the con-
versation, and gleaned some extensive knowledge
concerning the habits of South American Indians,
Eskimos, bears, tigers, crocodiles, and snakes. In-
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cidentally he was made aware for the first time ofmany strange features in the geological and geo-

i7t^."ttL t ^"^ ^^"" '^^ ^^"^^^^ '"Merestwas settled m this quarter he took occasion to asksundry questions, and put forward his own views
in a mildly hesitating manner, after which he wasamused to notice a more wary trend in the conver-
sation and a guileful changing of the theme. Finally.m the midst of a learned oration from Mac on the
topic of grubs and butterflies, he dropped off tosleep and straightway began to dream of tropical
forests glittering icebergs, hostile natives, and savage

Hr.titr
,'"' '" ^ \^J^'^°^c«Pic picture around him.He stood alone in the midst of this motley fantasy

alternately shivering and perspiring, pondering out

from the denizens of the forest warned him of threat-ening danger. He turned and fled precipitately, and
he disconcerting sounds in the rear became subdued
to a distant murmur. Then suddenly he found him-
self facing the dull blue wall of an awkwardly placed
iceberg; and, horror of horrors I a great polar bearwas seated on a glassy ledge near at hand, eyeinghim with contemplative satisfaction. He drew back
hurriedly, then a dreadful, low growl filled the air.
gradually swelling in intensity until it seemed to
Archie as if his ears must burst. After that, curiously
enough, the distracting echoes became melloweddown considerably, and behold! the deep tones of aman s voice penetrated to his inner consciousness.

1 11 no say but what you're right, Stewart, from
^"- own elementarv point o' view, but, judging from

attitude, I'm convinced there's

your
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no logical basis to your argument. What do
you say, Archie? Yes, of course you are o' my
opinion."

Archie opened his eyes and looked across at his
questioner. It did not need the half-dismayed glint
in the wily one's weather optic to convince him that
Mac had been aware of his lapse into unconscious-
ness, and had perhaps been making use of his silent

acquiescence more than once to overwhelm the trust-
ing Stewart. So with grave speech and an air of
profound wi-dom he replied: "I cannot say that I

can agree on that subtle point, Mac. You see, I

have studied metaphysics "

"Hoi hoi hoi" laughed Stewart. "I think, I

really think you'd better get back to the subject o*
the Pampas, Mac."
"An' you'd be safer clutching on to the North

Pole, you green-eyed lobster," retorted his com-
patriot mildly, "than trying to swim on the bottom-
less depths o' scientific argument."
Then there was peace for a short space.
Seattle was reached at last, Seattle, the beautiful

port of Washington, which some years before had
been almost completely destroyed by fire. Amid a
babel of sound from the clanging vari-toned bells of
locomotives engaged in shunting, the Western Mail
drew into the terminus, which was nothing more
nor less than an open street, and stood still, the
gigantic engine puffing tempestuously after its her-
culean labours. Archie was rather surprised at this
abrupt method of arrival. In England even the
smallest village can boast a station with a platform
of some kind, and he was rather used to associating

A
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the magnitude of a town with the magnificence of
Its station

;
but certainly that system could not well

be applied in America.
Mac, having a previous knowledge of the town,

had already fixed upon an hotel at which the three
might stay until further arrangements were made,
and no time was lost in having the checked baggage
sent thither, all but the impedimenta connected with
the secret process, and this Mac persisted in carrying
himself. Thus that afternoon they found themselves
occupying a large room in a fairly commodious estab-
lishment which rejoiced in the homely sounding title
of New England House. With scarce any delay
Archie made enquiries and found that the Union
Gold Mines were situated some twenty miles distant
on the line connecting with Vancouver, and having
further learned that a train would leave for that
quarter on the following morning, he possessed his
soul in patience and went off to write a long letter
home. His two friends, meanwhile, had entered into
congenial conversation with the proprietor, who, oddly
enough, despite his admittedly long residence in the
Golden West, spoke with an accent suggestive of
the land of brown heath and sha- ry wood.

Altogether Archie felt rather pk ?sed with himself
as he sat in his room and penned his thoughtful
letter, and he did not omit to add a glow ng tribute to
his two sturdy friends, who were even then await-
ing him downstairs with a startling tale upon their
lips.

He had nearly completed his correspondence when
he was surprised to notice his door pushed gently
open, and immediately afterwards a man's head be-

i 1

m
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came framed in the aperture, only, however, to be
instantly withdrawn.

" Hullo! Well, that is curious," said Archie, rising
and walking out into the passage. No one was in
sight, but he thought he heard the door of the ad-
jacent room close with a slight jar. "Someone
mistaken his number," muttered the lad; "but he
didn't need to be so very silent about it all the
same." He returned to his work, but not many
minutes passed before he was again disturbed, this
time by a sharp knock on the outside panel. " Come
in I he (ried, thinking it was one of the hotel
attendants; but in answer to his summons a tall,
dark-beardeti man entered and nonchalantly sat down
on the top of the case containing Ralston's Process.
Archie stared at I^m in some amazement, but the
intruder calmly proce ded to light a cigarette and
said never a word.
"I say," complained i>e youth, "don't you think

you have made a mistake. I am sure I don't know
you. I don't know anyone here."
The stranger smiled. "Thert='^ nary mistake, I

f^'T'u' T I
'^''°" '^^'^ '^'"''- ^o yo" answer

to the handle o' Ralston?"
''You've hit it, sir," admitted Archie, "but, as I

said before, I don't know anyone in Seattle
"

The tall man whiffed at his cigarette thoughtfully
for a moment, then, suddenly diving his hand into an
inner pocket, he produced a letter, and with much
solemnity delivered it over. "The boss said I had
to be kerful 'bout it, as it was an all-fired important
dockyment," he remarked confidentially.
With interest now considerably aroused, the lad
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tore open the envelope and extracted therefrom a

A. Ralston, Esq.

Sir,

Tctru,:' 'T'-f"'
inter^Tr'::!„'„ :;:

Yours, &c.,

Thomas A. Walker,
Director, Union Gold Mines.

he^thouth/?^ K
•*""1?'- " ' ^""""^ «hat it means I

"
he thought to himself. Aloud he said: "I didn't

were in Seattle. I suppose I had better-yes, that'sanj;ght. Tell Mr. Walker I will call on hta'before

The lengthy one gathered himself up lazily. "All

Wi^h r"!!^ f"• ''" ^"^y *h« "ews instanter '•

aTdJi " An'd h°"..**
''""^ "^""'^ "e hesitated ^ndadded And by the way, mister, be sure and lockyour door before leaving. There's a healthy lot o'thieves around this here city just now." He vanishedand Archie, hastily finishing his letter, sealed," „ anenvelope and prepared to go downsuirs. .'V'm abit worried over that man's mention of thieves '^hemuttered, as he went out, "and I will cer^nj; notforget to lock the door." He carefully turned Aekey, then hastened on his way.
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In the hall he found Mac and Stewart evidently
in a state of considerable excitement. " As I thought,
Archie, just as I thought," the former whispered
hoarsely, «« there's goin' to be a big gold rush to
the Yukon, and—and " He noticed the look of
disappointment on the boy's face, and continued
gravely: " But we'll see you through your trouble
first, lad "

"Ay, that we will," concurred Stewart with a
doleful sigh.

Alas I How great is the power of gold to attract,
how mystic is the spell it weaves. Archie saw at
once how the spirit of adventure possessed his
friends; they had heard the call of the unknown,
and their hearts went questing forth in answer to
the summons.
"I will not have you break your plans for me,"

murmured the lad brokenly, albeit he could not for
the moment realize how he was to succeed without
their aid and kindly companionship.

"Laddie, laddie," said Mac softly, "we'll stay
with you because we want to stay; not for all the gold
in Canada will we forsake you at this time."
Then Archie showed them the note he had received.

"Perhaps it may be very important," he said, "and
as it is near five o'clock now, I had better go along
at once and see what he wants."

"You're goin' to see naebody in this city withoot
my company," declared Stewart impressively. " I've
noticed ane or twa vera desp'rit lookin' customers
knockin' about, an' it behoves me to see that my
bonnie wee rib-tickler is whaur it ought to be."
He bent down and carefully pulled up his right
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trouser leg, disclosing the fact that he wore knee-
boots underneath, and from a receptacle within thehigh leathern side of his footwear he, to the boy's
horror, pulled a fourteen-inch blade of flashing steel,and regarded it with much satisfaction.
"Yes, we'd better go with you, Archie," agreedMac quietly; and together they walked out of the

Now the Rainier Grand Hotel was the full length
of the main street away, and it took a good Ten
minutes to negotiate the distance; but they arrived
a few minutes before five nevertheless, and imme-
diately enquired at the office for Mr. Walker
"Mr. Walker!" The spruce ledger clerk eyed his

visitors suspiciously for a moment, then glanced over
his list of names in the book. " There ain't no such
individual in this house, boys," he said definitely.

But he expects me. It's Mr. Walker, Director of
the Union Gold Mines," urged Archie
The clerk whistled incredulously. " I reckon you

are makin some little mistake, boys. I know Mr.Walker of the Union Company, and I reckon I alsoknow he hasn t been stayin' here for over a month."
Something suspiciously like a forcible expletive

issued from Mac's lips, and he turned and dashed
for the door. "Come on, Stewart, there's some
underhand game in this," he growled.
Stewart paused not a moment, but, breathing dark

language, he stretched forth his lanky frame and sped
after his companion, and Archie, with a vague fear
clutching at his heart, immediately followed in the
chase, leaving the young man behind the counter in
a state of hopeless bewilderment.

(BM»)
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Along the street the three rushed, regardless alike
of the wondering stares of pedestrians, and the hoarse
calls of the suspicious police. Mac led the way,
breasting a passage through intervening crowds by
sheer force and weight. Close behind came Stewart,
his long limbs stretching over the ground in gigantic
strides, and Archie followed up, a good third, mar-
velling greatly at the wondrous turn of speed so
suddenly developed by his associates. They arrived
at the New England House almost as one man, and
rushed breathlessly upstairs to the room Archie had
so recently vacated. Then it was that their unuttered
fears were realized. The door which had been so
carefully locked stood wide open, and the case con-
taining the secret process had disappeared.
Mac raved in a fierce frenzy, and denounced him-

self in violent terms. " I ought to have known," he
groaned, stamping impotently around the room, «'I
ought to have suspected that something was wrong."
He stopped In the midst of his self-denunciatory

remarks and dashed away to find the proprietor.
Stewart, with most woebegone visage, examined
every nook and corner in the apartment, murmuring
gently to himself the while, and at the conclusion of
his fruitless search for an apparatus which, because
of its very size, could not possibly have been secreted
anywhere near, he went out into the passage and
loudly and ambiguously threatened death and dis-
aster to all and sundry who cared to acknowledge
implication in the theft. As for Archie, to all out-
ward appearance he was the calmest of the three.
After a first despairing exclamation on entering the
pillaged room he had not spoken. Quietly he seated
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better, Stewart mio-h. L .
'*"* ''eh' been

panor' tharshi:^^^ thrudTfa- "!, "r"""^
his stranrn fixitv nf -J •

*' *'"' observed

was too o^t^oTe tZZTL 1" ^t ^"='"'«

nunjted b, the shock o^ts^'terribrit.""'"^
""^

of't"he\t" rih": rh"d'' "i^" ""= P™"-'"
in imparting a grla, deal of V

''""^""^ ^"^««'«J
small crowd foS t^l

°'
"l"

°"" e«i'ement. A
into the roomto gr^if' ZirTdt"""'' ""l^

~""

«onefa^Ti can"brtg °S" he%T''' ^f''
"''

Then Mac's temper «eS u^ ^ri"* """"y-

fact that but a shn^ ,fT u. P' *"''• *•*«?"« 'he

hadconve^^wthexceedln^t^ir'" """ *"" "«

"pon him fiercely w™"«oSs.'l"r' "' '""«
again, Mr. Robertson, rn sTake the LT '*'' """
you. What I «,.„..! .

'he sawdust out o'
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"""^ '^^ ^" "" "««

suspect?"
^ '" '"'"• *" "hom do you

Mr. Robertson shrugged his shoulders. " YmiWgot some call to be annoyed, Mr Mac h,„ ,1,who runs a busv houw lit! .iT-
' ' ** "*"

may come in o7go ou, L ," """ """" '^" ^h"
if .he stolen case^^^ spedalTy ^rurb;:^^"^'''
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Spokane in the very same train you travelled with.
He came from Alaska some weeks ago, and, by
James I he has been painting this district of ours
blue ever since."

"What sort o* man is this Soapy?" demanded
Stewart aggressively.

Mr. Robertson glanced mildly at his interrogator.
" He's a thick-set thorny-lookin' cuss, and—meanin*
no disrespect to you, sir—with red hair and a face
as ugly as sin."

Stewart gasped ; so amazed was he that he actually
failed to make a note of the rude innuendo conveyed.
" Mac," he groaned, "it must hae been that man in

the train."

Mac nodded gloomily ; then Archie spoke for the
first time. "That was the man who gave me the
paper," he said calmly; "I can understand it all

now. He was there on purpose to meet me, and
he wanted to be sure that I was the one referred to

in the article. It was all arranged beforehand.
Well, well, they have got the Process, but without
my knowledge it is useless to him, though the loss
of the mechanism ruins me, and—and—others."
The proprietor, much distressed, went quietly out

of the room, but in a few minutes he returned. "I
have just discovered," said he, "that a tall, dark man
was seen carrying a case such as you have lost out
of the hall door barely half an hour ago. The clerk
says he engaged the room next to yours only this

afternoon."

" Why, that was the man who gave me the letter,"

cried Archie, "and he also warned me to lock my
door when going out."
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"He might well say that," admitted the proprietor

TtlT 5 have opened your door, or any other dooron the landmg. This house wasn't built to accommo-
date thieves, but I'm afraid our quiet httle city is har-bouring too many of that class nowadays. That ^old

aThere."~"
'^' ^"''°" ^"^ '""^^ *^*"« ^^*^" ^hem

VJhn, he was speaking, the booking clerk made
)
s

. pp,.ar'*:ce in great haste. •' I've just been tele-
Phon.nj. ,he p.ice," he explained hurriedly, "and^-- vv iciar. ri,e dark-bearded man is known to^en, an that :.ey are aware he is one of Soapy

Mai t:,^^:;f^:^"°"''^
'^ '^ this country I " groaned

r.1! ''"'.':t''
[^'"^"Iber it's a big country, stranger,"rem. J the clerk significantly, -and doubtful diar-

acters can pop across from other States when things
begin to get warm for them, and it takes some time
before our police can get a real solid case against
them. You see. Soapy is such a cunning character,

somehow.''
'^' "''"''^' '° ^"^^^" °"' °^ * ^^'^P^

"i hope ;t may be my luck to meet him againsome o these days," was Mac's comment. " He'll

hands'^
"^"^^^^ ^'^^ ^^"^ ^ ^^' °"' °' ""y

Then the visitors departed, leaving the three alone
to their sadness. For some time there was a quiet-
ness among them that even the usually irresponsible-
tongued Stewart could not be constrained to break,
and Mac could think of no word of comfort that

I
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would not sound as dull platitudes in the ears of the

boy on such a calamitous occasion. " Try and cheer

up, Archie, lad," he whispered at length; "we'll

maybe find the Process yet."

The boy shook his head miserably. ** I don't hope

any more," he said in a strange, listless voice ; then

he added with feverish eagerness : " When you go

home again will you tell my brother I did my best?

Tell my mother " He broke off aibruptly, and

for the moment was completely overcome by his

emotion.

"Cheer up, Archie I" cried Stewart in most dolo-

rous tones. "Cheer up 1" He finished off

lamely, for indeed it suddenly occurred to him that

his own voice sounded dismal enough for a funeral,

and could have therefore no enlivening effect.

Then Mac tried another plan. "Come away with

us and have something to eat, Archie," he said, rising

to his feet. "You've had no lunch to-day, and we
may as well leave our misfortune to be considered

after a good dinner. It's vera wonderful what an

influence the stomach exercises over the mind.

Come away, lad."

" I'll be with you in a minute," answered Archie

in a hoarse voice ; " I'll be down very soon after

you." He watched them go out, then quickly he

arose and walked over to where his portmanteau

lay. Kneeling down he feverishly undid the straps

and slid back the metal catches, and groped within the

opened case for a few seconds. When he slowly re-

gained his feet a small shining instrument glittered

in his hand. " Only a boy," he muttered derisively,

" I'm only a boy, and of course am not expected to
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understand anything or feel anything. Vm only a
boy, but I'll not go slobbering back after making amess of things. I'm only a boy who has taken on aman s work, and " He raised his hand to his
head, and as he did so a slight noise behind startled
him, and immediately he felt his wrist gripped as
if in a vice. ^ kf « «a

"You may be only a boy, lad, but you'll finish
your work like a man, an' not like a coward I" Itwas Macs voice that he heard; it was Mac's greathorny hand that dislodged the small Smith & Wesson
revolver from his trembling fingers.
"I thought you had gone downstairs," he mur-mured weakly.

Mac put the deadly little weapon in his pocket
I waited at the door, lad," said he with odd gentle-

ness. -Sometimes it's no' safe to leave a man alonewhen he s in trouble, and you, poor laddie, have hadmore than you can bear. I'm not good at preachin',
Archie, being a hard and maybe sinful man myself,
but I want you to play the game to a finish, act theman and fight to the last. Mind, there's few amon^r
us who haven't sorrows to contend with."
The boy's eyes glistened for the first time."Thank you!" he said simply.
Mac took the revolver from his pocket and handed

It back without a word
; then together they walked

down to the hall, where they found Stewart awaiting
them with a very anxious expression on his big,
ruddy-hued face. "I've got a sort of feeling that
1 wouldna object very strongly to havin' something
to eat, he suggested plaintively.
"A grand idea, Stewart, my man," admitted Mac,
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"but not vera original. However, we'll proceed to
put it into practice."

They were moving towards the dining-rwm,
when he shrill clamour of hurrying newsboys ar-
rested their attention. Louder and louder grew the
din as the youthful emissaries of the Press drew
near. Surely somethmji^ unusual h^tji happened to
cause the uproar. "Can you hear whM they are
crying, Archie?" asked Mac curiously. " Your ears
are maybe sharper than mine."
But just then high alx>ve the Babel of sound roft

one clear voice, and thi., was the nature of its strain:
" Seatt/e Post IntelUgcncerl Special Edition ! Great
gold discovery on the Klondike ! Rivers paved with
nuggets I Gold I Gold ! Special Edition !

"

"So the news is made public at last," said Mac
sorrowfully, -and the rush will start before us after
all. That paper will send many a good man to his
death among the Arctic snows. I know they can have
no more information than I got in Victoria some
weeks ago, but of course they'll mak' the most
o' it."

••Ay, it's a pit\', Mac," agreed Stewart; "but by
the time we see Archie through we'll maybe have
more definite information about that lang and grisly
trail you were ^jeakin' abooL"
"You need not trouble about me now," said

Archie brokenly.

Mac uttered an exclamation. "I'd clean forgotten
that that miserable, thieving skunk had made all the
difference," he growled. Then a thought seemed to
Mnke him, and with a strange light in his eye he
laid his hand on the boy's shoulder. "I wouldn't
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have dreamed o' sayin' such a thing before, Archie,"
said he, "but now things are different. One time you
said you wished you were goin' with Stewart an* me;
now Stewart an' I ask if you'll come. Don't answer
quickly; there's maybe danger to be faced on the lang
trail, maybe little after all to gain. We must fight
with Nature for her guarded treasure, and if we win
we despoil no man; while if we lose we go under to
a grand enemy."
"You have put it vera sensibly, Mac," said Stewart

with much solemnity; " I en-dorse a' ye say."
The boy was silent for almost a minute; his

thoughts were far away with those he had left behind
in the dear old land. But when he answered, his
voice sounded clear and strong, and his eyes glittered
with a new light—the light of enthusiastic determina-
tion and resolve. "Yes, I'll be proud to come with
you," he said

; "I'd go anywhere with you, because I

trust you both, and from this time onward you will
never hear me complain. I shall face danger, and, if
need be, death, without snivelling any more."
Mac's weatherbeaten face grew strangely old for a

passing moment, and the true man from behind the
mask spoke out: "We accept you, laddie, as our
comrade on a dangerous mission, because we believe
it will be for your good, and because— bf^cause we
like you. Stewart an' I might feel lonely at times
when we get tired miscallin' one another, and you'll
be a vera great help to us. With youth, health, an*
strength on your side, please God you'll come to
no harm."

" Amen !
" grunted Stewart.

The three clasped hands in turn; the compact was
IHU!

^'i'teivTi^::. j^'M^BR./ejS*' ? .^SSISSW£- 5^^^^W«^^^
II
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made, he compact which bound that trio of dauntlessspints .n bonds of noble brotherhood, a brotherhc^
hat would yet make itself felt in the grim no«h^land where Nature so jealously watched over her

E^^^TiJ:'
"' '"•'' ^^" -^ p'o— of o':r'

J



CHAPTER IV

The Bridging of the Pass

rar.rir"?"'" °' ""^ ""'""""^ Chilcoot Pass-that gnm, glacer-capped gateway to the Yukon'sfrozen treasure, which in the earl/days of the ™at
hte wTo d"'"."

"^^'^ ' "•" °f "uman mS
hf^H^ .

"^ '° "-"^ '''"'in its precincts? F^r

kl colH wh .
"" '° "'" '""^A^"'' El Dorado led overIts cold white steeps and treacherous crevasses Unprecedented in goldfields history was the w1? excitlment caused when the first news of K^rd ke bu ^upon the world, and unparalleled were the difficult

ern' suZe" t !?'
'"'"""'' '^*"- "^h^ "-' "°"h!

seekPrTn K
'^'"' '^'"'•^ 'he frenzied gold-seekers race began, and the iron grip of winter was

riil^h'^^Vhifr
"""^^ ""= °'"'"°- ^'-''^- »'

So .t was that the Indian village of Dvea on thecoast absorbed multitudes of those who «n,e and

Chl^k T" "7 ""='' «'^' ^'^l" °f Nature^ barrier
Chicken-hearted and cunning many of them wereand since they might not venture over the pL thev

seemed tr '" "''''> """' ''"'^' -" P--" wha^seemed their congenial bent of robbing and cheatingthe more unwa^r of their fellow men^ Far up thf
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trail, balancing precariously on the mountainside theUtle settlement of Sheep Camp sprang into bein^

h?li'rber"li"if"r^T °^'^^ P- ^" -"efme timber limit; beyond not a shrub was to be

fumm '
'"te"t«on to remain until the early

siticaL^m ; r
'

^'^' *^^ '°"S^her of the para-

and tL h ^^^.r"
^^""^ ^ '"^^^^'^^ <l^elling place,

fri^JH?
"^"^'^ ^'"^'^^ "Mascotte Saloon "of thisfr.g.d^ situated little camp quickly earn^ an unenviable reputation. ^ carnea an un-

From Dyea eighteen miles of stern climbing alon^

m^ anrt ff'
*'"'^ "^l' ">'» f™™i"g barrierrose, and no c efe or ledges for foothold Lid Z

oThe whiril'f
"""'"

i""
""^ great obstac^o tne wnite man s progress should have disheartenprf

fiotthmu^hf-
'"'""' **""• ™'''<' "" '^'b'y havegot through from a country on which King Frosthad so securely set his seal, and vhich emanated

oughT t^tteZr?'" '''"'"'''" °^Sans, whichent to have known better, were loudly advising
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instant migration of all and sundry to the land of
snows and nuggets, the baffled men of Sheep Camp
were saying bitter words, and harbouring bitter
thoughts, against those who had been resoonsible
for their coming at such a time. The heavily logged
saloon soon became for them a central attraction.
1 ems formed but poor shelter against the elements,
and tiniber was too scarce to allow of many huts
being built, so, surely, the Mascotte secured its
prey, and the proprietor thereof, a Germai.-American
Jew, began to prosper mightily.

It was strange that such a dangerous site as that ofSheep Camp should have been chosen for a winter
residence. The saloon, which, of course, was the
principal erection, sheltered under the giant wing
of a colossal glacier which straddled for a consider-
able distance along the northern ridge of the valley
and from this point, upwards towards the climax of
the pass, successive icefields lowered ominously on
the darkened vale. But a certain type of man
was ever reckless. Familiarity, even with danger
does not fail to breed the proverbial contempt-until
dire calamity occurs.

It was here that three bemuffled travellers arrived
one evening barely a week after the camp had taken
root. The sky was black with scudding clouds, and
a fine, sleety snow was beginning to fall.

" Weel, weel, this is a happy home we've struck "

grumbled a familiar voice. " I'm getting vera
nervish, Mac, my man. I think—I really tbiuk I
smell icebergs."

•• That's a vera useful, if not exactly an ornamental,
pro-boscis you've got, Stewart," responded Mac
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gruffly -but .t didn't help us much coming uphrough that cafion. I think it was Archie's eyes
that saved us from going sailin' down with the floodmore than once."
The youngest member of the party laughed.The snow made everything clear enough," he said

modestly; .'b.* here we are at last. I suppose Ts
ligh^edT

*"
^
^"^^

^ '"" °"'>^ °"^ ^°"«^

..JlJ°".i,'"*^ ^. ^"'^. '^'^ * saloon," grunted Mac,and with equal logic it may be assumed that there's
likely to be a tough lot o' howlers inside. But on the
pnnciple o any port in a storm "

Q/'^i"".!u^ ^° """^ elo-quential," reproached
Stewart, -but, as the geography book says: 'Leadon Macsnuflf

; an' if ony backslider meddles wi' me

off L'ni'"'!^?/""^-^.'"'""
''" '^""'^'^ *he neck

off him. I didna intend to mak' po'try, believe me.
It was just my impromptu talent bubbling »

••I object to it bubbling," interrupted Mac un-
sympathetically. -Spit it out altogether, my man,
or It'll maybe poison you."

. /
an,

Archie chuckled aloud, but the culprit, nothing
daunted, essayed another empyrean flight, which he
adroitly succeeded in completing to his own satis-
faction before they reached the heavily barricaded
doorway of the Mascotte Saloon.
Their entry was greeted by a volley of questionsand sundry ill-natured remarks from the odd score

of wild-looking men who clustered round a glowing
stove set in the centre of the room, and who seemed
unreasonably annoyed at having their privacy dis-
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' Waal, has some other barnacle trap got in from
the South ?

"

"Reckon you've made a mistake comin* this far.
strangers."

•' We ain't anxious to have any more population in
this here camp."
Mac carefully shut the door, and stamped the snow

from off his long rubber boots. " Stewart, you—you
quarrelsome deevil," he whispered hoarsely in the
ear of his now silent compatriot. "Not a word if
you value your life. I've met this sort o' crowd
before.

Archie meanwhile had walked forward into the
room, throwing off his long glazed waterproof as he
did so, and disclosing his well-knit, if youthful frame
dressed in the approved garb of the country, but
displaying no weapons of any kind.
"The Rosalie from Seattle has just got in to

Dyea," he said, making himself spokesman for his
party lest his more fiery friends should answer less
mildly, "and we have come up to look at the pass.
They told us at Dyea that we could not get across
with our outfits, but we mean to make a try if
possible " '

''Hear the youngster speak," roared an evil-faced
individual on whose belt two revolver holsters were
suspended menacingly.
"Say, kid, ain't you too far away from home?"

asked another similarly armed desperado. A loud
guffaw from the assembly gave him encouragement
to continue

:
" You know we don't reckon schoolboys

have any right in this shebang."
Archie's pride responded to the taunt at once. " I'm
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man enough to go where you dare not venture!" he
shot out quickly; and the fickle crowd laughed again.And now an ugly glitter came into the somewhat
discomfited man's eyes. If Archie had but known,
there ,s no surer way of irritating this type of creature
than by causing the laugh of his associates to be
turned against him. He jumped up from the log on
which he had been seated, and, with hand on revolver
butt, began to walk round the circle towards the
object of his wrath. What his real intentions were
no one ever knew, for before he had taken two paces
he^ found himself face to face with Mac.

''Ay, you're a vera brave man," spoke the brawny
Scot ironically; -but maybe at a pinch you'll not findme too small for your notice."

''I ain't got no quarrel with you," muttered the
other surlily, cunningly essaying to draw his re-
volver under cover of this semi-conciliatory speech;
but he found his hand suddenly pinioned in a grip
of steel. Mac was not so unobservant as he pre-
tended, and the hapless victim of his own prowess
squirmed in agony. - Boys," he cried out savagely,
ye ain t surely goin' to let me be bested by this

chump-headed Britisher?"
An angry snarling arose from among the group

and the man who had first spoken to Archie leaped
to his feet. -Not by a jugful, Chilcoot Charliel"

t. 7^""^V^"^ ^Z
a "moment the entire mob seemed

to follow him. But out from the crowd there cameone voice, sharp and clear. •'
I am a Canadian, gen-tlemen and I like to see fair play. Go on with the

funeral if you like, but you may reckon me againstyou every time."
^
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He strode forward, a tall, slight figure, and ranged
himself beside Mac, a desperate-looking revolver
bared in each hand. A momentary hush followed,
then another of the motley community came over to
the minority—a rough enough looking customer he
was too.

" I somehow think that down in old Kentucky
whar I was riz, we know how to play the game,''
he drawled. "I'm with you, mv friend."
Meanwhile Archie had ranged himself alongside

Mac. who still held a tight grip of his vehemently
cursing enemy, and though to all appearance he was
unarmed, his hand all the time clutched the stock
of his httle Smith and Wesson in the depth of his
pocket. And now, over such a trifling beginning,
a deadly fight seemed imminent. Once the first
shot was fired who could foretell what the end would
be? Then a strange thing happened. Stewart, who
had been silent so long, and whose only obvious
weapons were his own great-knuckled fists, gently
edged forward into the open, and there, with an
expression of absolute unconcern on his features he
drew forth from its hiding place the same long,
cruel-looking knife as had horrified Archie on a
previous occasion. Seemingly regardless alike of
revolver bullets and men, he balanced himself
cautiously on one leg and rested his left boot
across his knee, then, calmly and methodically, he
proceeded to whet the mighty blade on his im-
provised strop, pausing every now and then to run
his thumb along the edge with an air of keen
satisfaction.

Half-mesmerized, the onlookers stared in breathless
(B949)

g

I
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dismay, and as the industrious one became more
and more satisfied with his work they retreated back
slowly, pursued by the malevolent glance of the
operator, over whose face an unlovely grin was be-
ginning to make itself evident. The entire action of
this weird interlude occupied barely half a minute
and when at the end of that time Stewart straight-
ened himself up and concentrated his glare on the
erstwhile bloodthirsty crew, they broke precipitately
and made for the door.

"There's naething like c-cauld steel," murmured
the wily one blandly. -And noo, Mac, let that
misguided Pharisee get awa' to ponder over his sins,
an 1 11 try an' persuade the boss o' the shanty tocome back an' provide us wi' something to eat. I'm
really vera hungry."
And when the subdued band crept doubtfully back

they appeared to have forgotten all about the threat-
ened strife, all but the two whose authority to com-mand their fellows had been ruthlessly shaken, and
they eyed the newcomers from a distant corner in a
manner that clearly indicated their dully simmering

"I guess you'll want to look out for that pair
strangers," said the American. " They're the
toughest couple o' skunks this side o' the pass, and
If you need help at any time just holler on me-
Bill Packard is my handle,—and I'll be with you in
a couple o' shakes."
"And you can count on me, boys, if need be."

said the young Canadian. " My name is Cardwell
Captain Cardwell, at your service, formerly of the
Canadian Mounted Police, but now a disappointed
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Klondiker like many others. But if it is a fair
question, what do you mean to do? The pass is
just hke a big chunk of ice."

" We'll have a look at that pass before we admit
ourselves beat," grunted Mac stubbornly. Then heand his two companions went off to dine on the
meagre portion of bacon and beans which had
been prepared for them at a tariff that would have
made even the manager of a first-class London hotel
blush with envy.
This, then, was the nature of our travellers' arrival

at Sheep Camp. They had reached Dyea only that
morning, after a most adventurous passage north
from Seattle in a leaky tub of a vessel that had
been nastily requisitioned for the Klondike service,
and which only by the will of Providence ulti-
mately reached its destination. During the voyage
It had been successful in discovering at least thrfee
uncharted rocks—discoveries which might well have
had serious results for the unfortunate passengers
had the enterprising little ship been gifted with en-
gines capable of driving her more strenuously against
them. Surely on this coast, at that time, the race
was not always to the swift I The outfit of the three
however, had at last been dumped on the muddy
shore of the Dyea inlet, and there it lay while the
owners, somewhat depressed by the reports current
concerning the impassable nature of the pass, trudged
doggedly off to investigate matters for themselves.
And now they had arrived at Sheep Camp. On

the morrow they would continue their journey
towards the mist-enshrouded summit, and as they
lay down to sleep that night on the rough logged

r-



84 The White Trail

floorway of the saloon Archie's hopes beat h.VhHe recked l.ghtly of the difficulties which had aXrently overcome the many others.

v,hen'lhT' ^^'""u^"'
'"^'^ °^ '^'"^ ^^^ frightened

during a waking moment in the long night.
It s my candid opinion most o' them never sawhe pass, answered Mac grimly. - But all the

P^rt H ""^iu^^ P''">^ ^^^' °^ Caldwell andPackard would have made a good try to get across.

tt rtb.^ 'h
''

"^'l^ '; ^'"' ^^^"^^^ ^ ^^"^^ kick on
tiie nbs; he's makm' a most unseemly row."
Archie duly interrupted the snoring one, and inthe short respite which followed succeeded in drop-ping off to sleep again.

^
It was about noon en the following day when thedauntless three reached the base of^the'^last preci^p^ous climb on the trail known as the "Summit",and the sight that met their gaze was such as wouldhave inspired a feeling of hopelessness ev3n in the

capped by treacherous snowwreaths and overhune^by dense bodies of blue translucent ice; i's almost
vertical face was sheathed in gleaming crystals andfrom every crevice huge glittering ice^conJs d LedA grand sight, truly, for those^ho could admlr^the glorious magnificence of nature, yet wonderfully
disheartening to the wanderers, who saw in theZclothed mountain but an effectual barrier to th'e!rprogress. mcir

nh^^Y ^/'^' ""^"^'^"^ S^'^"^^ at the frowninffobstacle Mac gave a non-committal grunt anddisappeared along the circular base of fhe mount^



The Bridging of the Pass 85

batr hisTh:':,t.'"^
"'"^' ^^""''" "« -"«"

"n!'lf""'^"u"°"''''
'"'"'"f f™" his lethargy.

11 gang an keep an eye on Mac," said he, "forhes a b,t too venturesome at times, an' no' to betrusted by himsel'." " lo ue

were° nli'rf .hf T*^
'° ^'" °"" "'°''^'«'' ^"^ *ey

I^owlv In- • P'^^f""=*' "«""•«• The snow was

errr.icanv h/ '"f

^°f''/^"''ery flal<es that floated
erratically down from the glacier-enshrouding mistsoverhead, and the lonely figure at the base^r hesu,nm.t was gradually being garbed in a man. e ofwh te; yet he remained motionless, gazing desoair-

Xli' *'
"r,'

fro^-^-dded ^all befo'eTm.

sal . aT'^h'
'"" '2 "y '''•''^"^'" h'' "•uttered

r„u 1,
*" °'"' ^"^"^ '° '"^^ the land ofgold^here we are, stuck fast, the way hopelessly

He recollected himself suddenly; the faint moanof a r.s,ng storm reached his ears; the mountainop was densely curtained in flying mists and at
mtervals fleecy clouds of vapoury snow were beinghurled mto the valley. "A blizzard is getting up "
satd he; -I wonder where Mac and sfewan" hT^e

M,. "JT 'T^ "*'=* °f *«" anywhere about.Mac! he shouted. "Mad Where are you?"
His voice was drowned in the rushing sough ofthe ga hering gale, and the falling snow obscured

int rrVii^l'""/ "= ^'^^e"'" °^" the £p n-ing drifts till his face was close to the glassy fock
surface, then shading his eyes with his hands,̂ egazed upwards. '
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At that moment a stentorian shout pierced the

stdlas? i "f ' '".^' ^"' " P^""^^' ^ d-k fo"n

^xpaLTa? hiX'"'
''-'' '^'^ ^"^° '^^ P-^^'y

^^-Macl" cried the astonished beholder, -is that

and th'; f H"^"f T-"
""^""^ ^ ''^'^^ ^^°"^ the snow,and the md.vidual m question floundered from outhe chilly wreaths.

"Why what have you been doing?" asked the
bewildered youth; then he added: -Oh Mac Ihope you are not hurt I"

'

K ^^^'," l^^'^
""^"^^ * h^^''^^ shout from aloft and

beholdl Stewart's lank figure came scudding down

who h^H
^"•^^^,^' barely missing the first arrival,

fmsfv hIh
"'''''?''^ •'" ^^tricating himself from his

frosty bath just m time to make room for his com-

muffled voice from the depths, -my hands were

fth
" T-!T'^ '•"^'^'"' °" ^° ^ ^^« iceberg; so

I thought It best to come awa' doon cannily."
Archie became more and more bewildered. ThenMac, who had been ruefully examining his nether

garments, which had suffered somewhat seriously inthe course of his abrupt descent, and having duly
noticed with a sigh the extent of damage donl con-

there, he said calmly, pointing aloft towards theblue mass overlapping the summit, which couldnow be seen but dimly through the flying spindrift.'Yes, Archie, the old Chilcoot will hav? to stiffen
Its back a bit more before it can stop this playful
party, an' we'll get to the land o' Goshen after all."
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Archie smiled a trifle incredulously. "Now
Mac, he reasoned, "how in the name of all that's
wonderful can yc- ome to that conclusion? Allow-
ing that we did succeed in climbing like flies up
that wall, there would still be our outfits to con-
sider; twf thousand pounds of flour and beans and
such stuff won't fly over by itself, you know I"

Archie by this time had come to the decision that
It would be well to apply a slight brake occasionally
on his comrades' optimistic efforts.

"An"nM^°i "^-.'1?^' ^^''" «^'°^"-'^ Stewart.An oh! why did I leave my han.e?"
But Mac was in nowise cast down. " Your father

wouldnt have considered that a difficulty at all,

w-1 •u.^^"'"''""'"^ '" ^ '«"« °f '""d rebuke.Wih a blush of shame the youth straightened
himself up, and looked once more at the sullen
heights overhead; then he turned and examined
the cup-shaped valley in which they stood. Back-
wards again to the misty summit his eyes roved,
and in that brief space it seemed as if the boy had
indeed become a man.
"Yes, it can be done," he cried with sudden

enthusiasm, "and "

- We are the vera individuals to do it," concludedMac blandly. "You, Archie, are an engineer by
instinct and training, all you lack is initiative, and
considering your tender years that is maybe a virtue
rather than a fault. On the other hand, I'm a man
o constructin' parts "

"What sort o' lecture is this you're unravelin' from
your mind, Mac?" broke in Stewart aggrievedly.

' It means, you frozen monument o' ignorance an'

, i
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iniquity, that Archie an' I have deriH.^

like-hke!^' ^°'" '° ^^^ °^«' that-that hillock,

"You've sp'ilt it, Mac, you've so'ilt it" nh^rfi^the Ignorant one. - Noo HI finTsh ^hl J^' P^"'*'^
phor. You're tro.n' tr.a

^"® *^""'e meta-
ijj ? ! ^ " '° ^^® over the Chilcoot UIcplike an elephant chasin' a snowba'."

^"

we imend T^"''"
'""P'"'""^ ^''^^^'^ ^^b^rly, "that

Arlhre'^'^'xhr"
'"^'•'^-

.

"^°"'^^ «^^"-k the idea,

us g tawIy^aTto^t"'^,'"'^^^- ^^ '^^

menTs." ^ '° "'^'^" ^" "^^^^^^7 arrange-

.

^^^ ^h^ee turned, and, arm in arm, set off on <h.-

blizzard by this timp ha^ • ,
^""^^rs. Theoy cms time had increased greatly in in-
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canon
tensity,

wonderful force.

«fe r.^^.e':'.;
°' - ^•°™' "-^ • -^'"' "•» - -

J^t^ri 'r* ^'i'i^''*'* «« 'he pass?" shouted Chil-

^ris „Trh i "^ ^- ''^' ""^aged in a game of

tefcl
evl-v.saged associate of the nigh,

"Ay, the Britishers saw the pass," mimiclced Mac

seen, you human parasite."

trouWe'^'an'^*''"
"*"''' ^''"''"' '""='P»"ng more

hT,. '-A •
^™P'"«^ *' "•* 'n^'<'« of his boo, forh.s,em(y,„g weapon, "can ye no' check that -'n-ruly temper o' yours? The innocent wee man didnamean to be unceevil. I'm sure he'll admit his ma,st

t"7T T'"'''—" "« '""^d -"h -ha hTin

Chilcoot Chariie, but succeeded only in conveying

sn^rf^ r„H h °; °'"'"""'- '^''"'^°»' Charlie

vacatS:
'' "'"""'' "" =^' he had jus.

"Wait till Soapy Sam gets up here," he muttered

or tne tenderfeet in this camp."

nJ^'^^'lt""^
\''^'"' °^ ""'"P"^^ °" hearing the

.Tv ?°^Py Sam?" he echoed aloud.

darkly. -When he went away down south from
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Juneau he calc'lated he would be back in a hurry
if a rush broke out, an'—ch yes, you may well shiver,
young fellow, for you'll lose your mighty pals pretty
sudden. I'm no slouch wi' a shootin' iron, but I bar
the bowie knife every time, an' that's where Soapy
will get in his work " He turned half-round
and stared evilly at Stewart, "Yes, I reckon Soapy
IS the finest hand wi' a carver 'tween this and Florida,
and don't you furget it."

Stewart bowed with ungraceful unction, but Mac,
whose bronzed face had grown almost pale with sup-
pressed anger, would have hurled himself upon the
taunter there and then had not Archie restrained
him.

"It's not worth while quarrelling with such a
man," said he gently, "and as for Soapy Sam, I'm
sorry it's not likely we'll ever see him again in spite
of this creature's bluster."

" Don't you worry about that rat's threats, boy,"
spoke up Captain Cardwell; "I think we're be-
ginning to know each other better in this camp
now, and I don't imagine we'll let any low-down
gang run the show. But what did you think of the
mean old pass? Didn't it give you a bit of a shock?"
"Oh no I and I believe we can get across all

right," answered Archie calmly. "The fact is," he
continued, "we have decided to throw some sort
of temporary bridge across it, and when we get our
outfit up from Dyea we'll be able to move ahead
right away."

In a moment nearly all the inmates of the saloon
had clustered near to hear of the scheme projected,
and, obeying a nod from Mac, the young man pro-
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cceded to expound his plans. " After the guide rope
IS laid, the rest will be easy," he concluded amid
a profound silence.

" But how are you to get up with the rope in the
first place?" enquired an eager listener.
Then Mac broke in. "You leave that to me: I'll

lay the guide rope."

"That's just where ye mak' a serious error," com-
mented Stewart. "The lichtest man is the man for
that job, and I'm the vera sinner Providence has pro-
vided in the hour o' need."
Archie smiled strangely; after all, he himself was

most fitted for the dangerous task, being the slightest
and hthest in the room; but he made no remark,
nor did Mac venture upon any further speech with
reference to the matter. Then followed a scene of
wild enthusiasm. " Tell us what to do and we're with
you every time," was the general cry, and Bill, get-
ting up on his seat, harangued the crowd at consider-
able length.

^

"The man who won't lend a hand is a mean
ornery skunk," he bellowed, and there were few
among them who were not eager in their oflfers of
assistance, the few comprising Chilcoot Charlie and
his diminished followers, who sat moodily apart, no
doubt speculating on the loss that would be theirs
should Sheep Camp so soon be broken up.
"Say what you want us to do," cried the orator

at length, turning to Archie and Mac, "an' by the
howlin' terrors, we'll obey ye like peaceable lambs."
But it was easy coming to such a decision within

the warm precincts of the saloon, and Archie vaguely
wondered how many of Sheep Camp's citizens would

I
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finally venture beyond the pass even when the meanswere provided towards that end.
All through that night the blizzard shrieked andmoaned and the rain of glacier chips on the roofsounded as the blows of a thousand hammers. TheMascotte trembled in all its stout timbers andswayed on its perilous icebound foundTl^on 'when

^Z ""^ '!.'^?
^'^"" '^^S"-' ^'™^k its ex;^sed

walls w.th a dull crash, and ricochetted into the deep

s?urberd""Hr'^°"'- /"" *™"g'' '« -" *' camp

thre^ten^' p""""" °^u^'
*""""' "^'"^^ 'h^' «verthreatened. Far up the mountain side the hu«overshadowing icefield rocked as if on a lotand hundered down its deadly hail. It was but a

ZTX:/ rr 'ii'

"•' «'^'" ™-^ would beci:
ir^fl ..

''™ "^™" ""^'P Sheep Camp!
Stretched upon the floor, around the glowing stove,

f K ..Ti^ draught-screened corner, the fleeperelay huddled in their blankets, and eler and ano^a fleecy cloud would seek in beneath the doorway

The rT ";
'"'"' ^^'^"'y f"^"'' "'hile through

ame Jushi;;". T^f" '°^^' ^"'"^ '"""^ ^"owe^-came rushing. The stove roared and crackled, fedlavishly at mtervals by half.^wakened slumbere,^who performed the duty as if by instinct and hen

Xd'^hf f "TT'""'-
''"'' "' '"'-'^ heat dis-solved the frosted vapour persistently seeking in-wards; the hot iron hissed and spluttered a? thech. ly contact, filling the room with a murky seam!

floo™^:""''
^°" '""""' """ '"C'"«' «™« th^

pJr^i"^' "?^ ^"^y ''°"^ °f 'he morning BillPackard awoke and started to his feet unfasily.
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" I was at the building of tliis shebang," he muttered

To2.;Cbul tharhalf°lla "^ ^"' °' ""^

^u„« f .i." .
"*"ff™ glacier is too m chtvclose fur this to be a healthy quarter." With ,h^discomforting reflection he pil^ several togs Mtothe stove's fiety orifice and resumed his haS andnow somewhat damp, couch.

'

As daylight approached, the fierce blast subsided-he p.ercng shriek of the wind changed to a srft'

c.e. and sti„, fd t^grel^7^^- ^ ^
tered n the pale light of a cloudless skv Th^
first blizzard of the season had been safe^wea.heSThe next several days were occupied by the relsourceful three in transporting their unwiefdy outfitfrom Dyea to Sheep Camp. Stewart, having thegreatest experience of northerly latitudes, had beengiven a free hand when selecting the various f^d-
stuffs necessao' for the journey, and right wiselyhad he chosen; yet provision for three men f^r sxmonths resolved itself into a somewhat weighty out-
fit, notwithstanding that luxuries, exceptin| tobacco-which Archie did not smoke,-had been stricdv

couW be^"n" T";'" "" '"^ ^horte^ timTtScould be safely calculated upon when arrangine aperilous trip through a frostbound land. Then apartfrom the actual edible stores required, a coYpCmimng outfit had to be carried, with axes and ropesand buckets, and sundry cases of gelignite for Wast!ng purposes. Indeed the half-ton of goods whichwent to form the little party's entire pissess o^ n-
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eluded such a vanety of articles that Arehie couldnot remember even a fraction of the list without con-sul,.ng h,s notebook on which, however, he had

Srf ^l L
^°'*' '"<x=«sins, and snowshoesadded much to the cumbrousness of the pile whichhad to be carried so laboriously in repeated ~sup the dangerous trail on which even a man u^!burdened found difficult enough passage. Yet hereagain Arch.e was given a further insight into th"undismayed and dogged nature of his imp^lnsW.A cheeor good humour they vied with eachXm their we.ght<an7ing capabilities. At first it wasconsidered amply sufficient for each individual to

.,, ien himself with the weight of a hundred andfih> pounds, which usually took the form of threefifty-pound sacks, strapped to their shoulders by^simple arrangement of belts, brt after one or iwojourneys had been made, the youth was astounded
p

see Mac walk off with an extra couple of sacStied on top of his usual number.

in awe!"'""'
'*" ""^ "" '"" '"' ^''' *" S**"""

The gaunt one looked woefully after his departinecomrade before making answer; then he said eniv!
matically: "I'm thinkin', Archie, that Mac woufd

no- =.fh'' T^''
'°« ?' <=«''o™" to wrastle wi', an-no a thegither deservin- o' my tender care. Hitch

^n " 4 ?^l" ' •=*""* ^" «'"' l^^ten by onyman And he wandered off with a similar loadwhistling a joyful air in unmelodic key. SArchie, strong lad though he was, struggled to his
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feet with the single sack his watchful friends

hurried ahead to

95

had
lead

permitted

the trail into the caiion.

stood outside the M^coft/iL "" ""^ '=°"'^»<'«

ambitious task of <^„r. ~u' P'^P""* f" *«'•

Archie, strangely enouXrf.'u' ""«'">' ^hilcoot.

entire responSuv nf ;h
'*''*" "P"" himself the

wasforced'':o"^i„°'.he;ftJ:r'fo?M' ''""r
>"=

refused to assume rnm-Z ? ^'
°' ^"^ resolutely

able ignorrnr:frS4"<'fP'--^^
e'

"""^"'-

P-eedin, .hich dif „ot ',.^f^ ^ --";„:

you. Don't you see 7h7, ? *^ *" ""* '° ^^'^^

experience now? y1 te abr/ ^°" ,'° ^' '"«

me see how well youVn^ca ^^/^li^^^l''---
'^^

Captain CardwellV 1" w thT 1''^^°" *"''

don't need the rest of fh.^. '.
''* ^'^- " We

would care to he^ us to L?"^!" "'' ~""' °' *^"
and^in^s up toV treTf th^r-ft!^.^

""^'^

deboItTmS^eHe'" T^" -^P°"<'«'' *«
considered "f se^fce " T^',!?

""*' ""^ ^^ould be

help in subdun' 4e olesIuL^^'
"'" "^ P™""^ '»

.nrwa—i°.?.l!£?--~w:'naed
carried fop^T^t t°n,Xit ^T, ™"'^i

'°"«'

While others bore wheels a^ndt^,S ::;°;;rir;
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shoulders. A huge log windlass also was towed over
the snow by six of the strongest miners, and thus
equipped the strange procession struggled over the
blastblown fields of ice, and gingerly trod the peri-
lous drifts that intervened on the lonely mountain
trail.

The grim, frosted barrier was reached at last, and
then how puny seemed the power of man to combat
repellent Nature! Before the towering mountain
the shivering army of presumptuous humanity felt
dwarfed into Lilliputian insignificance.

"It is a tough proposition, boys," said the Cap-
tain as he gazed with some misgivings on the bleak,
white wall; "but all the same I think you'll sud
ceed. '

A smile crossed Archie's features. The engineerm him had asserted itself at last. " As an engineer-
ing feat the bridging of the pass is simple enough,"
said he. -Once we get the guide rope over the

difficult"'
^^"""""^^^ ^""^^^ ^^^ '^^^ "^'^ "°' ^^

"It beats me to know how the first rope is to ^o
over, grunted Bill. "Ifwe had a balloon or a rocketapparatus—"ie stopped, and looked again into
the glistening heights; then he continued despon-
dently: -I'm afraid it's no use, boys. We ^n't
hurt the confounded mountain worse'n a mosquito."The numerous volunteers from the camp, having
fixed the windlass in position, now departed back
to their refuge leaving Mac engaged trueing up
the barrel to his satisfaction. Only Bill and the
Captain remained of all those that had come. Macnow appro.;ched the group. "Bill, my man," he
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said to the !ast speaker, "you're a vera useful man
in a scrimmage. I've no doubt, but you're woefully
Ignorant in scientific matters." Then he turned toArchie

:
"Tell me where you want the rope fixed,my laddie." And he buttoned his coat tightly around

his great chest with an air of determination.
But the young engineer shook his head. "Ifthats why you wanted to get out of the job of

directing affairs, it won't work," he saM quietly.
-Everything depends on the guide rope going
over, and I am the most fitted for the task. I amgoing to do it." Then his voice changed almost toa tone of command :

"Stand by the windlass, Mac, and see that it runs

T^l r
?^^y '° P^y °"' 'he *-ope, and give it

plenty of slack. Stewart, you be prepared to hitchcm the heavy manilla when you see me go over the

Without waiting to hear any remonstrance he
quickly fastened the light cord around his waist,

fh.. T u^'^'^'u'
°''''* '^^ •^h^^^^"^ snowdrift^

that clung about the summit's lower altitudes. Buthe had not gone far before Mac was at his side, his
face quivering under a strong emotion.
"Give me the rope, laddie," he entreated brokenly
you must give me the rope. How could I eohome an tell your mother if anything happened?You don t realize what it would mean to her "

The lad paused for an instant, then pressed his
anxious comrade gently back. " I'm going to justifymy right to be considered of service," he said firmly-
you are needed at the windlass, Mac."

"^M^r^*
^^'^^^ °" ^'^ P^"^°"s c"'"b, and the

7
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big Scot, winking his eyes vigorously, as if to clear
his vision plunged back through the crisp snow,and stood by the windlass, controlling the now
slowly-issuing cord, and the watchers noted that his
grisled cheek had grown grey and ashen-hued.
Stewart also stood near at hand, his head boweddown on his breast in an attitude of deepest dejec
tion. •'

The windlass slowly revolved, with many a creakand groan, and the trailing cord dragged upwards
with scarcely perceptible motion. The ascent was
almost perpendicular, and how the climber kept a
foothold mystified the onlookers. Up, up, the
figure clambered

; his feet dug deep in the frosted
wall and his arms clutched at the brittle snow, andamid sparkling flaky showers he writhed his way farup the mountain steeps. Behind him, dislodged ice
fragments and miniature avalanches streamed into
the valley, and directly overhead the ominous body
of blue-green ice capping the summit gleamed dully
through the mists. Foot by foot the rope paidou and higher and higher the daring climber rose

foam
^PP^^'^^ ^ ^ '"ere speck on a sea of

" By the Great Republic, he'll do it I » spoke Bill
at length, with a gasp of relief.

"Yes, he'll do it," said his companion, lower-
ing his gaze for the first time since the ascent
began, "and he deserves success if ever a man

But the face of the man at the windlass was fixedand stei-n, and he never once ventured to look up-
wards, as if fearing to witness a tragedy. At last
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Archie disappeared over the domehke top of the

"He's all right now," he shouted wildlv anH

foir^Lr-ti^e^r' '^^--—- -ni"

Rili
"^ T^^ u^""^

^""^^ ^^^" to Crater Lake " said

PwXv^isi;;retar^rr:s^^^^^^

IVe^^rrthTnteta^-^''''--
-'^^'^^^^

hoisted ;,pwards;' Sv^f.^^d fr ofthe tu^

S""^ ">;"-:; f-Hngs in':ud":h°oL^'^ordXh
"

bee'J s"fl' for'a'fr^'"
'""^ '"' '"*'=^ '"« "'""lass hadneen still for a few minutes, "don't you think we'd

wh«her7rchTh''r
^"'' '""'' """ " ™» ^o-btful

.emTorliy^Sreninl/"
^"^^^^''«* '" ^"'"^ -- ^

Ca^vrad^'e^^dt re-"r
"""'" ™= '"«
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Bill dubiously filled his pockets with gelignite
cartridges and several lengths of fuse.
When they were thus variously accoutred, a dim

'•All d!^rr^
°" '^' '"'"'^ ^^'^^"^ ^"^ ^'«"*"^



CHAPTER V
The Wipe Out at Sheep Camp

=H3£™—T-

=

Bili'^rftermLrK"''''' '»y»'"«P'ained Kentuckyoui, alter much boisterous acclamatinn h^^ u^

na^Suu;a^zro/:^ „";;» '°^- ^''-'

all plain sailinff-I mean^? i!- J'"'^
""^ "'*

lakes are frozen^ up a"' ve'M hf f'
'°' ** ""^-^

the ice to Klondike" ^ ™ '° ''°°' ''°"» <»>

in

1

h I



'<" The White Trail

wl^ H ffi/*"'™''
"•* '^"••gra'ulations of the camow.th diffidence, and it was evident that he did Zconsider the railway, so called, anything lore thana temporary structure, which, indeed, wfs aM thltTthad been intended to be. Mac alone sUmed to unde -sund the misgivings that filled his mind, and when

trt^^lZT'^ ""'"'"e high revel these twoZ loMand talked long and earnestly together.
'^"'

at l«, ..?f"/"
"° "7. '° ^^« '•'-" Archie declaredat last. If a snow slide occurs, or even if a fair

fea',^ 'kr h",?"""
""'

l"""""" "P •>'' doubts and•ears, for, having seen the top of the nas^ h. hJ^noted what neither Mac nor he had considered b^fo^the vast volumes of snow that rested clo,e TT'
^iVlV'-^TbVtrh^^"^^'-"'^^^'-^^^^railway. It by any chance this became dislodirerl

Savs' .Zt H f 'T"""^' ""''" "«'" have a few

R?ti,! " '°'''' ""^ "«« hurricane comes alonJ

laL'^on *eT::"siro-;tr -^ °"' «<^^ -"^
da^n-t play wi^^ItiyncVrhl"""""'"- "^^

defizenst/'sheip Ca"m"p^:!;:- '"'T'"^
"^^^ *e

arrangements fo7mo:;:Knrd"Vr:hra:d'v'
two comrades pursued a doI^v „f • I ""^ ""^

strenuous action. From Dvt ^ Shr"",^""'
'?"

damp coastal breezesTd at thif.• ^ ^"""^ *^
the snow to lie thict^^ elg'htsl^^^ p^:™^
but onward- -owards the higher altitudes "the j^ss
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;„ £: ^' ! ""'^ '""''o^ °f 'ransport would have

1- """ged. and one which would be eminen.1

whTch h?dT, r •^''^*" P^^^-^o'^ system

eulliesand f. f
""''?","^ """-"""^ chasms andgulhes, and it required the united efforts of the three

h^,'\^
'™," T ^'^'gh'-^d 'hither, so the journeythough only four miles, occupied the whole dav

:ouMt";rmti::r
--—'^ ^^- ••«=i^ w^

Then it was made evident how dubious was the taskupon which they had embarked. Each day theVreatdark clouds gathered '.oweringly over the head^othe striving- men, and the snow came down in steady

anTm?no
" '!"' '" """"'"^ «'" ^"^ "°"i°" "s^an ominous calr. ooded over the pass. Bill andthe Captain wert

• ,„ly ,wo Wio set about copyinghe example of th. bridge bni.ders, and even they
resourceful men though they were, had allow .^on;precious day to slip before Mac's earnestly rei eratedwarnmg aroused their growing lethargical en rgyWe would like to go down the Yukon in yourcompany boys," said the Captain apologetiJuy-

caravan, or we would have made a start earlier."
Ihe country is surely big enough for us all

responded Archie, smiling.
^ '

twaW""^ ^'r"'
'^*'° """'y P°i"'«<' °"' to 'he

J .

ambitious were their desires. " Me an'Mac an- Archie," he declaimed, "are a vera selectan circumspeck party. Forbye, we are men o' peace,

I' tfl
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an- even the sound o' woriy strife hurts our maisttender feelin's. an'-an'—what are yelaughin" at

rVZ •. u ^^'^ ""^^^ ferociously, and the

~;Th° T "?' °^'^^ '^^" «•"' hastened toassuage the self-confessed peaceable man's wrath."I war' only thinkin'," said he, "that as you an'me are both soft-hearted sort o' galoots, our soothingnfluence would be a mighty handy thi^g if Mac an^

rn K •
'/ i °'"^"^°°^*"^ salamander, an' I guessI II hitch off your scalp as a warning.''

^

the ?ust o7b 'rr''
^;°^P'^ ''^ '^^^'^^ '^P« -t once,

a L ti r
^ '" ^'^ ^y^' ^"t <^tching sight ofa twinkle of amusement in the Kentuckian waiior^

tTan' chetl^
'''"'"^^ ^'^ ^"^y- "You shoud

Sd he "but'ni fo'""''' r'^^
"' ^°"^^' ^•"'"

nt • u u " ^°''^*® y^ this time, though I'mnervish aboot your safpfv ch«„M •
""^" ^ "^

our guid com^in"" ^ "''' ^°'' J""™^^ ^^^ '"

Archie had long since ceased to trouble about the
.d,osyncrasies of the wily Stewart, and during thecourse of this wordy dispute he made no comment

erTtwIned'
'"?"'"' ' ""'^ '*'" '° "o^ 'he :''

conversatmn. Bu hard as the strong men struggledto accomplish their work it was evident that fheirswas a race against the elements for the right of fr«passage over the Chilcoot. Denser and denser Ir^the storm clouds, and sullen fell the snow! ^
I think we should try and teke all that is left
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"Ay, we must make a shift to run the whole out-
ht across the pass this time," agreed Mac.
"I'm afraid you're going to leave us, then, boys."

spoke the Captain, "for even if Bill and I burst
ourselves we can't haul the remainder of our lot ud
to the pass on this trip."

"No, boys, I don't reckon it's any use us tryin'
to get over the summit wi' you to-night," agreed
Bill sorrowfully.

**

'; Pile anything that's left over on tap o' my
sleigh, suggested Stewart calmly, "I believe I
could wrastle wi' some extra baggage at a pinch."

Finally they succeeded in arranging matters so
that nothing was left behind but the rifles of the
expedition, which absolutely refused to pack securely
on top of the already overburdened snow ships.

'Never mind them," said Mac. "They're not
vera heavy, and Archie and me can make another
journey for them to-night after seeing everything safeon the other side of the Chilcoot."
And into the murky gloom they struggled, strain-

ing at their load, pursued by the faint cheers of the
assembled miners whose courage at the last had
been found wanting.

It was late in the afternoon when they reached
the base of the summit, and the five weary men satdown on the snow for a brief and well-earned rest.
1 he twin ropes communicating with the beclouded
heights were just barely discernible through the
deepening shadows, and the windlass was almost
buried in new-fallen snow.
"Howlin' blazes I That war' a stiff pull," ejacu-

lated Bill, "an' I reckon we've got here none too
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r*-

soon nuther. Why, the bally old machinery is

nearly drowned I

"

" I don't think we can afford to waste much time,"
commented Archie anxiously, rising to his feet, as
a faint sound from aloft reached his ears. The dis-

turbing note was heard by all, and affected them
greatly. Slight indeed was the alarm, suggestive
only of the gentle murmur of far-distant water,
but everyone there knew and realized what it

meant.

"The blizzard has broken, boys," said the Captain
quietly, "and like enough it will be a hustler when
it bursts up."

" Come on then, lads," cried Mac. " Lend a hand
to clear the windlass and we'll cheat the old Chil-
coot yet."

Right willingly they responded to the call, and
soon the endless rope worked freely, showing that
all was clear on top, and with scarcely a pause a
well -freighted sleigh was atti.jhed to the line in

readiness for its upward flight. Then a hurried
consultation was held. It was known that on the
other side of the pass, after a short and easy descent
the shores of Crater Lake would be reached, the
first of the great chain of lakes forming the source
of the mighty Yukon River, and near its edge it

was decided to make the first camp.
"It will be a mighty cold corner, I reckon, but

there ain't no help for it," said Bill. "Now, the
question is, who is going aloft to unload the wagons,
an' who is goin' to stay an' work the engines?"
"I think I'd better go up," announced Archie;

and up he went, hand over hand, on one of the

/

.
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ropes, his feet getting occasional support by dig-
ging deep into the frosted face of the mountain.

•• He's a bonnie climber," murmured Stewart
admiringly. '«I mind when I used to swarm up
the weather shrouds o' the Active "

But his reminiscences were rudely cut short, for

just then the windlass barrel gave a twitch and spun
half a circle round, and a gasp of horror broke from
the onlookers' lips as they saw the boy jerk back-
wards with the moving rope. The tough raw-hide
band brake on the barrel had proved faulty owing to

a thin film of ice having formed on the polished wood,
and quickly melted under the frictional heat of the

straining leather. Stewart, however, was near, so
near, in fact, that the windlass arm in the course of
its first revolution was stayed on his stout shoulder,
and for the moment the shock interrupted the thread
of his musings. Mac abused himself roundly for

failing to examine the brake action before permitting
Archie to trust his safety to the '•ope.

'• He might have been killed but for you, Stewart,"
he said, noting with joy that the climber's nerve had
not failed him in the emergency, and that he still

continued his energetic upward movement.
"As I was saying," continued Stewart ruminat-

ingly, "when I harpooned wi' my ain hand the
whale that swallowed Jonah, an'

"

Even Archie, now nearing the top of the pass,

heard the burst of laughter that assailed the narrator
at this point, and he wondered how it were possible

that anyone could laugh so heartily amid such
uncanny surroundings. Over the blue mass of ice

forming the cap of the notorious dividing ridge he
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crawled gingerly, on hands and knees, still keeping
the guide line fast under his arm. then suddenly he
stood upright, and waved his hand to those below,whom he could but faintly see through the intervening
clouds. He had reached the greatest altitude of the
pass, and his feet rested on a swirling snowdrift,
some four thousand feet above sea level. On his first
dangerous climb to this position he had been able
to see far down into the winding Yukon valley
from his coign of vantage, but now a dense impene-
trable mist obscured all vision beyond a few yards.
tor some seconds he remained looking around

helplessly a strange eerie feeling of insecurity op-
pressing him A violent humming, as of a hug^
top, assailed his ears with almost deafening clamour.The sound seemed to surround him, yet no rushing
wind blast smote his cheek, and yet he was conscious
of a mighty storm raging near. The snow flew up-
wards at his feet, and struck forcefully into his face^
and an icy feeling penetrated his limbs. Then at lasthe solved the odd phenomenon. A fierce whirlwind
was gyrating far overhead, and by the force of its
suction had converted the snowy summit into a veri-
table circling sea of foam. Archie shivered. -So
this IS the gateway to the land of gold," he muttered.

death.'''""'
"""""^ "^^ '^^ ^"''^"'^ '° ^ ^^"d o^

He forced himself onward, clutching the rope for
guidance, and suddenly he felt it move in his hand.The first load is coming up," he said. "I ou^ht
to have examined that wheel before this." \ fewseconds more, and he reached the great loff em-bedded vertically in the snow, on the fop of which a
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wide flanged wheel was slowly revolving. He in-

spected it hastily. «' It runs true with the load," he
observed aloud, "and now I can only hope the rope
doesn't chafe too much on the glacier. Steel wire
ropes would be required for this job; but I think
the manilla will see us through. Hullo 1 I thought
I heard a dog bark. No, it must have been my own
nervousness; there could be no dog about here."
The weighted sleigh was now heard, crunching

over the smooth ice of the glacier. Onwards it came.
Archie could see it now, and his heart gave a bound
of delight. Everything was working smoothly; not
a hitch had occurred. He loosened the sleigh from
the moving line and undid the strappings; then he
hastily unloaded it. And still the wheel revolved,
and the rope ran on. A bead of perspiration broke
out on Archie's brow. He had neglected to arrange
a means whereby the men at the windlass would
become aware of the sleigh's safe arrival. "It's a
good thing I got it unhitched before it bumped
against the post," he said thankfully; "something
might have broken. I'll just let the empty concern
slide down on the other rope." And, having made
secure his connections, he watched the lightened con-
veyance glide slowly backwards into the gloom.
Again and again this operation was repeated;

apparently those below had ample faith in the lad's

sagacity, for their movements were like clockwork in

their regularity. Several times during this period
Archie fancied he heard the deep-mouthed bark of a
dog mingle with the sound of the whirling tempest,
and despite his efforts to dispel the illusion he gradu-
ally became convinced that his ears had not been
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playing h,m false. While he was marvelling overthe fact that any animal had climbed those steeo
heights, which had baffled some of the strongest mena great black mastiff suddenly emerged from thewhite darkness, and, whining piteously, thrust Itsicy cold nose against the young man's h^nd. Con!siderably startled, Archie bent down and gent"y

frnl h
P"""' ^'"?' ^^^"^ ^PP^^'-^d to be starvingfrom hunger as well as from cold; but the animaldrew away from his caressing touch, 'and with a s rieof short, sharp barks plunged back into the mi !swhence it came. Another load at this momentarrived by the strange railway, and engrossed theyoun, engineer's attention for a few minutes; butwhen ne looked up, after undoing the binding r^pes.he was surprised to find the dog again at his sidewhining dolefully as before. ^ ^ " ^' "*^ ^'^e,

-Why, doggie," said Archie, "what is the matter?
Just you wait a little and I will look after you "
But the animal apparently was not to be comforted;

It whined and barked in turn, and, finally, seizing theyouth s coat in its powerful teeth, dragged him severalyards over the snow before he could free himself.

frl.nH^" ^-^ lu^W^''
*°° energetic, my four-footed

friend, said the lad again. " Why can't you havepatience?" He stopped and looked searchingly iniothe mists. Out from the vortex of the storm he hadsure y heard a voice, weak yet shrill. For a momenthe stood irresolute. No, there could be no mistake;
there ,t was again, a feeble, wavering human voice
calling from the region of whirling snow: -Dave!Davel" And the dog heard it, and with an answer-
ing growl bounded off; but Archie was at its heels.

I
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Neglected lay the sleigh with its load, and the travel-
ling rope for once descended unencumbered. The
youth had forsaken his charge to respond to a higher
call, the call of suffering humanity.
The dog did not lead him far; scarce a score of

yards away he came to a halt, and there half-buried in
a seething drift a murmuring figure lay. With a cry
of sympathy Archie knelt down beside ilie shivering
object, and found himself looking into the fresh-hued
face of a young Indian, who smiled back at him wanly
and endeavoured to raise his hand in greeting. At a
glance Archie understood the position of affairs. The
poor unfortunate had tripped and strained himself,
and now lay helpless; a broken snowshoe still cling-
ing to one of his moccasined feet was ample indication
of this fact. Gently he raised the sufferer's head on
his knee, and strove to think of what should be done
and the dog stood near, watching him with an ex-
pression of almost human thankfulness on his large
brown eyes. Then suddenly the Indian began to talk,
not in his own language, but in purest English, and
his voice sounded almost girlishly clear.
"The snows of the mighty mountain have con-

quered Silver Water at last No more shall he chase
the caribou and moose deer; no more shall he fight
the savage silver bear. Past are the glories of Silver
Water, but the happy hunting grounds of his fathers
shall soon receive him."
He ceased his weird speech, then, gazing fixedly

at Archie, he continued in more r-ional tones:
Deliver the message of Silver Water, O Friend of

the Indian. Tell the white man to come not into
the land of the Thron-Diucks. This is the voice
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Uiuck, but food IS more precious than gold. Stayyour coming till the springtime '. . . » ^
A dark shadow loomed out of the mists. It wasMac, who had come to investigate the reason of theranway s failure. Breathing heavily, he approached

with an anxious question on his lips, which diedaway as he took in the desolate scene before him.A s rained smew,' he muttered shortly, "but ifthe cold hasn't gripped him we'll save him yet."

fu^r ^ ^^'^' ^''^^'^ *° ^P^^'^ ^gai" in con-
fused raving sentences, but as the listeners pieced
together the story he told, they marvelled deeply athe strong spirit of endurance shown by the young
Indian on the perilous jou^.iey he described. Itappeared that he had been selected by the few whitemen in the Klondike district to cariy a message
through to the coast, a message of warning to thosewho would venture north without a full equipment
of stores, and an appeal to the Governments ofCanada and America to restrain all but the strongestmen from starting on a trail which meant probable
death. In a small glazed packet, tied to his belt, he
carried the meagre mails of the community, and thishe handed over to Mac with a weary sigh
" Silver Water has failed," he said. "Being weak

after witnessing the rise of thirty suns on tht long
white trail, he stumbled and fell, and the frost king
has subdued him." ^
The darkness of night was fact creeping in, and^e note of the rising storm grew ever more fierce.Mac gathered the Indian in his arms and staggered

off with his burden towards the now motionless rope.
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at the windlass to jam the brake on hard. I'll carrCthis poor red laddie to Sheep Camp this night if vZto crawl all the way. Stewart can take your placeup here, and Bill and the Captain can finish aU the

Zt 'left.
-J"^ '° * """* •'°"" "'""'• There" Z

at\l ^*" ?/""'"
"!f

^^ "" "'* *e anxious three

mu,^?.!.,"'" r"''
/"'' '*'°"'y afterwards the com-mumcatmg Imes drew taut, the windlass creaked andSt a,ned under the brake strap, and Mac hove dim"yinto view bearing his heavy load.

^

ch^lTrn"" ''I'f'' """«' "'* I''' helpless

rtTr u
f 'he dog came sliding down from*e heights with the velocity of an exprfss train, anddisappeared in a gigantic snowwreath, whence heemerged almost immediately, shaking his shag^head and barking joyously. A fire was p™S

broken^ ^T^ °"' °' ^e sleighs being ruthSy
broken up for the purpose of providing the neceZsary fuel, and speedily a cup of hot cofffe wasSforced between the benumbed Indian's lips; then BiUwhistled in surprise.

tiZ^^" ^' '^*^P''''
heen on short rations for some

If ,1 ^ r"
''.* "*'" "^^ »' his face. Mac.

wan T

f™"f=iPiece does not spell stariation,
wall, 1 never done a sUrve, that's all."

Thro! ^""'^1 "^"'1- " ^^"y "«" »'*"'« '" the

saw "in w "'"=". *" ''™^' King comes," he
said. 'Silver Water has seen three suns on the
trail without food."

Stlwlrt!*"""
'°"^ ''"* ^* "*'" 'y'"' "P 'here?" asked

(BMO)

1
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"Only since morning," came the reply.
"That means onything from seven to ten hours "

groaned the interrogator, "and the thermometer li-
low zero, and a blizzard playin' tunes in your long
hair I My man, if you're a sample o' the Injuns o'
this country, I'm goin' to hae nae quarrel wi' them "

"Well, boys," said Mac, "I mean to get this
Indian to Sheep Camp, blizzard or no blizzard.We have to go down for the rifles and snowshoes
anyway, and Archie and I can attend to that Get
eveiythmg across from this dangerous quarter, and
we 11 know where to find you when we come back "

" If I'm any judge," spoke the Captain earnestly,
I should say we're going to have a corker of a

storm to-night. It's been working up for days.
Don't you hear it now?"
The hum of the circling winds was hushed, but in

Its place sounded the long, low wail of the gathering
blasts, and the snow smote fiercely down on the little
band. " The only safe place is on the other side
to-night, answered Mac shortly. "Keep a light
burning in your camp, and expect us back about
midnight. Now, give me a lift with the Indian, lads
an don't neglect your duties while I'm away." *

They lifted Silver Water gently on to Mac's broad
shoulder, and Archie strode ahead to mark the un-
certain trail. Then those who remained watched
them disappear into the darkness.
And still the warning note of the rising storm kept

increasing its clamour, and the snow began to fall
in blinding sheets. That night will be long remem-
bered by all who were within twenty miles of the
pass at the time. It was late in the evening before
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the blizzard broke in all its furv a«^
lessly down the Dyea valW h^H'

^^^^' '^^'^''

of snow and ice intoTh7rr«^' ^ "? ^•*"' ""^^^^

The Ma^otte wis filled .n" ^T^^*^"^P ^^-^P'
arrivals from^a who ^^^^^

overflowing with new
by the news oHhe railwav'. !" '"'"'''"^ '^'''^''

heard with dismay tL'oLTn'o 3 r^ of .Tat
''''

oeat against the walls of theTr lek^r
«^'^?7'^^

was expressed on every countenance A^ ^'^'

again a dull echoing roar from th! • % .^^^'" *"*^

would reach their Ire ^ ^ "'^^^'^ overhead

apprehensively
"^'' '"^ ^"^« ^^^'^ *o shiver

"If this blizzard continues, the .lacier win cus .nto fte caaon " one man' shLSd "'" '"""
out Chilcoot Charlie—whn ht>^

will SUV rieht whar- it i, " i,.
^'^ *""* ^^'"Vb...«„ ete"dr;„';? uTnr-,.

"^' '^^

in?hrmMTorrhUx'"d!!:j r*
'"""""'-•

accompanied by a huge mast» ^ °^"' "'«'•

hT^r£~fr^-rma-^'?n
snow, and fteirfe^S^wer^.^fj? '°'*"^ "'*
wounds caus^ by *e i::,aden"'L"£^°"'

"""'""^

bui.dtr^„i^"=::mLt" '''^"' "'^ *« "^'"^^

clalm^^ ano.h:r''an'S':t' o"'"'^ ^ "*" •>"«'" -
funded the newcomer andVr^ *™"^ ^"-
of his limp buSteT

''^''^ '° '•«««™ Mac
Many were the questions thev asked h..f .k . .

wart Scot, sttong man ^oughTet^'^t^^tt
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come to answer. To have carried a man down from

the pass through the darkness on a night such as

this was a feat which few would have cared to emu-
late, so they made way for him with rough respect,

and he sat down on a seat near by and struggled to

regain his breath.

Archie, too, was weary enough, but he refused to

make any complaint. " Look after the Indian," he

said; "we found him lying on the top of the pass.

He is Silver Water, the Indian mail carrier from

Dawson. Get him down to Dyea, and go yourselves

before it is too late."

*' Umph, only an Injun after alll" sneered Chilcoot

Charlie. But he got no further; a tall, bearded man
rejoicing in the honoured title of Pioneer Dick, who
had been tending to Silver Water's injuries, turned

on him sternly.

"When you have done half as much for the

country as this Indian has done we may listen to

you," he said. "Silver Water, the Indian mail

carrier, is known from Behring Strait to Vancouver,

and from the Mackenzie River to the Pacific. The
men of Cassiar know him, and the men of the Yukon
have trusted him. For seven hundred miles he has

come over an unknown trail, with only a dog for

company. Could you do such a journey?"

In the impressive silence that followed, the shriek-

ing blast outside seemed to sound out with redoubled

force, and the trembling and creaking of the logged

walls was all the more discernible. Then Mac rose

to his feet and addressed the multitude.

"Get clear o' Sheep Camp to-night, men. Take
the Indian with you, and go far beyond the caiion
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before you halt, for I believe there'll be a wipe out

at this camp belore morning."

Chilcoot Charlie was the first to yell: "Let us

git, boys," as he dived for the door, and a pande-

monium existed for the space of five minutes, in

which time Pioneer Dick and a few of his comrades
got together a rough litter on which to bear the in-

jured mail carrier. Then a long line of figures made
their way out into the inky blackness, and on, on
towards Dyea, leaving only Silver Water's bearers

in the room with Mac and Archie.

"Goodbye, boys!" said Pioneer Dick, "I know
what you mean to do to-night, and I would gladly

have come with you. But we may meet again. Good
luck to you!"
And Silver Water raised himself upon his elbow

and held out his hand. " In the northern snows we
shall meet again, O Strong Heart," he said to Mac,
"and Silver Water shall remember. And you, my
white brother," he continued, turning to Archie,

"take from me an Indian's gift. The truest friend

I ever had I give to you who have need of him.

Dave!" The great dog answered to his call.

"Goodbye, Dave!" softly spoke the Indian, as if

he were addressing a human being, "your home is

amid the wild, and to the wild you shall return. Go
with the young paleface, Dave." He pressed the

dog's head against Archie's hand. A minute later

Mac and Archie were left alone, save for the dog,

which lingered by the lad's side and looked at him
with wondering eyes.

"Which is it to be for us, Mac—Dyci or the

summit?" asked the youth, turning to his com-

lii
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panion who was abstractedly stroking his snow-
bedewed moustache.
" I must go back, Archie, but you "

"Will go with you," said Archie decisively.
The stove in the centre of the room was rapidly

losing Its ruddy hue, and the swinging oil lamp
flamed and flickered in the gusty draughts. Outside
sounded the shrill note of the tempest, broken at
intervals by the deep rumble of the disintegrating
glacier. Archie shivered. " Heaven help anyonewho may be within reach of that icefield when it
starts to move I" he said. Then, having gathered
together their load of rifles, the 'two dar1ngTp!r£
passed out of the open doorway, and, turning theirbowed heads to meet the rushing icy tempest, stag-
gered on towards the fateful summit of the pass.How they reached the shelter of the great moun-
tain neither of them could ever tell. They stumbled
and clambered, and writhed their way upwards againsl
overwhelming odds. The flying ice cut their cloth-ing to tatters and cruelly gashed their already lacerated
faces, and at times the seething snowclouds all but
smothered them in their dense white folds. As they
neared the base of the summit the futy of the storm
seemed to increase, and thunderous echoes rumbled

rn^tVtrv^nly:
"""^^ '^^'^ °'^^^ "^^^ ^^^"^ '^^^^

fhJV\!'^^ ^ "'^"^'' °' ^"^^' '^^^»^'" gasped Mac, as

tSily »' "'°'""' ^°' ^''"^^' "^^^^ ^'' ^^°"^h

But Archie had long ago arrived at that conclu-
sion The air was thick with the swirling foar ., andthe darkness of Styx prevailed. Then suddenly the
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howling tempest seemed to rise high above them

d^^. Id "" "'
'°"^!I

'^^^^^ int/theirS^e '^;

tne
.
xcer of th- pass at last. Blindly they ffronedarour..! ^or .^he windlass; it was stil/safefaMlong ropes communicating with the blizzard-sweotheights responded to the touch.

^
• We must make sure work with the brake thi«s.me. Archie," breathed Mac. and he felt about for a

St 'while
"""' "''7''^' ^^ ^^'^^ ^he blrrel

lil K
^"^ engaged, a hoarse crackling fromabove burst ponderously upon their ears.

^^

The glacierl the glacierl" cried Archie.

behind"" vou
•?''' ""^ '":''^'''^ ^P y°" ^°' ^'"^ ^J°«eDehind you. anxiously entreated Mac. "

It's theonly chance, for we're trapped like rats if we Jait

Up, up, they struggled, towards the inferno thatheld sway on the Chilcoot's grim heights and

il"flv t -r" ""i
^'^ ^'^^"^ ^-- -o^ftmora'hzingly shrill as they advanced, it was not it thatsent the chill to their hearts, it was the ever^increas-ing crackle crackle, crackle, from the overhanging

g^cier. Now their hands touched the unsin^
gently sliding mass. Now they were clambering

thP.^ 'vk"^ 7u ' '' "^^^ '"^'^•"^ backwards underthem with deliberately increasing momentum.
Hurry Archie, hurry I " cried Mac's voice.

NowTuml I hT- J'
"^y '"^^ -' -y --uteiNow jump, laddie. Jump I

"

And Archie jumped, not knowing exactly why •

and immediately afterwards he found himself flouni
dering m the snow, vainly striving to move forward

!lij
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.f^.

in the teeth of the raging tempest. A hand gripped
his arm and hastened him still onward.
"The suction may get us yet, Archie. Struggle

on a wee bit yet."

Mac had barely ceased speaking when, with a
mighty rending and tearing that echoed high above
the blizzard's fiercest note, the great glacier they had
just traversed broke away, and crashed and rumbled
and roared down the steep declivity ; and the moun-
tain trembled beneath the wanderers' feet.

For the space of a .ninute, Archie could not
find words to speak, and it was his companion who
broke the strain. "That's the end o' our railway,
Archie," said he grimly.

"It has served our purpose," answered the youth
breathlessly. Then he uttered an exclamation of
regret: "But what has happened to the dog? I

had forgotten all about him. I suppose he must
have followed the Indian after all. Anyhow he
could never have climbed up over that glacier."

"Couldn't he?" echoed Mac dryly. "Something
kept forcing up behind me, an' that something was
a dog."

And so it was, for just then Dave's shaggy body
brushed against Archie's knee. The dog had indeed
scaled the pass after his new master.
The bright light from a camp sheltering near the

shores of Crater Lake was now distinctly visible, and
slowly they walked towards it.

In the morning, when the fierce blizzard had spent
itself, and the heavens again were calm and smiling,
the five comrades went up to the pass to view the
wonders that the mighty elements had wrought.

4
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Glacier and railway alike had disappeared, and the
valley below was filled with the debris of the cata-
clysm. And far down the winding gorge, where the
Mascotte Saloon of Sheep Camp had stood, a sea
of jagged ice boulders lay strewn, and the misty
peak overhead was bare.

In that one night. Nature, with herculean effort, had
freed from their icy crowns the entire line of moun-
tain heights from Chilcoot to distant Dyea. Sheep
Camp was no more.

I



CHAPTER VI

Lake Linderman

Lake LmoERMAN was not frozen. Its waters Mi^ened cold and cheerless in the duH "^r^ tleaden sky as Archie and his c<«dven frers a.^preached, and the spirits of the little plr^y"rhS:wh.n they saw the welcome waterway open bef?„then, The descent from Crater Uke'^t^'^thi^^n^

for thn'^K
.'=°'"P^""'™'y ^'^y of accompHrhS

for though .t ,s no simple matter towing a sleicTCoa prec.p,tous incline, the difficulties of^^snowiLe^
slleri r^"'''^"^

""---ed when 'the Trl^,'Slopes ,n fevour of the pullere. Consequentlv

tLnZZ't ~"^^. f™™ 'he summit ^a'd n^
wea.!l Zr„*^" ^ "^^ altogether, nor were anyweaiy return journeys necessary, as had been thecase on the coasul side of the Chilcoot

tretsrZJS?«'"""''/
'"=;'" """''' «""« '"" pine

r L^'.trdi^sr:s.ittTr;g-trdT
Sracr"^-^ ~"-™'"^ their^ide^r it
"I vote that we start building a boat rieht awav »

said the Captain. "A sort of done, a^ut tweLfeeMong, with a flat bottom, should' just ab^^rfi^

To this suggestion Mac gave his assent at once.
i9B
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''HI not say," he added in conclusion, "that a flat-bottomed barge is in conformity with my ideas o'

to'tb uT' ^^-"-^erin'L fact tha "has
Inc^^^ot" in a' r. h"^ n^' ^'^ ^^^^ ^^^"^ "^^^--^anu not in a Clyde or Tyne shipbuilding yard, wemay as well restrict extravagance in design andaim at usefulness before beauty » ^ '

"^d'fnr"^ f'^^""
'^'''^ ^ dissentient voice.

at a'?" he Ir^ h^'°"
'^°"'^ ^' ^'"''^ ^ boatie

uw r »
'^^"'^"^^ as a preliminaiy.

dred^dd mirf ^^H'
"^'^^ ^^^^'^ --" h--ared odd miles from here to the Klondike, an' I

re^^T't"^"'^ *** '"^''*' ''"' "'^^' injudicious,"
retorted Stewart severely. "I was thinkin' that abon„,e wee raft would serve our purpose." Thenhe waxed enthusiastic: "Just think o' the poeticnature o' such a craft, sailin' awa' on itsTnejourn^, w.- a pennant flutterin' at the mizzen!

"Yo?r"n,^l*f*
"*^"' '""""'P^ Mac sternly.Your poetic fancy is gettir' mixed, I'm thinkin'Anyway, a raft would be too slow for us. We wLm

""v^^tVf- °J,r'r™^y '" ^^°-ble timl"

Bin .
"-7*? 'f'^'"^

"' *« "^ft idea myself," quothBUI, .'.f only 'cos the contrivance could be Lier

eal''!h/^''if,T T"^ "P°" f" his opinion, toease the deadlock that had arisen. He at onceavoured Macs views. "Suppose we get fezenn he said, "we could put skids under the boatand use It as a sledge."

I:
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bo;syil^.^;::'j;*--:4-^<'*eCapta.-„. ..Now.
a start." " *"** "P-Mws, and make

ini^l'l^^of̂ .S'^t '""^ ^'" '» "o"' « 'heir

fallen theVugh "f,
""^'•' "^^ before night had

=W to length if,^Zi°?„ ''^'' "«" P'«I»™d and
In the shirt SDa« o? f !!

"P-'^«''"? "o planks,

was made the^f '7 "^y' ^l'" 'heir d«ision

launching.' AndMtht^,"'^'''^ *"" -^^^y ^r
had occu?red7?n the ml« , ""I

** "^htest hitch

seemed to take char^T'f
"""'^'"^y P""''"^ Mac

work appeared to rl i "P^S^}'""^' and yet the

All aiirst;:^e'°h^™:trost" %z r'""«'
**""'''•

did yeoman service and «,. .
^*P?'" *"'' B'"

digious feats to Se accomnl? P*f™''' P">-
melodious sons ^he « '^ T^"' "^ ""'«^'' "n-

somewhat sSre fra^^ „ rT'' «^°"'»ined in his

In truth Ma^'and'hTZre ati^tr
"' "'^-"'>--

worked together liJ tV^ f '^ P*"'' »nd they
fully fathoS the vainvf^f-,.'^'"'''^

*""" "<« X"
To him Mac wTsmftaZ,^- "", ™'"P'*'= »»'"«•
bining the more J^riouTli*:^ f^ '"''^""'- ~"'-
with the Oddly bTz^r q™:^.,-: oH" bT"^^humorist, and whiVh .^f ^iT

^ burlesque

opposi.es' predomtltd fn Z naTure'?'"""'^"'^'matter to determine A<, L i.
**^ "° «^y

humour was so L •
'"'Stewart, well, his good

speeches That he yoTh%o^H"t '" "'^ -""'ce
what sort of man wLTd jTvllerf T'*""'-'was lifted. The Capuin and Rn.

'" ""^ "*=''

patent; honest and sCere thtv "1 ""^ '™"»-
tives of their respec^umS^^s '

"' "''"'^'"^-



Lake Linderman

figures."
"""' "^ * 8""" 'hi-g to hae a head for

"Why, Stewart," said the youth, "it's a ci„„i<.matter providing the figures."
^'^

bort'^"r^JV!!"
"^^ "'" * "'"?'« ""'" building theDoat, my lad," interpolated Mac rom.n„ < * j

"Now ArchlB " 1,. „ •• J
coming forward.

"**» ^rcnie, he contmueH << I*II ™:™

a speech a.»ut it ^VZ^t^Zl^:'^^..^^.

s.e':!rtTd'^rcove':^Ve°Lr'pUrh"°h ?
" Male' nae mair reflections, my man " bur« fi,,..!,h.s reproachful compatriot, "or I^i be forced o rrferto that maist mar-vellou<i var™ „ .

Sooth Ameriky ." ^ " ° ^"""^ ^^out

retidlred^ail "Ihr'
*' k™* °' "^ "^^^ion will be

of the supper which Bill had volunteered to cookEarly on the following morning Archie arose"a'd,

HI

H'
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anning himself with to> el, soonffe »n,l . •

there he gave a whistle of Sky Ilo„<, .h*";"*^

the diffieu.ties'o7a'pL„«rte.'"« '" ""''^"'^"''

Whiie he .„ thus ^nsT^ruTcTJIrc^
tain came aionc- with a c;™.! *P"

"Hullol" saidihe latter. "We-rS: '" "'"•

none too soon, Mac. Anothe^day^t w[llt«Lindermati coinpletely filled up " ^ °' ^ *'" s<*

«:d 2:nitZLX' Z::zr-'"age to keep i„ front o' the ice Ifs buTf h""*""anyway, an' we can't better it
" * '=''*""'

" After 'tli*''^hl'r^^
«^*^^«' "P his belongings,^ner all, he said to himself "fhin^o ^

be as serious as they lookT ^' "'^^ "°'

Then he remarked to Mar* " Tf «,.» * r .

went on." ^ Keener as we

"Ay, but against the question o' latitude Arch.Vyou must consider that Linderman is betwlf;hree
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to consider trouble as it comes^'
*" '""'^

near at hand? anTthar^iSnT * """""' ™'«
scene bearing the' *de„«rhi S^f h"

""^

b"; hf/i:'
*"" ' "- up

'
n"t Trc .l!?."""

" Here am I "he Z-J J^u ^""'"^ '^"-^^ks.

fist impotent y <« the!^ir '
"^-^^hing a flouor

the onl'y n,aXtas L"•e"n*-'•^^'''~°'
''^'

glory, an' yet-an' yeT-!l"
'" ^P'e"diferous

thaTlo'dT'ThSi'tf '"'Vi'^r
"<>- ^»^-'"

if to restrain h7m from S^flii^ I'f' f°""'"- ^
spolce feelingly i„ his ^r ^ ^ ^ '^* "''' ^""^

.''^•''^"
i
''*' "P '" ^^«" Land "

Bin tm te l^rr^i^r "'" --'" shouted

fast?"
^'"

' y"" ""nil' for brealt-
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m,',w"!'
'"'' '""'''" «"*"« Stewart, and i»rchiecould scarce repress a smile.

Tcme
The launching of the boat was the next it».m ^,he morning's programme. All hands 2s tS i„th.s performance, even Dave, the dog,^?^i„'!

wiildv'crrnf 'V: P"-"*"?'. fnd tKwieldy craft plunged through the ice and into her

ch«r"iTnd ' n *^-r""""""-' "' '"uci hear;

3«rihrL^T-rtwa«:
unrrftmeSn^t^r-L^^^^
seriotnes" 'h/°'-'

"""''" ^^'^ ""^ -"' g«veseriousness. Have you actually been under the

b"rb:nd[;;p^'°"
'""

" -^ = ^--^ "en ;: h*:

m,Ch7h* ''*"f'
'""™"'«' Stewart serenely. '-Itmicht be anything by the look o' it."

^

the'^^'ntrbul-::.''"'
'""' '"' -"" "PP-'ate

Mac held up a deprecating hand. " For any sakedon t honour the record breaker with any nameTouhave any respect for. I'm much afraid she-reofn"to be a cranky brute, an' I can foresee that mZa hard word o' abuse will be heaped on he^oWtimbers before we go far."
"Cranky, is she?" laughed Bill. " Wal' r «ti,o.

oTron^-'L^''^
- - ''^^'^' -"» - -'-P -^
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This they proceeded to do without fnrth^. a i
Stewart acting as stevedore whu I ^"^ '*^'*>''

the nu^erous^ -clcs f^l°"J*^^
short space the boat was loTrfJ ^ ' '^ *

gunwale, leaving^m^,!^"*^ "P ^''^^^ ^ the

to perch' as be:t^h^cou,I ' '" ''' °^"'"^"

"Now, heave ho, my lads, and ^et her off" . ,1

^^:^^^rr£r-?f

-

like a streak."
crackin through the ice

this tryire eme7<^i!'J'*'' J^T'" '°"«^ 8*"" >»<"» '<>

vessel ni^^' "*''«' O"' '° 'he prow of the

"Off wi,::ie'o.iht ^.j"^; ':"-'^ «-
hpr t'nf« ^

sacks, btewart, an' we'll o-Pt

ing room to work th-;.. i
^ i>ucceeaed in find-

"Now. m;Zd.t7bucL«"'?.''s:?M"'^ ^^'•

ping his oar wi.h'p„rposeS?r.St "she^r^^^bit o' enc-ine nnw^r « j
"'wnc, sne 11 need a

A^ you fl, rerdT?" " '^'°''^'' ""> '<=«•

"Ready it isl" answered the Captain."M say the woM," sang out I^entucty Bi...

;
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"I'm fair burstin' vvi' surplus energy," bubbled
Stewart.

"Then let her go."
The long oar blades flashed, and cleft the water

simultaneously. The dorie shivered, gave one con-
vulsive leap forward, a staggering sway sideward,
then calmly heeled over and sank.
Words were all too feeble to express the feelings

of the unfortunate crew who so unexpectedly found
themselves struggling in the chill waters. Archie,
having been nearest the shore, came oflf best in the
mishap, for the shallowest part of the lake was re-
served for his impromptu plunge, and he was on his
feet in an instant. The others, however, were treated
to the full process of immersion, and when the steers-
man looked he could see only their bedraggled heads
bobbing like seals amid the miniature ice-floes as
they endeavoured to regain a footing. Dave alone
seemed in no wise disturbed; his sportive antics
rather flavoured of rejoicing than of sorrow. Eagerly
he swam around the dripping figures when they
stood waist deep in the lake, surveying each other
in helpless bewilderment, and his jubilant bark
aroused the ire of Stewart at once.
"You four-footed chunk o' iniquity," he cried

savagely. <'Dae you actually think we're makin'
whales o' oorsels for fun?" And he lunged forth a
grim hand to grapple with the unseemly merry-
maker; but, failing to make good his hold, he dived
once more into the depths, and the air was filled with
the fulness of his grief.

The calamity overawed Archie for the moment;
here at one fell stroke the entire outfit of the party
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mI Tsun. ^''-'«''"' be done now? Then

was 1^ h T S'" *e water, spoke, and the lad

mnn ^1 f *''" 'h.s the Captain, usually so

an^:" "-'T^'" "" ^P'"^"' °'"-<' his mo^uth!and language of fierce invective flowed therefrom

Stewl" ^i "r"'^'
"""" *'' "hen Bill TdStewart both began to speak at once, and theirwords were fluent and forcible. Their combinedeloquence reached its zenith in a final outZS

rit twTv- r;""^ ""' "PP™"'""^ epithet"" a'least two vinle languages. And all this abuse washeaped upon the sunken boat which had forswornthe,r company so suddenly, so treacherously. Teh ehimself now felt a strange desire to say something

tZfZZ sr V^V''' ''•°™=' but^^a f^sh out!burst from Stewart at this moment of his insoiration

^ar'jarml'i'
°"" """""="'' *=" "e^mZpeace, nay more, he even ventured a word of rebukeo the eloquent one for his redundantly severe stStures, whereat Stewart's jaw relaxed in vfrtuousamazement. virtuous

press the injured nature o' my tender feelin's after

St atoftt^
"^'"^ -bmrr^e:."rft,T„d

with an air of feeble resignation on his face, hissed

wtk^sr;::!"''"^^^"^"''^
"°''^--^-«

how vera injudicious it would have been to havenamed our handiwork. All the same, we ought to

Hi
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have tested her with the load before gettin' on board.
I had an idea that she was cranky. Now it is a
case o' salving the wreck an' starting all over again."
"And it ain't just a comfortable job nuther," chit-

tered Bill. «I reckon we'd better begin at oncet."
"But won't everything be spoiled?" said Archie.

"I thought the accident meant the end of all our
plans."

"If it had happened in deep water, everything
would be all U P for a dead cert," responded Bill;
"but the smiling, innocent, gentle, cross-eyed pole-
cat o' a barge went down in the handiest place after
all."

While he was speaking he had been locating the
sunken cargo with his feet, and shudderingly he now
plunged his arms down into the icy element and drew
to the surface a dripping sack of flour, which Archie
took from him and placed on the beach. All hands
then commenced grappling operations, and in a short
time the bulk of the stores had been recovered. For-
tunately the goods most liable to suffer from a wetting
had been enclosed in waterproof bags; as for the
flour, which was unprotected in this way, it was
found to be aff^ected only for about an eighth of an
mch on the outside. Swelling at the first contact
with the water, it had thus formed a shielding film
against the further inroads of the enemy, so that the
damage done was after all but trifling.

"But where is my gun?" Mac groaned, when
everything else had been accounted for. " I wouldn't
lose that wonderful firearm for all the other weapons
in the camp."
Now Mac's gun was a fearful and wonderful
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object of oflfence. He had only unwound it from
Its wrappings the day before, and all had been
unanimous in its praise. Its twin barrels were of an
exceptionally large bore, and the enormous brass-
bound cartridges which fitted at the breech were like
unto the shells of a modern quickfirer.
" Your wee cannon maybe got grippit in the boat,"

suggested Stewart
They had almost forgotten the boat by this time;

their hmbs were wellnigh frozen, and their clothing
was quickly becoming stiF and icebound. Yet with
a will they went to their new task. With scarce an
effort they raised the submerged vessel until her
gunwale lipped the surface of the lake, but beyond
th.>t they could not force her.
" We'll have to bale the water oot before she'll

float," grumbled Stewart. "Another hour's work,
in which time we'll be like effigies oot o' a .nuseum."
"Why not raise her bottom side up?" asked

Archie. " It seems to me that would be the simplest
plan."

'^

And he was right. In a few minutes the source of
all their woes was lying high and dry on the bank,
and the shivering men were thawing themselves
before a large fire. Mac's gun had been duly re-
covered, entangled among some rope at the bottom
Oi the boat, and this fact seemed to make him quite
cheerful.

"It's surprising what a man can stand in this
country," he said to Archie, as they steamed their
garments into pliancy. " Here we are, after a quar-
ter o' an' hour's most excruciating misery, as fit
as fiddles, an' "

! I'll
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A plaintive howl from Stewart interrupted him.That individual stood in an attitude expressive of
the deepest despair, a pipe exuding water from itsstem in one hand, and a dank brownish mixture in
the other "The tobacco, Mac, the tobacco!" he

Td thi
^"^M^^^'-o^ned in sympathy. Then Bill

Hon Tu^^T"".
^''° J°^"'^ ^" '^^ ^°"g of la^^enta.

tion. They had promptly discovered the one greatand common misfortune which had befallen them.The tobacco store had suffered injury. Here was a
calamity indeed! Nevertheless, being of a resource-
tul nature, it was not long before they devised ameans of partially diying the seductive weed, and
tor a time this operation engrossed their entire
attention.

It was Archie who set about investigating into
the why and wherefore of the boat's unfriendly
action. Having come to his own conclusion in the
matter, he straightway began to take action. The

to^'J^r/ r;^^'
^'.^"^ '"^^' ^"^ ''"^ ^°^d, contrary

to l^hef had not eliminated its wayward qualities.What, then, was to be done? - Why, it just means
putting something heavier than flour in the bottom "
he reasoned -We had too much top weight; thltwas why she turned turtle." He gathered together
several small yet heavy rocky boulders, and^fittedthem evenly across the broad, flat bottom of the dorie,then he slid the boat gently back into the water. She
floated true and steady, with not a trace of the oldmahciousness m her movements.

.

"Ay, you've done it, Archie," admitted Mac, com-ing forward to watch the experiment. " That'll keen
the centre o' gravity in the right place; but it's a pity

It
f
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I didn't let you tiy your hand with her at first. It's
vera strange how we must always buy our knowledge
with hard experience."
By this time all had managed to effect sundry

changes of clothing, and were inclined to wax mirth-
ful over their recent woes. It had been arranged that
they should load up again after having dinner on
shore, and meanwhile, under the influence of the
great fire which the sorrowful Stewart had prepared,
the damp sacks and general outfit of che party were
rapidly steaming to dryness.
" I reckon if it hadn'* been for Stewart I would

have been drownded,' uoth Bill. "You see, he
sailed out'n the old be' ^e first, and I landed on his
Dack. If it had been the other way about I was a
gone coon. I ain't no swimmer "

" So you were the incubus that kept my head
below the water for sae lang," began the applauded
hero wrathfully. "An' I was blamin' the dog.Come here, Dave, I ap ogize for makin' that clout
at you. I am vera sorry indeed-that I missed."
Arid Dave barked his appreciation right lustily.
Then Mac in reminiscent mood began: "Well do

I mind o' a vera similar sort o' accident that happened
to me " '^'^

a r ^°'J"
^°°'^ Ameriky," broke in Stewart eagerly.

It
^'

^

Mac, that was a tre-mendous predicament.

^^'^Who's tellin' the story, you or me?" interrogated

"Ca' canny, Mac, ca' canny," adjured Stewart
soothingly. " I thought maybe your natural modesty
wouldna alloo you to dae justice to the subject."

m
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the yarn." ' ^ '^°^^" flounder, get on with

<^ughed discreetly and ZlL T t """"e"'. then he
Mac w,, ^, in%Z"r::Z'-r^^x- "^''*"

mosquitoes an' l«^g^^^* Amerilcy_sh«,tin-

storyteller paused
^^ ^*"' *« deputy

''&Xn"Stsrorrrrr'^-was up on the Gr«.ni, j " ^°°"' Ameriky—

I

runnin"? mounLPnrhth' aT.'h
'""' ''* "'"'«'"««

mountains were runnS' whal s hSS T" **
were runnin' mountains high an'fh7"°i 5*" ^
He stopped, and looked at his'flt-

*''*'** "

the light of battle in his eve "T"?-
'"""^"^ »"*

only remained to hear aL^A'h u^.'^
^"^ *« ^og

rather interested inwhafes,** "^f*''•
^^^hie felt

but Stewart did not imm^L'^^^L *.«^ »'.''="«^.

"I'll tell the backslidin' Phnfstl^esLr V"'^''^-"f I have to din it intn n,J ""' '''°'y even
muttered with gri:! dtisfvrnU!'^

'^ *^^ "">-" "«

a shad"e m^i^Jru'^.f
-«'" -"-'*« A.hie, Just

up"i^DL^ti:;it!lZ!^ Sri^- when I was
"ere the dog began to
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swallowed bis^t^.n^'CTnt '"'h ^f*"'remained still in doi.ht „ ^ "'' *"•* Archie
whales.

°'''" '*8'««''»g *e subject of the

an'"u:qSeVrJ:L^"re'"Hl' "" «'«'««'"' "-
steady in the water's, , ^' ^'"'"» 6™ and
^4ing n;Co;ir;"o':S'opt f^^for;^.'

-"^

Serrthe'^^.s^^^"' ™^^^^^^^

meagre, but then i7no « ^^ '°°''«' dangerously
be sSfelV negte^ RtTT "°™ *'* '»« ""^ht
must ever telT^io^'^

*"* "=*- '"<» "sic thlre

wate«. Arehie and hu'"^ ?^*«*^ o"" strange
tun, without unduW e,L

•"""'" "^^P'"" *'s d^-
journey began ^ "«^'"« "P"" ''' and so their

to *: eXf^^:a.l^,^\„''Jt™;n extended
over four miles, wa^ Siat^ ' "'/'*""• J""
came a mile po^ge forl^! j" "^^''^ Then
rise to Lake Be^St the^ !i"<'/'°«s over the
chain forming tte Yukon hTm °' """ S"'*^' ^^<>
that the lonf, ever-wide„i^ "f,'"^- " "« here

opened befoS rhTt«tX!-^S'
"At^^h^""""numerous snowy mountain 11,

5

' ""e start

them, giving no h?„t "f egre^^tur""^.*"
'"''"^

sentinels, continued onwari^l.f J"""
*"' '"^^'^

course towards the nnrT ' ^^"''"^ " welWefined
warfs to right andK S!f1*"^

""«""« "^^l^-

^Haiie^r^ord'r""^^^^^

^W
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place on shore, and when they resumed their onward
journey in the morning they narrowly escaped turning
up an inviting-looking branch of the lake in mistake
for the mam channel. Archie had a map, but it was
soon found to be hopelessly inaccurate, and he began
to steer almost wholly by his compass, choosing the
more northeny course always where two offered, thusmakmg the main direction sure. Indeed, before he
had got through with the second day as steersman,
he had been forced to the conclusion that his posi-
tion was by no means a sinecure. Rocks, shoals,
currents, floating timber—all these were his enemies.
Then, again, he had to keep careful watch on the
weather, lest a sudden storm might arise and take
them unawares when sailing far from shore, and on
Lake Bennett they were sometimes forced to keep a
long way out on account of the lurking dangers from
sub .arged rocks in the lee of the land.



CHAPTER VII

Shooting the White Horse Rapids

was kept up, and no untoward event occurred to marthe even course of their journeyings. Ev^ niX
xtLH*^ '" "'\^''^"^' "' *« Ant pineZ w^hextended ^ an unbroken forest along the water'sedge, and far back to the base of the iffty m„unu nCham on e.ther side of the valley. Atchiew^S

remarks bearmg on the features of the country at eachhalting place. His observant eye was neveTat restand h,s act ve bmin was constantly sSring up LXkdge-for knowledge of a new countty KeUmIbeyond price, and Archie had a v^ue Td^ t^«perhaps the back trail might yet havfto t takenwhen ,ce covered the waters and snow thrfore^U

rnihrb^ctgroir-'"^
^" "" ** ^^-^-/^

mightily agreeable to the others who dom& ^econversation. Now the doughty Mac w« TT ?
element, and stories of life "n other Lnf ^^

laf*»H ^Mr',^u *«ir rr
otner lands were re-

fteiril^ !
'^'^' *"" "'°^"'''<=« unrivalled, by

for h^nt
'*™"'«"'-- And Stewart, too, was g ad^for had he not now ample opportunity for rejling

J
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N.T
"f/"^ *«'«' experiences in Arctic latitudes?Nemesis had come at last upon tl,e doubting on«

Bill mZ r "f
""*" '" '^""'P- " '"e Caplin orBill monopolized overmuch of the evenine, thenwould the dire threat be hurled at their hefds, the

f^ri. n/
"?"

l'"""
'° ^""- 'he enemy into

ThSir ,? T'''
S'-bmission-the threat, the terrible

nd ok Ae fon
"°""' -'«« hi* ^o-T ^ «he bit^r

Ir.uu *'"'»""& day, when the restricted limitsof Uie boat would surely prevent escape.

S or r,.L" ^
'' r"'" 'P^"^ »f his own experi-

tho^t'h i ? ' ^*, *'**>" "'ributed these to another,though Archie at least had a shn wd suspicion thathe narrator was nevertheless the real centre of die

tT^L^r"^- ''''« ^^P"*'" k-w North!west Canada well, in parts; he could speak of the

^^llt^rH r^'TV" ** ''' """'Tr' Itt
would cwl ^" ^^^ Company; but at times hewould check his narrative at an important juncture

wno has seen and who has suffei«d, and retains a

mteriudes Bill would sometimes launch forth on awild story of the prairie, or a tale of life in the ,»ughmming ^f ^^ ^^^^^^ ^
ough

could spin a yarn well. His breezy language andobvious honesty of purpose delightjA^t^nd at

P^ca^Than "h*""? 1 -'«"-"""-* more a"
dmnnSr " "" ^e forgot his listeners anddropped unconsciously into the quaint, yet virile
vernacular of the great backwoodl, wh^re'^ molt"^his experience had been gathered.
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arl^f i!'^
"^^"^ ^^^^^ '^^y ^^"^ '^^^hed the fourth

w^ch tV,:io„'R"'''
'' ^'^ "°^*^*^^" extremity ofwnich the Yukon River proper was supposed to be^in

it^ long course; and on the sixth afte^o^ of thd"voyage they were only half a dozen miles distant mmthe ,ssumg torrent. The Indians at Dyea had in-formed Mac that they would encounter a dangerousrapid after entering upon the flowing stream, a rID^dknown among the wandering tribes as the RushingWhite Horses but more commonly translated as hf

h d had r' 1'PJ'!:. ^° '^^ *^« ^-- o' the doriehad had to work hard at the oars in order to makeheadway, and it must be confessed that they lookedforward to the passage of the river with much^t,^

fs^ist^them.
''' '"""' ^'^" "°"^^ ^'^ -^--"y

For the last two days the cold had been very
intense, the thermometer hovering just on the zera
point, and a wholesome dread of being frozen inhastened the movements of the rowers.
On this afternoon they were making strenuous

endeavours to reach the end of the lake ^fore night!
fall. Slowly the heavily laden craft forged onwaTds,swaying ponderously at each oarstroke? and groanling in every plank, and harshly over the still waters

"Keep her going, lads, keep her going," Macwould say at intervals in a tone of enticLeft Tndkeep her going they did, to the best of their ability:

d^r.^ 1 , "^^T ^""' ^^'^ ^P^^^' ^"^ she floun-dered clumsily under the forcing strain. Seated onhis perch astern, Archie plied his p.iddle with a will
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and kept an anxious eye on the heavens, which were
quickly becoming obscured by a feathery white haze.
He was not at all sure of the meaning of the pheno-
menon, so he set a gradual course for the land, which
lay about half a mile distant to starboard. But before
they had gone far in this new direction a distant
sound, like the ominous muttering of a storm, smote
upon his ears. His companions heard it too, and
gave vent to their feelings in characteristic language.
"Another bloomin' blizzard," grumbled Stewart.
" Keep her head on for the shore, Archie," advised

Mac with melancholy resignation.
" I don't think it will be a blizzard, boys," said the

Captain, with an unusual concern showing in his
features. "It's come up a bit too sudden for
that."

Then a gentle breeze wafted across their faces, and
in a moment the lake's surface was covered with
rippling wavelets. Archie unconsciously put his
hand up to his fur cap and pulled it down over his
ears. He had become strangely cold, and yet the
wind was but a breath after all. But ere they reached
the shore a series of short, sharp blasts lashed the
waters into foam, and Archie, forgetful of all dis-
comforts, strove manfully to keep his unwieldy
charge heading into the storm. And he did not
notice that his thick coat was a mass of spangles
where the spray had fallen, nor that his limbs had
become strangely numbed. Then from the shore came
several sharp echoes, like the cracking of mighty
whips, followed by the thunder of falling timber,
and the crew of the dorie rested from their labours
and gazed with awe on the devastating scene which
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Tr^lH^lh %'''''°"-u
^'^^"''*^ P'"^^ ^^«^« ^^shing downam,d the forest, here, there, and everywhere; fnd the

after al I cried Archie in amazement; "in fact it

^":^^^- ''"~'"'°~'"' ' " --•' «> --
Everyone in the boat was shivering most palpablv

^Tlt" 5"'^ "'"""'"e. "nd Stewart bl^ at h^mittened hands gustily.

tain "^rj'i^.^
thermometer, Archie?" asked the Cap-

Archie fished out the thermometer from a sack

ze'rand Yn^\ IT'^l '^^'"^ ^^^^^^^ belowzero, and—and it is falling fast."
''That's what's the matter with the timber then "

Z stL^.t"a bZ:r -- -" "-"^
The gale subsided with startling suddenness as

ee'^ rnr/^^H 'h^'*
'' ^"^ ^^°« ^^ ^^ '^

"- ""!seen influence had peremptorily subdued its strengthand only the loud crackling of the pines broke thedeadly calm that prevailed.

HJJln"^^ 'i. 1^^ ^^' ^^'^y '" *h« afternoon thedarken^g shadows of night were quickly closing
«n. The sun's short arch in the heavens had beencompleted; i„ half an hr-r more only the lit ofthe stars would show the way.

^

We can t hope to reach the end o' the lake to-
;

.
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night after all. Give way, lads I Get the torpedo-
boat destroyer on the move again I"
The rowers bent to their oars, and Archie's paddle

swung to position. A grating, sliding sound was
heard as the long sweeps encountered some resisting
element, and skidded swiftly therefrom into the air
Stewart and Bill fell back among the sacks. Mac
and the Captain regained their equilibrium with an
eifort Archie found himself clutching on to the
stern post, with one leg dangling over the gunwale,
and Dave jumped overboard amidst the excitement.
Then they looked at one another in bewilderment
Next they peered over the side of the boat and
glanced all round with increasing dismay.

Ju ^^*' /.'" ^ «^°^' ^*'^^ ^"' ^'''^^" murmured
Bill, breaking the spell. "I reckon I've heard a
fair-sized number o' tall yarns, 'bout frost, an' ice, an'
whales, but I'll never disbelieve any galoot again "

There was ample reason for their perplexity. The
done was fast wedged in a transparent mass of ice,
and, far as the eye could reach, the lake showed, brittle
as glass. The waves had been frozen in their natural
form, and even the cresting white foam had been pre-
served m its crystal casement With the one un-
speakably grand effort King Frost had checked the
rising gale and asserted his own authority to rule in
the grim north land.

Mac was the first to return to a practical sense of
his duties.

" If we wait much longer to admire the wonders o'
Nature, lads," he said, "we'll never be able to dig
the boat out o' its frame. Let us break a channel with
the butt end o' the oars, an' get ashore."
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At once all sprang to action, and for the soace of

rjrirron^rr£;.nfif- frStewart gingerly insinuated one "eg over ihe
1^'"

TowJ^uolir""**"^- " *- - "- He "Z.
over al^ 1

'rt

'?^"«''"« by putting the other leg

prfce of h.r, ^'"* "P*^'"" '° «« him pay th?

ne„^ xL "'T'5' *' ""'^^i but still nothing han!

"aI. Im-""?";!
*"' "^'eht without yieWi„rAh well!" said the adventurer "if «.«V.o ^

tho^tie ony farther, we can"aUeas/j^V?sh:rf

"

And he marrhed off, whistling dismali;

U..S s;mfh;';r''iri^^Hi '-^ °""-^^—

•

"If' we had*."?'"- ^"' """^ "^ '' '° be done?

Mac '.Th. 1? ^ ^ «°' * "*« bit farther," hazarded

pd htt;er;r 'fi'^t^„r
*^,vuJ

I would have minded much if th. ?^1 il ^ ,
""'

.r^T '"'''• '"' " ->-' beth:^ r^lt-'Ul"the boat across these frozen waves."
^

on .ht"^
" P°'"'ble," spoke up Archie, "that the iceon the deep water near the middle of the lake mav

man*""""
***" " '" "'""• J^' - " "«» at Unde^

.. M^^k!
"^^?"'°" "** "^^'^d «"''h appreciationMaybe you're right, Arehie," admitted AlaT

"'""j

we-rs^"n'' ^l'
='"" °' °"' P-^^"' encumi^n'ces

(B»M)
10

I'
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"Why can't we thaw the happy home out?"
queried the Captain. "A circle of fires round about
would soon make a hole in the ice, I think."
While they were considering the various schemes

proposed, Stewart emerged from the forest stagger-
ing under a lusty young pine that had evidently been
one of the Frost King's victims. "I'll vera soon
gie ye a clear passage," he shouted; "just wait till I

bring over my wee battering ram."
Right valiantly he struggled with his load.
" Blow me tight, boys, I believe Stewart has hit the

genuine idea right plumb on the head," growled Bill,

leaping out to the assistance of his companion. A
loud rending crack at this juncture warned the tree

bearer of the impending danger. " Keep awa' from
me," he yelled at his would-be assistant; but Bill did
not seem to understand, and with the best of intentions
drew nearer, while the agonized one in the danger
zone beseeched him in the rudest of language to
keep off. Again the ominous splitting echoes smote
the stillness, and Stewart, dropping his burden with
alacrity, made a wild break for the boat. Nor was his
caution premature, for where the heavy log fell the
water spurted up. But undoubtedly Stewart had
demonstrated the only feasible method of clearing a
passage, and within a very short space the entire

party had gone ashore with axes to secure a number
of similar logs.

By the time they had cut and trimmed their ice-

fighting weapons it had grown quite dark, and the
somewhat disappointed little group resolved to pre-
pare their evening meal before doing anything further.

Then it was that Archie stirred up their dulling
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enthusiasm. "Whv ran't «,« *

have grown twice as thick " '" "^^

anIget'h'tLken 1T„„'''''-.H"
'"^'*'y '° ^'^ *« boat

wordfillSl^'St *"''°"' ""' "°" Archie's

were bare.yl'VilTf^rtreroftS^Tk '"'"^Jveo' possibly thinner ice wouW ;revail 1 *!;
"'

preached the issuing flood •' I

T

.^ "P"
Arehie," said Mac. ' ^^^"^ """" y""-

'•'•Anl^TLr
"A"' "*'" "hoed Bill and Stewart

the Ca-p'tiin'^rerfrnJ'
«" """* '"' "-^^V'Sxed

an?™:;s'L'terrt're"' "^'^
T""''

''"'' ^-<-'.

f^iixSts"tbS^]|^i
the answering gurrie of fh» f7^ ^"'' *"•*

clearly enough tStdil kL '^T^
"^'*'' '"timated

with due reward V^ ^V onslaught was meeting

in which r dorie «i:'r^'- ''"" "" ^'^"^
her outward cou^J^hr f T"^ "^"^ towards

ahead. .eavingTg'hllentg"tX^Le ^ "r
Capuin Ma^ur^Z ,^"'' *"" "^'^ «"" the

ships. Archt-:^^S e ^1 re'"rfr '""" """"-

the motive power which «„^?h' vl .'""*' P^^'ded
into the jag^ cre^:MgTr:at..'"""°"« ^ ''""^'^

fi

.1 i
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Thud! splash I thud! splash I went the battering
logs, and through the crystalline expanse the done
made steady passage. For over an hour the crew
continued their tireless toil without cessation, and
in that period they had barely progressed half a
mile; but now they were nearing the middle of
the lake, and the besetting icefield was gradually
becoming less and less tenacious, while occasionally
the boat would rear itself up on the edge of the pack,
and by its own weight press down and crush the
flaking barrier.

" It's breaking awa', you hard-workin' sinners. It's

breakin' awa' I" roared Stewart delightedly at last,

smashing about him with great gusto; and surely
enough the icy element at this stage seemed to
burst asunder before the dorie's advancing prow.
Almost immediately thereafter some heavy obstacle
ground harshly against the port quarter of the
vessel, and but for Archie's watchful paddle would
have shouldered them from their course. " Hullo 1"

muttered the lad; "that bump came from behind.
I wonder what's the meaning of it?"

Anxiously he peered into the gloom astern, but
nothing was revealed to his view; yet if his eyes
failed him at this moment his alert ears were not
at fault. A gende, rippling murmur pervaded the
air now and again, broken by a jarring crackle as
of ice floes in conflict He turned his glance towards
the distant forest on the right, and through the tree
tops he located a radiant star, on which he kept care-
fill watch for fully a minute.
"Yes," he said at length, "we're moving a long

way faster than I am paddling " Then he recol-
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lected himself. "Why," he muttered, "I haven't
been using my paddle at all these last few minutes I

T*^'^ /^ «/^^^ something wrong. Mad" he cried.Mac! We must be near the main river, and we're
travelling about five miles an hour instead of crawling
along like a snail as we thought. Look at the treespassmg beneath that bright star over there "

Mac, aroused at the words, dropped the log he had

observait^'
^"^ ^^^ silent for a moment, carefully

"By Jupiter, Archie, you're right!" he cried:
then his voice rang out above the din created by the
ice breakers in the bow: -Stand by your oars, ladsl
Backwater I Backwater I"
With a will each individual sprang to his taskonly vaguely understanding that some calamit^

ZliZfU ^"k
.'''^^''^ '^'y ^^••^•"^d back from

the floe they had so ruthlessly been endeavouring

hnn'T!^^'^'^: A' °"'" ^ succession of shock!
thrilled through their little craft from stern to stemand great blocks of drift ice piled high aft until the^almost reached the steersman's perch. Vainly Archieunged at the gathering sheets with his pad e. butthey were not to be removed. In the darkness hecould not see that the obstacles he was trying to
deflect were larger than the boat itself. Bump,

^hUZ' r^' T' '^^ ^""^'"8^ fl°^^5 ^"d Archil
shuddered, not because of the cold, but with the
tense fear that one of these floating dangers might
strike the dorie's beam and rip open her rough
timbers. *»

^

"You can't hold against it," he cried, "and the
ice will come aboard if you try any longer."

I

ill
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*• Can you see the shore yet, Archie?" asked Mac
hoarsely.

"Only the far side we left; the timber is still
showing on the sky line, but it seems to be movini?
farther away."

"Steer cannily for the opposite bank then, my
laddie. It should be nearer, though you don't see
it; we dare not risk being dragged into the river in
the dark. We could never make a landing this side
o' White Horse."
" What in howlin' blizzards is the matter, Archie?"

asked Bill from the bow. "I don't savvy this here
rumpus a bit."

And the young steersman answered calmly:
"We've got caught in the race leading to Miles's
cafion and the White Horse Rapids."
Even as he spoke a wall of deeper darkness than

before grew suddenly in on the right, shutting out
trees and stars alike, and on the left a low, beetling
headland loomed eerily out of the shadow. " We're
in the cafion I We're in the canon I" he cried.
"Risk her broadside on, Archie," grunted Mac.

"Swing her round to port We'll have to chance
striking something softer than a rock."
The paddle cleft the rushing flood ere he had

finished. The frail craft spun half-round, and
trembled as she met the full force of the ice-laden
stream.

"Backwater on the port I" bellowed the stroke
oar. "Stewart, you howlin' dervish, stand ready
to make fasti"

"Ay, ay, sir I" roared the watchful one at the
prow.
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There came a slight concussion, followed by agliding jar, as the flat bottom of the dorie smelled

ness^^h f ' '!l-
Stewart sprang out into the bla k-

and the boat was dragged safely on to a pebbledbeach beyond the reach of the torrent
^

Well I rather think we've come a bit fartherUian we intended," laughed the Captain, gatheringsome driftwood to make a fire

g-^inering

eo'sdU fo.^h'''^?'"^'>•^ ^^^' "'^^' ^« didn'tgo still farther. If we hadn't managed to haul inhere we should have been over the White Horse ikea streak. Now the Indians say it's a vera dangerous

in' I'm"!L" t""'^ r'^ ^^^" '' ^^« *>-^ o"

"

an I m thinkin' they didn't consider it possible tomake^ journey in the company o' miniature ice^

"Great snakesi What a circus it would have^en, skirmishing over in the night!" interpolated

in^lTh^.^H''*
"""' ""^^^ ^">^ comment; he was think-

rir m Uh' "T f "^u"^
^°"'^ ^^^^ »^^d '•-ther

tJZ. uR ^"''^''' ^'^ ^^^ J"^^ discovered thatthe Fates had been mercifully kind in directing themto land where they did, for had they essayed to beachhe boat farther up they would assuredly have come

h
^"^^1°"/^" """ °^ '"^^y boulders which n^wshowed dimly against the white flood, and had theygone even a few yards farther down, the bare wallsof the canon would have met their safety-seeking

Stewart prepare their second supper that day. andhe marvelled at the happy smile that beam^c^i on

1 Ji

11:1
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his features. Then Dave came up noiselessly and
thrust his shaggy head under his master's arm.
They went to bed early that evening, for indeed

they were all tired out with their exertions, and as
Archie slept with his head pillowed on Dave's furry
back, his dreams carried him back to the old land
and to the dear ones at home he might never see

fi^tru*
.'" ^^® ^"^"' watches of the night he awoke.

Why, he muttered drowsily, "what a strange
dream I've had I or was it a dream? Where am I?
What "

But the answer was borne swiftly to his ears in
ttie crackling murmur of the ice-bearing flood as it
dashed on its way towards the dreaded White
Horse.

The camp roused itself when the first grey streaks
of dawn were beginning to illuminate the sky, and
then the sight that met their gaze was cheerlessly
uncompromising. Before them swept a seething
current whose surface was but a clashing mass of
detached ice fragments. And here and there minia-
ture crystal towers, forced upwards from the rudely
jostling obstructions, flashed briefly in the dull
light, and then dissolved back into the surf like
fairy castles of a vision. Scare . any clear water
was to be seen; the boat that would launch on
this foaming tide must buffet with the ice for its
room, and yet Archie's camp companions did not
seem m any w^y disheartened. Their gaze was
more curious than concerned. Hardened pioneers
they were all

; risks to them were as the zest of lifeBy sheer daring they would conquer even in face
of almost certain disaster. But the youngest mem-
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ber of the expedition felt gravely anxious. On him
as navigator a dire responsibility lay. Once afloat

m" c K
^"^''^'^S lood, the passage of the rapids

must be made. There could be no return
; a stout

hear^ and a steady hand alone might save them.Dimly in his ears rang the warning note of caution,
but beckoning, ever beckoning, was the spirit of
the wild luring him on, besetting him body and
brain calling him to this task she had provided
for those who would enter her silent domain. And
the wild triumphed.

" It's for you to say, Archie," Mac announced after
breakfast. 'Are we goin' to attempt the voyage ornot? It's risky, laddie. I daren't advise it, but the
others want to try."

"And try we will, then," cried the lad. "We'll
shoot the White Horse Rapids, ice or no ice. I'm
ready now."
They arranged themselves around the dorie. wait-ing an opportunity to precipitate her into the stream,

and some minutes passed in silence. Then came
their chance, and with a rasping plunge the little
craft shot out into a foaming interstice between two
giant floes. "In you go, you sinners I" yelled
Stewart, clutching fast to the painter, and prancing
about up to the knees in water; and over the sides
they clambered, Dave leaping in among the last. In
another instant they were buffeting broadside-on in
midchannel, Stewart even then having scarcely got
his feet over the prow. With dexterous strokes
Archie strove to get his staggering charge headeddown stream, and this result he ultimately attained
by levering against the solid around him with the
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reverse end of his paddle. Then with oars balanced
ready, but not in use, the dorie careered down with
the flood, keeping her place in the water by sheer
weight alone, and moving at the same speed as her
dangerous enemies.

About an hour passed. The walls of the caflon
now rose steeply on either side, almost shutting out
the light of day, and their glassy sides reverberated
with the clashing echoes of the rushing floes. But
a more ominous sound than this was gradually
making itself heard; a faint, dull roar it seemed
to be at first, but ever increasing in volume as the
dorie swept nearer and nearer. And the tense
nerves of the boatmen thrilled at the warning note,
for it was the distant boom of the rapids they
heard. The dreaded White Horse was heralding
its presence, yet afar off: Afar off" and yet near,
for the current was flowing towards it at the rate
of fully ten miles an hour. A few minutes more,
only a few minutes morel Grimly Archie wedged
himself in his place, so that he could lean far back
over the stern with safety, and his grip on the
steering paddle tightened. Louder and louder grew
the awe-inspiring roar of the hurtling torrent, and
the dorie began to dash faster and faster towards
the unknown trial, showing a deadly tendency to
swing round helplessly on the ice-laden waters,
despite Archie's frantic efforts to keep her heading
straight. The noise was now deafening in its in-
tensity, and the speed of the dorie was ever increas-
ing, while she was also becoming more and more
unmanageable each second.

**I can't keep her straight," groaned Archie to
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himself. Then Mac's hoarse voice was heard above
the din

:

"Stand by the oars I Give her steering way I

All together, my lads I"
Crack 1 splash I grind I went the great blades, at

times skimming th- v\.tpr, but more often levering
against the encircli.i,- ice. Yet their eflforts, seem-
ingly so puny, wfrc :.acccs:,fu!, and the dorie cleft
ahead, outdist«!< in ae loapini; current and an-
swering pror/p'

• u. rhe Mvee^ .f the steersman's
paddle. Romd ;*i obsct'r >-- ;? uff they swung at
terrific pace, then m oxclnmation of horror forced
itself from Archie's !ip . He alone could see what
was ahead, and wLut h.- £a .vai sufficient to unnerve
even the stoutest he. Before him uprose a dense
cloud of spray which obscured all beyond, and the
mighty rumble of falling waters filled his ears.

•' Keep her going I Keep her going I " he yelled,
striking his paddle deep in the water, and steering
straight into the centre of the foam.
"Send her along, lads! Bend to it I" bellowed

Mac once more.
And right nobly they responded. With backs

bowed they bent to their labours, and the long
sweeps swung to and fro with lightning rapidity.
Into the boiling surf they dashed, into the flying
mists. Then with a bound the little craft burst
into the chaos beyond. Clear into the air she
sprang, coming down again with a plunge that
almost sent her beneath the waves, while a rain
of icy debris showered upon her timbers ; then out
from the mists she sped, and rushed like an arrow
from the bow, straight at a grim torrent-deflecting

i



156 The White Trail

headland which upreared in her course. But
Archie's eyes were true, and his grip on the
steering blade firm. He leaned far out over the
stern posts, and, with all his strength concentrated
into one grand stroke, swept his paddle round,
and the dorie's prow spun into safety with but a
few inches to spare. A moment more and they
were floating in untroubled waters, with the roar
of the rapids behind them. Then only did the
rowers pause, then only did Archie relax his vigi-
lant care.

"Wal, I reckon that was a mighty fine picnic,"
drawled Bill. "I thought I was a gone coon for
sartain 'bout a minute ago."
And now Stewart, whose face had grown the colour

of a boiled lobster by reason of his strenuous exertion,
stood up in his place and opened his mouth: "My
sinfu' brethren," said he, "the fact that our vera
unworthy carcasses are here an' no'—elsewhere, is

due to the magneeficent abilities displayed by ane
o' oor ship's company. I'll no' mention names, but
I may as weel indicate that he sits at the other end
o' the boat from me an' uses a paddle; so none o'

you oar pushers need get conceited. I'm moved wi'
tearfu' emotion "

He stopped to locate the necessary tear, during
which proceeding the Captain made grave utterance
in a similar if more impressive strain. Archie was
beginning to feel rather embarrassed, but before he
felt called upon to make any reply an unexpected
diversion took place. The dorie, which had been
gently drifting down stream, suddenly came to a
halt before a jagged bank of ice boulders that
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stretched across their course, apparently the driftage
from above the rapids.

'More trouble!" grunted Stewart, seizing the
heavy log which still lay near him in the bow, and
bestowing its weight sturdily on the barring fringe.
But this time the battering ram had no effect. The
ice floes had become welded together in one solid
mass, too strong by far for human power to break;
and this was not all, for some little distance ahead,
beyond the limit of the driftage, a broad glistening
band extended onwards and onwards till it blended
with the distant perspective of the wooded plains on
either side. There could be no doubt about it: the
Yukon had indeed entered upon its long term of
imprisonment to the icy monarch; its waters were
frozen fast and solid. Oh the irony of it I To dare
the dangers of the last few hours for this. The pas-
sage which they had so fondly expected to find open
was barred to them. The disappointment was cruel
after all that the impetuous travellers had suffered.
Yet not a man murmured.

"It had to be, sooner or later, boys," said the
Captain.

'' When I think o' it," began Stewart thoughtfully,
** I'd rather skid along the ice, an* work my passage,
than sit like a mummy in a frame, wi' an oar stuck
in my cauld fist."

Mac meanwhile had clambered over the rough
intervening expanse to investigate the nature of
things beyond, and he now came back looking
cheerful as usual. "Why, my lads," said he, "we
ought to slide down the river easily enough if the
ice keeps as it is. Let's get the boat across an'

II
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put skids under her. I don't see why she shouldn't
make as good a sledge as she did a boat "

"Hoorahl" cried Bill. "Heave ho with thehappy home, boys I"

And they heaved to such good purpose that the
little vessel which had served them so well was soon
transported over to the smooth ice, with all her stores
intact. Dave at this stage began to take a remark-
able interest in the proceedings, and barked with
sheer joy when the work of transformation was com-
pleted. Clearly he realized that his turn to show his
mettle was now come.
And since it had been decided to force the loni?

ice trail northwards, it was surprising how quickly
the drooping spirits of the wanderers recovered their
wonted buoyancy. Stewart went about his work
singing gaily, to the intense disgust of his associates
who, however, joined boisterously in the chorus with
a hearty enthusiasm that caused the guileful one to
smile knowingly; and Mac was roused to such an
extreme of irresponsible good nature that his com-
patriot could but gasp-when he was not other-
wise engaged-at the eloquently abusive epithets
that were let loose in the air for his especial
benefit.

^

It was yet early in the day when the boat sledge
was ready for its journey, and, filled with a burning
desire to see how their new method of locomotion
was going to work, they waited only long enough
to swallow a cup of coffee before proceeding to fixup a system of haulage and get into harness. At
last all was arranged. Two straps attached to a
co.lar around Dave's neck were connected with the
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winded donkey-engine?" retorted his more burly
companion, trundling along manfully.
The boom of the rapids grew faint in the backward

distance, and the silence of the great forests stole over
the scene, yet still he sleigh pullers kept up their
unwearied march along the frozen trail.



CHAPTER VIII

A Lynx, a Bear, and a Yukon
Pudding

day after day as simple as it seems at first sight, andthe early stages of a journey over a newlf frozen

of what future progress may pmve. A first frostmay produce a beautifi^lly smooth and glassv sheeof .ce, over which great loads could te conveyedwith a m.mmum of effort, and if the cold in"ensitvthereafter kept strictly normal and unvarying «^cu a„ons m.ght safely be made standarS^hfg Tlactua power required for all ice-haulage purposesBut .t .s here that Nature usually inte^enes/ He;

complL Th^f ", "7":" "" ^^" °f -an Zcompass. The frost which stills the waters is but anearnest o what is to follow. In northern Utimde"snow rarely falls during the severest period of w „terbu, mstead a fine tinderlike hoar condenses from 'hesurcharged ether, and descends in almost inWsibleshowers, covenng the newly formed ice with a slZflatrng mantle which at once destroys its prisdne
g OSS and renders it beady and harsh. 'Then.'^^gln!

the s ream contracts and rends under the increasing
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strain, so that great gaps and obstructing "blows"
are created in its course.

Thus it happened that the enthusiastic quintette
which left White Horse at such a sprightly gait dis-
covered within a few short days that their sleighing
undertaking had ceased to appeal to them as an
amusing pastime, and had evolved itself into a work
not widely distinguishable from hard labour. Their
first real indication of the growing difficulties of the
trail met them at the junction of the Big Salmon
River, which they reached after three days' hard
travel. Here the conflicting currents had apparently
made strenuous fight against the frost, and the floes
from the fierce-rushing tributary stream were flung
far across the track, in places piling over ten feet
high. To surmount these obstacles was found to be
no easy matter, and, even after they had been nego-
tiated, further deterrent features of the trail began to
appear more and more obvious. The deepening snow
filn clung with tenacious grip to the long sleigh
runners as the weary pullers stumbled and struggled
and strove with utmost effort, and the iceship forced
ahead with ever-diminishing speed. Yet still the
little band refused to be daunted.
They were soon compelled, however, to reorganize

their system of travel, and this they did very drasti-
cally. The dorie was ruthlessly reduced to its ele-
ments, and its lighter boards used in the construction
of two new sleighs. Its weight, though little felt on
the smooth ice at the start, was a very considerable
handicap on the crisp white course they were now
traversing. They discarded their boots, which had
already suffered severely by contact with the sharp-

isif'r^iam/smcte^"' *o
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edged drifts, in favour of raw-hide moccasins, wliicliluckily formed a part of their outfit, and these ti^evfound more comfortable on their fee't and mo^ sZin their grip on the glistening track.
Under this new order of things they made betterheadway and with less exertion,^so th^at hope a^a „was their friend and cheerful counsellor. Day ffte"day they continued their stubborn march, campingeach evening on the warmth-giving snowwreaZof he fnnging forest, a,id striking their tent at the

Arabs of more southern climes. Day after dav a
silence grim and profound reigned over all, buf inhe nocturnal watches the wooded slopes now seemedo wake and tremble with dread echoes that renTred

appalling. The harsh rending of the ice on theriver he whiplike crackle of the timber as the f™,tsought into Its heart-such sounds had grown com-mon enough during the last week, but a new element

rth^^d'aTk'"^ '.° T' '" """""^ '"-= "'^'-"o"

Tesslt in .I,'- M "' """"y "^"'""^ '"™=d rest-essly ,n their blankets as the awesome voicings ofthe denizens of the wild thrilled fearfully through the

fL7T^^ '^"Z
°^ """«" ""' '^fo'-^ considered.Fain at first, and grimly muttering, were these de-moralizing sounds, but each night found them grow-ng in clamour and fierceness, until at length thelong hours of darkness were almost wholly givenover to the weird symphonies of Nature's savagecrea ures. The deep, low growl of the bear, the

the wolf-these were the prevailing notes of the

^'^isnmm,
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forest after the sun had set, and as Archie listened
he clutched his rifle tighter beside him, and won-
dered vaguely how his companions could sleep so
soundly through it all. Dave, too, would ofttimes
start up, hair bristling and ears erect, and send forth
a full-throated challenge to his unseen enemies.
They were still two days' travel from the Pelly

River when they drew up their sleighs into the shelter
of the timber on the left bank of the Yukon. Far
to the east and west the lofty heights flanking the
valley could be seen towering steeply into the clouds
and seeming to merge therewith, so similar were
their snow-white aspects; intervening, an unbroken
belt of pine, spruce, and birch extended, funereal
and solemn in its spectral hoary capping.

" It's nearly four o'clock, lads," shouted Mac, as
he and Stewart, aided by Dave, pulled the first sle.gh
into the camping space Archie had sought out.
"That means we hiv been seven thunderin' long

hours on our little tootsies," remarked Bill, who with
the Captain formed the motive power of the second
conveyance. "By the great Mississippi, Mac, you
make the trail a bit sudden. I reckon we've covered
'bout twenty-eight miles this blessed day."
"That should make us about two hundred miles

north of White Horse," returned Mac complacently.
"Well, that's not so bad; we'll get there in time, as
the porcupine said to the alligator "

"I'm deidi I'm slaughtered! I'm— I'm para-
phrased!" howled Stewart, clutching his right foot
tenderly in his hand, and executing an involuntary
war dance with the disengaged member. At once all
clustered round.
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"You don't need to waltz about like a dancing
bear, even if you are ao sorely afflicted," commentedMac unsympathetically. - You should be more cir-
cumspect and solemn on such an occasion, I'm think-
in

. Now, where did the mosquito bite you?"
•• It's my big toe," raved the woeful one.
"And what's the matter with your toe, Stewart?"

asked the Captain anxiously.
"It'll no twirl, an' I dinna feel it, an'-ouchi I'll

hae your life for that, you Pharisee I"
The Captain had suddenly caught the injuredman s moccasin in his strong grasp and given it a
.!.^ ^ .rit"'^*'-

"^^y' ^'d that hurt you?" he
said. Then your toe will waggle all right if yourub ,t w.th snow. It's just a bit frozen. That's all.

I reckon my twiddlers have come a buster, too,"
groaned B.ll. " They're as stiff as icicles. I gue;s
1 11 have to chop them off."

"What will we do if we lose our feet, Billy?"
enquired Stewart thoughtfully and with much ear-
nestness.

"I would suggest the use o' stilts," murmuredMac unsympathetically.
It was almost dark before they got the tent erected:

the waning moon would not be visible until late that
evening; and already the disturbing noises of night
had begun Stewart and Bill, having relegated all
thoughts of their threatening infirmities to oblivion,
were busy preparing supper, which was exactly thesame as breakfast or dinner -when they had any.
Indeed all meals were alike, for the essential food
of cold latitudes does not admit of much variety.Mac and the Captain had gone down to the river
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to dig a water hole in the ice—no eisy task, as the
solid covering of the Yukon was now over two feet

thick.

Archie, who usually attended to the builjing of the
bear fire—an institution inaugurated but a few days
ago for the purpose of frightening off prowling in-

truders,—set off, axe in hand, to secure the necessary
logs. It had been his custom always to drag in the
fallen and blasted timber for this

\
pose, but on the

present occasion he started out rather late on his
mission, and the heavy gloom filling the interstices

of the forest made it impossible for him to discern
anything lying on the ground. So he resolved to
fell one or two young trees near the camp for his fire,

and straightway his axe rang out on the trunk of a
lusty spruce giant whose feathering branches reached
high overhead. The light of the cooks' fire cast a
lurid reflection all round, and illuminated the clear
space beneath the lower branches, which, extending
fanlike, united to form a vast roof stretching into
distant gloom, under which the numerous tree trunks
showed like pillars bearing up sombre night.

At the first blow the resinous wood swayed and
cracked loudly; then Dave, who was standing by
watching operations, gave vent to an odd warning
growl, and rushing at the tree scratched at its bark
viciously.

"Oh, you can't push it down, Davel" laughed
Archie. "Waic I'll I have another smash at it."

Yet still the Irw trembled and gave forth strange
sounds. Once more the axe swung round and fell,

and this time the tree, though wellnigh a foot in

diameter, fractured clean in two at the point of im-
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pact For a brief moment it suspended quiveringly
by reason of its upper fronds entangling with those
of its 'neighbours, then down it toppled. • Hurrah I"
shouted the lad; but his exclamation of delight was
quickly changed into a cry of horror. Simultaneously
with the tree falling an unearthly scream issued from
among its clustering branches, but it was drowned
by Dave's long, snarling bark. Dimly through the
shadows Archie became aware of a curling catlike
creature leaping upon him from the descending
timber. Blindly he jumped aside, and none too
soon, for even as he did so he felt his sleeve rip up
before a terrible claw. Then it flashed upon him
suddenly that this was a lynx he had disturbed, one
of those fierce tigerish animals he had heard so often
yet never seen. ' Davel Dave!" he cried, swinging
round with axe upraised to meet the savage foe. But
Dave was there even before the words were uttered.
He met the lynx in midair as it was making its
second spring, met it with the full force of his
hundred pound weight of concentrated brawn and
sinew, and his great square jaws closed with a snap
on the thick-furred throat of his natural enemy; then
dog and lynx rolled over and over at Archie's feet,
locked in deadly embrace.
Again and again Archie raised his axe; but the

light was dim and the combatants were scarcely dis-
tinguishable from one another, and he feared to strike
lest he might perchance wound Dave; but round and
round he followed the struggling creatures, so closely
that his moccasins were torn to shreds by the whirling
claws of the dog's antagonist. Loud rang the yells
of the lynx as it strove to free itself and at the same
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time disembowel its opponent, but Dave answered
only by muffled growls; in the grip of his teeth did
his safety lie, and well did he seem to know it.

Adroitly he pivoted about, sometimes on his back,
sometimes on his sides, sometimes on his feet, but
ever wary of the sweeping, deadly claws.

Before the fierce combat had lasted half a minute
Stewart and Bill had hurried up, both armed with
their rifles, yet, like Archie, they found it impossible
to interfere. Then Mac and the Captain hastily ap-
proached, the former loading his ponderous gun as
he ran.

"I'll not have Dave killed," he cried. "Stand
back, lads " He raised his weapon, but it was
Archie who pressed down the gaunt twin barrels.
"Don't shoot, Mac," he said quietly; "at this

range you would probably kill them both."
Next Stewart rushed for a burning brand from his

fire, and at the unwelcome glare the lynx roused
Itself to fiercer energy. With the agility of its kind
it seemed never to be a second in the one position,
though its throat was still surely pinned in Dave's
vicelike grip. And at length its gyrating claws met
the obstacle they had been seeking, and in a moment
the snow was red with blood, Dave's blood chiefly.
The helpless onlookers groaned in despair.
"I must chance it," cried Mac, and Archie no

longer made objection, but the finale came before
he pulled the trigger.

The great mastiff, making never a sound despite
the pain of its cruel wounds, attempted no longer to
evade the ripping claws. He concentrated all his
strength into one supreme effort. His whole weight
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was flung into action. Over the lynx rolled once
more, but this time it remained where it lay. Dave's
mighty jaws had at last got their vital hold and
clenched through. The lynx lay still. Its claws no
longer were to be feared. Dave scrambled to his
legs, weak and staggering, and barked feebly.
"By the whale that swallowed Jonah, that war' a

fight I" burst out Bill. "Good dog, Dave! Good
lad!"

But Dave was rubbing his lacerated body gently
on Archie's knee.

" I've known of a wolf tackle a lynx," muttered the
Captain, "but the wolf died. I don't believe there's
another dog between this and New York could have
come out of that skirmish. In fact a dog won't face
a lynx as a rule."

"He did it for me," said Archie, "and oh! I hope
he is not seriously hurt."

"He'll manage to carry the damage a' right,"
grunted Stewart, making a hasty examination of
Dave's injuries. " He's got twa vera bad scratches
along his wee stomjack, but I'll soon plaster them
up. Come along, Davie, and get something to eat."
They all walked off, leaving Mac and Archie alone.

Grimly Mac raised the body of the lynx and disclosed
its cruel claws. "Ay, Archie," said he, quietly,
"Silver Water's gift was more precious than we
thought. You've got to thank Dave for your life,

laddie."
'

" I know it," responded the youth simply.
That night was spent in unusually pleasant fashion.

Dave's wounds, though deep and painful, were not
by any means serious, and, after having had them
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dressed by Stewart and Archie, the brave dog seemed
not a whit the worse. Nevertheless Mac suggested
that a day's halt should be made at this stage. '« It'll

give the doggie a rest," said he, "an' at the same
time we can take the opportunity for repairing our
sadly wilting sartorial glory."

" I reckon it would be a fair thing," agreed Bill
heartily.

Indeed there was a wonderful unanimity in the
responses that hailed Mac's tentative speech. Two
hundred miles on the icy trail had somewhat sapped
their energies, though not their courage, and they
welcomed a rest right gladly. Then Stewart lifted
up his voice, and with a beaming smile thus ad-
dressed his associates:

"I'll mak' a real sumshus repast for you to-
morrow; I'll mak — a gorgeous feast." And so
strong were his anticipatory delights that he glided
into doleful song, and fully half a verse had escaped
from him before the assault came.

*• It's not right o' you to make such an unseemly
row," commented Mac when the storm had sub-
sided.

The vocalist looked around him mournfully, then
apostrophized the tent roof in words which ought to
have melted the icicles beginning to form on the
ridge pole. "Even in the Arctic wilds my sweet
voice maun remain dumb. It's no' righteous, it's

"Surely you would give the bonnie wee bears a
chance," pleaded Mac. " The fact is, you blue-haired
narwhal, that, whereas we don't object to you oiling
up your unmelodious trumpet in the daytime, we
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much misdoubt the wisdom o' such a performance
in a restricted place like the tent."

"I'll mak' no more complaint," murmured the
offender. " Now, Mac, are you goin' to tell us
a' aboot that wonderfu' experience you had in

China, or will I heave up anchor an' start in

mysel'?"
*• I think it's Archie's turn to-night," laughed the

Captain. '• If we don't divide the honours, I'm afraid

our stock of honest yarns will run dry before we reach
the Klondike."

" Yes, let her fizzle, Archie," said Bill. " Tell us,

fur instance, how you ever got in tow with Mac
an' Stewart. I reckon that yarn should be worth
hearin'. Blamed if I can guess how you managed
to rope in two sich bludgeon-fisted, case-hardened
sinners. I think I should ha' been a bit skeert o'

them if I'd been in your moccasins."
" All right!" returned Archie with a smile. " What

do you say, Mac?"
"Fire away, laddie," grunted Mac, "an' don't

forget to give a faithfu' account o' your first impres-
sions o' Stewart. It'll maybe slacken the starch in

his anatomy a bit."

" Be ju-deecious, Archie, be ju-deecious," implored
the other. "For ony sake keep back a' mention o'

that disgracefu' exhibition o' Mac's, which hurt our
dignity so sairly, an' be vera re-ticent concerning his

maist terrible weaknesses, an'
"

But here a protracted altercation took place, and
when the wily Stewart, meekly submissive, had suc-
ceeded in insinuating certain other innocently uttered

innuendoes in the course of his placable speech, the

I !'
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hour had grown late, so that Archie's wondrous tale
had to be reserved for a future period.
When the day of rest arrived, which appropriately

enough turned out to be a Sunday after all, Stewart
was early astir making preparations for the banquet
he had promised to provide. So rapt was he in his
work that the camp became unconsciously interested
to an exceeding extent in the anticipated results of his
efforts. There is no place like North-West Canada for
giving one an unromantic appetite for material foods,
and the very thought of anything edible besides the
inevitable beans-and-bacon diet made all at one in
their desire to see Stewart's operations culminate in
success. And such was their epicurean craving that
all except the cook himself ate but sparingly of break-
fast, and most willingly they lent their aid whenever
called upon by the prime conspirator

Archie very obligingly acted as chief assistant dur-
ing the mysterious process of mixing the ingredients,
and he chopped off the requisite amount of flour
soda, currants, oatmeal, rice, and other sundries as
demanded of him, though he struggled with vague
inward qualms when he was called upon to shovel in
a few beans for the sole reason of making the con-
glomerate, as Stewart said, " mair representative".
At last the immature compound was forced into a
state of cohesion by the use of an empty flour ba^,
which was tucked round it carefully, and tied at the
top in a neat bow loop. And when the whole was
placed m the one and only metal bucket the camp
possessed-the largest legitimate cooking utensil had
miserably failed to provide sufficient capacity-each
man gazed on with mingled awe and respect.
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By his own admission Stewart was skilled in all the
arts pertaining to culinary excellence. He was the
cook without question of the great Arctic circle, there-
fore the hungry and duly humble associates of the
important man rejoiced, and were filled with the glad-
ness of expectation as they strove to keep the stove
roaring under its precious freight. Now the stove in
use was little more than an iron box with a ^unnel
leading therefrom, and a door at one end to allow of
the necessary fuel being inserted, and the heat gener-
ated by ordinary combustion was divided over a fairly

large surface of cold metal, so that unless the fu -nace
was forced to its fullest activity the intense cold in
the surrounding air was usually sufficient to chill the
outside face of the contrivance even while a moder-
ately fierce fire raged within. But all kinds of
warmth-giving appliances behave similarly in regions
where the thermometer falls well below the zero scale,
and it was therefore not quite reasonable to expect
that a large bucket with a flange at its base—which,
being more or less battered, permitted a free access
of air underneath—should heat up rapidly and bring
its contents to the desired boiling-point in the shortest
space of time. Yet the anxious watchers neveicheless
waxed unduly wroth, and hurled much opprobrium at
the recalcitrant stove; yea, as the hours passed and
the afternoon approached without visible reward for
their labours, they even cast reflections on the cook's
creation which thus so thoroughly refused to come to
its consummation in a just time. Its author mean-
while lolled back on his couch smoking the pipe of
peace, and ever and again eyeing his temporary
aides-de-camp with a glance of serene satisfaction.

j:
I
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Keep her sizzlin', ye sinners," said he; "that pudden
canna be ready for over an hour yet. You should
have eaten mair breakfast, I'm thinkin'."

It came about that Archie, who had gone outside
to look at the thermometer, was very considerably
startled to see a strange uncouth sort of animal muz-
zhng away at some sacks which had not been un-
loaded from one of the sleighs. Had Dave been
about he would probably have discovered this mar-
auder sooner, but Dave was then slumbering peace-
fully at Stewart's feet. "Why, it's a young bear,"
said Archie to himself. "It would be a shame to
shoot the poor thing. I wonder if I could catch it."He made a move forward, and the bear ducked his
sharp snout under the protecting bulwark of the sacks
with ludicrous alacrity. When he appeared again he
was at the opposite end of the sleigh, his two fore
paws resting on the top of the load, his eyes blinking
mischievously. ^

u
" ?l '^ ^ ^"""^ ""^^ beggar," laughed Archie,
and he seems tame enough too. I wonder if his

instinct will tell him what a rifle is?" He stepped
back to the tent and secured his hunting Winchester.
When he returned, the bear was ambling clumsily
back into the forest, but immediately he heard Archie's
feet crunch in the snow behind him he snuggled at
the back of a tree, and kept quite still. Anon he
raised himself on his hind legs and, clutching his
fore paws around his shield and support, gazed at the
man with the gun in a manner exceedingly comical,
first from one side then from the other of his shelter-
and when Archie raised his weapon threateningly
the strange creature immediately drew back its head
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and remained quiescent for quite a considerable time.
Finally he peered out from the shade once more and
yawned in the face of the stalker.

"Hullo!" quoth the lad; ''this is evidently a
humorous bear. I must try and catch him; he'd be
rather good fun in the camp if he were tamed." Even
as he spoke he got a glimpse of his intended quarry
sidling cautiously away from him over the snow.

** I'm after you, my boy," murmured Archie, and
after him he went, his moccasins sinking deep in the
snowwreaths, which the bear seemed to shuffle over
leaving scarce a mark; but despite his utmost efforts
Bruin managed to keep well ahead, appearing and
disappearing like a brown will-o'-the-wisp between
and behind the forest timber. Nor was its course
by any means a straight one; first to one side and
then to the other it diverged, and the eager hunter
behind was kept constantly slewing around. At last,
however, a break in the forest was reached, when
the snow spread evenly and white for about two
hundred yards before entering the gloom beyond.
And on the edge of this clearing Archie stopped
and looked about, and there was the bear just a
few paces to the left and ahead of him, slouching
over the snow at the most leisurely gait imaginable.
Archie gave a chuckle of delight. " If I can catch up
before he gets across among the trees again I'll have
him safe enough," he muttered, and with renewed zest
he bounded on. But before he had taken half a dozen
steps he found himself plunging wildly in the de-
ceptive snow plain, and endeavouring with all the
skill at his command to keep his head above the
surface. He had utterly neglected the fact that open
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spaces in the landscape, being exposed to everv storm,
would naturally collect a greater volume of snow
than the sheltered paths of the forests.

When he ultimately reached the safety of the timber
again the bear was no longer to be seen. It had
made good its escape after all. Feeling rather disap-
pointed at his failure, Archie shouldered his rifle and
began his homeward march. He was just a shade
hungry, and his mind dwelt longingly on the feast
which would surely be ready when he got back. So
he wandered on, rapt in his own thoughts, steering
as he thought a straight course towards the camp.
He had been walking for some time when he

suddenly halted and gazed around him enquiringly.
"Why, I ought to have been there by this time!"
he exclaimed. ''Surely I can't have mistaken my
direction I Let me see; the river should lie east
from me—but where is east?"
With considerable difficulty, and not a little fear

lest he should find another lynx crouched among
the branches, he scrambled up a tall tree and looked
abroad. Nothing but trees rewarded his view, save
where, in the dim distance, on either side the lofty
ranges flanking the valley reared their misty heights.
The sun had set, and darkness was already creeping
over the great forest-clad expanse. Archie groaned
in dismay, and, with a vague uneasiness stealing over
him, got back to the snow and picked up his riflem a feverish grip. The country at this point was
gently undulating; it dipped to all points of the
compass in turn. There was no apparent fall in
the direction of the river. "I'm bushed I Hope-
lessly bushed I" exclaimed the lad aloud, "and"—
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he hastily threw open the breech of his rifle and
gazed within—"only two cartridges," he muttered
in helpless tones. "' remember now I fired off
the rest yesterday at c'^ferent times and forgot to
load up again."

Resolutely he started off again, but now a great
eerie darkness was gathering in the spaces between
the trees, and several times he collided with the
timber in his path. On, on, he hastened, and
every moment the tension on his nerves increased,
and his heart throbbed as if it would burst. And
the cold was becoming more and more severe, as
it invariably did in the evenings. It would reach
ten degrees below zero before midnight. Already
he was beginning to feel the numbness in his limbs
which precedes frostbite. "I'll risk firing off one
of these cartridges," he said decisively. "If I'm
near the camp they will probably hear the report
and reply." He raised his rifle to his shoulder and
pulled the trigger, and waited expectantly long after
the heavy reverberation of the discharge had died
away. But no answering signal was heard. "I
must be a good bit away," he said hopelessly, "and
it's really no use my wandering aimlessly about any
longer. But I'm not going to howl about it. I
must just prepare to spend the night where I am.
In the morning, if I'm alive, I'll be able to make
a better shape at it."

He fumbled in the pocket of his thick Mackinaw
coat and drew forth a box of matches. "It's lucky
I have these," lie murmured, almost cheerfully.
"Now I can make a fire and keep these blessed
prowlers away, unless " A long-drawn-out

(B949)
°

j2

' I

i Ui



178 The White Trail

howl issued from the gloom near by, and shivered
piercingly into the night. It was at once answered
from different parts of the forest, and for about a
mmute, without cessation, there reigned a regular
inferno of sound. "Unless," continued Archie,
striking a match, "unless they're very hungry."
The flickering flame cast its feeble light over the

snow, and shone on some dead branches lying near;
It also shone on the tracks his moccasined feet had
made. Then the burnt stump fell from his fingers,
and he stood upright, bitterly abusing himself. «« The
tr-^cks," he groaned, "would have led me back at
the start if I hadn't been so confoundedly sure of
myself, and even if I had begun to follow them
back, instead of putting off time climbing the tree,
I could have been at the camp long before this.
Oh, how stupidly one behaves when the nerve gives
way I But—but " A new idea seemed to strike
him; he felt the matches in the box with his un-
gloved fingers and tried to estimate their number.
" They might do," he mused aloud. " I don't know
how far I have come altogether, but I may as well
make a try anyhow."
He lit another match, and, holding it low, and

protecting the guttering spark in the hollow of his
one free hand, darted back as he had come, slipping
and stumbling in his haste to cover as much of his
old trail as possible before the light failed him.
Again and again he followed this method of pro-
cedure, and one by one the matches dwindled low
in the box. When only two remained he stopped
and placed them carefully away in his pocket. "

I'll
try and get along by feeling for the markings," he
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muttered " I'll keep these two for my fire at the
last. Then on hands and knees he groped wearilyonwards, guided by the sense of touch abne whe ehis moccasins had but lightly marked the snow.

eterX.'^TnT.h^''''^
'" '^''' ^^>'' «' '''^'^ -"eternity, and the ominous voicings of his savage

neighbours sounded on every side. Then with a

derhs'tLr^;, h'
1"""^'^^' ^°""

«" ^^^ -•^^-'^e

the dav Srn
.°^^^^"^^^d his progress earlier inthe day. Still gripping tightly to his rifle he man-auvred desperately from out the chilly drifts, andthen-he was almost about to return ou the trackhe twice had traced already. But no. ArchS

muttir^' ^? P'^"^ '^^" ^^^P'^^ »^- continuedmuttered assertions to the contrary. -It's the left-hand trail going back." he considered. -Now I

s^rivn^" h'"'-^'''-'""^
''''''" A"d after muchstriving and vain groping he found it.

Anotr/'/'°'''^'
^' """'^'^ ^'' ^^y ^^^-^ the snow.Another five minutes passed, and he halted oer-

b^/k'"- • '..T^'
^^""^^ ^"^- that I am doublingback again," he exclaimed. -And yet-and yet"he contmued, his hand patting a wide and deepdepression in the unseen trail, -the markings areheavy enough. Surely I haven't diverged Sff on

Z\ Jv"'"''u
^^"''^^" The thought appalleSh.m, and his tet^h clenched tight on his lip as hestrove to repress the cry that seemed to well up!wards from his heart. Wearily he felt for the match!box ,„ his pocket. - I'll chance it," said he grimly.

ramn %^/ °^" "^°^^«»" track I can't be far fromcamp
;

,f ,t is not. then I'd better look around fora comfortable tree. The match flamed and spluttered
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out, and still Archie remained motionless, his eyes
fixed blankly on the darkened snow where the light
had glimmered so feebly, for it was not the imprint
of a moccasin he had seen, but the wide, sprawling,
fresh track of a full-grown bear.

"I'd better find my camping tree in a hurry,"
he said, pulling himself together. " My remaining
match may give me a fire, if I can find any withered
branches about, and my last cartridge will do for
anything on four feet that nay pay me a visit."

Boom I A deafening report rang out from the
timber close at hand. Boom I Again the thun-
derous discharge crashed through the still air.
The benighted bear-hunter could scarce restrain a
cheer. "That is Mac's gun," he cried in wild de-
light. "The camp must be quite near after all."
Gone at once was his despairing weariness

; gone
were all his gloomy forebodings. Regardless now
of the trail he had been so painfully following, he
turned off at a tangent and dashed recklessly in
the direction whence the life-giving alarms had
come. And as he ran, the ponderous echoes of
the mighty firearm burst out afresh, guiding him
unerringly towards the safety he had sought so
long; then the whiplike crack of the Captain's
repeater, and the lashing roar of Bill's .44 calibre
Express were added to the din, as the whole ar-
tillery of the camp came into action.

Pausing a moment in his mad rush, Archie raised
his rifle and exploded a solitary answering signal.
Thus was his last cartridge spent, and in the breath-
less silence that followed close after the rolling echoes
had died away, he broke through into a firelit zone.
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where four men stood with weapons upraised, pre-
paWng for another volley.

" Thank Heaven! you've got back all right," spoke
Mac fervently, grounding his breechloader with an
air of relief. " We didn't know where you had
gone, an' were gettin' a bit anxious."
"The fact is, young man," growled Bill, "we

suspicioned a grisly or a silver-tip b'ar had swal-
lowed you. You were taking mighty big risks
trampin' around the menagerie arter sundown."
"Well, well," said the Captain hurriedly, "Archie

knows how to take care of himself. It's the dark-
ness coming on so early in the afternoon that makes
things awkward for steering back, that's all."

" If you would stop your speechifying an' let the
laddie get in beside the stove it would be mair
sensible," quoth Stewart. "Come awa' in, Archie,
an' stew the icicles off your face. You've got back
in guid time, for the pudden is just about ready."
Thankfully the youth seated himself near the

glowing furnace, and gave himself up to a host of
reflections. His experiences of the last hour were
yet too severe upon him to bear repetition, though
he had a fairly shrewd idea that his companions
were in no way deceived by his silence. But the
great event of the day was approaching, and the
stir attendant on the welcome knowledge made speech
on any other topic seem almost incongruous, and
soon Archie found himself, like the rest, taking an
active interest in the high cook's movements.

"It should be weel cooked now, I'm thinkin',"

remarked that important personage, peering into the
bubbling depths of the bucket; "or," he continued,

I'l
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smiling blandly round on the company, "do you
recommend that I should allow it another hour?"
"Not a blessed fraction o' a minute," howled

Bill.

Whereupon, Stewart, with the aid of his bowie
knife, gingerly fished the origin of disturbance to
the surface of the water, and dexterously landed it

on a waiting plate. Amid an awed silence he undid
the wrappings, and lo ! a sodden, solid, spherical
mass was brought to view and hailed with loud,
ironical cheers.

"Now, I ask a fair question," spake the cook,
gazing at the monstrosity tenderly; "did you ever
see a pudden like that?"
And a blend of sad voices answered him : " No,

never I

"

Then came a struggle, in which the wondrous
pudding played central figure. Right stoutly it

resisted the blandishments of the enemy, but
strength ultimately prevailed, and in triumph the
victors carried off their portions.

Now, despite all prognostications of evil omen,
Stewart's pudding turned out to be a great suc-
cess ; at least all ate of it so freely that in a short
space nothing was left save some disintegrated
pieces, which were at once claimed by Dave as his
just and lawful due. The feast had been a truly
regal one, and under its benign influence a pro-
found feeling of contentment soon pervaded the
tent, and Stewart was the recipient of much adula-
tory tribute. Then Archie felt moved to relate the
episode of the bear, and when he had finished, the
faces of his audience were a study.
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"You must have been a good way off the track,"
said Mac, <*for we didn't hear your first shot."

"But, by James!" broke in the Captain, "you
ought to be thankful you didn't catch up with that
bear, Archie. From your description he must have
been a sloth bear, and as like as not he was a full-
grown one at that. I know their babyish tricks well,
but I'd rather run against a grisly any day than a
sloth."

"Kerect, Captain," grunted Bill. "There ain't
no young b'ars about at this time o' year, an'—
Hang it, I don't feel very joyful at this blessed
mmute. I reckon I'm goin' to hand in my checks.
Blow me I I am bad I"
Vainly Mac tried to comfort him. "It's maybe

a passin' spasm," said he.

"It's nae spasm," murmured Stewart gently.
"It's pudden, that's what it is. P-U-D-D-E-N
pudden."

'

"I guess it's fixed me too, boys," muttered the
Captain, turning uneasily on his seat. "I think-—
I think I'll go to bed."
Then Archie was conscious of Stewart's accusing

eyes fixed on him, and a soothing voice spake:
"Are you no' feelin' vera weel, Archie?"
"Oh yes, I'm all right I " answered the lad with a

laugh.

"Are you quite sure you dinna feel a wee bit
squeamish?" persisted the questioner plaintively.

"Certain," returned Archie promptly, though in
truth he was beginning to wish that he had had less
of the deadly pudding.

" Try the dog," advised Mac grimly, Dave was

! i^
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tucked up near the stove, seemingly afflicted with bad

whisper. Then a hoarse voice came from the cornerwhere Bill had rolled himself in his blankets! .'Xfter
all, Archie I reckon you might have had the best o'
t out m the forest." Silently Archie crawled away
to rest, and a httle later, Mac, having heaped bitter
disparagement on the gloating author ofthe- pudden"
copied his example. Then Stewart stoked up the
stove, blew out the candle, and, before retiring
amongst the fallen, soliloquized thusly : "There's

puddeT"
'^" '°°^ ^"^'^^"^ "^' me-especially



CHAPTER IX

Dawson City

Dawson City, the Golden Capital of the North was,
in the year of the great rush, a veiy embyro city
indeed.

^ j i

Its population, housed in a scattered array of log
huts, consisted of about two dozen Canadian and
American miners, who had been in the vicinity at
the start of the boom, and about a hundred men of
mixed nationality, who had entered the country by
way of St. M.Vhaels, in the Behring Strait, before
the Yukon's waters had frozen over.
This route offered comparatively few obstructions

to progress, though in the feverish excitement of
the early days, the fact was not very widely known
and the shorter trail, via the Chilcoot, consequently
attracted the greater number of enthusiastic adven-
turers, who found in the notorious pass such a sudden
and sad blow to their cherished hopes. And strangely
enough, while an eager throng waited impatiently at
the gateway of the '« promised land", the inhabitants
of Dawson were beginning to wonder how they could
get out of their envied position. In nearly every
case a sufficient food supply to last until the spring
had not been brought, all impedimenta having been
reduced to the lowest estimate, to facilitate travel,
and no sooner had the haven of desire been reached
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than it was made clear that a shortage of the bare
necessities of life was imminent.
So it happened that the majority of the newcomers,

after pegging out their claims on the various goldl
bearing creeks in the neighbourhood, felt in nomood to work them to any extent, and quickly they

of their fellows, and waited the advent of the capitalisthoping strongly that their stores would last oui
until Nature released her grasp on the river andmade such a contingency possible.
Meanwhile the natural inhabitants of the valley,

he Throndiuck Indians, who had previously made
their houses in a little village adjacent to the more
pretentious settlement of the whites, removed them-

KInnH-rp ''
""^u^^y

belongings farther up the
Klondike River. Their chief reasoned out the posi-
tion logically: where the white man was successfuland had plenty of food he was the very best of com-pany but where the white man starved and indulged
overlargely in .'L.ewater", why then, he was adangerous neighbour for the untutored children of the

Now it was odd that the exodus of the red man took
place immediately after the arrival of the contingent
from civilization, and yet it was not altogether in-
explicable to the few pioneers who had first peopled
the district, for in truth the newcomers were a
desperate-looking lot. It was they who instigated
the custom of carrying firearms exposed on the person

;

.t was they-tenderfeet from the cities for the mosJ
part, yet with a fair sprinkling of the roughs andtoughs of America and Europe-who were at the

1
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hTr..f 7^'"'^,^" disturbances; and because theyhad httle knowledge of die bloodthirsty weapons
they so conspicuously displayed, they were the more
dangerous as enemies to the community at large Aman who knows that a hasty touch of the triggermay kill or ma.m his fellow creature, and perchancebrmg sudden retribution upon himself, is usuallyunwUhng to make sport of his armoury of offenceand defence, but the tenderfoot, unversed in the
unwritten laws of remote mining camps, almos.
invariably runs amuck when he finds himself freeand beyond control of the law. It was the trans-
planted desperado of the cities, not the genuine miner,who proved the greatest danger during the earljJ
days of Dawson The rough, horny-handed knight

.J^u I^ ^l
'^^''^"^ "^'^^^ "^^ language terse and

brfh?.' Z r' r^'
^^'^"^'"^ °^ Soing further,

K u,
^^'^^'^?'*' ^^"^^""^ °^ h's "^^0"s fear, would

probably draw his revolver and shoot under the same
circumstances.

And so the tension grew to such an extent that men
in the passing eyed one another askance, with hand
on revolver stock, and went on their way mindful and
even anticipatoryofdanger from their chanceassociates.King James the Second, Chief of the Throndiucks,
was therefore wise to evacuate the winter residence
of his forefathers when he did. Already the Indians'
stock of salmon had suffered from the depredating
raids of the more unruly whites. What would be
the result when advancing winter quickened thehunger of the paleface? He foresaw a troublous
future, in which he and his young braves figured
conspicuously, and, being a knowing chief, and



i88 The White Trail

mindful of the welfare of his people, he uncom-
plainingly moved with all his hosts back into the
unknown upper reaches of the Klondike.
Then followed a period of dread suspense; the half-

frenzied gold seekers had still a steadfast belief that
some relief expedition would reach them before their
stores came to an end, and as a last chance they
calculated they could retreat in safety to St. Michaels
before the Yukon became frozen.
Too late was the knowledge forced upon them that

the iron grip of an Arctic winter was already upon
the country. The Yukon, unknown to them, had
been gradually freezing from its source northwards,
and those who expected, and most naturally, that the
icefield would close in from the north were cruelly
mistaken; they had neglected the fact that the ex-
treme altitude of the upper Yukon valley more than
recompensed to the elements for the few degrees of
difference in latitude between the Chilcoot Pass and
the little Indian village on the Klondike.
And so in the far-distant northern outpost the chill

October blasts were hushed and the deadly quiet of
a Novem: ^r frost reigned supreme. Not a sound
was to be heard but the crackling ripple of the ice-
bearing flood as the miniature floes dashed one against
another, and soon the congested state of the river
aroused a wild alarm. '« Where was the ice coming
from? " Was the Yukon indeed freezing from the
south?" '« Why should the ice appear in detached
portions ? " These were some of the questions asked
by the residents of Dawson, but no satisfactory reply
was forthcoming; not one among them could speak
from a previous knowledge.
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As a matter of fact the floes were but fragments
of the icefield on Lake Labarge, broken off by the
force of the current at its northern extremity. And
one morning those floating fragments appeared as
a sea of jagged crystal boulders, immovable, solid,
welded together in one mighty mass. The Yukon
had entered upon its long term of imprisonment to
the icy monarch. Its rushing waters were stilled
for long months to come. Dawson was left to its
fate.

It was about a week after this that a wonderful
disturbance broke out somewhere near the Miners'
Saloon in the main thoroughfare. The white, frosted
street, but a moment before deserted and desolate,
at once became thronged with people, mostly ema-
nating from the saloon, and voices loud and angry
rose in deafening clamour.
"Shoot him!" "String him up!" "We'll have

no miserable thief in this crowd!"
These and sundry similar exclamations filled the

air.

" It warn't me. I didn't take anything," howled a
weird-looking specimen of humanity who was being
rudely jostled in the centre of the group. " It warn't
me, I

"

" Oh, cut it short!" inteh-upted a tall and heavy-
built individual, who seemed to be taking a leading
part in the proceedings. "We won't miss you, I
guess, an' "

" Give him a fair trial," bellowed a stalwart miner
on the outskirts of the crowd. " Let the poor devil
have a show for his life."

The self- constituted judge and jury combined
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glared at the speaker. " It'll be your funeral next,
Broncho Jim, if you don't look out," said he grimly.
"The boys hev decided that this hyer galoot has to
die, an' he may as well hitch on to that fact right
away. Isn't that kerect, boys?" A long, low mur-
mur, which might have meant anything, answered
him. Then he went on: "So I vote he be shot
instanter."

The condemned man, now seeing the futility of
protest, made no further effort in his own favour,
but the former interrupter howled forth again: "Jest
you hold your mule team for a jiff, ye gory-hearted
son o' a gun, till I round up the boys outside. I

reckon it ain't fair
"

" Keep your head shut. Broncho Jim, or you'll
find a dose o' lead will interfere with the state o'
your health mighty sudden. You know my reputa-
tion, boys. Does any other fool want to run upi
against me?"
Then Broncho J'm made a final appeal to the

assembly. "Blow ye, ye howlin' tenderfeetl will ye
let that murderin' cuss what calls himself a sheriff
do as he likes? What right has he to slaughter
an Amurican citizen without a trial?"

Only the intervening crowd saved him from dis-
aster after this speech, for the so-called Sheriff had
drawn his revolver, though he dared not shoot over
the heads of his supporters. Clearly the frequenters
of the saloon were going to have things very much
their own way, for the more respectable members of
the camp had not yet put in an appearance. Having
satisfied himself that his power was still in the ascen-
dant, the leader of the mob turned a scowling face
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upon the shivering prisoner, on whose face already
a new dignity had come, the dignity of one about
to aie.

"Now, ye cantankerous galoot, I don't reckon
you 11 find much sympathy in this hyer crowd o'
law-abiding citizens. You'll get a quarter o' an
hour exactly to say your prayers." He turned aside
with a brutal laugh.
The prospective victim of lynch law remained

motionless as a statue.

It was about two o'clock in the afternoon. The
fine frost was descending in glittering spangles. It
covered the caps of the multitude, and clung to the
long hair of the prisoner, giving him a patriarchal
aspect. The dulling light of the brief day shone on
the sombre rifle barrels of the firing party. A hush
fell over the assembly. Then faintly through the air
came the subdued baying of a dog.
"By the great Arctic Circle, there's a couple o'

sleds comin' in from the south I" roared someone.
I reckon it must be a Government outfit. Hurrah!

Hurrah I

"

"You may save your wind," growled the Sheriff.
Two sleds won't carry much, an' I reckon it will

only be a mail-carrier's caravan. Nothing else could
come down that trail."

Several figures now showed up through the haze
and about half a mile ofif. They seemed to be in two
distinct groups, and a heavily laden sleigh tugged
behind each party. On, on, they came, never halting,
never slacking their pace; slow, yet dogged and sure,
was their progress. As they drew nearer it could
be seen that a slim, bemuffled figure walked well

: I;
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ahead to mark the trail, and his lead the first sleigh

traced with great precision, pulled by two men and
a dog, the dog occupying a central position between
them. Immediately behind came a somewhat lighter

weighted conveyance, also with two grim figures at

its head, but with no dog assisting. Nearer and
nearer they drew, the dog growling hoarsely as he
struggled in the traces, but the men making never
a sound. In grim silence and with bowed heads
they bent to their labours, nor did the youth in ad-
vance ever once look back. Apparently they must
have been long on the trail to move with such clock-

like regularity. From head to foot each member of
the party was draped in a glittering mantle of white.

Now they were within a hundred yards, now fifty,

then a cry of wonder broke from the onlookers, for

as the toilworn travellers pressed up the slight slope

of the Yukon bank they presented an appearance
grim and terrible. Their clothing, where it was
visible, clung in tatters to their bodies, their moc-
casins were cut into strips, splinters of ice adhered
here and there upon their persons, and their visages
were framed in clustering icicles, all showing in

silent language how severe had been the fight with
the elements, how strenuous the struggle through
the blown ice pyramids. Even the man who waited
in peril of his life turned eagerly towards the new-
comers, but in his glance there was more of entreaty

than curiosity.

They drew up a few yards from the crowd, the

young man in advance grounding his rifle with a
sigh of satisfaction, while the others, releasing them-
selves from their sleigl.^, came forward in leisurely
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fashion, gingerly rubbing their features free from

clinging ice as they did so.

"Say, strangers," spoke the Sheriff, "have you
come far ?

"

From the coast," answered the youth quietly.

" From the coast? Over the ice?" cried a dozen

voices at once.
*• Over the ice from White Horse," came the reply.

'• There are over two hundred more waiting at the

pass, but they can't come along till spring."
•* Oh, you ain't a relief expedition, then?" growled

the interrogator.

" There's not much relief about that trail," grunted

one of the sleigh pullers, who was none other than

Mac, despite his frosty disgui'^e.

*' Relief!" howled his near companion. " My man,
if you want to be funny, try it on the dog."

"Then what have you come here for?" snarled

someone in the crowd.

Mac eyed the gathering ol ^ looking men with

a new interest, and noted tht poor unfortunate in

their midst.

"I shouldn't like to admit that we ha\e come for

the good o' our health," he murmured thoughtfully,

turning back towards the sleigh.

" Go on with the funeral, boys," rasped the Sheriff.

"Time's up!"

Once more Broncho Jim roused himself; looking

towards the weary travellers he hurled forth a mighty

shout.
" I protest! Will ye stand by, boys, an' see this

gang shoot a man afore your eyes? By the Lard o'

Canaan, if only wan or two o' my mates were here—

"

(B949) 13
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Mac wheeled around suddenly, and at once the
Captain and Bill, who\ had not yet spoken, strode
forward.

" What has the poor fellow done that you should
want to kill him?" demanded Mac calmly, turning a
keen glance on the Sheriff.

" Because he's a thief, siree. Because he stole a
sack o' flour, which is a sight more precious than
gold dust in this hyer camp. Now, boys," turning to
his satellites, "go on with the circus."

"Steady a bit, lads," cried Mac. "Surely you
wouldn't shoot a man for the sake o' a sack o' flour.

I'm thinkin' that is a vera irregular sort o' justice.

Are you all so entirely without sin that you can sit in

judgment on a starving man?"
"I am at your elbow, Mac," panted Stewart;

"dinna let them murder the puir creature."
"Archie," continued Mac, "are you willin' that we

should buy a man's life for a sack o' flour?"

The youth, who stood near, uttered not a word, but
went back to the first sleigh, undid one of the sacks
thereon, and cast it in the snow in front of the crowd.
But though the action was greeted with a murmur of
approval, the ringleader of the accusers had no inten-
tion of being thus deprived of his amusement.

" I reckon the law can't go back on its decision,"
he drawled.

"I reckon you're a Harl" shouted Kentucky Bill

impetuously. " Let the man go free, or by the stars
an' stripes thar'Il be more than wan funeral around
here purty slick."

" I demand a fair and proper trial for the prisoner."
It was the Captain who now spoke; but the Sheriff
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was evidently too upset by the Kentuckian's words to
grasp the fact that now quite a goodly number of
those present were against him.
"You don't know what you have run up against,

my bantam," he said, glaring at Bill, his right hand
slowly moving round to the vicinity of his hip pocket.
" Now, the boys here could tell you that I've killed
seven better men than you afore this, an "

He stopped suddenly, for he found himself looking
mto the »arrel of Bill's deadly Colt revolver.
" I guess you've made a little mistake this time,"

murmured the individual behind the gun. "
I ain't

taking any chances o' being the eighth. Throw up
your hands, you white-livered skunk, or I'll drill a
hole through you quicker 'n lightning."
The Sheriff's hands went up obediently, and a

ghastly grin appeared on his pallid features.
" Don't shoot, pardner," he faltered whiningly.
"Hoorahl" yelled Broncho Jim. "Now we see

what the powerful speaker is made o'. What uo you
think o' your mighty Sheriff now, boys?"
" I alius reckoned we had no call to shoot the man

anyhow," muttered one nervous -looking creature
who had just previously been loud in support of his
chief.

"Let the critter go," growled several voices at
once. " He ain't worth scrimmaging about."
Finding himself temporarily released from custody,

the intended victim of lynch law was not slow to
avail himself of the chance of escape that offered.
Dazed and stumbling he made his way through the
encircling band, pausing opposite his rescuers to
murmur a feeble: "Thank you, strangers I"
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** Here, my lad, take the sack o' flour," said Mac.
** I think you have more need o' it than most o' us.

There now, don't bother saying thanks again. Get
out while you have the chance." And the freed man,
with the load on his shoulder, broke into a staggering
run and quickly vanished from sight.

All this time Bill's revolver covered the cowering
coward before him, nor did it seem now that anyone
was anxious to take the humbled ruffian's part. But
an unexpected diversion occurred to ease the strain

of the situation. Down the Klondike River about
half a score of men, armed with rifles, came rushing,

and as they approached their lips breathed forth many
forceful imprecations.

" The boys have come at last," roared Broncho in

high glee. • Now, Sheriff, I reckon you'll have a
mighty tight job explaining this little racket."

Before the reinforcement came, however, the unruly
gang had melted entirely away, and the new arrivals

found only Archie and his four companions, Broncho
Jim, and the Sheriff on the scene of strife, and the

last named was still taking an unsatisfactory view of

things through the medium of the dull tube of Bill's

revolver.

'• What's the matter now, Broncho?" cried the

foremost of the party. " Have they been at it

a^ain?"
'* They tried their best to hustle a half-starved

critter into etarnity for stealing," answered Broncho.
" Bonanza Ted missed a sack o' flour, an' he reck-

oned the other chap took it. Of course the big-

jawed Sheriff chipped in, an' I guess thar would ha'

been a funeral sartin if them here Father Christmases
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wi* the sleds hadn't rolled along in time. You may
let up wi' the gun, pardner," turning to Kentucky
Bill; "there ain't any fight left in the coyote."
" Blow me," grunted Bill, lowering his weapon,

'• I thought he was a howlin' tornado by the way he
wagged his tongue."

Freed from his prevailing fear that Bill's finger
might press over heavily on the trigger of his
threatening revolver, the self-styled sheriff quickly
assumed a truculent demeanour.

" You are the first man that has ever got the drop
on me," he hissed, "an' I reckon you won't live long
to brag about it. I've planted seven "

" Get out, you sweep I" roared Broncho.
"Yes, git out, an' be quick about it," added the

leader of the relieving force, "an' I guess we'll put
it to the vote mighty sudden whether you, as repre-
senting the crooks o' the camp, are going to boss the
show, or whether the honest miners are likely to have
a say. Hang me if I know what you an' your kind
came here for at all, though I have a suspicion it

warn't to dig for gold if you could get it in an easier

way."

The humbled fire-eater clearly did not feel com-
fortable under the contemptuous glances of those
around. His brave eloquence failed him now that
his friends were not near. His bluster could be of
no avail in this instance. Muttering curses, he
turned and walked hastily away.
Then the men whose coming had been so ef^gerly

desired by Broncho clustered round the travel-worn
little band that had so successfully intervened to pre-
vent an inhuman abuse of mining-camp law, and

'''1

'ill
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heartily they congratulated them on their safe passage
of the long trail.

"We didn't reckon anyone would have the nerve
to tackle such a journey at this time o' year," cried
the man who had done most of the speaking, "an' we
did our best to keep anyone from trying too. Didn't
you meet Silver Water, the mail carrier, somewhere
n-ar the pass? Why, that looks like his dog you've
got."

" He gave it to me," said Archie quietly.
Then Mac started to explain as much as he thought

fit of the incidents attendant on their journey from

He told of Silver Water's accident, of the wipe
out at Sheep Camp, and of the destruction of the
hastily engineered railway over the pass. He gave
a rough sketch of their travel from Linderman to
White Horse, where they got frozen in, and dwelt
briefly on the long sleigh trip from that point.
"From White Horse to Pelly River," he con-

cluded, "was bad, but from the Pelly on here the
trail was simply terrible. At Stewart River the ice
was piled in places about fifty feet high. But,"
and he looked grimly round at his companions, "it
takes a good deal to stop this little caravan when
It makes up its mind to go on."
Mac's audience had listened eagerly to his narra-

tive, and now they broke in widi all sorts of com-
ments and enquiries.

"Was it possible to force the back trail, going

" Had anyone of the party noted the various direc-
tions and landmarks carefully?"
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** Would the snow on the upper reaches of the
river have filled the valley and covered the trees?"
"Tears to me you're mighty anxious 'bout that

back trail," growled Bill. " S'pose you sling around
some information concarning the gold pockets in this
hyer district. We've got a sort o' tender interest in
that direction."

"You don't seem to ketch on, boys," put in
Broncho Jim. "This little outfit ain't askin' for
knowledge for the sake o' amoosement You see,
we've been up here since the summer, an' our stores
are gettin', waal, a bit low, I reckon. We expected
them chaps who came up the river from St. Michaels
to have a fair-sized stock, but the blessed idjuts came
along as light as they could, an' I'm bothered if I
see how the camp is going to last out through the
winter."

" But you could all have gone out before the freeze
up, couldn't you?" said Archie.
"Nary time; we had to wait an' hang on to our

ground when the tenderfeet bumped in on us, and
them galoots have been blowin' 'bout relief expedi-
tions being sent in, an' every other sort o' tomfool
story, an ."

" You may as well ease ofi" on the relief expedi-
tion," said the Captain. "The people outside are
too precious anxious to get into Dawson to worry
about those who are already in. Then, again, no
heavy outfit could tackle that trail. I know wha;
I'm talking about. You'll get no relief expedition
in here before the summer."
" Oh Moses," groaned one of the men, " that means

anything 'bout six months of a wait, an' I'll be gol'
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dashed if there's any galoot's got more'n three months'
grub altogether I"

" Well, boys, that brings us back to these ques-
tions about the Dyea trail," urged the first speaker.
"The point is, can we, or can we not, force down to
the coast over the Chilcoot if our stores won't last
out."

"Only the strongest among you would dare face
it," said the Captain. "When the thermometer
slides down under forty below, Heaven knows what
the trail will be like. You've got to remember that
we skidded in on the new ice, and we found it hard
enough travelling."

"Archie's got a note o' our journey in his bc^k,"
murmured Mac thoughtfully; "maybe he could help
you most."

"I know the trail," spoke the lad quietly, "but,
as the Captain says, it may grow much more difficult

as the winter advances."
"An', if we have to call a roll up, will you help

us?" asked one of the miners anxiously.
" I'll do everything I can," answered Archie, "and

anyhow—we've only got four months' provisions our-
selves—that is, less the sack of flour we gave away."
"Which was worth 'bout two hundred dollars,"

muttered Broncho.
"Twa hunner dollars I A sack o' floor worth twa

hunner dollars I" howled Stewart, who had up to this
point been taking but a passing interest in the pre •

ceedings. " My man, ye'll be better to speak mair
moderately, or we'll want to sell you some "

"I'm a buyer at that figure," answered Broncho
quickly.
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"And me I"

" And me !" came several voices.
" I reckon that sizes up your position quicker than

all your talkie-talkie," quoth Bill, "but I guess I

speak for this hyer party o' pilgrims when I say that
though we ain't sellers we'll see no man starve, even
if we've got to tackle half-rations ourselves."
"Will any guid Samaritan show us the best place

to camp," plaintively sung out Stewart. " The dog's
tired, an' Mac's tired, an' the Captain's tired, every-
body's tired, an'—an' I'm beginning to feel a wee
bit weary masel'."

"Blow me for a hard-hearted galoot!" exclaimed
Broncho, "I had clean disremembered 'bout you
just comin' off the trail. Come over to my hut, bo"S.
You kin hitch your tent somewhere handy alongside.
May I be choked wi' a nugget if I don't give you an
invite to tea, even if I have to do a perish for it after-

wards. Come along, boys. Broncho Jim o' Eldorado
Creek ain't going to forget that he's an Amurican
citizen."

" All right. Broncho!" said the leader of the miners,
"you look after the strangers, an' I guess I'll roll

along to-night sometime, an' have a yarn, an', say
boys, seems to me I forgot to mention that we are
etarnally obliged to you for holding up the Sheriff."
"That was a pleasure, pard," laughed Bill.

"It would gie me mair pleasure to knock him
doon," grumbled Stewart, seizing his sleigh rope.
"Gee up, Dave, ye dinna need to pretend you're
hungry, for it's only a fortnight ago since ye made
a beast o' yoursel' eatin' so much o' my bonnie
pudden. Gee up, an' dinna look so savage like!"
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With a creak and a groan the sledge jerked on
once more, but soon they drew up beside Broncho
Jim's hut, which was set back among the timber, a
little way from the township. Within ten minutes
the tent was rigged up and all made comforuble
within, and meanwhile Broncho, in his adjacent
dwelling, was dutifully melting a quantity of snow
in the coffeepot on the stove in order to provide
refreshment for his visitors. He had got the length
of being ready to add the coffee when Stewart entered
with an armful of various provisions.

"Wi' floor at twa hunner dollars a sack, it would
be barefaced robbery for us to swallow your stores.

Broncho, my man," said he. "Forbye, I'm espe-
cially hungry, an'—an' "

Broncho held out his paw. "Put it there, pard,"
said he. "You're a white man. Blowed if I've got
anything more than flour and coffee in the hull
blessed outfit, an' I'm perishing for a change."
"We'll cook the dinner together," suggested

Stewart.

That night quite a sociable evening was spent in
Broncho Jim's shanty. The joint efforts of the cooks
had resulted in quite an unusually appetizing repast
being provided, to which all did ample justice; nor
was Dave neglected, for quite a goodly share of the
generous provender fell to his portion.

" Talkin* 'bout dogs," Broncho remarked, squatting
down on a log conveniently near the stove and pre-
paring to fill his pipe; "perhaps you don't happen
to know that that thar dog o' yours is wan o' the
best-known animiles between this an' the Behring
Straits. He is the boss fighter in these parts, though



Dawson City 203

you mightn't think it, for he looks such a gentle an'
peaceable sort o' brute."

' We know he can fight all right," said Archie,
rising from his comfortable quarters in Broncho's
bunk, and pointing out the scarce-healed scars on
Dave's body, which the lynx had made.
Broncho grunted: "Yep, I savvy. Lynx, did ye

say? Waal, that ain't the biggest skirmish he's
been in. No, siree, not by a jugful. Say, is he
your dog?"

•• Yes," answered Archie, "Silver Water gave him
to me at Sheep Camp, and I wouldn't part with him
for anything."

Broncho looked disappointed.

"Oh, wouldn't you?" he questioned. "Now look-
a-here, young feller, I'll give you three hundred
dolla in solid gold nuggets for that animile, right
now, nd I promise I'll be good to him. No? Then
I'll make it four hundred "

Archie silently shook his head. "I cannot part
with him," he murmured; "it was an Indian's gift,

and he may come back to reclaim it."

"Furthermore, Broncho, my lad," spoke Mac,
"though I don't own a gold mine just at present,
I would give fear hundred dollars myself to keep
Dave in our own company."
Broncho smiled good-naturedly. "Ah well," said

he, "thar ain't no harm done, but, now that I've got
my memory on the razzle, I don't mind telling you a
yarn 'bout that dog."
Mac and Stewart at once gazed suspiciously at the

speaker, but Broncho's whole attention now seemed
centred on the subject of conversation.
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"Well, fire awayl" directed Mac half-reluctantly,
" but don't forget we want a good deal o* informa-
tion from you this night "

"Hang me if I hadn't disremembered again I" cried
Broncho. " I 'pologize, boys. You see, gold don't
tickle me worth a cent now. I've got the confounded
stuflf, but I ain't got enough to eat, an' my mem'ry
keeps driftin' away."
"S'pose you let it drift down to the doe." sug-

gested Bill lightly.
*

" No, boys, I reckon I'd better slow up on the dog.
The story would take too much time, I guess, an*
you'll likely hear of it purty often if you are to be
around these parts long. But since you ain't primed
up wi' any knowledge 'bout the animile, I kin tell
you he belonged to an old Hudson Bay trapper-
Dick Roper was his handle—who made a stiff jour-
ney 'cross the divide from the Mackenzie last year.
Somehow or other Dick ran short o' grub, an' the
wolves came along; but he managed to keep 'em off
with his rifle until he struck the headwaters o' the
Klondike, somewhere back in the mountains; then
he must ha' caved in wi' starvation. Anyways,
Silver Water picked up his tracks when he was out
huntin' a big moose deer, an' followed them to Dick's
last camp. Dick was nigh pegging out when he got
thar, and his dog—that dog o' yours—was standing
guard."

Broncho paused.
" A faithful animal, a faithful friend, even as Silver

Water said," put in Mac quietly.
" A faithful animile!" exclaimed Broncho. " Why,

pardner, that warn't all, for round about old Dick's
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camp, within a few feet o' whar he war lyin', thar
was over a dozen dead coyotes, showin* nothin' but
the marks o' Dave's teeth on their carcasses. An'
that ain't the whole story neither. The young Injun
brought the trapper into Fort Yukon, but poor old
Dick was too far gone to live. He went out on the
lone trail a few days arter; but before he shuffled off
he told some yarns 'bout that thar dog that would
make your hair curl. He gave the dog to Silver
Water, an' when the Injun gave him away to you,
he must ha' felt purty much loaded up wi' gratitood,
I kin tell you."

Just then the door of the hut was kicked open, and
half a dozen of Broncho's friends entered, among
them being the man who headed the miners earlier
in the afternoon. This individual, Archie now
noticed, was of an exceptionally strong nnd wiry
build, and there was an air of decision on his
deeply-lined face that at once betokened the man of
unflinching purpose.

Broncho introduced him with a wave of his hand.
"Alf Macintosh of Eldorado Creek," said he; "as

for the other galoots, they come from the same
nuggety quarter. We're all Eldorado men here
'ceptin' Handsome Harry over there, who has his
pegs on Bonanza."
Mac rose to his feet to do the honours of his party.
" We can't lay claim to much in the way o' eu-

phonious titles " he began.
•Good Mac," chuckled Stewart; "a maist splendi-

ferous word that."

"But," continued Mac, ignoring the interruption,

"I shouldn't wonder if we manage to annex one or

ih
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two auriferous sort o' adjectives before we leave the
country "

"An* there ain't no reason why ye shouldn't, I
reckon," cried Broncho, "though I'm bothered if a
man can eat gold. I'd rather be called Floury Jim,
or som^thin' o' that sort. 'Pears to me it would sound
more comfortable."

"Well, boys," said Macintosh, "I'm here to give
you any information you want. I know the creeks
within fifiten miles round about, though I must say
thar ain't much showing away from the main claims,
an' bottom is too deep for you to chance sinking
until the summer anyhow. You'd best camp right
here an' wait until the ground thaws a bit."
But this suggestion Mac would not entertain.
"We must work while the stores last," he said

decisively. " What is the depth o' bedrock on El-
dorado or Bonanza?"
"About twenty feet," answered Macintosh, "an'

you couldn't sink a shaft that depth between this
an' next summer. The ground is hard as iron, an'
every inch has to be burned out."

"Has no prospecting been done beyond fifteen
miles from here?" asked Archie.
"No, sir. You see we founH the main workings

as they are at present, and all the tenderfeet just
slap-banged alongside o' us. We didn't need to
go prospectin' farther, an' they didn't know enough
to do it. Further, they ain't sinking any shafts,
they're sitting tight waiting for the boom. Every
bit o' gold that has come out'n the Klondike has
come out'n three or four potholes that Broncho an'
myself an' our mates sank in the summer."
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^
** In that case what causec' the rush?" asked the

Captain.

" Rush I Blowed if I k ov/, unless iome of Soapy-
Sam's gang got it up for some purjose."
"Soapy Sam I" exclaimed Archie. "Was he

here? Does he know this country?"
" Well, I reckon he ought to be as well acquaint

with this district as most people, an' mebbe a
mighty sight better. Do you know Soapy, my
lad?"

vjy y

"Well, yes, that is, I've seen him," said Archie
in some confusion.

"Soapy is a man Archie has good reason for
remembering," added Mac significantly; ''and I
shall hope to meet him some o' these days."

"broncho whistled aloud, and Macintosh of El-
doi^do looked perplexed. As for Bill and the
Captain, they had previously been told a good
deal about the incident of the stolen process, but
their surprise was nevertheless keen to learn that
the suspected thief was a well-known character even
in the Klondike regions.

"Surely Soapy isn't the man to dig for gold I"
mused the Captain. "I always thought he pre-
ferred to get it by an easier plan than that."
"An' no more he does exactly dig for gold,"

commented Macintosh with a laugh; "he gets
others to do it for him. But the fact is, the same
slippery individual is mightily mixed up in things
around these here quarters, an' I may as well tell

you all about it, then you will understand better
why we don't know too much about the upper
reaches o' the Klondike.

1

1

I
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'* Before I begin, though, I kin give you a sure
tip that Soapy is expected back here shortly. An
Indian runner that came in a few days ago said

that he passed Soapy's outfit frozen in near Circle

City about a hundred miles from here. I guess
he'll sail in on the ice all right. Why, hold hard,

pardnerl What's the matter?" For Stewart had
drawn his great blade from his boot, and was thumb-
ing its edge with malevolent interest.

"Naething at a I Naething at a' I Go on wi'

your story, Macintosh, my man."
The name seemed to interest him greatly, and he

murmured it over again: "Macintosh? Whales an'

—an' alligators, ye must be Scotch I"

"Nary Scotch, old man," returned the Eldorado
king; "I hail from Colorado. Guess the name must
be a misfit, for I ain't ever seen Scotland."

"That's maist—maist mar-veillious," grunted the
disappointed one reflectively, absentmindedly sheath-
ing his weapon; "but mebbe ye're no' a'th'gither

undeserving o' the name."
Upon which remark the man from Colorado pon-

dered much before discovering the compliment in-

volved.

Meanwhile Mac and Archie had been holding a
whispered conversation, in which Soapy Sam and
the process recurred frequently, and on Mac's face

there was a light of grave satisfaction ; but the youth's
features expressed only troublous emotion. Evidently
the news of their archenemy's presence in the vicinity

was not equally pleasant to both.

Macintosh of Eldorado, however, not knowing the

import of his casual news, now started his discursive
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narrative, and soon five at least of his listeners became
deeply interested in his words.
"As you may know, boys," he began, "I've been

paddling around these creeks since early summer, an'
I've got to know a good bit about things since that
time. I'd been down here a blessed sight sooner if

I'd known for sure where the Alaskan boundary
was, for I used to come up from San Francisco
regularly with my mates every summer to work
the placer ledges on the lower Yukon, which is in
United States territory; but we weren't too anxious
to cross the boundary if we could help it, an' I'm
blest if I know yet whether the Klondike is on the
British or American side o' the line."
" It's in the Canadian North West Territory," said

the Captain quietly.

" Waal, that's where you're wrong. I reckon the
Stars and Stripes own this here ice patch," growled
Bill.

^

" Yes, but you've got a habit of reckoning purely
on patriotic lines. Bill," persisted the Captain,
smiling.

They would have continued to argue on this point
had not Mac warily interposed.

"Those kind of questions always lead to strife,

lads," said he; "for of course every man should try
and say a word for his own country. Now, so far
as I know, there are only four Britishers among us,
including the Captain."

"Hold hard there, mate," cried Handsome Harry;
"ain't Australia going to get a show? I am an
Australian."

"Hurrah for the kangaroo 1" howled Stewart.
(B»49)
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" Well, that makes five against seven," con-
tinued Mac, "v/hich leaves us in the minority,
an'

"

'You're right, pardner," murmured Broncho, ''an'

the minority counts in my shanty. I reckon we can
be good friends without worrying about the blessed
boundary."

'•Hear I Hear!" shouted the others.

"Anyhow," continued the narrator, whose theme
had been so rudely interrupted, "my mates an' I

slid up here on chance, an' we struck gold first

pop on Eldorado. The Injuns were mighty good
to us too, a .' supplied us wi' salmon and cariboo
when we ran short o' meat. Then I made a dis-

covery. I wanted to prospect a bit farther up the
Klondike, an' I asked the Chief o' the Throndiucks
to give me a guide. What do you think the old
chap said? By the Great Republic, he gave me
a shock!

'"White man find danger up Throndiuck,' he
grur.ed in his odd lingo. 'Yellow men up there
for many winters. Enemies of the Indians. Steal
beaver and salmon. Kill white man if he goes
near.' And, as I'm a living sinner, he spoke the
truth, boys. There's a village filled with curious
yellow cusses somewhere up on the north bank of
the river. They must have drifted over from Siberia,

for they don't belong here; but though I've only seen
them at a distance, I believe they're holy terrors to

fight. The Indians are afraid of them, an' it wasn't
any compliment to us when King James moved his

camp nearer to their quarters. I've often wondered
if the village—which nobody knows exactly where to
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find—is full of escaped Siberian convicts, or whether
they are a Mongolian crowd who have been here for
generations. It beats me, boys. None of us know
any more than I've told you; but you see it would
be a risky business climbing up too near their head-
quarters, though King James has often hinted of big
gold being up there.

"But the most curious part of the story is that
Soapy Sam, who was about here even before we
arrived, seemed to know a blessed sight more about
the yellow men than he ought. He was, in fact,
the only white man around these parts who dared
go near them, and we got to suspect that they were
working a big gold concern under his directions.
He kept mighty quiet about it if that was the case,
but then we were working out on the creek and didn't
see him often. Somehow I rather think there are
a few men out in that mysterious village who ain't
any yellower than I am. Maybe he is working
a deep game of his own, though I'm bothered if
I believe that he caused the rush by opening his
mouth too wide when he was in Seattle. Seems tome It couldn't do him any good to bring a crowd
around, but it's just possible some of his mates
gave the show away. Anyhow he's back again
or pretty near it by this time, an' I'm open to bet
he vanishes out among the Mongols before we
get a square look at him. He's a mighty smart
man, is Soapy, an' I've heard he's a leetle too
deadly on the shoot to be a healthy companion;
besides, he's got an ugly reputation as a bowie
handler. I saw him down big Smith, one o' the
best men with a knife in Dawson, in less than

MS
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three minutes. Don't fall foul of Soapy, boys,
whatever you do, for there ain't any law up here
just now, as you know, and I'm a bit nervous about
what he means to do with that mongrel gang of
his up the Klondike."



CHAPTER X

The Coming of King James

Archie was standing by the door of the tent next
morning, gazing h'stlessly back over the bleak, white
trail they had followed so long and wearily. Beside
him Dave gambolled like a ponderous kitten, now
and again leaping up on his master with such play-
ful abandonment that the lad had difficulty in keep-
ing his feet after each onslaught. Before him lay
Dawson City, silent, deserted, showing no indica-
tions of I'fe save by the curling smoke that lazily
ascended towards the heavens from each logged
and barricaded edifice. The thermometer had fallen
to thirty degrees below zero, and the air was keen
as the edge of a lance, though not a bu ath stirred.
To the left the Klondike valley could be traced,
winding far back in the eastward distance until it

was lost amid giant snowy peaks and glistening
glacier-capped heights, and all along its banks, and
halfway up the flanking mountain steeps, whose
sides were torn by numerous ice-filled gullies, a
funereal forest of pines extended, with their mighty
mass of spreading fronds tipped with silvery rims
showing motionless, spectral, in the struggling
glimmer of a wintry sun. The whole scene was
one of grand beauty, yet of infinite loneliness.
For all the world it seemed to Archie as if he were

su
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gazing on a mammoth frosted Christmas card, so
still was everything, so cameo-like were the out-
standing features of the picture.

Within the tent Stewart and Bill were deeply
engrossed preparing with unworthy zeal another
epoch-making pudding. Time had tempered their
bitter recollections of Stewart's last cruelly indiges-
tible creation, and now Bill was chopping off the
flour and other ingredients quite cheerfully under the
skilful guidance of the one and only master of the
subtle art which called puddings, and dampers, and
doughboys alike into being.

Mac and the Captain were talking earnestly to-
gether in Broncho's hut, and Broncho himself lay
on his bunk studying a two-months-old newspaper
with grave interest.

"And this is Klondike," muttered the youth, "the
land of frozen gold, the land where a man must carry
a revolver in his belt as a natural part of his outfit,

and be ready to use it too! Seems to me that this
must be the toughest place on the face of the earth
at the present moment. The wildest and most im-
probable stories I ever read didn't describe things
half as dreadful as I've seen them here. I wonder
if I'll ever get out alive, and, oh I I hope we'll be
successful ; but I'm afraid of Soapy Sam, though
surely he can't be worse than that man yesterday
who bragged of having killed seven people. It

was strange how he crumpled up when Bill tackled
him.

** Hallo, Dave, what's the matter with you now?"
With head upraised and ears pricked, Dave was

watching the progress of a distant dog sleigh that
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had hove into view round a bend in the Klon-
dike.

"Now I wonder who that will be I" said Archie
aloud

;
"I can see only one man, and he's sitting

on the sleigh, and he's wrapped up like an Egyptianmummy too."

He continued to ^aze at the approaching sleigh,
which was travelling along in fine style drawn by
SIX great, long-haired Alaskan husky dogs. Nearer
and nearer it came, the crisp frost flying up in spark-
ling showers before the twin prow of the iceship.
And now the form of the traveller could be plainly
seen. He was seated on a couchlike arrangement
fixed lowset on the sleigh, and muffled in furs from
head to foot. Only a part of his face was visible,
and It was bronze-red in colour.

I'

Why, he's an Indian I " exclaimed Archie.
" Here, Dave, come back, where are you ^o-

ing?" ^ ^

With a loud bark the dog had suddenly bounded
off down the slope to meet the newcomer, but at the
words of his master he hesitated, wh.ned feebly, and
slowly returned.

But the attention of the Indian had been attracted
by Dave's bark, and he turned his eyes abruptly to
where Archie was standing, half-rising in his seat
as he did so. Then at a single word, sharp and
guttural, his team stopped on the instant. Another
explosive grunt from the Indian, and they swung
round and headed strenuously up the bank towards
the wondering youth. The laboured breathing of
the dogs, and the shrill hiss of the sleigh runners
reached the ears of the men in the hut, and out
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they came in sudden alarm just as the panting
team drew up to the doorway.
" Why, it's the King I " cried Broncho in surprise.

"How do, King James?"
But the Indian scarcely noticed his salutation, he

was staring fixedly at Archie, who was now clutch-
ing fast to Dave's collar to prevent him from fighting
with the other dogs, and in his deep-set eyes there
was a look of dignified enquiry and mute reproach
which caused the lad to feel anything but com-
fortable.

" I said : 'How do, King James?' " repeated Bron-
cho sternly. "I reckon you ain't forgotten this

child already?"

"Um, ugh I" responded the K\i]g, allowing his

attention to waver for a moment. "How do.
Broncho?"
Then he pointed an accusing finger at Archie.
"Whar you ^et dog, Silver Water's dog?"
Without waiting for a reply he broke into a melan

choly chant in the quaint monosyllabic dialect of the
Throndiucks, and to the youth's dismay great tears

began to trickle down his furrowed cheek.

"Waal, I'm jiggered I" murmured Broncho help-
lessly.

"Silver Water, swift-foot Silver Water," moaned
the King.

At once Archie understood ; the Indian had re-

cognized Dave, and had naturally concluded that
his late owner had gone to the happy hunting
grounds.

"Silver Water is not dead," he cried. "He
gave the dog to me."
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The King only imperfectly understood the words,
but he brightened up wonderfully.

"Say, boys," said the Captain, "let me have a
try. I can speak Chinook a bit. But who was
Silver Water anyhow?"
"He is the old chap's son," replied Broncho

shortly, "an' I guess the King will want that dog,
hang his blessed old bones I"

But now the chief of the Throndiucks had seem-
ingly come to some conclusion on the matter for

himself. He threw aside the bearskin robe that
rested on his knees, stepped down from the sleigh,
and approached Archie.

"Silver Water give you Dave, Ty-a?"* he grunted
slowly.

Archie nodded, somewhat sadly, for he feared the
request he anticipated. But his alarm was ground-
less. The chief thrust forth a lean and wizened
hand.

"Friend Silver Water, friend King James," he
said simply.

The youth clasped the proffered hand. " But the
dog?" he asked anxiously.

The King stooped and patted Dave's head.
"What the Indian gives he takes not away," he
uttered clearly. "Friend of Silver Water, paleface

from the land of mighty kings, welcome to the

home of the red man, welcome to the gold of the

Throndiucks."

Without apparent effort, with scarce a pause, the

words had flowed forth, then the old man turned and
walked back to his sleigh.

»Dyea.

III!
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'•Don't be in such a hurry, King James," cried
Mac, intercepting him. "We've got to tell you all
about it yet, and of course you'll have some 'baccy,
and—and I actually believe I'll be moved, out o' sheer
friendship, to give you a brand-new pipe to smoke
it in."

The King smiled, then his eyes caught sight of
Stewart in the tent, diligently and calmly mani-
pulating the recalcitrant and gluey dough of his
pudding, and they glistened appreciatively.

*• Good cook squaw," he murmured irrelevant-
ly, and as a willing victim he was led into the
tent.

It was not long before the chief of the Thron-
diucks was made fully aware of the whole story
connected with Dave's change of ownership.
The Captain recited it volubly enough ir Chinook,

and Mac explained it more briefly, and apparently
more satisfactorily, in English, after which Stewart
added many touching and eloquent details in a
terse . guage all his own, though he was mightily
offendeu when the target of his well-chosen remarks
inconsiderately tittered with glee at the most moving
passages of his narrative, and generally betrayed
a sublime ignorance of what was being so lucidly
expounded to him.

"He thinks you're telling him about the last
pudding you manufactured," laughed Mac.
"Humph!" snorted Stewart; "I'm thinkin' he's

mair interested in the one I'm bakin'."
And in truth it now seemed as if he had summed

up the situation exactly, for there could be no denying
that King James was betraying a lively sympathy in
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the cook squaw's subtle operations, even if he were
not attending as he ought to that learned gentleman's
profound observations on another topic.

But now arose a somewhat delicate situation.

The Indian, having accepted the invitation of his
hosts to rest for a little while under their canvas roof,
showed no inclination to terminate his visit within a
reasonable period.

Mac's presents of the tobacco and pipe—the latter

rather grudgingly given, because of the donor dis-
covering at the last moment that it was the only spare
one in the camp—were received with profuse thanks,
and straightway utilized. Archie's offering of a small
revolver and a box of cartridges was accepted with
extravagant expressions of gratitude, and the Cap-
tain's gift, in the shape of a tiny penknife, for which
he had no use, aroused hilarious delight.

But never once did the Indian venture to vacate the
position he had taken up near the stove. There he
crouched, dreamily smoking the pipe of peace and
contentment, but keeping a watchful eye on the
vessel into which Stewart had popped the doubtful
delicacy he had wrought into shape.

Outside, the waiting dogs pawed the snow im-
patiently, and howled at intervals, but he heeded
them not.

At last he broke into a rambling recital of the
doings of his tribe, of their strength and cunning
as hunters of the dread grisly and the savage silver
bear, of their prowess as warriors ; and when he got
to this stage he struck off at a tangent and fiercely

inveighed against the yellow men who intruded on
his domain.
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Clearly this was a subject that rankled in his
Indian bosom.

"White man in Dawson baby," he grunted
gloomily. "White man in Dawson heap much
frightened yellow men. Ugh I White man never
know whar big gold come from. Too-much-gold for
paleface squaws up Throndiuck."
• Go slow on that, old fireworks," grumbled Bill.

" Blow me, you're gettin' too gol'-dashed personal for
my taste."

Then Mac endeavoured to calm the wrathful
monarch, and lead his thoughts into more pacific
grooves, but all to no purpose.
"See here, Leatherskin," declaimed Stewart,

brandishing a floury fist erratically in order to lend
greater emphasis to his remarks, ''your insinuations
are maist hurtfu' to my dignity. The question is:
Will ye gang awa' quietly, or dae ye mean to wait
an let the pudden work its evil way upon ye?"
At once a broad grin o'erspread the King's face.

He fairly puckered to the eyes with delight.
"You good cook squaw," he murmured with an

appreciative nod. "King James wait pudden."
"Oh my I" groaned Bill, "you've done it now,

I reckon. We'll have old Sawdust here campin'
wi' us for a week if we don't get rid of him quick."
Stewart smiled a sickly smile and was silent.
The King beamed benignantly all round, and

resumed his speech.

Meanwhile Mac hauled forth his huge gun from
Its case and began to clean it industriously, and
soon the Indian's gaze concentrated on the powerful-
looking weapon.
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" Big thunder thar, Mis'r Mac," he grunted glee-
fully.

"les, Jamie," returned Mac earnestly. "That
wee cannon would tickle your yellow friends, I'm
thinkin'."

The old chief looked straight into Mac's face,

and Archie, who was close by, was horrified to
observe the regal features contort into something
approaching a wink.

" You great man, Mis'r Mac. You no 'fraid yellow
men. You mighty brave. Me show you whar big
gold come from. Me show you Too-much-gold.
Heap big gold, ugh I"

Silently he arose and walked out to the waiting
sleigh.

"That's fixed him," said Bill. "Your gun's
frightened him o£f this time, Mac; more power to
it."

But his remarks were rather premature.
King James returned almost immediately, carrying

in his open hand a nugget as large as an ordinary
potato.

A cry of wonder burst from all as they beheld the
glittering specimen, and Broncho, who had retired to
his bunk, came rushing round to investigate the cause
of the disturbance.

"Only a chunk o' gold!" he complained regret-
fully. " I—I thought it might ha' been somethin' to

eat."

" Only a chunk 1" cried Mac. " Did you ever see
a bonnier bit o' the yellow metal?"

" No," admitted Broncho, without enthusiasm. " t

reckon it beats the stuflf in Bonanza an' Eldorado
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hollow, but—but—ye can't eat gold." And he re-

turned sadly to his rest.

" Wat you think, Mis'r Mac?" demanded the King,
smiling most pleasantly.

" It's good stuff, Jamie," answered Mac.
" It's a thunderin' size too," growled Bill, almost

enviously. •' I wonder where the old buflFer got it."

The glistening nodule was passed round without
further comment, and Archie, who received it last,

handed it back to the Indian with a little sigh.
To his immense surprise it was waved aside right

royally.

"Keep, young paleface with sharp eyes. King
James no want yellow stone. Heap big gold up
Throndiuck; me show you if no 'fraid come."
At last they understood the meaning of the old

chief's cryptic utterance. Before, they had not
grasped the true import of his speech, deeming he
spoke allegorically.

" He will lead us to the unknown creek where the
gold lies, lads," spoke Mac quietly, "and it's some-
where up in the Mongol's country. Are we afraid to
go?"

"Frichtened to go!" bellowed Stewart, prancing
around in the confined space at his disposal as deli-

cately as his heavily padded moccasins would per-
mit. "The man wha says I was ever frichted will

dearly rue his te-mer-ity. Leatherskin, my dear
frien', I would drink your health this meenit, only
there's naething but half-melted snow in the coffee-

pot. But the vera last bit o' the pudden will be
yours, only I hope it disna kill you afore your guid
intentions ma-terialize."
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*' Hurrah for the Indian gold!" roared Bill and the
Captain boisterously in unison.
"Too-much-gold," repeated King Tames. "Too-

much-gold "

" Not by a blessed ounce, thar ain't," cried Bill
jovially, patting the Indian on the shoulder, "an'
nary mongrel Mongol will skeer us nuther "

Mac frowned. "You're behaving like a lot o'
thoughtless schoolboys," he said severely; "though,
I will admit, I'm not unaffected myself. Still, the
risk must be taken into account "

"Ho! ho! fancy Mac buckin' against takin' risks
"

chuckled Bill.
'

"My irresponsible friend," retorted Mac with un-
ruffled severity, "I've looked on danger so often that
I'd actually feel lonel. if I didn't see it always near
at hand. In fact I've chased the phantom oftener
than it's chased me, but—but "

"You're thinking of me," said Archie quietly
"but why shouldn't I shoulder my own part of the
burden. You've tried to make everydiing easy for
me, but I will take my chances just like others. I
can shoot as straight as most men—the fact is, I'm
going, Mac—along with you."
"The stake is big, laddie, but human life may be

in the hidden balance. However—so be it."
Mac was evidently more troubled than he cared to

show, and yet, almost immediately after, he was as
exuberant as the lightest hearted of his comrades.
Once decided, for him there was no turning back.
And King James continued to expatiate on the

wonderful riches of what he was pleased to term
"Too-much-gold Creek", only varying his theme
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by occasional reference to the murderous qualities of
the various firearms of the party.

It appeared that he had come into Dawson for the
express purpose of obtaining news of Silver Water,
though it was clearly enough evident that the wily
old man had also had views of inducing some of the
miners to extend their prospecting journeys farther
up the river. There was no mistaking the fact that
he was somewhat dubious about his Asiatic neigh-
bours

; but he was also well aware that a motley band
of whites in his near neighbourhood would be equally
troublesome to him and his people. Thus he was
most earnest in his solicitations for secrecy, though
doubtless he knew full well that for the sake of their
own aggrandizement his white friends would keep
silent enough. So the hours passed, and at last,

having partaken of a goodly share of the pikce-de-
rhistance of the long-deferred meal. King James
reluctantly rose to depart.

"Great cook squaw," he murmured appreciatively,
smacking his lips.

The appellation by no means pleased the fiery
Stewart, but with visions of Too-much-gold on his
mental horizon he bravely gulped down his growing
wrath, and smiled sweetly on the disturber of his
peace.

*' I would give ye mair pudden," he remarked with
a savageness belying his smooth aspect, "but Dave
has wolfed the last o't as usual. Hooever, I'll be
even wi' you some o' them days."
The King nodded gleefully, and was about to

repeat the offensive epithet, when Mac intervened.
" How are we goin' to know where to find Too-
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much-gold, Jamie?" he asked, for indeed it seemed
as if the Indian had forgotten all about his promise
by this time.

"Come village. Follow track," grunted the chief,

gathering his furs around him, anB taking his seat
on the waiting sleigh.

The dogs jerked forward in their traces and were
halfway down towards the river before their im-
petuous rush could be checked. Apparently King
James had something more to say. Eagerly the
men pressed forward.

"Be sure bring cook squaw," came a satisfied

voice from the sleigh.

Once more the team plunged ahead, and "tewart's

heartfelt exclamations of disgust were ' -actually

drowned by the shriek of the sleigh runners and
Dave's noisy demonstrations of farewell.

Now it would only be fair to relate that Stewart's
second essay into the empyrean heights of gourmetic
desire resulted much more satisfactorily than did his

earlier wavering flutter in a similar epicu-'=^'»n direc-

tion. It is true that the obvious material achieve-
ment was unlovely enough in both cases; for, try

as he might, the great alchemist could not coax his

creations into anything like the symmetrical and
rotund form which his poetic soul desired; never-
theless this second evidence of his undaunted en-
deavour met with a most flattering reception, nor
did it appear unduly to disturb the equanimity of
those who tremblingly partook of it— and herein,

though by this time in a metaphorical sense, lay its

crowning glory.

Archie had a shrewd idea that this good effect was
(BM8) 15
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brought about because of the sundry embargoes placed

by the uninitiated on the cook's originality, by which
beans and oats and various other comestibles were
eschewed from the compound, and probably he was
not far wrong; but, be that as it may, Stewart's face

that afternoon reflected the feelings of one who had
attained much indeed, and he blushed with modest
pride when Broncho sang into his ear a charac-

teristic paean of triumph for th^ wondrous work
accomplished.

It had been arranged that on the following morn-
ing the attempt was to be made to follow the guiding
trail made by King James's sleigh, and, if possible,

locate the Indian settlement that same evening; but

then no one knew how far the trail might lead, even
if it could be followed throughout, for in places the

light conveyance would leave scarce a mark.
*' It's a pity we didn't ask him where the village

was," said Archie; "but it can't be very far, or he
couldn't get there himself in one day."

"And it ain't very likely he'll try," moodily re-

flected Bill. " I reckon an Injun don't take any
count o' a hunner-mile journey; he'll jest camp whar
night finds him."
" It's strange we didn't think of asking him the

distance, as Archie says," said the Captain.

"The chances are he couldn't have told us any-
way," put in Mac. " You see, an Indian judges only

by time. But we'll get there all the same. Are you
going to come with us. Broncho?"

" Nary, pard; that is unless you need an extra man
wi' a shootin' iron in your outfit. You kin bet I

don't figure much on gold now. I've got all I want,
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an' grub's too scarce for me to go gallivantin' about
working up an appetite. I wish—I wish I could so
to sleep like a b'ar."

** Well, maybe you'll take care o' our stores then.We must go as light as possible, and if we could
leave half o' the outfit here, we could slide alone a
bit faster."

®

"Howlin' blizzards, pard, don't tempt me,"
moaned Broncho. "For a dead cert the sight o'
the stuff would make me hungry; but if you'll let
me use a little

"

"I'm drapping saut tears o' sorrow for ye,
Broncho," wailed Stewart. "I'm sure nane o' us
will grudge "

"Two dollars a pound in gold I'll plank out for
every pound I use, boys "

"To the mischief with your dollars!" stormed
Mac. "Take the flour and anything else as you
need it. We're not afraid to trust you. Broncho,
my man, but we'll be in a very bad way when we
drive a bargain with a man for the necessities o' life."
" Hear! hear!" cried the Captain.
"Boys," murmured Broncho, and the old dare-

devilry in his voice had given place to a deep un-
controllable emotion, "I ain't goin' to say much,
but I want you to know right now that if you don't
make a rise at Too-much-gold, you kin take over
my pegs in Eldorado. I guess I've got enough
out'n the ground to last me."
He was silent; then Stewart got himself up and

made feeling reply:

" Broncho, my vera dear frien', you don't ken this
crowd yet. We may be poor, but we are honest, as

1

J
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the poetiy book says, an* the ways o' the Phih'stines
are no' our ways."

Stewart's well-intentioned if somewhat mixed pane-
gyric might have been continued for some length,
but at that moment there came a series of loud cheers
from the vicinity of the saloon in Dawson, barely two
hundred yards off.

"Hang it, I hope it ain't ar other circus!" cried
Broncho, on the alert immediately. "Them picnic
parties o' the Sheriffs are gettin' mighty monotonous.
He ain't a real sheriff, you know, though he calls

himself by that name. He's a blessed bounder, and
I wish he were somewhere else. Let's go out and
have a look."

The daylight was fading fast, though it was but
little after two o'clock, and when they stood outside
the door of the tent they found considerable difficulty

in making out any objects through the gathering
gloom. It was easy er'^ugh to guess, however, what
had happened, for the air was now filled with the
snarling cries of hungry sleigh dogs as they fought
for the food that was apparently being thrown to

them.

Someone had arrived in from the north; someone,
too, who was evidently fairly well known to the
saloon frequenters, judging by their uproarious
acclamations.

"Now I wonder who that will be!" mused
Broncho. "No one went out on that trail that I

knows on. Why, dash my boots, it must be
Soapy!"
"The Lord hath delivered him into my hands,"

recited Stewart devoutly.
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Mac carefully examined the charges of his revolver,
and said nothing.

It was Archie who seemed most distressed.
"Don't go near him, Mac," he entreated. "It

can do no good now, and, anyhow, he—he might
shoot first."

"Archie's right," spoke the Captain grimly.
" Now look here, Mac, don't get rusty. I know you
haven't had too much practice with the revolver,
and most likely you wouldn't want to kill the man
in any case. You would crush him to pieces in a
fair fight; but Soapy's kind never fight fair. Let
me take over your quarrel "

"No you don't 1" growled Bill. "I reckon I'm
the man to tackle Soapy, an' for Archie's sake I'm
goin' to prevent Mac from committin' susanside.
I guess my barker will speak as sudden as
Soapy's."

"It's my circus, lads," said Mac calmly. "I
never delegate duties o' this kind "

" Unless to me," grunted Stewart.

Broncho stared aghast. "Blow me for an inno-
cent little lamb, boys, you must feel purty bad 'bout
Soapy. But you needn't think you could pick a
quarrel wi' him: he would see it comin' a mile oflF,

I reckon, an' shoot ye deader'n a door nail, which
I've alius understood is the gol'-dashed deadest
thing on earth."

But despite all arguments for and against the
instant extinction of the valiant Soapy, it was plain
that action could not well be taken in the matter at
such a time.

"We'd better let our quarrel hold for a bit,"
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reasoned the Captain; "that is, unless he's got

Archie's contrivance with him."

'•Why," cried Archie, as a new light struck him,

" I wonder if he thought he would find use for the

process here?"

•I mean to get to the bottom o' this," persisted

Mac stubbornly. "I'll call on Soapy first thing

after daylight."

They went back to their tent, all but Broncho

trying to reason out what scheme their enemy had

in view with regard to the use of Archie's invention

;

and as Broncho, as yet, had no idea of what they

were talking about, his additions to the conversation

were restricted to such a minimum that he promptly

fell asleep, and rolled off his perch on a flour sack,

and the first sight that met his gaze after his rude

awakening was rather disturbing to his nerves.

Stewart was seated near, and with preoccupied

expression was listlessly stropping his dreadful knife

on his moccasined leg, sure proof that gory feelings

surged uppermost in his heart.

"Great Washington!" roared the fallen one, "have

ye carved me wi' that thar pig sticker?"

"It's a nightmare you've got, I'm thinkin',"

softly spoke the wielder of the blade. "I suppose

the pudden will get the blame as usual." He
sighed, sheathed the weapon, and prepared to boil

the coffee for the evening meal.

That night, about six o'clock, the moon, almost

full, shot up from behind a frowning glacier peak,

and filled the valley with her pale eerie radiance.

It shone on the scattered shanties of Dawson, and

on the broad Yukon beyond. It scintillated on the
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winding Klondike, so that the icebound channel

showed like a silvery belt of foam between its pine-

clad banks.

Archie aroused himself from a drowsy reverie and

went out to gaze upon the brilliant scene. In truth

he wanted to be alone with his thoughts for a little,

for the crowding events of the past day surged

tumultuously through his brain. He could scarcely

believe that things were real around him, though

it pressed heavily on his mind that some vague

disaster threatened.

Soapy Sam's coming at such a time most surely

meant trouble. In vain he tried to puzzle out a

way to avoid the impending strife. His eyes roved

listlessly towards the saloon, where various muffled

figures were now to be seen hurrying backwards

and forwards as if engaged in some urgent work

of preparation. And, sure enough, there was some

method in their movements. The dog sleigh had

again come into prominence, and it was clear that

the team was being harnessed up for a further

journey. A few minutes later the noisy mutterings

of the dogs made this fact evident beyond all doubt:

they were once more to face the trail, but whither

cculd they be bound now?
Archie was conscious of a sudden sensation of

relief. If Soapy Sam left that night there would

be no fear of a dangerous quarrel in the morning.

Eagerly he hoped that the departure of the outfit

would be less noisy than its advent, so that Mac
might not know. But his wish was destined not to

be fulfilled.

Before long a shouting throng had collected around

t
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III

the sleigh, and a voice which was unmistokably
Soapy's rose above the uproar.

"All right, Sheriff I I'll be with ye in two shakes
o' a muskitter's eyelid. Ease off the near trace,
Chilcoot. Hang it, ye cross-eyed son o' a gun I

don't ye see you're chokin' the leader?"
An angry retort from the individual addressed

was drowned in the hoarse cheer that rose from the
assembly; then the pulsating line of dogs strained
in their harness, the following sleigh jerked and
jarred, then quickly glided forward.
By this time, Mac, Stewart, and the others had

been aroused by the disturbance, and they hastily
came out beside Archie to investigate matters for
themselves.

And when they gazed once, they, without a word,
dashed back into the tent, re-emerging almost imme-
diately bearing among them the entire arsenal of
the party, and Archie too, with a grim exclamation,
drew his heavy Colt from its holster and quietly
ranged himself alongside his companions, for the
sleigh had swung off the main trail and was heading
towards them, and by its side strode half a dozen or
more loudly jeering men, led by the redoubtable
Sheriff of unpleasant memory.

'• I reckon we could do wi' Broncho's gun in this
here scrimmage," murmured Kentucky Bill, break-
ing a tense silence.

"And Broncho ain't keepin' out o' sight, you can
bet purty solid on that," came a languid voice near
at hand. "I'm standin' by ye, boys, every time."

Nearer and nearer drew the advancing procession,
and now Soapy Sam's short squat figure loomed up
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plainly alongside the taller bulk of the Sher:ji , it

the moonlight gleamed on the face of another nan
whom Archie ''ad cause to remember, for it was
none other than Chilcoot Charlie who guided the
sleigh, and it was his voice that rasped most con-
tinuously on the still night air.

On they came, apparently in no wise concerned to
notice the stern little band that awaited them; but
when they were but a few yards off, Mac's terrible
gun swung to the horizontal, and his voice rang out
sharp and clear:

'Another step and I'll blow the lot o' you into
decimal fractions. Hands up, Soapy Sam I"
The sleigh stopped with a suddenness that drew

the dogs back on their haunches.
Soapy Sam stopped too, as did also Chilcoot

Charlie and those behind, who indeed appeared
considerably dismayed by the rude challenge.
The Sheriff alone continued his march for a few

short steps, so overcome with mirth that he did not
observe he was playing a solo part.

"You'd be a blamed sight safer back among your
friends, old man," warned Kentucky Bill coolly. "I
mean to make cold meat o' ye instanterl"
And the wordy fire-eater, looking hurriedly

around, choked in his throat the brave response
he would have uttered, and leapt back with start-
ling promptitude.

It was very evident that the visitors had not
reckoned on sucn summary treatment; probably
they had anticipated being received with meek sub-
missiveness, for otherwise it was strange they had
not been more aggressively prepared. True, they

hi
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had weapons in plenty, but they scarcely dared

risk drawing them now that the other side so

clearly held the drop.

The concourse of quasi miners who had brought

up the rear now seemed to take a very indifferent

interest in things; they even pretended to be im-

partial beholders of the unruly scene before them.

" It ain't no go, Sheriff," cried one, sidling gently

out of the line of fire. "You don't get any fun

out'n that crowd, I reckon."
" I think I suggested that you should elevate

your hands, my man," came Mac's voice again,

addressing Soapy, who stood motionless, gazing

with questioning glance towards his challenger.

" Rush 'em, boys, rush 'em I" roared the Sheriff.

"Sam, ye promised to stand by me I"

But Sam had by this time raised his arms.

"The fact is," said he mildly, "I only drew in

here to get a look at the boys that had bust you up,

an' I will admit I meant to sail in an' have a bit of

a scrap if they turned rusty ; but I'm a soft-hearted

chap, I am, an' anyways I've met three o' them

before, an'—well, they're friends of mine, they are.

Let up wi' the gun, pard," he continued, appealing

to Mac, " I didn't know you were one o' the crowd

that held up the Sheriff."

"You, you—white-livered " so the Sheriff

began, but he was interrupted promptly and fiercely.

" Fur them words I'll chaw you into strips "

" Hoi hoi ho!" chuckled Bill. " Do let 'em both

have a go. Mad It would be better'n a circus."

Again the crowd drew nearer; after all there was

a good deal of method in the Sheriff's taunt.
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Chilcoot Charlie drew his revolver hurriedly in the
brief interlude, but, before he could raise it, Archie
stepped forward, his own weapon on a level with
his old enemy's head.

•Stand aside," he cried sharply, "and drop that
revolver. I mean to have a look at your sleigh now
that you've brought it so near. Keep an eye on him,
Stewart."

'• I'll whistle the tap off his cocoa-nut in twa jiffs

if he moves," genially remarked that personage.
"Now, keep vera still, an' look pleasant, Chilcoot,
or you'll get your fotygraf took sort o' 5udden like."

The youth was -t long in making all the in-

spection he desired.

The Process was not there, that was certain. He
returned to Mac's side.

"They haven't got it," he said quietly. "Per-
haps we've been blaming him wrongly."
Mac seemed puzzled, and for one brief second his

attention was distracted and his weapon wavered,
but it was enough for Soapy; with a quick backward
spring he sheltered himself behind the sleigh.

The entire little drama had occupied scarcely over
a minute altogether, but to the principal actors
present the time seemed ages.

"Let him go, Mac," advised the Captain.
"You've humbled him enough."
By this time the Sheriff and his satellites had

melted into the shadows, only Soapy and his snar-
ling aide-de-camp remained.

"All right!" said Mac reluctantly, "but I'm not
just sure "

"Drive on your mule team, Soapy, iny .ran,"
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entreated Stewart. "I'll hae pleasure in squelching
you some ither time."

"Right ye are, pardi" retorted Soapy with appa-
rently unruffled temper. '« I hope ye don't mind my
dodgin' out o' range. I was gettin' mighty nervous,
I km tell you. Goodbye, boys I See you later."
There was a significance in his last words which

was not lost on the members of the little party.
Mac made a half-step forward, but just then

the dogs, obeying a sharp command from Chilcoot
Charlie, broke ahead, and the sleigh, careening
dangerously, dashed down the slope towards the
Klondike almost in the identical tracks made by the
King's team early in the afternoon; and when a
respectable distance had been placed between it and
the onlookers, a harsh voice floated back to them
above the swishing sound of the sleigh runners.
"We'll be even wi' ye for this afore long, an'

don't you forget it."

"I don't exactly know what to make o' things,"
muttered Mac, much perplexed. "Are you quite
sure, Archie, about the patent not bein' on the
sled?"

"It wasn't there," answered the lad with con-
viction. " There was nothing but stores and mining
tools on board."

" Maybe he hid the boxes somewhere," suggested
Stewart.

"But what good would that do him?" questioned
the Captain. "And plainly he did not expect to
see the owner of the contrivance here, and he had
no need to hide the concern from other people."
"All the same," persisted Mac, "Soapy stole the



The Coming of King James 237

Process, an' I mean sooner or later to know more
about it. I couldn't vera well shoot the man in
cold blood, and, for that part of it, I wouldn't have
any man's life on my conscience; but I'll see Archie
righted yet."

••I wonder whar the slippery skunk is goin'?"
growled Bill. "Blow me if he ain't streakin' up
the Klondike as if ole Harry was after him."
"You may take it from me, boys," languidly

murmured Broncho, "Soapy and his mate hev got
the hang o' Too-much-gold, an' ain't losin' any
time 'bout gettin' thar nuther."

" Didn't we hear of a Mongol village being some-
where up in the same direction?" reminded Archie.
" I think Soapy is going to join his yellow friends."
" I don't care 'bout your trusting yourselves along-

side such a measly crowd," persisted Broncho stub-
bornly. "Better wait here, boys. Take over my
pegs on Eldorado."

But they would not hear more. The die was
cast. For good or ill it had been decided to seek
out the Indian's secret treasure; nothing would now
deter them from this object.

" I'll not deny that things are beginning to look
a wee bit sanguinary, Stewart," confided Mac cheer-
fully, as all re-entered the tent, "but I feel better
after that bit o' a contre-temps "

"Now you've done it," wailed his associate,
"you've actually made use o' a bad word in my
hearin'. Think shame o' yersel', Mac, an' Archie
listenin' to you too. A maist unrighteous expression,
a maist sinfu' ap-pelation. What does it mean,
Mac, my vera dear frien'? I want to add it to my
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repertory. It would be a grand word to knock a
man doon wi'."

"You parboiled emblem o' innocence I" interrupted

the unwitting cause of the outburst, "go and study

your geometry book. I can't be expected to eluci-

date Hebrew language to you at your time o' life."

Whereat Stewart smiled with unwonted sweetness.

At last he felt he had triumphed.

"Vera weel, my man," said he calmly, "I'm an
ornithorhynchus paradoxus. I'll make nae mair
complaint. That's a Lonnie wee German word I

learned oot o' the joggraphy book."

Then there was an awed silence.



CHAPTER XI

The Finding of Too-much-gold

Creek

On the following morning the adventurous little band
were early astir making preparations for their pro-
jected journey to the creek of Too-much-gold. It
was true they had but meagre and uncertain details
regarding its whereabouts, and it was also true that
the expedition was one involving great risk, yet all
were enthusiastic and eager for the start. Little they
recked of danger once their resolve was made; not a
hint of the darker aspect of their mission was visible
on any of their faces. Mac superintended the loading
of the sleigh, Stewart, with wary judgment, calculat-
ing up and apportioning out the necessary stores for
a several weeks' sojourn away from their main sup-
plies, and the Captain and Bill carried the remainder
of their joint possessions into Broncho's hut whilst
that gentleman was still in the arms of Morpheus;
and, having nothing better to do, Archie busied him-
self making a set of small moccasins for Dave to wear
over his paws, thus showing remarkable foresight,
for the trail towards the mountains would be difficult
and severe. It was a novel idea, yet born of much
observation, and when Dave tested his snow-boots
in a preliminary canter he barked out his apprecia-
tion lustily.

8»
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Long before daybreak they were ready to start, and

then they waited impatiently on the laggard dawn;
only the tent was left unpacked, and this could be

done at the last moment, as had been their custom

heretofore. A heavy blackness enshrouded the land

until nearly eleven o'clock in the forenoon, and then

a dull grey light broke over the wastes of snow and

ice and showed up the cheerless prospect before

them. Dave welcomed the sun's tardy approach in

his usual vociferous fashion. Like the rest, he was
imbued with the spirit of the trail, which makes
movement an all-important feature of life for the time

being. And there was not much further delay.

"Stand by the guy ropes, lads," cried Mac, and

at once willing hands released the strain on the frozen

cords holding the tent in position, yet the canvas

structure did not slacken its tension or give way in

the slightest degree, for it was frozen fast as it stood,

with walls like sheet iron.

"There's been a wee bit o' a freeze last night

surely," grunted Stewart.

Archie looked at the thermometer, still hanging

on a tree near by.

Forty below zero, boys," he said brightly. *• We
are likely to have a tough time travelling to-day."

They forthwith proceeded to build several fires

around the tent, and soon the canvas roof drooped

and fell, and was promptly rolled up and packed on

the sleigh.

' Are you ready, lads?" cried Mac again.
'• Right!" they responded with one voice.

"Gee up, Davel" ordered Stewart, steadying the

sleigh with one hand so as to guide its downward
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course towards the river. But before they got a startaroncho made a final appeal.

m^r^dl^''
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wearyhidel" broke in Bill with a

laugh. "If I don't come back, I reckon you canswallow my share o' the grub, an' welcome."
All aboard for Too-much-gold I" shouted Archie.Dave barked and sprang ahead. The snow churnedup in fleecy clouds above the miscellaneous bagijaceon the sleigh, and with all hands checking the mimentum, the well-freighted snowship plun|ed down

the slope and launched forth on the Klondike's
icebound channel. Broncho watched it until it ap-
peared as a mere black speck in the distance, thenhe sighed shook his head sadly, and returned to
complete his interrupted slumbers.
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scudded along the lower reaches of the Klondike
with remarkable ease. There was now no need for
evenjone to lend their labou,^ at the same time,
so Mac and the Captain took alternate spells with
Stewart and Bill in aiding Dave. Archie, as usuLtmarked the trail ahead, seeking out the smoothes!
parts of the channel for the rest to follow, and in
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I !

242 The White Trail

around whose base the first of the Yukon treasure

was discovered, frowned down on them from its misty

heights as they rounded the great white curve and
headed eastward into the glimmering glacier-capped

spurs of the mighty Rockies. The brittle snowcrust

that covered the ice grew more and more retarding

as they proceeded; the light powder clung to the

runners like glue, and the sleigh soon began to emit

harsh jarring sounds under the strain of its unwilling

progress. Soon, too, the temperature of the air began
to alter in a most marked fashion. The thermometer

dropped rapidly until it registered fifty degrees below
zero, then a fine frost began to fall in soft, almost

invisible showers which covered the little procession

with a scintillating garb, and filled their ears and
nostrils. Icy appendages quickly formed at their

most prominent features, and a thin, cold film spread

itself over their cheeks; indeed their visages became
practically framed in icicles. Dave, too, suffered like

his human companions, and every few minutes he
would shake the glittering spangles from his glossy

body, and rub his head in the snow to clear his

vision. Archie, as he marched along, wondered
vaguely if this were the worst they would be called

upon to endure. His breath froze as it issued from

his mouth, and he had to wink vigorously at times

to prevent his eyelashes from freezing to his cheeks.

At one time he turned to address a remark to Mac,
when, to his surprise, he found he could not articu-

late a word. As for Stewart and Bill, for once they

were compelled to trudge along in silence, for their

mouths were sealed as if by iron bands.

They made good pace, notwithstanding the deter-

!
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rent features of the rising trail. Here and there they
caught a glimpse of the track made by King James's
sleigh, but more often it was the sharp imprint of
Soapy Sam's conveyance that met their eyes, for its
iron-shod runners had left their mark on even the
hardest of snow patches, where the light birch skids
of the royal equipage had made scarce an impres-
sion.

Another hour passed and they entered a long dark
gorge which led upwards at an alarming angle, the
icy channel being broken here and there by gigantic
rocks. The grandeur of this caflon was beyond de-
scription; its precipitous sides almost united over-
head, and great gleaming stalactites dripped from
each moisture-retaining crevice. Solid ice pillars,
many feet in thickness, and seemingly bearing up
the overhanging rocks, were numerous as trees in
a forest, and the only available passage twisted
and zigzagged around and between their glistening
trunks. The sky was now completely shut out, and
the adventurers forged ahead in a vague eerie shadow
reflected from the translucent pillars. Here and there
the roar of the flood echoed thunderously from clefts
in the ice, causing the glassy walls to quiver and
crackle

; then again would come the oppressive calm,
broken only by the dull rumble of the buried torrent
full fifty feet below. And ever and anon a glittering
mass would become dislodged from overhead and
fall, shivering into a thousand fragments on the
crystal floorway.

Slowly they progressed through the darksome
cavern; the impeding snowcrust was not now in
evidence, but the ascent was so steep that they could
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only with difficulty retain a footing with their moc-
casins. Dave at this stage did most of the pulling,
the pads on his active paws proving an unqualified
success. It seemed to Archie that they were travers-
ing a region well fitted to be the home of the hob-
goblins and demons. The walls on either side were
by this time over eighty feet in height, and absolutely
unscaleable, and a beautiful icy trelliswork stretched
right across the middle distance like a fantastic
spider's web. The thermometer, meanwhile, kept
falling degree by degree until the red spirit had dis-
appeared in the glass altogether, and the indicator
stood at sixty degrees below zero.

The icy appendages at their chins and eyes had
meanwhile grown exceedingly lengthy and ludicrous
to behold, and they broke them oflf gingerly, fearing
to do damage to their features.

"By the Great Mississippi," ejaculated Bill, forc-
ing his lips apart with considerable effort, "this
ain't just what you would call a picnic, is it?"

•' Have a look up, boys," said the Captain, open-
ing his mouth after much pantomimic performance.
' Isn't the roof beautiful?"

They carefully bent back their necks to examine
the sight that had aroused the Captain's admiration,
and when Archie had looked he turned and gazed
questioningly at Mac, and at the same time Mac's
eyes sought his in meaning apprehension. Then the
Captain, having worked his features slack, bellowed
out in fine style:

* I dreamt that I dwelt in marble halls "

"For any sake stop. Captain," said Mac in a
hushed whisper, gripping the singer's arm repres-
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s-VcIy. " You'll bring it down on us. We must be
under a glacier."

Even while he spoke the pillared and trellised roof
vibrated and crackled ominously, and they drew aside
to the walls of the canon hurriedly. There could
indeed be little doubt as to their position; one of
the glaciers which had formerly crowned a flanking
ridge had apparently slipped from its position and
bridged the caiion with its ponderous icy bulk. The
deep blue of the vast .'sld seemed to scintillate with
a hundred varying hues as they looked, and great
drops of moisture gathered and fell at every point in
its vapoury expanse. They had not noticed their
entry under this strange canopy, so insidiously had
the network of ice pillars, which had been with them
from the start, merged into the more solid covering
How long the mighty icefield had been in its present
position could be but a matter for conjecture, but,
judging from the freshly splintered ice boulders that
lay scattered around, its advent must have been quite
a recent occurrence. It was Archie who proved this
to be the case. While the others stood bewildered,
gazing on the impressive scene, his eyes located the
sharply defined tracks of Soapy Sam's sleigh, and
they led under and not around the obstructing frag-
ments. *

" Friend Soapy has had a narrow shave," remarked
the Captain slowly.

"And we're by no means safe yet ourselves,"
grunted Mac; *« but in case more o' the solid element
takes a thought to come down, we'd better push
along."

Oh, why did I leave my hame?" chanted Stewart.
((
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"This is nae place for a pair o' nervish innocents
like Mac an' me. Gee up, Dave, an' stop winkin' at

me this meenit."

Again the sleigh jerked forward, and this time it

required the united strength of the party to start it,

for during the brief halt the runners had frozen fast to
the ice. The light was at this stage so dim that they
could scarcely see a dozen yards in front, and they
trod cautiously, and with a considerable feeling of
uneasiness predominating in their minds. The ther-

mometer had registered its lowest limit, and remained
fast at sixty below zero. The spirit had frozen solid

!

For another five minutes they continued their hesi-

tating advance, then suddenly they emerged into the
open and with a cry of satisfaction looked once more
on the sky above and the hills around. But the light

of day was now little better than the gloom of the
caiion.

" We'll need to camp and wait for the moon, lads,"

said Mac. "Look out for a sheltered place with timber
handy, Archie, and we'll draw in and make a fire."

The valley here was broken by numberless gullies

which bore in their deep-cleft channels slowly moving
trains of ice that issued from the steep glacier-capped
peaks on either side; and where these tributaries

joined the main river great bridges of crystal frag-

ments barred the path. Over them the undismayed
pioneers forced a trail, strenuous and stubborn,
though the sharp, flintlike edges of the ice made
havoc with their clothing and penetrated their moc-
casins. Then at last they halted by a belt of rough
pine scrub and waited for the moon to guide their

further progress.

}
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"I guess that's the toughest trail I've ever struck,"
growled Bill, assisting Archie to build a fire. "I
don't reckon this here country is fit for a white man."

•• But then, think of Too-much-gold," said Archie
quizzically.

'•It's a lang, lang road that keeps on turning,"
chortled Stewart. ••Where there's a swill there's
a sway, as the poetry book says Ilo rah for Too-
much-goldl Noo, hurry up wi' tl at fir

crastinatin' sinners, or as sure's vjn r.' !iv ; i' |

an* tell ye a story."

It was nearly four hours lai i when t! ^ ' r.^, -ned
their journey by moonlight '1 1 • yj. .. buterly
cold, and mile after mile ol tho hi st. ' tl flanking ice
was traversed in compulsory silc; < •, an.' the stars
twinkled and shone brilliantly, and i,rea. .i.i^hes of
dazzling light shot at intervals acr - the tiembling
sky. The heavens were ablaze with a wonderful
glory, such as Archie had never before witnessed,
and mutely he admired the splendour of the sight as
he led the dogged night wanderers onwards and up-
wards, ever upwards towards the Klondike's unknown
source.

It was no longer possible to observe th • Indian's
trail, nor were the deeper markings of Soapy Sam's
sleigh anywhere visible. The entire space between
the river banks was as a sea of phosphorescent foam.
For full three hours they struggled along, keeping
up a half-ambling pace throughout, despite the diffi-

culties of the way, and by this time they were all

anxiously alert for signs of the Indian habitation.
To the north a thick wooded forest prevailed, sloping
back into the distance, but the southern horizon was
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Still barred by a serrated line of crystal eminences
whose lower altitudes only were feathered by a sparse
belt of spruce birch and pine.

•*I think we must have come about thirty miles,"
thought Archie. •' Surely we can't have much farther
to go."

Then Stewart, who was stumbling along by his
side, uttered an exclamation:
"I see the Injun camp. Hoorah! we're near the

Land o' Goshen noo."
He said something else as he clapped his hand

to his cheek and felt the damage that the splintering
ice had done thereto.

Archie opened his mouth to condole with the
sufferer, but, thinking better of it, he closed it again
without remark. Speech was costly without due pre-
paration. But he was infinitely pleased that Stewart
had not made a mistake.

The ruddy glare of a fire illuminated the tree-
tops on the left bank some distance ahead, and as
they rounded a bluff on the river's course a mis-
cellaneous arrangement of tepees and log-huts came
into view snuggling amid a clearing in the forest.
Without a word Archie branched off and led the
way directly across the intervening space towards
the great fire that blazed up in the centre of the
village. It was situated nearly half a mile north
of the Klondike, and the settlement might easily
have been passed unnoticed but for its arresting
signal.

The King, apparently, had expected his visitors,
and had taken due precaution to ensure their safe
arrival. It was too dark in the shadow of the timber
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to choose their steps farther, so the expedition hadno little trouble in negotiating the numerous impedi-
menta in their forest path. Fallen trees had to be
reckoned with and more than one ravine had to be
crossed, but at last the sleigh was pulled up within
the zone of the fire's illumination.

Several Indians were grouped around the lurid
flaming p.Ie. at intervals heaping fresh logs thereon,
and they evinced no surprise when the caravan came
lajxHiring up the slope and stopped abruptly in their

A few seconds later Dave was unharnessed, then
the weary members of the party crowded close to the
fire and thawed the rigid icicles from their faces.The fire feeders had meanwhile, with sundry grunts
of satisfaction, disappeared, but almost immediately
a large concourse of youthful squaws came forward,
and with many babbling cries of delight pressed
near to welcome the newcomers. They evinced a
particular interest in Archie, much to that youth's
confusion, stroking his face and hands with such

^y^!Il' ^??^Pf^'°" that Stewart incontinently ex-
ploded with laughter. He ceased his boisterous
merriment, however, when one or two of Archie's
admirers diverted their attention to him, and sub-
jected his lanky person to much critical inspection.Then one braver than the rest, stretched out a
timid hand and touched his nose, drawing back atonce with a shrill scream of amusement; whereupon

fh7T A
^'^ 'P^^^ ^"^ scathingly rebuked

the offending one for her forwardness and temerity.

«. 1
" r«r"°. ,

^^^''^ y^'^^^V' he admonished
sternly. " Weel I ken that I'm good lookin', but—

1
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Noo, ye mustna tickle my proboscis. Keep off,

I tell ye I I'm feelin' vera tender aboot that nose.

Mind I'll— I'll bite
"

Then he opened his cavernous jaws vith such
direful malevolence that his dusky tormentors fled

back in affright. Then it was Archie's turn to laugh,
and Mac, Bill, and the Captain joined in heartily.

In the midst of their hilarious indulgence King
James issued from a large and gorgeously orna-
mented tepee near by, and, with his tough old face

wreathed in smiles, hastened to bid his visitors

welcome.

••Glad is the heart of the King to see his pale-

face friends, and glad are his people," he said

quaintly, extending a hand to each in turn. But
he beamed most winningly on Stewart. •• Heap
good cook squaw," he murmured reminiscently.

And now Archie happened to glance around, and
to his exceeding surprise he noticed over a score of
stalwart warriors standing expectantly in the back-
ground. They had not been there before, and for

a moment the thought of treachery crossed the lad's

mind. But the chief was quick to assure him; he
had evidently observed Archie's glance of alarm.

•• Young brave with the eagle eyes," he said with
odd dignity, ••fear not the Throndiuck warriors.

Night and day they wait the coming of the yellow
men, but the friends of the King are welcome in

their eyes."

Feeling somewhat ashamed of his suspicions,

Archie drew back to confer with. Stewart and Bill

as to the best camping ground on which to erect

their tent, for they had no wish to throw themselves
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altogether on the hospitality of the Indians even for
one night, and, while these three were thus closely
engaged, Mac and the Captain talked long and
earnestly with the Indian chief. He told them that
Soapy Sam's sledge had passed up the river soon
after sunrise that morning, and he further intimated
that a band of what he was pleased to call the yellow
men had met Soapy and his companion some miles
beyond the village and accompanied them on their
journey eastward. This much his watchful warriors
had reported to him. It was not difficult to see that
the King had no love for Soapy Sam.

" White man Soapy enemy of the Indians," he said
simply. Cleariy they had known each other of old.
"But what about Too-much-gold?" questioned

Mac. "Does Soapy know where it is?"
The Indian shook his head craftily.

••Many times the cunning white man with the
lynx's face has asked King James to tell him the
Indians' secret," he remarked placidly, "but King
James will only show you, Mis'r Mac—only." Here
he gazed impressively at Ma-:. •• You—hold—tight
if yellow man come."

•'Ay, I think we'll hold tight enough," grunted Mac.
•Tm afraid we're in for trouble," muttered the

Captain. "It's plain enough the old chap knows
we'll have to fight for the blessed creek."

••Anything that's worth havin' is worth fightin'
for," said Mac oracularly. "Man, I mind the time
when I would have deariy liked a scrimmage, but
we've got to remember, Cs .ain, that the laddie must
aye be kept as far as possible out o' danger "

••I know, old man, I know," interjected the

"'.jfwmr>('i^£r:^m!avssm>i^ms!S-s--K'! ^rMmBt^mm^sgimssMi
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Captain hastily, "but at the same time I think
Archie will want to take his chances like the rest
o' us. Don't let him know you're worrying about
him, or he'll feel mighty bad, I can tell you "

" In the morning King Jam- - show you Too-
much-gold," broke in the Indian, who had been
growing impatient. "Heap big gold. Too-much-
gold an' Whar cook squaw?"
This last was a hasty and irrelevant query brought

about by the absence of Stewart, who had gone off
with Archie and Bill to erect the tent.

"Cook squaw come see you later," gliWy and
inaccurately said the Captain. "Come on, Mac,
I think we've earned a rest to-night. Good msht
King James!" * '

'•Gud nightl" responded the King. "Be sure
send cook squaw." And he gazed discoosolately
after the vanishing pair.

But though Stewart most emphatically refused to
gratify the Indian's urgent desire for his presence,
he was none the less tourfied by the implied compli-
ment conveyed in the messige.

'•I wunner if he thinks I keep puddens in my
pocket," grumbled he. Then a bright thought seized
him. "Archie," be said, "would ye mind takin'
over two or three o' them doughboys I made yester-
day, and give them to Jamie wi' my com|riiro«its.
Tell him—tell him I'm in-disposed."
And Archie went willingly.

Next morning, when the first grey streaks of dawn
were beginning to appear, the hastily erected tent
of King James's visitors came down with a rush,
and in a trice was packed on the waiting sleigh.

-y-'^'^m^.^?^Mf\:-ff^M
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•TlI go an' rush along old Leatherskin," saidStewart, when all was ready for a fresh start.
«

'l

hZ or\waT'
""" '^ '^^^P "^ -'^-^ ^- -

But in truth the Indian must have been prepared
for h.s tnp even before they were, for his graceful

caTfnd"""^ ^""^ '"^P'"^ "P ^° '^^'^ dismantledcamp and m h.s accustomed seat, well wrapped in

u^'J\!i"^ J^""^^ ^'' ^'°^'^Jy sucking at the pipewh .fe Ma. had given him, as if he hadien engaged
in the ^ne operation for some time.

" Urn !

" he grunted. " You ready?"
Without waiting for a response, he flicked his long

Te Tped.
''' '^^ °' ^'^ ^^^'^^ °^ ^^^ ^--' -d off

"Let her buzz, boys," yelled Bill, '«or we'll nevercatch up 'tween this an' Christmas."

ropls^""
"^" '^°'''" "^'^ ^"'' ^"PP^"& °"« of the

.hl'^w"" M*^^""
^^^^'^'" ^^^'•^d Stewart. «'A11aboard. Next stop Too-much-gold "

the^ofh
""''^

^J""^
^^''^'"^' S^^^^^ shouting, andthe others lending an occasional whoop of mutualencouragement, they shot after their royal guide aan uncommonly rapid rate. Down to the ma.nchanne they followed him, then eastward a^^ng theicy tra.1 they rushed, the frost showering in cfoudsof gl.ttermg spangles over their heads For over

Klond": .t ""L"^
^^' ^ ^^^^'^^^ -"-- -'on/ he

an! and ^\'''"l'
"^ ^" *^^ ^'^^^ ^' ^ slantingangle, and soon the white blistered ice of the riverfaded from v.ew, while the blue glassy ridges to^esouth loomed ominously near

i III
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"Surely he ain't goin' to take us over them ice-

bergs I" breathed Bill hoarsely.

"Steady, boys, steady 1" cried Mac; and then they

took a plunge into an awkward gully at a dangerous
angle, their sleigh balancing for a moment or two on
its runners as it wavered on the steep. They were
now running directly into a mountain pass, around
which enormous glaciers towered from many peaks.

And still the rapid pace was continued, while scarce

a word was spoken by the striving men; then they
found themselves slipping and skidding erratically

over the dull, glassy bed of a massive icefield strad-

dling a ridge immediately below the main ranges.

But their guide stopped short of attempting to scale

the great dividing chain, for which Archie for one
was profoundly thankful ; swerving farther to the left

he dashed down a deep descent, whereon lay strewn
huge blocks of detached ice and a glistening sea of

rubble shed from the great shining fields over-

head.

And lol the Klondike channel again appeared.
King James, with Indian astuteness, had taken a
short cut along the mountains, so as to avoid the

main river's winding track. Archie looked about him
eagerly, but he saw nothing to warrant any outburst

o( enthusiasm. Everything looked so cold and drear.

He began to wonder whether, after all, the Indian
treasure existed only in the old chiefs imagination.

Suddenly the King's sleigh drew up in the bed of

a deep gulch which traced directly from an over-

hanging glacier. A colder-looking spot could not
well have been imagined.

" It's aboot time ye had a blow, ye reckless auld
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ruffian," gapped Stewart. "D'ye think we're fleein'
machines ?

The King, with deliberate slowness, descended from
his perch and walked towards a part of the ice muchblown and shelved, where the gully took a sharp
bend m its course before entering on its straight
run down to the Klondike.

^

"Surely," said Mac, approaching, his face showing
his disappointment, "surely this isn't the creek you
meant, Jamie?" ^

The Indian's visage at once became wreathed in
smiles.

"Big gold here, Mis'r Mac," said he. "Too-
much-gold."

"For any sake dinna sin your soul any mairl"
interrupted Stewart solemnly. "It's the gold that

thinkin"
'^^ '•^^"bow we've been chasing, I'm

Much dejected, they all gathered in the bed of the
ambitiously named creek, and gazed at one another
disconsolately. The quest of Too-much-gold had
ended, but how differently from their hopes.

Still smiling, the King sought his seat among
the furs, and prepared to depart, evidently mightily
pleased with himself. / s /

"Too-much-gold," he grunted, settling himself in
position. "White man dig. He find big gold.
Too-much-gold- " ^

Apparently he had come to the limit of his vocabu-
lary in this direction, and without more ado hewhipped up his dogs and departed by the same
dangerous route as he had just come. Archie watchedmm until the sleigh, careering precariously, took the
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IZu^ ^?J'^'"^u
'° '^ P*'"' *"^ disappeared from

sight; then he endeavoured to comfort his com-
panions.

"Perhaps if we got the tent fixed," said he with
assumed cheerfulness, "we should feel better after a
bit. Things always look dismal at the start."
"Blow mel" cried Bill, "you've got more back-

bone than any o' us! Come on, Stewart, an' let us
rig up the happy home."
They departed forthwith to draw timber from the

scraggy brushwood fringing the stream, and, while
they were so engaged, Mac, Archie, and the Captain
proceeded to examine more closely the nature of the
presumed golden gully.

"After all," ventured Mac, after a minute's survey,
I shouldn t wonder if that big glacier had worndown quite a lot o' gold. Goodness knows what

sort o country is underneath it"

".f'^i^l
steepness of the channel that frightens

me, said the Captain. " Nothing much of an under
Stratum could possibly form in such a place. Why
the creek must be a raging torrent in the spring!
when the ice begins to melt"

"
^®!''

f^*' means we should have less work then,
doesn t it? suggested Archie; " and even if the under
stratum, as you call it, is not any diickness, still it may
be neariy all solid gold, for the lighter sands are
Dound to be washed away."

Archie's engineering nature had asserted itself.
Ihe theory of alluvial mining was already plain to
him. On a comparatively flat surface, traversed by
a more or less gentle current, the auriferous wash
would be deep, and probably only of moderate value,

m?^f'^
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and inversely, on the bed of a swift-flowing stream
but a minimum of the substance carried down by
the flood would be likely to find a resting place, and
this would of necessity be the heavier and naturally
the more precious matter.

In a very short space their camp was erected and
the stove glowing cheerfully therein ; then, when
they had thawed the icy sheathings of their faces,

and infused some warmth into their chilled bodies,
a more hopeful prospect of things presented itself to
their minds.

"Maybe the glacier rests on a cap of gold," said
Archie.

"Well, we can never hope to see it," returned
Mac; "but it is vera possible that we may find
some good specimens in the gully which have been
washed down."

" We'll soon know a' aboot it," declared Stewart
impressively; "and we'll go an' start work this vera
meenit."

Preparations were made for sinking a shaft straight-
way. The gully was, roughly, about fifty feet wide,
but its icy content had contracted to within one-half
of that distance, leaving a shelving margin of gravelly
snow on either side. They decided to start operations
on the western bank, and soon great fires were burn-
ing over the chosen side, and inch by inch the frozen
silt was excavated. Without the fires their picks
could make absolutely no impression on the flinty

sands, but after the burning embers of each blaze
were cleared away it was found that the ground was
rendered pliable for about a foot underneath. It

was slow work, this fighting against Nature's allied
(B949) j7
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daunti/*"'
^^^ '"^" '^^'^ undertook it were not easily

Now it was that Archie saw the wonderful strength
of Mac and Stewart come into play. Their pickaxesrang incessantly, and very quickly a round, jagged
pit was sunk, nearly five feet in depth. Then the
Captain and Bill showed their skill. Seasoned miners
they were too. and how they managed to accomplish
so much in so short a time was most mystifyir But
Archie also had his share of the labour; in fact, eachmember of the party did his utmost, whether it was
in felling and drawing logs for the thawing fire or
in wielding the shovel and pick. Slowly bSt surely
the shaft descended, seeking for bedrock, and before
the daylight failed it was sufficiently deep to make
the raising of the mullock no easy task

•'I'm thinkin' we'll need to put up a win'lass, Mac,"
said Stewart, as he relieved his compatriot, and tocJk
what was intended to be the last shift of the evening
"I scarcely think we'll have much farther to eo "

responded Mac. "Just try an' knock the bottom
out o the concern this time, and it will save us a
lot o trouble."

Stewart's lithe body swung itself out of sight im-
mediately, and at once the sound of his ponderous
blows rang out, showing that that worthy was doing

u?,?V!°
^^''^"^ ^^""'^ instructions to the letter.We II start and drive across into mid-channel

to-morrow, said Mac to A-chie. "We ought to
strike bottom vera soon now."

Bill and the Captain had gone off on a final timber-
hauling excursion, and these two were left alone to
anticipate the wants of the striving worker below

i;
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Thud, thud, thud, went the pickaxe, and the ice
trembled with the repeated strokes, and dull, heavy
echoes thundered along under the frozen mass. At
length there came a splintering crash, followed by
a hoarse bellow of mingled dismay and wonder from
the toiler in the depths. Stewart had surely bottomed
at last. With alacrity Mac sprang to the shaft mouth
and dropped down beside his companion. Then there
was silence, a silence so tense that Archie began to
wonder what had happened. It was now almost quite
dark

;
little more could be done that day. He mar-

velled what was keeping the doughty pair down in
the frozen depths. Again noisy reverberations shook
the crystal foundation on which he stood, but this
time the sounds appeared to originate far below and
in the middle of the channel. A few minutes passed,
then the vague echoes of much worthy discussion
rumbled up to his ears. At the same time the log-
cutters returned with their loads.

" Hallo, Archie," cried Bill; "what has become o'
the population?"

Before the youth could frame a reply, Stewart
popped his head into the gloom, and beckoned him
mysteriously. Wonderingly he sought the shaft
mouth and wriggled down between the flinty walls.
His surprise was great when he felt his feet seized
from below and guided sideways through a narrow
aperture leading from the bottom of the cavity
towards the centre of the stream. A second or so
later he was blinking in incredulous amazement at
a most wonderful spectacle. He stood in a veritable
Aladdin's cavern of beauty. A lighted stump of
candle stuck on the hard black floorway reflected
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on a crystal dome above, so that it sparkled and

gleamed with a hundred varying hues. A perfect

arc it formed, with curving walls sending out flashes

of fiery radiance, and ever shimmering with kaleido-

scopic splendour. High overhead the glittering roof

arose, and lo! as Archie looked, he could discern a

yet unfrozen fluid bubbling on through the heart of

the splendid mass, seething and sparkling, yet never

a sound he heard.

A cry of admiration burst from his lips. No

picture ever conjured, even by the authors of the

entrancing Arabian Nights, could have equalled in

gorgeous magnificence this weirdly beautiful icy

vault. The solid content of the Indian's creek had

contracted away from its original bed, creating in

truth a dazzling vision of beauty. For the space of

a minute the youth had no eyes for aught save the

marvellous scene, then with a start he recalled his

wandering fancy and took note of his two compan-

ions, who were seated unconcernedly on the ground

before him, and examining by the candle flame

several rusty-looking pebbles that were heaped beside

them.

Stewart broke the stillness.

" I tell ye they are ironstane, Mac," he said in a

tone of conviction. ''Hoo can ye no' be sociable

an' agree wi' my good judgment?"
" Because your judgment is vera much in error,

my man," grunted Mac with calm assurance, bal-

ancing one of the pebbles in his hand with elaborate

care. "An' if you want to know the reason for my

being so sure, I may say it all hinges on the question

o' specific gravity."
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"Ob, does it?" murmured Stewart; "I am veramuch enlightened. Knowledge is a gran' thing,
Mac; noo I mmd when I was up in the Arctic-Come
in Archie, come awa' in an' dinna stand shiverin' at
the door. I'm jist goin' to hae an argument on
metapheesical questions wi' Mac. Have a look at
them bitties o' iron while I heave ane or twa chunks
o wisdom at his head."

''You misguided gomeril, they're not iron," broke
in Mac with a strange laugh. -What do you say,
Archie? ^ -^'

With fingers that trembled in spite of himself the
lad picked up one of the muddy-looking pieces and
carefully poised it in his hand, even as Mac had done.
Ihen he examined its oddly-irregular surface keenly,
and tested it with his thumb nail, and Mac eyed him
curiously the while.

"The covering is an ironsand cement," he said in
a strained voice, ''but the kernel is ."

Here he held the subject of discussion over the
candle, and—the iron-brown sheath cracked, disin-
tegrated, and fell in a shower of fine dust particles
leaving a glimmering core of a rich yellow hue. '

"Gold !" howled Stewart, leaping to his feet in an
ecstasy of delight.

^^

"Ay, gold, you doubtin' Pharisee!" murmured Mac,
Archie s process made no mistake that time."
"An' you kent a' aboot it, ye-ye hippopotamus!"

complained Stewart feelingly.
"I wanted you to get an ocular demonstration o'

one o the great laws o' Nature," said Mac slowly;
namely, the law dealing with the expansion o'

metals.

I '
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He rose and made one stride over to Archie, who
was gazing with blurred eyes at the piece of metal
which the world prized so dearly.

•'And further," his voice rang out strongly, as he
laid a kindly hand on the young man's shoulder,
"I wanted our youngest partner to be the first to
see the virgin gold that means so much to him, so
little to us. Archie, my laddie, the gold which the
Indian promised is all around you. Too-much-gold
Creek may never. I hope, justify its tide with us;
the vera name u a reproach to the white man's
rapacity. But it gladdens me to know that, Process
or no Process, you will go home with all you desire
in the shape of wealth, wealth clean and unsullied,
costing no man's agony, no man's loss. Untainted
you will take it, laddie, an' may the good Lord bless
its use in your hands 1 My share is yours if need
be."

'An' mine," echoed Stewart simply.
Archie's eyes were moist as he convulsively

gripped the hands of his staunch comrades. Who
can blame him that his thoughts had in that brief
interval flown back to his patient mother, the striving
brother in the far-away homeland, and that his heart
was filled with unutterable emotion and gratitude?
"It should be the other way about," said he,

smiling faintly. "You should both get part of my
share."

"Ye tender innocent," chuckled Stewart; "d'ye
think Mac or me care for the stuff? Why, we
wouldna be able to live if we had naething mair to
chase after. Like the man in the joggraphy book,
oor occupation would have melted, skedaddled,

I
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vanished, leaving twa vera meeserable objects to
pine and dee."

" Whar in the howlin' blazes are ye hidin', boys?"
came Bill's familiar voice behind them. '« The
Captain is crowdin' down on top o' me, an' I'm
blowed if I can see whar you've got to."
But his feet at that moment found the aperture,

and with many involuntary exclamations of surprise
he shot into view and became quiescent on the
instant out of sheer amazement at the scene he
witnessed.

The Captain's unceremonious entry took place
within a short second or so later, and when both
had sufficiently recovered themselves their language
was vague and unintelligible.

"There's something here that'll mak' ye gasp,"
quoth Stewart, displaying the pile of earthy-looking
fragments he had collected.

"Huh!" snorted Bill; "you don't get me that
way; T ain't colour blind."
"How did you manage to tumble into this—

refrigerator?" asked the Captain, still staring about
him in bewilderment.

^^
"Just as you say, Cap'n," blandly returned Stewart.

•I tumbled in, feet first, same as you did. The
sand caved in a' of a sudden, an' of course I had to
go wi' it."

"We've hit bedrock on Too-much-gold, lads,"
said Mac, in a voice from which all feeling seemed
to have departed. "Watch the metamorphosis o'
the despised pieces o' rock which you see beside
us.

He repeated the test which Archie had made, with

i
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a like extraordinary result. The Captain was thunder-
struck.

•I want to whoop, boys," said he. "I wonder if

the roof would stand it."

•Well, I'm—I'm jiggered I" burst out Bill feebly,
clutching at the gleaming nugget as if he feared it

might prove a mirage and as speedily fade away.
" Is—is there more o' them?"

••Ay, man," grinned Stewart. "They're stickin'

up on the surface like—like apples in an orchard—
when—when they have been shook doon of course."
Each of the specimens obtained was submitted to

a similar process, and all passed from the fire yellow
and glowing. Then they made a brief survey of the
glassy tunnel, and here and there peeped a well-
waterworn fragment of the precious metal, though
scarcely distinguishable from the dull-brown bed on
which it lay.

'•This beats the days o' forty-nine, I reckon," mur-
mured Bill in awe.

••Let us give a cheer, boys," suggested the Cap-
tain. •'We don't every day run against a fortune
like this."

••Yes, a cheer for King James!" cried Archie with
enthusiasm. "King James and Too-much-gold !

"

"King James and Too-much-gold I " they shouted
in unison; "Hurrah I hurrah 1 hurrah!"
And the strange cavern echoed and re-echoed with

their tumultuous acclamation, and the crystal roof
trembled and gave back the refrain, so that it rolled
like thunder along the frostbound gorge.
"King James and Too - much - gold I Hurrah!

hurrah! hurrah I"

I
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For several days after their noted discovery they
continued their peaceful occupation of the Indian
Creek, diligently excavating the frozen gravel and
selecting therefrom the cunningly disguised treasure.
It was soon lound that the wash dirt was but a few
inches in thickness around the vicinity where the
shaft had penetrated, but this was of such wonderful
richness that in a short time quite a hoard of the
brownish-looking pebbles were obtained and care-
fully stored away. Of fine gold there was but little,

or rather it was not discernible amidst the coarser
nodules, and as water could not be available for
sluicing until the spring, no one troubled about its

probable presence.

Mac, however, was convinced that Too-much-gold
Creek's riches lay wholly in its visible supply; but as
that promised to be ample for all, there was no need
to worry about future contingencies.

It was on the fourth day after their arrival that it

was considered necessary to sink a second shaft to
tap the auriferous drifts some few yards farther up
stream. Their operations so far had been restricted
to the small area near to the point of entry. The
stifling nature of the atmosphere prevented them from
moving farther afield until another inlet was made to
allow of the free passage of air.

"The nearer the giacier the coarser the gold," said
Mac.

** But," reasoned Archie, "if we sunk down below
instead, and on the bend of the stream, we should be
more likely to get the accumulated wash which must
have been piling up for years and years."

"Kerect, young man," said Bill, "but we'd have

II
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ii^xfu
^""''^ " ""^'' summer » '

fully "
"' """'^ ^^ ^^^^'" P"' '" Stewart dole-

thJ?
^^^""^ *° "'^'" ^^'^ ^'•^hie thoughtfully -thatthe summer wouldn't helu us m„^»,

8""uiiy tnat

"You've hit it, laddie," agreed Mac "At notime in the v ar wiii ;* u^ •• .
''^^ "^^

great riches o' Tnll u
^?^'^'^ *° ^^'"'^ «"' the«rcdi ricnes o Too-much-go d. We mii«f «'o« * i

what Nature has display^ beforroureyes bu^Ithink that will be enough for all our ne^^ '^
ge,ieavetoworkitoutinpeace." *^

Finally they decided to put down the new <,l,=.f,

Itu ''""T
^"'^' "P ^'"'""'^'- and on the op^sfte

wok'trhe'":rried"'r T T« "^"^"^^^
acco™plish;eTo?th°e"; tS^: et?„ ^s^^fhad"

d '"^

;" t i:^:' '"rn-
='"•! --'"^Vthi^tltd^

knew s^weir '"'''°"'' """=" "^ ">is time they

4^nd"'a%K^-:rn,r ^ Visit, and was

saMi::x^f f4f:Jei;^
^^"^ ^--^ ^"o^'-

4o"frstwrrtTia^?^---,o.d.
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The Indian nodded, as if such matters were of
small moment; then his far. clouded, and he came
to the real purpose of his mi., ;ion.
-Yellow men want big gold," he said earnestly.
White squaw Soapy, he come look, no find trail

but see smoke. He come wi' yellow dogs soon."Much circuitous enquiry revealed the text of the
o^d chiefs trouble on their behalf. It appeared thatKing James had led them to the creek by the danger-
ous mountain route mainly for the object of prevent-ing the sleigh tracks from being easily followed, butnow he had discovered that some of the alien peoplewhom he disliked so cordially had actually been in
the vicinity for the last two days, and had apparently
been successful ,n locating the whereabouts of Too-
much-gold Creek. It was needless to ask how the
Indian had arrived at this knowledge. Doubtless his
warrior scouts, ever on the alert, had brought him
the disturbing information. His own personal fearm the matter, as Archie shrewdly guessed, was that
the enemy would not stop at taking possession ofthe creek but would most likely promptly raid theIndian village for supplies, as had evidently been
their custom in former years, even when the Thron-
diucks were camped on the shores of the Yukon.

You make ready," entreated the old man. "Build
nut, tent no good; make big fight."
"He seems so all-fired sure o'*the skunks comin'.

I reckon it would be a fair thing if we made preparal
tions," remarked Bill meaningly.
-Which we'll start and do first thing in the morn-

ing, agreed Mac. " King James hasn't deceived us
yet, and he means well."

UU
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He reached for his ponderous breechloader andinspected it si|,^nificantly. ' "°
••All the same," said the Captain gravely, "if weget besieged by two or three dozen o' the beJa^I don't exactly see how we can make much ofS'Their numbers would swamp us »

•• Hear, hear I" applauded Bill.
Archie said nothing. He could easily see the forceof the Captain's statement, yet his nature was not one

greSs^ndTl'"'"^ ^^^" '" ^^^ ^-e "f

be .L . .1; r
^ ''"^'^' '°°' '^^' '^^ Captain wouldbe about the last man to advocate such a policy whenIt came to be determined.

^
Next morning, instead of descending the shaft thevhad completed, they set to work to buifd a hut.

^

Suppose we place it on top o' the new shaft "

The idea was at once seized upon, and before thatday was over, the rude logged erection warfinTshedthe floor being composed of movable beams to permi

leTZT: ""^^^^--<^- Loopholes ^^re'madhere and there, commanding a view to every point ofthe compass though attack was likely to be madeonly from the Klondike.

c
'^ K? ^^^^ '.^^^'""^ ^'"^^^ "s time to finish the fob

"

Now, I think, we're ready to receive visitors."
Weary with their unwonted toil they retired early
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to rest, and soon all were fast asleep—ill except
Archie; and his mind was too much filU-d with con-
fl.ct,ng thoughts to let him succumb easily to the soft
influence. H.s active brain refused to be at peaceHe was not yet hardened into the wild life he was
leading. Near him slumbered Mac, undisturbed in
his dreams as he was in his waking hours.

Nothing seems to affect him," thought the ladwith an unconscious sigh.
Beside the still-glowing stove Stewart, recumbent,

betrayed his presence in most audible fashion, hwas plain enough that that valiant gentleman's
visions were in no wise perturbed by the threaten-
ing untoward events. In the far corner of the hut
Bill and the Captain lay, restful and calm.

himseir
'""""^'^ '^'^ ^" "'""P^" ^^'^ ^'^^'^ ^°

About midnight, Dave, who was reclining at his
feet, stirred, and gave vent to a warning murmur,deep and low, and before Archie could realize it hiscomrades were aroused and alert, with their weapons
ready gripped. ^

'Don't wake the laddie," whispered Mac. "I'llgo out and investigate. Dave never growls without
reason.

Archie was beside him in an instant, his Winchester
in nis hand.

•'Let me go!" he said anxiously.
Again Dave growled, this time long and hoarsely,

finishing up in a short, sharp, challenging bark, ashe leaped against the barricaded doorway
Mac pushed back the ponderous logs, and he andArchie stepped out into the moonlight. They caught
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a glimpse of two dark figures speeding down thegully away from the vacant shaft on the far bank

lp"J:t' ^"""^ ""^ ^ "^^ -- bounding^

,'.'

M*"^'''
*''°°' y°"' ''oggie," said he. .

sterniv-' "h,?fT' ^"°'u
'" '°'" ^^''^•" 'PO^^' Macsternly, -but I m much tempted to ask you to trya long shot after the miserable thieves. My Vu^wouldn't carry the distance " ^ ^

heYouldl«
*"^^--^!"« -^^d hi^ rifle, but before

dr^te^deadV'fube!"'
^'""^^ '°-P^"'°" "--"

"You would get your mark, my lad," said he-your nerves are too steady to allow yiu to m.ss
1 wouldn't have you shed first blood. Let them go"

Lt bSe'ts'"'
'""'""^^ ^""""^^ ""'" "-^"^ '"'o

They were up betimes in the morning, and hadbreakfast over before daylight; then they deliberatedon the.r best plan of action. Stewart was in

"
of the ordmaor work of mining being resumed with-
out more delay, but Mac and the Captain were ofopmjon that the forenoon should be given over towatching for the marauders who had given suchconclus.ye p^of of their presence in the WcinitJYou re makm' a lot oot o' a trifle," gruntedStewart^ " Do ye actually think a wheen ChfnamelW.I r.sk tacklin' us. They'll hae mair respect fortheir skms, I'm thinkin' " ^

A succession of barks from Dave drowned his flowof speech but he rushed outside with the rest, sUUtalking; then h,s voice failed him, and he gaeed ^pen
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Its the threatened invasion at la«;t » »,o -^
gnmly, gripping his rifle tighter.

' ^" ^'^
There was certainly considerable reason for .k •

runners, was n,a.,^rdeterkrp™;lT. "v^" o r'^"

why ,t moved at all. Apparently the BrnhH?
contrivance had been builf.f u '"^"^ST'an

alone; but that fact did not^rous't ""r'"^" i^^^
beholder.! Tk^

arouse the interest of the

cons^t:d it^Ztrvfoowr ^r^' ^^ ^^"°- -^al

cised to devise a 2f; ^""^ considerably exer-

Quickly%ht;"sdfyrnrob^^^^^^^ '^^ !,^—
they could decks to act Irin'',"",^

^''^^^^

jerk directly over the old sh.ft
^'''^ ^'^^ ^

thev realize fh.r.

J

^^' "'°"^^- Then didiiiey realize that the mammoth enclosed ^u;.rU

pulsion employed ^ '^ ' '""P" "«^« »' P™-

pig house into blazfs 1"
""^ y"" '''»»««<'

seem to Archie as if th^ .^' 7°"^" " did not

.0 such a p:l;de™us"s.™^r" '" ""'^'' ''^"^^«=

the bl^'cadt''
'"'"^ '"'^ ^'""^ "^ f"" behind
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Shoot an
.
be blowed to you ! You can't hurt thishyer domici e more'n a crowd o' muskitties; an' any-how we re law-abiding citizens, an' we claim this

property by the right o' possession, savvy?"
-Well, I'll be-kicked!" ejaculated Bill.
Ye see, boys," explained the speaker, who wasnone other than Soapy Sam, gaining confidenceenough to step out from behind the fortification,"weve heard that Major Walsh, the Governor, i^camped down at Big Salmon, and though that leetle

spot IS a fair-sized distance from Too-much-gold wewant to be right wi' the law in case o' accident!Were camped on the shaft, an' you ain't. We've
roped ,n an abandoned shaft; that's what we've done-an ,f ye shoot, we, as peaceable citizens, will be tearl
fully compelled to report you to the Major. He

he"don't " ^^^°°'' '^^' "'^ '^°°''"' ''°"^'

To say that the original holders of the creek wereastounded by this calm statement would be but mildly
expressive of the nature of their feelings. The coolaudacity of the man was too much for them, andthey gasped in amazement. Not wishing to risk afight, the invaders had nevertheless actually taken

gZhlT' ^^ '^" "'^'^ '^"^P^^ '''^''sL ima-

" And did you work this grand idea out all by
yourself?" asked Mac sarcastically. -Isn't thereanother grovelling hog in the conspiracy apart fromthe yellow scum " h " "um

"I've a mind to come out an' drill daylight intoyour carcass," snarled the familiar tones of Chilcoo^
Charlie from within.
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laugh. " You know best where you're safest 5'
Youd better git, like peaceable galoots," en-

treated Soapy Sam suavely. -I ain't goin' to
quarrel wi you over a question o' right, and forthat part you can't shift us if you try a month."

Look here, Soapy, my man," enjoined Stewart
persuasively, -you're a meeserable sort o' objectwi a gory reputation. I'm only a puir innocent
.gnorant o' a' the wiles o' this 'wicked w^d bu'so that we may avoid wholesale slaughter I'll sacri
fic^mysel' an' fight you for possession o' Too-much-

-No you don't, old man," interrupted Soapy
hurriedly, albeit a dangerous gleam appeared in

oh '^'; .\°" ^" ""' ^•" ^^^ ^ scrimmage some
other day," he continued cautiously. -Meantime
the caravan is goin' to anchor ex-actly whar it isan you can bet your life it's goin' to stay."

.i^"'Z^^''
nonplussed by the strange position of

affan-s Mac and his companions retired tentatively
back to their hut to hold further council together
and, immediately they had turned their backs, overa dozen yellow-skinned creatures, half-Indian, half-

rnH ^""r ^'" Wearance, swarmed out on the iceand made fast stout ropes from their stronghold tothe tree stumps on the bank. Before the pioneershad reached their door the odd edifice was moored
into position as if it had been in the same spot for

outw';. J\"'
^'^ ^°^Py ^"'"^ '^y ^"btle manLv e

outwitted the creek defenders.

'BOM)
ft



CHAPTER XII

The Village of the Dead
Long and earnestly the surprised and disappointed
five considered their anxious position without coming
to any satisfactory decision, and the day wore on anddrew to a close leaving them still puzzlingTver the

'

difficu ty. Meanwhile the usurpers of thf creek hadmade themselves very much at home, and their noisyrejo,c.ngs served all the more to irritate the men whohad been so ^raftily taken at a disadvantage.
Well, ..,v V' said the Captain suddenly duringhe evenmg, -,t appears to me that there are onlftwo things we can do in the matter, and, pe'sonaUv

I am reluctantly forced to favour tiie fi^t
''

^'

buppose you let us know what they are "
<;,.<r

gested Bill. '< I reckon we might screw up a heajmore intelligent interest in thel if we wefe in thedark secret."

"He means," said Mac, "that we can sit tightwhere we are and fight, or otherwise depart in pefceinto the mountains."
^ ^ ^^

"What?" bellowed Stewart indignantly. "Do I

"Sit down and thaw yoursel', my man. I wasonly guessing at the Captain's ideas, an' I certainlyagree w,th him that there are only two method o"^procedure open to us at this vera unfortunate time "
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tr,rl VT^'^' <=°™"r'-ed Stewart. "Are we

on his slip'p^' caL"!^" " '"" ' ^« -"^ "-''^

" What do you say, Archie?" the Captain asked.nterrup„ng Stewart's flow of eloquence
'

I don t hke the idea of submitting tamely to the<=^peop e stealmg our ground, but can^weTo anythin'to help ourselyes? Are we strong enough to out ,na fight with any chance of sucLs They are inpossession now; how can we dislodge ther^?"

di 1^" "f ™'':
t/"'"''"^ -<» -^ '"em to

lost on hi ' '"«S<'^'f<^ M^<^.- but the innuendo was

wa °o.tnr.h'" ;"'''k™""^''^'
"'«' ^' 'hat momenwas kB tmg the chambers of his revolvers.How about a counter attack?" enquired Arrh.V"If we could find the village where thele Mongohan;

Zw *! r ""f
" ""'' ' '"-^^""' which wouW

.hen *e mighTdeS°:ith"so^™"^' '" ""'''"' ''• ^^
his gang™ °''Py ^*'" ^n'' ""e rest of

"ul°lr:!
"' "^'.^''"S^' ^'•'^''.•e," said the CaptainIt might be a good plan to shifi the field of bltM:to the enemy's country."

"'*



' i

' I
i

(;:'

276 The White Trail

"Of course he did!" growled Bill. "Soapy Sam
knew this country years ago. He wasn't too well
pleased when the rush broke out, for with these half-
caste Chinamen, or Irkutzes, or whatever the beggars
call themselves, he could have run the biggest mining
concern in the gol'-dashed globe."
"Ah v.ell," commented the Captain, "he has

probably arranged some scheme for getting even
again

!
All the same, if we had known the Yukon

would be open from St. Michaels we might have
saved ourselves a journey that may yet become
historical. As for his getting the whip hand of this
outfit, that is a point which has yet to be settled.
Hullo! What's the matter? Who is outside?"

"Just what I was tellin' Stewart," said Mac quickly,
winking mysteriously at his comrades. "The laws
o' hydrostatics and dynamics, not to mention those of
the Medes and the Persians, or that o' gravitation, are
unalterable, and, accoHing to them, it is a physical
impossibility for these overhanging, glacier-capped
ridges to carry alluvial gold "

"What are ye bletherin' about now?" Stewart
broke in

;
but seeing Mac slipning outside, he quickly

resumed, as if in continuation ol his original remark.
"Ye ken, or should ken well enough, boys, that
whales and polar bears dinna flourish exceedingly
weel near the Equator. Noo, I mind when I was
up at the North Pole Ah! ye canna run awa'
this time, ye deevils "

"Sling out the yarn then," growled Kentucky Bill.We may as well squirm with it as with Mac's
story of the sea serpent." Bill stopped. He was
not accustomed to sustaining a conversation. But
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Stewart came to the rescue wi^Ii a grin of fiendish
joy.

"Weel, ye dinna ken anything about Mac's sea
serpent," he remarked, "but I can tell ye that that
North Pole was a tine piece o' work. It rose straight
oot o' the ice for an awfu' height, and at its top
was "

"The Stars and Stripes," said Bill, who was
nothing if not patriotic.

" Am I the man wha was there or you?" demanded
the veracious raconteur savagely, yet withal having
a twinkle in his eye which showed his anger was
assumed.

"I saw the blamed Pole when it was on show
down at Judge O'Malley's place in Kentucky, and
I'll go nap it had the Stars and Stripes tacked on
its bald head then."

"Don't quarrel, boys," the Captain intervened.
"I suppose it supported the Union Jack when you
saw it at home, Stewart?"
"No, the flag was frozen, and I couldna see

whether it bore a Chinese or an Auchtermuchty coat
o' arms. But I saw a tarn o' shanter sitting on the
top, and a bonnie wee polar bear was climbing up
to steal it, and when we cut it doon—the pole I

mean, we were needin' firewood at the time— we
saw it was only a cheap thing after all, for it had
a made-in-Germany trade mark. However it burned
weel and gave out such a heat that the ice was
melted for hundreds o' miles around, and the wee
whales came up and had swimming matches. Ye
micht no' believe it, but these whales soon got so
tame that they would come up and lick my hands

!!!
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when I whistled on them. Ane wee bonnie thin^used to wag its tail at me in a way I thouTht vemstrange until I discovered it was actuallyC;i"
aLIT '° "". '" '"^ '^'^e-^Phic langffge

I was a fi^
,"'"' ? '"'" '°"S '^"'^ '"^Mh". for

1 was a iiret-class telegraphist then, although vem,cht not th,nk so When the warm' weather cameon I often jumped on the back o' this whale and

Zl^-r';'°r bath, and one da^r^nd Tne
^fKrr^ ""^^" P^"^"^ '° P°"der over the events

Well, are you played out already? Whathappened that day?" ' "
" ^""^ °"« day," repeated Stewart ; " we "
A yell resounded outside the hut, and the mensprang to their feet and seized their ;eaponsAS I was saying," went on Stewart. havin<rsuddenly received another inspiration. Bu he gofno further; the door opened and Mac came tncarrymg a struggling bundle of ice-enc7usi dhuman.ty in his arms, which, when set down Mo«*e^fire, resolved itself into a weird-looking CW

Ml7°s^i'r '°If/"°"^'l ."^^ fo' *« night, Stewart."

couldn^ln^
""' P°°' misguided sinn;r

th.^ r/ *"^ "'°"- '" "« say, though, butthat had your imagination failed you, of Vour

The prisoner was certainly a strange type of man.
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He had some of the peculiar features of the Mon-
golian, yet did not seem to be one of that nomadic
people who had crossed into Alaska by way of the
Behring Strait.

Suddenly he spoke, and all at once recognized his
nationality.

" Me na come watchy you," the creature whined.
"Me vely hungly. Tink stlait white man givey
chhstian somt floul, ol beans, ol lice."
"The nigger is a Chinaman I" Stewart exclaimed.
"You bet, no half-caste 'bout me. Me belongy

Hong-Kong. Me Blitish, and me vely hungly."
"Well I'll be frozen wi' the sun I" ejaculated

Kentucky Bill; «'I knew Britain had a fairly wide
grip on this here world, but I'm blowed if ever I
knew she had swung her stakes round China."
"Here, you ugly sinner," spoke Stewart, handing

the man a dish of beans. " I didna ken that Soapy
starved his gang of cutthroats."

"The ugly sinner" took the beans and devoured
them greedily. Evidently he really was hungry.
He looked at Stewart when he had emptied the dish.
" Me likey Scotchy man," he said; "my wold I Me
wish Quong Talt was Scotchy. He tink it best
countly he evel see "

"What! you yellow-skinned barbarian!" roared
Mac; "would you take the name of Scotland into
your sinful mouth?"
"My wold. Me takey anyting in mouth now.

Me hungly "

"Look here," said the Captain abruptly; "where
did you come from just now? Are you a member
of Soapy Sam's gang or not?"
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'ikey bad men wif face iTke ml hT "*•"' ""* "°
come alonga white „?„ do vn" ivtr-blff h"' h?."
m.les and take away white boss'lioss L 1 "1
out aftel stealy evelytin^ me Tn Rv f^ '''*^'

upy Daw.onLt minell ^tSy^e ^,:at1T ^7
my wo.d, they ieady to hang'mrurwhfn"^"^;

rai :.';r ' aTiin^f
""4' "-^ "- -

and comfLThe e Buri'""'^
"""''• ^°" '>«'

ut^r .rAcoth^i£f --MeS
-.jy muVrXraC/nrhun^l^r'" '

--^^

" bufdonVS Tht
"''"' '" ^''" ^'""'^ Stewart,

last lot I gav^'le"If "v^ """"k'"'
^^ ^' "''^ '"^

wi- some slvdust first ^eans are J""^"^'
*" ^"^^''

up here to waste Tn a Ph-
""^ ^^P^-^i™

hasna-whaur-s L do^ Ha?''"'K^".'' """ ""^
dog?" ^' "^ onybody seen the

"And where is Arrh!o9»t _ • j
anxiously looking round ' He hi h

'^' '^'P'"'"

you brought in fhis felFow, Mac " ''" °"' ^'"<=^

an^'rd:g LrdisaT-r "^"'^ ^-^- ^-'-^

"Th,s is what comes of listening to people telling
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fairy tales," said Kentucky Bill, looking threaten-
ingly at Stewart. ••What with havin' to hear your
silly yarn, and then gettin' the Chinkie's thrown at us
we ve allowed the boy and the dog to fall into Soapy's
hands." ^^

Stewart did not answer. He drew his knife and
moved towards the door. " I'll squelch every heathen
among them if there's a hair o' his heid harmed," he
muttered savagely; and his looks at that moment gave
promise that he could certainly account for more than
one opponent.

The Captain and Bill clutched their rifles and
silently prepared to follow, when Mac broke out-
'•Have you all taken leave o' your senses?" he de-
manded; "do you think the laddie can't look after
himsel'? Supposing he had been collared by Soapy's
gang, and couldn't get a shot fired to let us know
the dog wouldn't hold his tongue "

"Mac," wailed Stewart, "yc ken as weel as me
that the laddie is valuable to that man o' iniquity
It's no like you to sit still an' argue when there's
ony chance o' him being in a fix."

"I'm comin', Stewart, I'm comin'," interrupted
Mac, seizing his blunderbuss; "but I've a question
to ask the Emperor o' China first. Look here, you
savvy me, you guileless chunk o' misery?"
"Me savvy you plenty good," the Celestial re-

sponded as the others left the hut. " Wha' you
wanty say?"

"What was the white man's joss like that your
half-caste brethren took away?"
"He plenty heavy. He live in box wif plenty

wires, and have Glasgo' sticky all ovel him. Me tly
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to stealy him, but him too heavy. Him velv ^oodJOSS Soapy fellows say " ^ ^°°°

" The good Lord be praised!" muttered Mac d,

watt .iv^.rimf^^""^ ''"^""^ «-' -' J-; <"

pcr;^tt;tra'^.i-i^^^^^^^^^^
S»py Sam's portable hut now rested. He overtc^kh.s comrades who were travelling cautiously^^
tnlfn "? *" °"'='"^"'^ °f 'he enemies' camp an"together the quartette steered to the oblong sh!^

XTnlenl^e^d ^M^^'^TlLt Tt^T
fhat^'^J: ::rwirThe^-Tdztzr^to wonder whence he came, a slight shirerin^%u,. advanced from .he 'shadows^^'of ' s::;;.f

fr3r^<LrH^-°-;-:,U.rr^';:

these'^slran^^' s"?^

''"'"'•' ""' ''"« '"""^ <"" "herethese strange Siberian people have their settlemenfand I thmk we should pay it a visit."
'""""""''

And we've found out where your stolen patent is,
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my laddie, and, with Providence remaining neutral.well have it before we're much older,"
"Let's get back to the stove at once, boys, or ournoses and ears will be frozen off," put in the Captain.Weve all come out without any protection."

I never thought of that," Archie said, -I've lost
all feeling in my fingers and toes already. But Ioverheard Soapy Sam and his satellites quarrelling,
and am sure there will be trouble between Chilcooi
Charlie and that big hulking Siberian leader soon.

3^M' " co"iplaining that Soapy hasn't pro-vided the cases of firewater he promised, and Chil-coo Charlie ,s urging him to make a raid on Dawson
to steal al the stores in the place. Soapy Sam didn'tseem to like their interfering with hi. business as the

S. . f T^;
*""' ^^ *^°"^^"'' b'^"y them in the

slightest, and I fear they will openly attack us at
daylight. Incidentally I learned that his Mongolian
followers have a village or sett nent near the head
of the Klondike River."

''And in that village we'll fi, ..alstons' P.tent,"
said Mac. - It was the white man's joss the China-man told us about. It is a big box with a lot of
wires inside, and, as the heathen noticed, still has theGlasgow to Liverpool labels o' the Caledonian Rail-way Company pasted all over it."

They had now reached their hut. The door was

^ILh r^ -^ T"' ^""^ '' ^P^^^'^y ^J'^^ed as they
gained the inside. ^

"Whaur is Hong-Kong?" bellowed Stewart next

h^^i^T' V!u'
^^^'^^"^ at o"ce remembered that they

K K ,4 ! "^""^^ '" ^^^" house, and realized thatne hid disappeared.
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" Poor beggar," said the Captain, "he'll die before
morningi The temperature is down to sixty below."
"He's got skeered, I guess," remarked Bill. "I

reckon he thought Stewart would tell us more about
his pet whales "

But Stewart now set up a howl of deep anguish.
Whaurs the beans I had ready for the mornin's

breakfast?" he cried.

"Puzzle, find the Chinaman," laughed the Ken-
tuckian.

••My man, it's nae laughin' matter, as ye'll find
oot when ye gang withoot yer breakfast to-morrow,"
reprimanded Stewart, "an' I'm as hung.y as if I
hadna had any beans for a week noo. The ungrate-
ful yellow effigy!"

^

u T
' u'^,^?"'^

sawdust, Stewart," the Captain advised;
1 think I heard you say it was very filling

"

••Ay, for dolls. Ah I I've got an idea. Here,
Dave, smell that plate, that's the scent of a China-
man Catch him, that's a good dogi He's got your
breakfc^st as well as ours."
Dave barked his readiness to undertake the pursuit

of the bean stealer, but Archie interfered. "Surely
you don't grudge the poor wretch a few beans,
Stevyart, ' he said reproachfully. " Even Soapy Sam
might not do that."

••Man, Stewart, you are gettin' sadly deficient in
foresight of late, an' I am really much troubled about
what s to become o' you," added Mac. " Do you not
see that if Quong Tart had waited, we should have
had to keep him, and it is not a handful o' beans that
would have done that. Besides, I can tell you, he
deserves a lot more than he has stolen, for he has put
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us on the track o' Archie's patent. It's in the village
o' the Mongolians."
"And we are starting for that spot at daylight,"

chimed in Kentucky Bill. ''We can hide the most
of our stores and travel light."

"By Jupiter, you're right that time, Bill I" agreed
the Captain. "We'll turn the tables on Soapy by
attacking him where he'll likely feel it most. And
won't it be rough on Samuel if he has merely carted
Ralston's Patent up here for our benefit?"
"Hurrah for the patent, then!" cried Kentucky

Bill. "Blow me if I don't call myself a patent
restorer when I get back to civilized parts again."

" You've missed a word, Bill," Mac laughed. " Is
it the restorer that's the patent, or the patent the
restorer?"

"It will be a patent hair restorer, I guess," re-
turned the American good-naturedly, ''if I have
first to take someone's scalp."

" I'll not quarrel with you. Bill," Mac replied. "All
the same, when it comes to taking scalps, I'll not
allow that any man is better than myself at that
work."

" Never mind that question just now, boys," the
Captain put in. "Let us hustle and get packed
up for a move. Soapy will think he has frightened
us off, but, by Jupiter! we'll get square with him yet."
"Shouldn't we go over and say goodbye to him?"

suggested Archie. "We can pretend that the shaft
he jumped was of no use to us, and wish him luck.
As a matter of fact the law—if there were any—
would be on his side if we tried to drive him ofif
by force."
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"We'll just be as peaceably inclined as he and
his scrapings of humanity are," murmured Stewart,
gazing lovingly at his shining knife blade, "but I

canna help the sinfu' idea growin' upon me that I

would like to meet Soapy, in a friendly sort o' way,
near a big hole in the ice; the population is needin'
thinnin' in this Klondike country."

'•Well, is it resolved that we play him at his own
game?" the Captain enquired; "and incidentally that
we visit the Mongolian village?"

" It is," answered Kentucky Bill. " Maybe there's
good gold up this gulch anyway, and I guess we can
rush Soapy easily if we want to when we get back
that patent gold extractor."

No more was said, and with a will the men set to
work to pack the smaller sleigh with the estimated re-
quirements for the journey. This was soon arranged,
and then the remaining provisions and utensils were
lowered through the floor into the shaft. Rough-
sawn boards were fitted into position ne.- : the mouth,
and when all was made secure the hard earth was
filled in and hammered and danced upon until no
one could have detected any difference between the
covered shaft and the rest of the floor, even had the
hut been burned down. Archie took careful measure-
ments of the exact spot where the shaft lay, and then
all lay down round the red-hot stove to sleep until
morning.

They were astir at eight o'clock, and, in the hours
of darkness which followed before the feeble sun sent
its rays down into the bleak gullies, the blankets
were added to the sleigh and a breakfast of beans
and bacon prepared, the gold they had already won
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Securely!
^''°'^^°""^ ^'^^'^ ^^'^ being packed away

Just at daylight, as they were about ready to startSoapy Sam strolled over from the other camp andlooked on interestedly at the final preparations.
Got a sudden call to see friends?" he grinnednodding h,s head towards the packed sleigh

'

No; we don't like the crowded life o' this placeand were going out for a picnic into the country.''Mac answered. - Would you like to come? Wecan guarantee plenty o' fishing and a good appetite."
I guess I m not taking on any just now, oldman. I m going to plunk in straight where we arecamped, and try to tickle the ground into giving upa few nuggets. I'm a peaceable sort o' ?uss,^and

if I could only get as much gold as might buy arailroad or two, I guess I would retire fS)m actie
business. They say this sort o' life is bad for thenerves and I shouldn't like to make a galoot pass inhis ticket with his beauty spoiled if I Led r someother part of his carcass."
"Ay, yeVe richt there, Soapy," chimed in Stewart.

knife the7"'M'"'"' " '?^=' ""' ' '''^^y' "^^ 'heknife then. Noo, isn't that a bonny bit o' stuff?Wouldn . „ be a rael pleasure to hae yo'ur ribs ti^kfed

unrf^r <; ^V"^^^'^
his long glittering steel bladeunder Soapy Sam's nose and smiled insinuatingly.

in Ws mLr',^ -^
'""'"' *' ''"' "°°'" he continuedin his most alluring tones. " Will ye no' come inand we'll lock the door, and hae a rael wee calling

picnic o' our ain?"
^«tiving

thlt^rrinlT^^cT'^^'^
'*''^'"'' °^ y^"'-^^^^ behindthat scalper. Soapy remarked coolly, but without
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moving. " Now, I'm a purty bad man, I guess
most people can tell you that, but just now I ain't

goin' to fight with anyone. Of course I always
kill my man. I guess no fellow can go round these

parts saying Soapy Sam didn't make a lasting job
of his carcass."

" I guess you're like that white-livered Sheriff that

the tenderfeet put up to boss things," Bill broke in.

** I wouldn't mind going nap that if you and me met
where there war' no greasy Mongolians to help you,
it wouldn't be my ghost that would hang round the

place after."

Soapy's eyes glittered. Well he knew an attempt
was being made to force a quarrel upon him, which,
by the unwritten law of the wild, he would have to

fight alone. "As I re-marked afore, I ain't crawlin'

round looking for trouble," he said slowly, and evi-

dently restraining his temper, ''and I don't want to

fight no man unless he gives too much cheek."
• Will cheek mak' ye fight. Soapy?" asked Stewart.

"Because, if it will, just tak' it for granted that I've

called ye everything frae a piebald nigger to a half-

caste gorilla, and that I've given it as my maist

solemn opinion that the only claim you have to

being an American is based on the fact that you
were born in ane o' her State prisons. Mac thought
ye micht possibly be a cross between a Polish Jew
and a Hottentot, but I'm thinkin' that to believe ye that

wad be an awfu' insult to these vera respectable folk."

"The man will not fight, Stewart, and you needn't

waste wind on him when you'll need it all pulling the

sleigh," interrupted Mac. "Come on, lads, let's get

started."
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"Goodbye for the present, Soapy!" the Captain
sang out; "we'll be back soon."

" And I'll fecht ye wi' one hand, ye slithery, sloppy,
soapy skunk!" bellowed Stewart in a last attempt to
draw the man.
For a moment it looked as if he had succeeded.

Soapy 's hand moved quickly to his belt, but Bill
saw his game and forestalled him.
"A fair fight. Soapy," he said, "or say you have

no appetite for it. Any of us will take ye on any
time, and under any circus rules."

" I've first claim. Bill," reminded Stewart.
"Then by the howling terrors I'll claw ye into saw-

dust the next time we meet!" roared Soapy.
"Say goodbye, lads," grunted Stewart. "We'll

never see Soapy again."
"You needn't burn our hut, Soapy, although

we re not the best of neighbours," said the Captain
as the quartette and the dog harnessed themselves.

If you do you will only be marking up trouble for
yourself, for you may take it from me, as a man
who doesn't talk for talking's sake, that I will call
you to account for it when next we meet. I may
mention the fact, too, that the North-West Police
are on the trail to Dawson now, and I expect they'll
make thmgs a bit hot for you."
"I won't burn the hut. Captain," rejoined Soapy

cheerfully, "but I can't answer for my boys, and
anyway I don't care a cent for all the North-West
Po ice that will ever get up here. I guess my fellows
will eat them if they don't get rations pretty slick."
"Go back to your yellowskins and get some

um^ ^^^"' ""^ "^^"'" ^'^^'^^^ Mac, as they
19
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moved ofr. "And I hope you'll get rewarded for
your labours in our shaft in fair proportion to the
energy you expend. All the same, I should advise
you to take out an insurance policy if there's any
company will accept the risk between here and the
.South Pole."

Soapy did not answer. He was experiencing anew sensation, and it was not altogether pleasant.
Never before had men dared to talk to him in such
a slighting strain. When his taunters swung round
into the Klondike's broad iceway, however, he felt
safer, and then the air became filled with the choicest
curses in vogu on the Pacific slope.
But no one minded. As a matter of fact they were

only heard by his own people, and caused Chilcoot
Charlie, as he uncoiled himself from his blanket to
wonder if Soapy had been frostbitten.
The sleigh travelled smoothly, and, led by Archiewho once more marked out the trail, the party made

good headway towards the glacier-crested range in
which the Klondike River was supposed to have
Its source. The country was much the same as
that with which they had become so familiar during
the long journey down the Yukon, and their course
was only interrupted by the ice-jam which marked
the confluences of the smaller gullies, chiefly on the
south side, with the main river.

When the sun neared the end of its short journey
they had reached the base of the closing-in spurs,
and drawing off into the sombre pine forest they
hurriedly prepared a camp, and Stewart set about
the special work for which he was, more or less,
justly famous.
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"An* what for should he no'?" asked Stewart, who
had been lost in the profundity of his thoughts for
some time. "Hasna Archie telt us that nae man
who hadna a vera advanced scientific knowledge
could work the patent? I'm thinkin' freend Soapy
kens mair aboot things honest men are ignorant of
than chemistry and electricity. He's found the thing
is nae use to him, an' he rushed us wi' the intention
o' next stealing the inventor."
"I hardly think he jumped our shaft for any

other reason than to obtain a piece of valuable
ground," laughed Archie. -'From what we know
of the methods which obtain among a certain section
of claim holders, mining is not their forte. Doubt-
less he and his gang v/ill just sit tight until the
place booms in spring, when they will sell out to
the highest bidders. What he stole Ralstons' model
for I don't know, unless that, being an ignorant
man, and knowing of the rich gold deposits up here,
he thought, from the garbled accounts of the in-
vention given in the American Press, that it would
do the work of extracting the gold itself, and need
neither labour to work it nor attention."
"Well, laddie, he'll not sit vera long on our

ground," Mac observed quietly. "I'm thinkin' I

know how to shift him when we reckon the time has
come for his ejection. But it is that wonderful box
of wires an' mysteries we want in the meantime,
an' so long as Soapy camps over that shaft of ours,
and keeps his unwashed half-castes around him, we'll
be the better able to explore this city of glaciers,
gold, and ungodliness, an' if the white man's joss
is there we'll find it."
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*• If the worst comes to the worst we may be able
to get some help from King James," the Captain
said. «' And I suppose we might even enlist Broncho
Jim and some of the Dawson men. They would
all roll up for a fight against Soapy and his Asiatic
crew."

" Man, I like to hear your voice, Captain," Stewart
said insinuatingly. «*If ye would just keep on tin-
tmabulatin* that tongue o' yours for a wee I would be
sleepin', an', wha kens, maybe dreamin' I was sittin*
doon to a richt gorgeous banquet, wi' Soapy Sam
attendin' as a waiter "

"What was wrong with the supper you had to-
night already, you gormandizing sinner?" asked Mac
with a show of indignation. "Can you not ta^e an
example from the dog there an' live on the fine fresh
air you're gettin' for nothing?"
"Mac, I am vera much grieved to hear you dwell

on the natural cravin's o' my healthy appetite. Many
a puir millionaire throughout this weary world would
l3e glad to hae my hunger, forbye my belt has been
in to its last hole this many a day. Hooever, sleep
is guid for a man wi' a vacuum in his stomach. It's
a fine thing sleep, and it's a guid thing it's naebody's
patent. Guid nichtl"

Stewart rolled himself in his blanket, and in a few
seconds was doubtless enjoying a dreamland feast
in which the beans were not counted, nor the bacon
issued sparingly.

And soon the whole camp followed his ex-
ample, and the howling of the coyotes and other
starving creatures sounded in their ears as sweet
music. The stars of the north climbed through the

:l
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great dome, and the northern streamers shed a weird
light over the white-spangled pines. In time an
intense darkness succeeded, then faint streaks ofght appeared to shoot athwart the glacier crests in
the south. Dave rose, shook himself, and barked out
his good morning, and as one man the entire occu-
pants of the tent sat up. Another day had begun.

Breakfast was over before the sun had made its
appearance, and soon after the sleigh was on themove again, this time heading laboriously up the
mountain side. Early in the afternoon a gorge
leading into the heart of the mountains was
reached, and, noting the fact that timber had been

1 T?, u^^ !^^ ^"^'^"^^ ""^^'-"^^y' the party con-
eluded that they had struck the road into the city
of the Mongolians and at once swung into the dark
icicle-portalled ravine.

-Go slowly lads," Mac cried, as they passed be-ween the glistening walls and felt the intense coldhrown off from the sides chill them to the heart.
I dont like the look o' this caiion; it hasn't a

glacier floor."

"That is because the snow which has drifted in
here has covered it," the Captain answered.
"Ay, we know that," persisted Mac; "but drifting

snow IS treacherous, and—Hullo I"
The Captain had just proved Mac's words to be

not without reason. He had disappeared in the
frosted yet soft snow, and only a sudden halt
prevented all from being likewise precipitated into
the depths. With blanched faces they lay flat and
crawled forward to their comrade's assistance. He
had broken through the frozen casing, and only his
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grip of the sleigh ropes had saved him from sinking
farther than could be determined, for not even in
the short summer could that canon lose its deposit
of snow accumulated through years of piled-up
driftings.

•Don't struggle so much," Mac roared. "And
hold on to the rope."

Whether his words were heard or not, no suitable
reply was given, and Stewart was greatly grieved
to find that even ihe usually quiet and smooth-tem-
pered Captain had a method of expressing his
feelings more terse than sensible. He was eventually
hauled out, however, and after some investigations,
in which Mac discovered that the snow was hard
on the left side of the gorge, the journey was re-
sumed.

A few miles were passed rapidly and then sud-
ienly the walls of the gully widened out and the
party found themselves in a cup-shaped depression,
evidently the crater of an extinct volcano. Above
them and before them, except for a break on the
opposite side similiar in appearance to the gorge
they had just traversed, the great white Llopes swept
upwards. They stood for a moment, fearing to ven-
ture out unon the lake of snow which formed the
false floor of the hollow, then Archie gave a cry of
surprise: "Look!" he exclaimed; "I see houses
over on the far side. Surely this cannot be where
the Mongolians live?"

"By Jupiter, you're right!" the Captain said.
" They are built upon the slope too. Let us work
our way round to them."

•' I smell something for eating," chortled Stewart;



296 The White Trail

I II

I

{'I i

:ti,

'•I dreamt last night we were to get a repast fit forkings in a place just like this."
-Dream again then, Stewart, and tell us how

to get across, said Mac. -I have little doubt we'll
find some dried caribou or salmon inside the houses-

fumntn""^ f
' °^"^"~'f ^hey are Mongolians-'

iZur. T' ^^'"^ """ """^ ^^^« """« compunction
about taking a temporary loan o' their place."

n.i^tl r ^'uf
°"'' ^'^"^^^^ ^^^'^ °"'- moccasins wemight be able to cross that snow safely," Archie

suggested. ..They should act as welWs snow!

"Man, you are a born inventor, Archie," said Macadmiringly; -you've struck the vera idea
"

bear their weight the snow seemed easily able tocariy them, and very soon the> had launched outon the white expanse.
" There is something about this place I don't like

»

Tor'n^-rr*^'^ ^"'^ ^^ they Lred th" q't^twooden buildings on the far side. "It seems tome like a playground for spooks."

,

"Man, dinna mak' me lose ma appetite," Stewartimplored
; -a feed o' caribou is a thing I w^dnShough a' the ghosts that ever lived^ were dancSn'roond me. Come on, MacdufF-I mean Bill,-and

starved be he who first cries 'Caribou enough'."

oZl'T ^'°^' '"'° ^ ^""' ^"^ ^' once trippedover the towing ropes.

he'lfurnhfy" ^^Z
o^angr-outang," growled Mac, as

hLt-1 ^'^S'
^/"'' ">^°" ^"'t lie here; you're

blockin' the traffic."
^

"Are you hurt, Stewart?" Archie enquired sym-
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pathetically, assisting the hungry one to struggle to
a perpendicular position.

''Ay, I'm hurt, laddie," came the answer, in
dolorous tones, which caused the rest of the party to
laugh unfeelingly. "I'm hurt, but no bodily. It's
waur than that; I'm hurt in my heart to think that
that cold-hearted Pharisee, whom I hae nurtured wi*
so much care for so lang-I refer to the misguided
backslider ca'ed Mac, whom I forgive-should mak'
a fool o himself by spiling ma beautiful quotation
trae Shakespeare. Of course he never heard o' him
an •"

'• Get a move on, Stewart," cried Bill. " It will be
as dark as a Scotch joke in five minutes."
"An' there's caribou hanging up waitin' for us

in these funny houses," added Mac artfully. "And
we all know that there's not a man between here an'
Magellan Strait who can cook dried caribou like
Stewart."

With a bound the sleigh moves forward. All
were already in fancy sitting down to a feast the
like of which had not come their way for many
days. Just as darkness enveloped the snow-covered
land in impenetrable folds, the opposite side was
reached, and the sleigh pulled up towards the
houses, which seemed to be built upon a ledge
some distance up the slope. There was no sign
of life anywhere

; all was silent and still, and not
even the barking of a dog greeted their advance.

How about timber for a fire?" asked Archie.
1 don t see any about here."
" There seems to be plenty down that gully lead-

ing away from this place," the Captain said. "But
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I can't make out what we've struck at all. This
place looks like a city of the dead."

•• I have an unfailing instinct that tells me there's
something guid for eatin' in that hoose there,"
chimed in Stewart, "and whether oor freends the
Mongolians are asleep, or deid, or down wi' Soapy
Sam on Too-much-gold Creek, we're goin' to sample
it. I think caribou, especially dried, is the one
thing I would like to be a glutton on."

The party stopped in front of the house Stewart's
instinct had led them to, and by the aid of a few
matches they surveyed it. It was a large log hut,
much superior in build to any they had yet seen in
the country, and even in the flickering matchlight
they could see there were some crude ornamentations
surmounting the roof.

•' Be careful, boys," whispered the Captain. "This
must be the chiefs house. The people of these
parts go to sleep early during the winter, and, if we
make a noise, we may have a mob of indignant
natives around us before we know where we are."
"I think I can make out a lot of poles behind

this house," Archie said. "They seem to be orna-
mented too."

"A hungry man kens nae law," grunted Stewart.
"Where's the door?"
"Here," answered the Captain; "but it is built

of timber we can't burst through, and is barred
correspondingly."

"Then where's the window?" continued Stewart.
" Caribou calls, and I must go."
But Mac had already examined the barred spaces

which served as windows. " Here is one of them,

; I
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Stewart," he said; «'but it looks as if it had been
built to keep out a GKioC-o^v thief, so I'm thinking
our feast will have t- be posipo ed. We'll maybe
be able to barter wit . the nativ i for something to
eat in the morning."
"We'll tak' it now," growled Stewart "Come,

Bill, lend a hand. I'll eat all the ghosts we see."
••But this is housebreaking," said Archie.

••Shouldn't we first try to rouse the inhabitants?"
••We'll go round and see if that is possible,

Archie," the Captain proposed. •' These three bur-
glars have got as much work in hand as will keep
them engaged until we return."
And the Captain was right. In half an hour

Archie and he returned and found Mac, Bill, and
Stewart still engaged in their nefarious work.
••We've struck a deserted village," the Captain

announced, '«so you may take things easier. We
can leave flour in exchange for anything we take."

•'After I'm done eatin' there'll no be much left
here I'm thinkin'," Stewart muttered. "Come on,
lads, all together I"

Every man in the party was now intent on gaining
an entrance to the well-barricaded house, but Dave
did not display the enthusiasm which the prospect
of a good meal might have justified.

Finally Mac levered off the window bars with a
steel rod they carried for mining purposes, and with
a chuckle of delight Stewart climbed through the
aperture made and dropped inside.
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CHAPTER XIII

Prisoners

For a minute Stewart was silent. He had lit a
match and was looking round the apartment into
which he had broken. But it was very cold outside,
and the men were hungry.
"Hurry up, Stewart!" admonished Bill. "Don't

waste the night huntin' for a lookin '-glass
; ye'll

only crack it. Pass out the caribou."
Still the burglar was silent, and, knowing his

nature well, Mac became suspicious. "Stewart I"

he cried, pushing himself through the window space;
"you're surely not feeding yourself before attending
to the crying necessities o' your comrades?"

Stewart held up his match and looked at Mac
strangely. '«Oh, is it you, Mac?" he said with
childlike innocence. " Man, I was just thinkin' what
a fine place this wad be for an hotel. Living wadna
cost much, an' look at the quiet an' peacefu "

"You red-headed missin' link. What game are
you trying to play? If I come in I'll give you all
you want o' a quiet life; and your comrades out here
in the cold waitin' for some caribou "

"Just come right in, Mac; come right in. But
watch ye don't stick in the hole, an' mind the step
that isna here. Wait an' I'll help ye; ye're no' so
young as ye once were, ye ken, Mac."

800
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Mac was already halfway through the entrance; but
when he heard how anxious Stewart was for his
company, and how tenderly solicitous he was for
his welfare, he paused suspiciously.
"You concentrated essence of superfluity," he bel-

lowed, "I'm asking you what idiotic caper your
intellect is struggling with now. Tell me and I'll

let in some luminosity "

I' I was thinkin' what a fine fellow ye are, Mac,
an' I'm overflowin' wi' genuine admiration at the
magneeficent spectacle ye mak' stuck in a hole in
a wooden window, an' filled wi' gratitude that Provi-
dence hasna made my dimension round the equator
as extraordinary as yours. But come in, ye'll catch
cold

;
an' this is the vera place for an esoteric escha-

tologist like you."
Mac began to wriggle back to the outer world, but,

seeing this, Stewart dropped his match, and, seizing
his comrade by the shoulders, pulled him, despite his
struggles, into the room.
"Now, Mac," he said, "ye've got matches o' your

ain, an' may your ruminations be philosophical if

they canna be logical."

"Stewart, my man," cried Mac, "come back! I

don't like the smell in this place. Come back an'
help me out!"

"There's an auld proverb, Mac, that comes very
forcibly to my mind just now," replied Stewart from
the outside of the aperture, which was much higher
to reach from the inside than from where he now
stood. "It's about a fox that got his tail cut off.

Now, he was a fox that thought a lot o' himself, an'
what worried him mair than the loss o' his tail,
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which was in the road anyway, was the thought that
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gold Creek, if .here's more g™b here than you can

"Say no more, Bill," groaned Mac. "What is

fetch the Captam ,n. We'll need his goi j„dg-

" I'm coming, Mac," cried that individual- "and

J:\T;' """' '"" '^^ ^"' «ff«' dried caribou..n th.s temperature; this cellar place is a naturalrefngeratmg chamber." He followed BUI ineotS

"jTtt^t' "^'l''^ '""^''-' '" looked ':„*
Just then Stewart's voice was heard outside and

In" ,h "h
' "

'^'f'-
"^°' "o- Archie, you an' me

To down ,f '"
°"l'

^°""^ ^"d' Locent^o
fwa' doon^hTH-""^"!

*''" S'^^y "en. Comeawa doon the High Street a bit so that we'll no'

t:: wJrkinT'"''^"^'
'" "' «'^ ^^ ^ '««- >'°e

tte" oTllle-^evirs-:- ilCate^r^^'""'^

£tre;i„Ts::?er— -s^^^think your lechir*» ic o k:* •
.

"^^'ues, i

I confess ;h,t I L ' "lappropriate just now.

for me?f I t„
''' '" "'°"' •"»" ""gh' "« goodlor me it 1 got an opportunity."

"Would you eat a mummy, laddie? For if n^'

iT "™;,'"' '" "=" y' "^^ - go geous blnquelI once made oot o' a pair o' old bcStslhen wrecTedon an .ceberg on the other side o' the North Pole "
The voices became indistinct, and the men in th.

l2Z:TntT r^'n""?"
'^' appa;n7fo"st a.

An T . Z P]""''" *^y '""^ about to obtain

!lij
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(( There's a mighty pecuh'ar smell about this she-

bang," Kentucky Bill remarked. "Caribou has no
call to smell like this." He struck another light
and looked around. "I don't see any caribou," he
continued.

"Nor I," said Mac. "I think we'd better get
out o' here "

••But what's that on these shelves?" asked the
Captain. <« It is something we might "

'•Hold your tongue, man, hold your tongue,"
implored Mac. '•Look closer."

••Why, Mac, what is the matter with you?" asked
the Captain. "You look as if you had lost all hope
of ever getting a meal. Hullo I There's Bill's match
out. Strike another. Bill; I haven't got any."
"Somehow I feel mighty creepy in this here

saloon," Bill muttered, lighting another match, and
moving towards the tier of shelves which the Captain
had indicated. " I guess I'll carry my shooter in my
fist. Howling blizzards! What's that?"

Bill's match had suddenly gone out, and he was
staring at a something on one of the shelves which
glittered phosphorescently. He took a step closer.
••It's a man's skeleton, and it's livin'," he yelled.
"Come on, boys, we've got our call." He leaped
at the aperture leading to the outer world as he
spoke, and, feeling powerless to move, the Captain
and Mac looked at each other.

At length the Captain laughed strangely. "It's
no use, Mac," he said. "I don't mind taking even
chances with the living, but when it comes to stand-
ing up against that—that sort of animated thing
over there, I'm off."
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moment he came bounding throuo^Ithr ^
"I've iu«!f hAor^ i^ . , P ^"rougn the window.

w:; £5 -Sir's »tr
" Look over there," the Captain muttered " Yo„

dispute, after having lain there forfh / ^'^^^^^'-y

'« Av ao' ^ ,1 ^ ,.
*°^ ^ hundred years?"

ken.lh-
"^ ^^^'^""^ '*'" '•^^"'•"ed Stewart -

1

kent this was a totem hoose whenever I got inside

'ke th7s""H^''/'
^'^" ^'°^^' though ^iTeUr at

othe helf ^nd vi'"^^
""^ ^^'^^^ boldly over

rame%to g^1^'hL^^^
-^ Archie

the others. ^Archie had .^^h gU'teLTt'tik^"^'candle from the sleigh, and wi'h it a"d ' hfpa"rt:surveyed the weird shelves and their occupants I^

™mT7"TH '^ °"^ '^"^•'^'- nor ;Tthe sighgruesome, for the intense cold had preserved fhlfeatures wonderfully. Of course mu'.f-
(B949)

^ course Bills imagination
20
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had played him a trick, and little wonder. He had
never heard of totem houses before, although the

totem poles of the Indian coastal tribes were com-
mon enough, and well known to him.

"We'll hae nae caribou the nicht, lads," said

Stewart woefully. "I'm thinkin' that beans will

satisfy a' oor appetites after all."

" What a howlin' surprise!" muttered Bill. " Here

were we lookin' for caribou and dried salmon in
"

** Change the subject. Bill, it's not pleasant," ad-

vised Mac, "and let us get out to the fresh air at

once. One thing I have noticed, which may yet be

of a scientific interest to the world, is that these

people are not Indians. They are Asiatics of the

Tungusian branch of Mongolians, and the fact that

they have totem houses shows that they must have

been highly civilized at one time, for ancestral wor-

ship is a very high form of religion."

"What seems to concern us more, Mac," said

Archie, as they regained the open air, " is that we
must be within reasonable distance of the village

where the living Mongolians stay. Shall we attempt

to reach it?"

" No, we've had enough excitement for one night.

Pick a trail down into that gully. I saw trees there

before the sun went down, and we'll have some hot

coffee and beans, and maybe something else if

Stewart is not too tired. To-morrow we'll likely

find that living Mongolians are a wee bit more

dangerous than dead ones."

"An' I guess I'll show you boys that I am not

skeered o' anything livin', although I was skeered

to-night," spoke Kentucky Bill.
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vou?rlnh'"''KT"'"
'*'" "*=' "yo"'"'' '•'own usyour cal.bre before now, and you don't need to ex-

have cleared out too, only I knew I couWn't Jtthrough the hole without help."
^

"And as for me," the Captain added, "besides

woLw h? "r'^'J
''^' *" P°"" °f locomotion, orwouW have been through the window before you. Bill."

"Ar^ehr *l«"''s weel." murmured\s;ewart.
Archie has got the trail, so start the engines."The men stramed at the sleigh ropes and movedalong after their youthful leader, whose lighted Tndleshone out we.rdly in that dismal valley.^ A sutoblecamping ground was soon found among some eauntp.ne trees which grew hapha^ardly alofg^e s^sof the gully, and very soon Stewart had boiling

as^flln \ " r
''"°"'" '° wanderers in solitudes

tLted ^hi? '.f".
•"'" '"" ^"PP"' Little time waswasted that night .n conversation, and, trusting the

rth?'°H,°^"''
^'"P '" °^™- »» ^"'^ =o^n coi edm their blankets fast asleep.

thp^h!!' !'T'''^^''
P^"*''*" °f "«"' moving beforehe belated sun rose, the march was resumfd, aud!

L ^7°,!"' '"P"'"' ^" hour-s steady pulli„;brought them to the end of the gorge, and I greafwhite timberK^lad plain stretched bene;th them extending as far as they could see. A long s^'uousstreak of silver-whi.e, discernible only bfcause of

he' |rL"Jr™''
'"""" '"^ P'"«' --ed to cuthe great plain in two, and between that line andthe base of the slope on which they stood, a clusterof huts could be distinguished.
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"Well, boys," the Captain remarked after some
time had been spent taking in the scene, "I fancy

we have made a discovery. We have come right

through the ranges, hitherto supposed impassable

by the miners in Dawson, and that must be the

Stewart River down there. It strikes me we have
found a short cut into Klondike, for the Yukon
twists considerably, if I remember rightly, after its

confluence with the Stewart, before reaching Daw-
son."

** But would not the task of pulling sleighs over

the route we have come counterbalance any difference

in actual travelling distance?" asked Archie, making
a sketch of the configuration of the country. " I

am sure we could come up the Yukon to the nearest

point on that ice river down tbare as soon as we could

cross through the two gullies and the crater in which
we found the totem houses."
" What you say is right, Archie," said Mac

thoughtfully; "but I am vera glad to see you drawing
maps, for I've got the impression we're making his-

tory just now. You see, if a rush sets in to this

place in the spring, which is most likely, it may
be that the Klondike River, with its Bonanza an'

Eldorado Creeks, not to speak of Too-much -gold
Creek, will be the scene o' the greatest activity,

an' then the value o' this track may be realized, for

by means of it the Klondike River could be reached

without going near Dawson, and by a much shorter

journey."

•Slow up, Mac," interjected Bill. "If you start

lookin' after the interests o' the blamed tenderfeet

who will come in here in spring like a plague o'
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mosquitoes. I guess we'll be hungry again before
ve see the colour of the people who live down in
those shebangs."

•• Dinna disturb him, lads," cried Stewart. "
Iken Mac weel, an' he doesna care although he deeso starvation so lang as the crows or coyottes could

get a good feed on his bones, an' his fame wadgang doon to posterity like my freend Willie Shake-
speare s Staund by the engines again; I want tohave a look at the river which somebody, kennin'

SL^mt"
"'""'"' ^'" ^"'^ ""°"^^ '° "^"^^

"Stewart, you incorrigible, unredemptionable com-pound o protoplasm," said Mac sadly, ''humanityand fame are evanescent, and on the shoreless seaof eternity man and his desires and his gold are

ihall rbe'?"
"" ''°"""' ^^^" ''''' ^^'^^ -^-«

-
1
shudder to think. Mac," put in the Captain,

but ,n half an hour I hope we'll be within a shorl
distance of that village. It is not a bone museum,

u\u^ T° ^. "l^'"^
^'""^ "^"^^ °f the huts now."Ah well, sighed Mac, taking up his end of thetowing rope, "only the dog, and maybe Archie,seem to have any thought o' the morrow. Fulspeed ahead!"

And full speed down the slope they made, and

they had entered the village.

"Go slow now. boys," cautioned the Captain.
Indians are not treacherous, but it is our Asiatic

friends who hang out here, and I don't know that
hospitality is one of their virtues."
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" We're as peaceably inclined as Soapy Sam was
when he squatted doon on oor shaft," answered
Stewart, "and we can pay for what we get. This
is a gey funny city a' the same, and the hooses are
no' just in accordance wi' the latest styles o* archi-
tectural beauty."

•• Here comes the population," cried Archie. "They
are the same people as those with Soapy Sam, and
certainly look as if they couldn't harm anything."
"Appearances are often deceptive, Archie," said

Mac, as the party came to a halt in the middle of
the village. " You just remember that these same
people's ancestors conquered every other race they
encountered on their great raid—probably the greatest
in the world's history—north from China. They were
highly civilized then, and might have peopled the
entire earth had Providence not made them direct
their energies into the waste places o' northern
Siberia, where their great horde split up into sec-
tions, one of which evidently crossed Behring Strait
^r m Kamchatka and settled here."

'Education is a mighty fine thing, Mac," Bill
interrupted. "Try that yarn on these ancient and
brave people and see how they take it themselves.
I'll bet all they know about their blamed ancestors
is what they have guessed from the size of their
bones in the totem house."
" Ye havering gomerils," burst out Stewart, "ye'll

be totems yoursel's in a meenit. That effigy o' Father
Christmas is speakin' to us, an' I expect he is asking
whether we'd like to be roasted or fried."

A crowd of the strange-looking people had now
gathered round the explorers, and were eyeing them
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curiously but not aggressively, discussing them at
the same time in a language which had some re-
semblance to Chinese, yet included the guttural
peculiar to the Indian dialects of the far north. The
men kept a respectful distance off, but the women
and children were more inquisitive, and came close
up to the white men, inspecting them critically, and
eyeing the laden sleigh with even greater interest.
"How?" said one of the ladies to Archie with

what he supposed was intended for an encouraging
smile. She was dressed in furs, and only the upper
part of her face was visible. Silver bangles, and
other articles of jewellery fashioned out of the same
metal, crudely yet with a certain elementary art, were
lavished profusely upon ' er person. Evidently she
was someone of importance in the tribe, for those
around her were by no means so elaborately adorned.
Archie supposed she was young, but despite all his
efforts to imagine her the princess of romance, as met
with in story books, he could not but admit that she
was about the ugliest creature he had ever seen. He
had not seen many types of beauty, of course, and
that of the proud transplanted Tungusian was a kind
which, to appreciate, would require a taste cultivated
for as many centuries, perhaps, as there were years
in his life. He smiled, however, and returned the
salutation: "How?" most politely; whereupon the
lady laid her fur-covered hand on his arm, and spoke
volubly and unintelligibly for a minute, and then
endeavoured to lead him away. But Archie did not
feel inclined to leave his companions, even although
it was a princess who requested him to do so. He
informed the lady that he had a pressing business
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engagement requiring his immediate attention; butshe drd not seem to think that that fact mattered, aleast she ignoied his words, and continued to sm le

a fnort'VT'f
'''" '1' ^""^' ^"^' finallyf^^tha snort of displeasure, the lady turned to Stewart

vioW. uT '^' "'^"'^^ ^™"^ *^'"» ^-'^h unnecessary

y K "n
.^""P ^^^ ^'•"^ "^^' ^°'"^"I" he roaredKeep awa' frae me or ril—ril "

"Stewart," expostulated the Captain, who wellknew the meaning of the fair maid's act '^wherHsyour gallant^? The lady has just asked you tomarry her. Surely you can't •»

weel^^rmTX. ^^'7 ^'' ^''''^' '^ y' ^'ke her saewee
.

I m a bit fastidious Gang awa', ye oris-matic-faced tempter o' man I Gang awa' ;n^ thCikshame o' yersel, or try Mac here I''

^uestlnt^^hfi'^h"^'
""'^"^^^"^ ^h^t Stewart said, but,guessing that he was not any more favourably disiposed than was Archie, she looked at Mac crkicalirmuch to that individual's consternation.

^'

tuckv'Bin^^'.JM'
'°

u'
handsome," laughed Ken-

of Vh. M \^'"y ^^'' ^*"' ^"d become King

We'n%^tThfr'' "":,T'"
"^ y°"^ Parliament^

to t.i/
Stars and Stripes or the Union Jack

.l^t "f
'" °"' °^ '^^ *^°'^> ^"' I guess "

^

We don t want to know what you euess " Mar
interrupted. "Have Stewart an' m^e come hrolh
this weaiy world safe so far to be caught by a-fya—-- Here Mac's inherent gallantry came nJand ,„,.ead of the hard worfs he leant ,T urrabou;

Z(Z"T^:'
substituted: "by a poor misguided

half-frozen, Alaskan - China woman. No, no, my



'THE LADY lURNKI) TO STEWART AND THREW ONE OF HER
KI:R rOVERINOS over H1.S bHOCI.DEU"

^1
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lassielleave Stewart alone IV» ^ .

^'^

personal beauty aooeal, ,„ t "" ''°"'» ""'s great
him as well as^I So iL 1^°"' ,^"' ^o" "on't ifnow
the Captain. You iu"d ioT" *''"^" y°" '° "T
some warmer climate wfh^.?-

°"" '° '^«" York or
you are wearing atd wth tL?

'"" '"' *'^= ^""s
houselceeping on a big^^e an'T"?T ^°' ^'^^

Mac .o^tl,e Capuin Tut r^" r ''^^> =""<" f™"
Indisposed to m^ke advanc^" '-v

'^'"^"«' -»^
mgman.-hesaid. "TrvRr'. ,

' ™ "o' a marry-
t.>od of a wandelgl^?^ ^T"'^,

^"'' ' ''"°^ he^
"If the blamed mummytcrd^ '° '""^ ^°^"-"

nearer me before qH- u ^^"^^ comes anv
from her car^i^ f^J^^^^^

^t smell o' fish o1[

•-guage befo^ lad es" °h"t is^'T^"' .
" <""- "-

Just you speak kinX ,0 .L 1 f '" ** dictionary.

"Tell her youi^f °
hi ^'

*"'' '«" her—l"
Bill. "Ye are as ugl/^ h!" ^^'°°''" ''""««'

""bw {!;"
*"""' hel matchl!?.^"'*^'

^•''
' e"'^

evidently ^hffcLTth'':''..'"'""'''"^ '" ^r.
not appreciated thelioru, d. k

*"'"' ""n had
tersely and emphafcHy

"

'"^'k*','"-
^"^ =?<"<«.

'•'nd then stalk^ SLm ""'' ^""^ ''"^ niinutes

*« the Signal foTV^l^TT "'\ "'"'""^^

-' that theylsir:d"r^n-?hf--~^
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white men, and why the white men had each in turn
refused the hand of their illustrious princess.

" If you would talk English, Scotch, Irish, or
American I believe we might understand you folks
better," Mac said when he got a chance. «' If you
are askmg us to dinner, though, you needn't start to
repeat the invitation; we'll come with much pleasure."
'Ugh I" grunted one of the men; '<what white

men want here?"
''Now, I call that a reasonable question," Stewart

replied, beaming on the interrogator; "an' to answer
It as straightforward as my natural inclination for
grandiloquent phraseology will allow, I may whisper
the fact in your ear-if ye let ine ken whauraboots
among your furs ye keep yer hearing apparatus—
that we re hungry an' we came here hoping ye would
ask us to stay to dinner •"

" Ugh! You too muchy talky talky," the spokes-
man of the Indian-Chinese interrupted; "this our
hunting grounds. We here first. No want nothing to
do with you white men. You all heap big stealers.
No gold here. Go away. Ugh I

"

"Ugh yourself," cried Mac; "we're not stealers.
Nor do we want gold as badly as you seem to think.""We will pay for anything in the way of food you
g:ve us," put in Archie, fearing that his fiery com-
rades would soon ruin all their hopes of effecting
their business with the tribesmen. "If you are
well stocked with dried salmon or caribou, or any
other foodstuff, we'll deal with you fairly for as much
as you can spare."

"Why you no' go King James's people? They
friends of white men. We give nothing to you. No



Prisoners 315

'nough for own people see winter through. You
white men better dead anyhow. No good anyone."
"Thanks!" said Kentucky Bill; "I guess you

have struck pretty near the bull's-eye that time, old
mahogany face. It is a fact that white men are not
much good on this here little planet of ours, but
blow me if the black, yellow, red, or piebald cusses
are any better. If you've got any spare grub, I

guess you'd better trot it out or we'll have to make
a meal of }ou."
The man was not listening to Bill. He was hold-

ing a hurried consultation with some of the more
important tribesmen, who evidently had uddenly
discovered that the presence of the whit* .,en was
not necessarily a circumstance to be dreadeu. Finally
the spokesman turned to the explorers again.
"Come," he grunted; "heap lot grub in big

house over here. Come; heap plenty grub, salmon,
caribou, bear, an' heap more."
"A man's a man for a' that!" Stewar; -ried, as

they followed the Mongolians to a large house;
"even though he's half Chinese an' half frozen
Indian. The seeds o' hospitality were planted in
man at his beginning, and the plant's as strong
now in the heart o' a red nigger as in that o' a
Glesga bailie. My conscience! I'll eat enough at
this feast to last me a month."

" Better wait until we get the feast, Stewart, before
you shout so much about the seeds of hospitality,"
broke in the Captain; "if I remember aright the
same poet that you have just quoted also said some-
thing about man's inhumanity to man which does
not agree with your theory of his kind-heartedness."
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they art.
'^^^"^ ""^ ""'^*'- ^ee how agiuted

eltow
"""

Y^^" "II"'^ *f
•" "P°''* *e guide at Mac's

u M ?" **' ''^"P '"" »"' Auld Lang Syne "

« K
°°'.""' """ «'°"<'«rf'''?" commented Stewartas they drew their sleigh inside. "ThesenS

J^aTp^olitrss—..'° '" "^ *•"" ««'
'
-' '"a.

th^d,;:.'." ':f";'4"fri?.^"'"^'^''""^'"^
'"-"^

bal^'ra^r; ''?"^.^ ''^ ''^^'^hed it, and the heavy

,,! .? »^ '"'° ""*" ^°^''«= outside. " We aretrapped!" Archie cried; and he spolce truly.
^"

mem Th"- I'
'*'='' °"'"- '" -ute wonder-ment. They were shut inside a loe-built er«-fm„out of which it would be next to imlL m

dr H JT- " """^ ''«ome";"ch°d 7~th:
nature ^f t^"

"°"'.'.^""' '"^^ »•"" -rt thenature of their immediate surroundings.
I guess, Stewart," laughed Bill, "these blam,.d

c^rrtll "Ih ^"- "'" '^'^' studTof"culture. Anyhow they've developed these seed<! nfhospitality ye we« singin' about ! minute ago ntoa regular garden of plants. I only hope thefmr^ordinao, kindness won't be too much for us."

to?,„'
'?°"e''. Stewart. " I dinna see what ye'vegot to mak' a noise aboot. I ken nothin' could olTalt

by bote inrhu^;!!!""" '° '^P™' "^ "'«-'•-
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"But how do you know there is anything to eat
in this place?" asked Archie. "We may be inside
another totem house."
"I hae an instinct that is maist remarkable whenmy stomach is empty," answered Stewart. "I've

felt a' day that a guid feed would come oor way afore
mcht, an'_ Didna I tell ye? I kent my instinct
wasna cheatin' me."
Mac had struck a light, and, sure enough, the car-

casses of many caribou could be seen hanging from
rafters at one end of the house.
With a cry of delight the men rushed towards

them, but Archie stayed to grope for a candle among
the bundles on the sleigh, and with the aid of its
light It soon became apparent that the party were
prisoners in what must have been a storeroom or
general tribal larder.

"Were ever hungry men so lucky?" murmured
Mac, eyeing the venison with a grunt of satisfac-
tion.

"Lock the doors on the inside, ye beggars"
Stewart chuckled. "The Chinamen will be tryin'
to chase us oot o' oor rightfu' prison afore lang, an'
we're just no' goin' to go."
"At least not until we have dined," the Captain

laughed. "By Jove, but we're willing prisoners
this time!"

Bill did not speak, nor did Archie make any com-
ment They were busily engaged in making a fire
with some timber they found stacked in a corner
of their prison. They at length succeeded in their
attempts, but the pungent smoke almost suffocated
everyone before Mac found that a log high in the

h 1
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«MfntTff
"*"'' r^ '"""S^ '"' " "-'"I pivot,evidently for ventilating purposes.

" I don't think the folk who built this place wereever troubled with sensitive olfactory organs
"
h"said, as he swung i, open with his rifl; b^f^U-'b^tanyway if that hole could let out the smell o'themselves, It can let out pitch-pine smoke."

whn h^7* * ""*" °' ?'""• "*=" spluttered Stewart,

"Cut off ",r,'"""""'i-''"^'
°f '«""'"e oP««'ionsL-ut off some mair slices, Archie, an' we'll hae asupper that a' the gold in the Klondike ouWn^

^y;_° ?"
^" '"'' ^°" ^'^*''' "«' 0' underdone!

"Where;s Dave?" interrupted Archi,. "I forgota^lUbout him, and don't temember where I saw h!m

" Well, that's hard luck," cried Bill. " We'll haveto go out into the cold world after all, to look forour dog I call it blamed awkwani, seei? wettcomfortable in here."
we re so

.,"'^"'*,?*'* ^'' "na'n. Bill," the Captain saidafter looking round the apartment again in hopS ofseeing Dave. " We can't break through these ™ilsand you may be sure that when our iptors bum sostrong a place to hold their dead, they've taken extraspecial ,^re that this, the place which holds thS
rr„t"^'.^^"« - -">-"" '"• *e <i-g:

-'Jvfn\f\7J°^^ '° ^°?^ ''" ^"^'" ^'d Archie,

up Aere kZ "l"^^'"
."'™"«'' *« ^"«'k« "okup tnere. Help me to reach it, Mac."

we l^'find' h"* ?'m
"'" ^" "^ ""'^ ""''y thanwe can find him," Mac answered. "I saw a big
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disturbance among the native dogs as we came in

thP^ ^! ^''t^^''\
" "^^^ ^^"'^^ ^y ^*^e teachingthem Stewart's laws o' hospitality."

^
- Why can't ye shout on the dog?" put in Bill.
1 guess If he knew where we were he would find a

IZlXr^^lI '"'^'^ '^''^ ^^^ ^ ^^^' ^ streak o'daylight could get through."
" I never thought of that," Archie said, putting his

Hnfn' Tu'f ""T^ ^"'^ ^"^'"^ ^ shrill whisde toring out. Before the echoes had died away. Dave'sbark answered outside, and he began to scrape at the

" Good dog!" cried Archie; " find a way inside."

bou," "add'edlter."'
^" ' '"^ '''^ °' ^^ -^-

"And don't wait to fight any other dogs," cau-

and you shouldn't be seen in their company."
But Dave had departed. Evidently the natives had

J^.JTyW^'"''''^^ ^"^' ^°^ "° sounds that

JTefrd
^'^^^"""^ ""^^'"^^ ^'""'^ "^'^ be

Cooking preparations were hastened, and the Cap-
tain and Archie inserted some bars on the inside ofthe door, so that it could not be opened without their
co-operation even though the natives wished to come
in*

"I wonder if Dave can get in." Archie said to the
Captain as they finished their work. - There may beother movable logs in this building, and if so I amsure he will find them." " i ^m

"Hullo, the dog's herel" cried Mac. «'He camethrough a hole in that end wall opposite. Lads, let's
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eat, drink, and sleep, and be thankful. Dave can
lead us out when we want, an' maybe, when the
folks who own this place are sleeping, we'll do some
private exploring."

"Here's a chunk o' caribou, Dave," Stewart
grunted, tossing the hungry animal a generous piece
of half-smoked, half-roasted venison. '• Ye're a vera
intelligent dog, but I hope ye havena been a canni-
bal among these common quadrupeds ootside."



CHAPTER XIV

How Too-much-gold Creek was
Regained

"Well, lads," spoke the Captain, lighting his pine,
•• I think that is the best meal I have ever had, or am
ever likely to have. We must be careful that we are
not put out of this prison until we have served our
full time."

Stewart heaved a sigh of satisfaction. " I'll no'
let false modesty mak' me deny that we have fared
sumptuously," he said, '«an' I actually believe that
the smoke we have swallowed has added a flavour
to oor meal that a' the patent sauces o' ceevilized
parts couldna hae done."
"I wish we could try Soapy's trick," remarked

Kentucky Bill, "and cart this here shebang away
with us on our sleigh."

"This is a dream o' perfect peace an' comfort,"
sighed Mac; "and I'll never be bad to niggers
again

;
because this lot have behaved so well to us.

You were quite right about your seeds o' hospitality!
Stewart " ^

"Let us have a smoke an' get to sleep," Bill
interrupted. "A good long sleep after this regular
blowout of a feed will make us as fit for work as
an Indian is for eating salmon. What do you say.
Archie?" ^

(BW9) m j^

i I
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But Archie did not answer. He and Dave were

already fast asleep, the boy's head pillowed on his

dog's furry body. In his dreams he was with his

brother again, working to perfect Ralstons' Process.

At length it was an accomplished fact, and he was

sent out to superintend its first trials on a large

scale. In a cloud of mist the scene changed, and

Archie was standing in a cup-shaped snow-covered

depression which somehow seemed familiar to him.

The men around him too seemed to be almost a

part of himself, and a great mastiff lay at his feet.

This is the blamed place after all," one of his

dream comrades said. ' Blow me if I didn't think

that the first time we passed through "

We left in a hurry, if you remember," another

broke in. We didn't like the company over in

these totem houses on the slope."

Who would hae thocht that the Klondike could

ever become such a densely populated place as it is

now," spoke another. I mind when we were here

first we were nearly dead o' starvation. Now a' the

luxuries o' ceevilization can be bought doon in

Dawson City."

The scene became blurred in a cloud of drifting

snow, and when it cleared again the dreamer saw

he was still in the same place. But what a change

was there! The snow was no longer in evidence,

but the entire crater hollow was covered by low

wooden buildings, high above which rose poppet

legs supporting huge revolving wheels. The whir

of machinery filled the air, and the mountain slopes

were tunnelled in every direction. Archie could not

see, but he knew that underheath the ground, and

I !
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lieving shift, without ceasing, blowing out to- ^„
whL "??^^^""y rich refractory%urifeu.: Tr^which could only be successfully^reated by th^

effortrr ''''''°"^' ^^"^^^- ^"^ ^»»-' -th^ot ore treatme. . was now at work in the low woodenbuildings which filled the valley.

Prl^^' Jf"^"*'^''' *
^o'ce spoke beside him, "Ralstons'

Z A? extracting their gold for them. Buttlie Captain can manage everything in the Klondike

the""s;itr; d"^^'"
^^'^ '^^ ^^^^" to-mo.::: forthe South, and go over to Australia to start theprocess there. Stewart, Broncho, and Kentucky Irewaitin' on us now. A long cable has just com'^e nfrom your brother in Glasgow, too, saying that theBrazilian Government have offered to buy up theBrazilian rights o' the patent." ^ ^

"All right, Mad" Archie seemed to answer: "and

we 11 go oflF to New Guinea, or somewhere else, to00k for more adventures such as we had while onthe long trail when first we came in here " Hetook a step forward and awoke, and slowly the know-ledge came back to him that he and the comrades ofh^ dream were prisoners in the hands of a strange
people, and that Ralstons' Process was as yet non-

t'n!!!H'/\^
'^"''"'"^ '^°"^^'""' ^^«" ^he model en-

trusted to his care having been stolen. "And tothink that It is somewhere in this village now "
Archie groaned; "and we are helpless I I wonder,
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though, if there is anything in dreams. No, there

cannot be. My nerves are a bit unstrung, that's all.

I'll tell Mac in the morning." He looked round

and saw the forms of his comrades rolled 'in their

blankets around the red embers. Someone had

thrown his blanket over him while he slept, and

Dave was still his pillow. Everyone was asleep,

and turning over he too was soon back in dream-

land again. But this time his visions were not of

the future. His brain persisted in leading him

back over the events of the day, and even in his

dream mind he thought he was awake. Again

with his comrades he crossed the snow-filled crater

bed, broke into the totem house, and arrived at the

village of the so-called Mongolians. Again the

copper-coloured princess spoke to him in a harsh

voice, and in language meaningless to him. He
saw through the designs of the apparently friendly

tribesmen to capture the party, and tried to tell Mac,

but somehow he could not make that usually astute

individual understand, and in time the door of the

strongly built prison again closed upon his comrades

and himself. Then he missed Dave, and called for

him, and in answer to his call the faithful animal

came through a hole in the end of one of the walls

and licked his hands.

"Why, I never thought of that, Dave," the dreamer

exclaimed. " That hole through which you came

must lead somewhere, for this seemed a much larger

building from the outside than it looks from here.

There must be a room adjoining. Maybe Ralstons'

Process is hidden somewhere near. Come and we'll

investigate." Dave was quite agreeable, and to-
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gether they passed through the pivoted-Iog passage
and found themselves, as he had expected, in another
room, m which were hundreds of weirdly carved idols,
and manywooden representations ofanimals and fishes!

'*This must be a totem house also, Dave," he said
to the dog, ''and it proves, as Mac most likely would
tell us, that the people whose prisoners we are dwelt
for a long time on the coast either of Alaska or
Kamchatka, and these images are the old totems of
their various tribes before they moved inland and
substituted totem houses for their poles."
Dave did not seem to care whether the people had

come from the planet Mars or from New York, nor
did he show any enthusiasm when informed of the
customs of the coastal tribes in using totem poles, on
the top of which were mounted the animals selected
by the tribe in q stion as most fitted for their
representation. Instead, he was chiefly concerned in
pushing forward to where a raised platform loomed
through the darkness in the centre of the room, on
which rested an oblong box of mysterious appearance.
"That is the white man's joss," Archie muttered;

then, light dawning on him as he saw the projecting
wires and terminal screws, and noted the railway
labels pasted promiscuously over the sides, he cried:
•' Why, it is the stolen model I It is Ralstons' Pro-
cess I" He sprang towards the box which contained
the result of his brother's brain efforts and his own
handiwork, and—awoke I

"Another dream only I" he gasped feebly, as he
once more realized that he was lying with his com-
rades around the remnants of their fire, with Dave
for a pillow. "Surely I am not ill?"
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The perspiration was streaming from his face, and

he sat up and tried to think. "What a remarkable

sequence of dreams I" he murmured. "I ought to

have known not to eat so much at night. Hallo,

Dave I are you awake too? By Jove I Suppose we

just go and have a look at where you came through.

It is strange we ne-er thought of enquiring into that

matter before."

The sagacious dog jumped up at once and wagged

its tail encouragingly, and, seeing that his matches

were all right, Archie unwound himself from his

blanket and stood up. Next moment he stepped

over Mac and Kentucky Bill, and moved towards

the hole Dave had discovered, as he had done in

his dream. The firelight was sufficient to enable

him to see things fairly distinctly, and, laying some

pieces of timber on top of each other, he stood on the

pile thus made and swung himself up into the hole,

followed immediately by Dave. But it was dark in

the apartment in which he now found himself, and

the idols of his dream could not be seen. That

they were there, however, he felt sure; but he was

now as little interested in them as Dave had been

formerly, and moved forward cautiously to where

he knew the raised platform and the white man|s

joss marked the centre of the chamber. "It is

strange how I could see everything in my dream,"

he muttered. " I do hope I am not dreammg

again." He stumbled over something as he spoke,

and the sharp twinge of pain that followed assured

him on that point. But his hands had touched

something when he fell, and a wild thrill ran

through his entire being. He knew he had touched
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the stolen box, for his fingers had come into con-
tact with the terminals in one of its ends. Trembling
with excitement, he picked himself up and struck a
light, then with a cry of joy threw himself down
again upon the object over which he had stumbled.
It was the stolen working model of Ralstons' Pro-
cess. His journey over the long white trail had
been inspired by Providence after all. With a
strength born of joy and thankfulness he seized the
box and dragged it along the rough floor towards
the hole. He knocked over many idols in passing,
but he cared not. He had the white man's joss,

and it was greater than all the images of cats, birds,
and fish that littered the place. He reached the
swinging log that gave admittance to the division
in which his comrades were sleeping, but here his
common sense came to the rescue, and, instead of
attempting to hoist the box through the hole him-
self, he cried softly: " Mac, come and help me. I've
got the stolen model 1"

In an instant the four men sat upright. "What's
wrong with you, laddie?" Mac cried. "I've been
listening to you rummaging among totems for these
last ten minutes. You shouldn't disturb gods like

that You might get your clothes smeared with
salmon oil or some other smelliferous stuff that is

more useful for keeping you warm than it is pleasant."
"Come awa' doon and gang to sleep," advised

Stewart. "Ye ought to be glad ye hae a warm
bed the nicht, for ma unfailin' instinct tells me the
temperature is doon below sixty ootside."

"I've found the Process!" Archie again cried.

"Come and help me to lower it down."
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" You've found the affair Soapy stole?" yelled Bill,

springing up beside Archie. *' Blow me for a fat-

headed galoot, I had forgotten all about the white

man's joss I Where is it? Let me get my telescopes

on it and I'll mesmerize it." But Bill didn't get any

opportunity to show his powers. All the men had

followed him, and already Mac and Stewart, who
recognized the much - travelled case at once, were

fastening ropes round it preparatory to lowering it

to their own apartment. And this was soon done.

Then, still greatly excited, Archie told the story of

his dreams. "They were all so real, too," he said

in conclusion, "that I fear I am dreaming again

now, and that I shall awake presently and find you
all sleeping around me."

" Ye can rest easy on that matter, laddie," said

Stewart, packing the case, so strangely recovered,

on the sleigh, **an' in half a meenit I'll gie ye some
hot coffee that will warm ye a' the way doon, an'

mak' ye feel awake frae the bristles on yer bonnet

to the soles o' yer moccasins."

"Archie, my laddie," said Mac, "allow me to

give you my heartiest congratulations. Since the

first moment I saw you I felt that Providence had

put you in my care, but I never thought that the

end of the long trail would bring us to your inven-

tion. Our work up in this place is done now, and

the sooner we get back to Too-much-gold Creek,

and send that misguided man Soapy Sam about his

business, the sooner will Ralstons' Process be work-

ing in that crater."

"Yes, let's away now," cried the impulsive Ameri-

can. "Hang it I I feel as if someone had l^ft me
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a^ million dollars on condition that I should spend

"Archie I am glad," spoke the Captain quietly,

or not l"-u"' '"! r' °' ^°"^ ^^^-- -°-e« truor not I W.11 stand by you as long as I am on top,

gmng the process a trial. We don't need to gethnanced by any big capitalists."

roo-much-gold Creek will provide the funds."

tr. r , K
^""' ^"'** ^^^"^^'^ ^'^ "^^k- another pudden

to celebrate everything when we smite that iniquitous
sinner^Soapy Samuel as the Hebrew smote the-

" Philistines, Stewart," Mac assisted. "Surelv
you're not forgettin'?"

v^u'ciy

" N°' I'*"^ not forgettin', Mac," retorted the wilyone; « and I wasna thinkin' o' things that happened
in a place stuck awa' at the far end o' the Mediter-
ranean afore you or me were born. My mind wason present-day Hebrews-the shent per shent kind-an I was proposin' to dae wi' Soapy as they daewi whoever gets into their clutches. In short, an'
to speak so that you can grasp my meanin', we'llmak Soapy pay heavy interest for the time he hashad Ralstons' Process in hand."

./'•^^^'^!'''t.^°'
^° ^^' °"' °^ 'h's place first,"

reminded Arch.e. - How are we to manage that';"

r.Ju' ^.Tf ."^^^ ^' *^^ "^""S ^^^ •"'" answered the

Sdme""
"*"' "'''^"'^^' ^''' ^"^ ^^'"^ P^^"^y

- No use," cried Mac, standing in the totem collec-
tion room. -Dave came in through the chiefs
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house. It adjoins this totem museum; an' we could
never get our sleigh out that way even if his copper-
skinned majesty offered no objection to our making
a public highway o' his best drawin'-room. We'll
blow a hole in the wall with dynamite."

" Can't risk that, Mac," the Captain said gravely.
"We'd probably blow the place about our heads,
and have no further interest in either the process
or Too-much-gold Creek."

"I'll give you the ticket," Bill said. " Get Stewart
to sing a song, an' when the niggers come along to
see who is gettin' killed we'll talky-talky them."
"My man," began Stewart angrily, "my voice

is vera highly trained an'
"

"You are quite right, Stewart," Archie put in in
the cause of peace. "These people haven't a taste
to appreciate anything high class."

"Let's set fire to the place," suggested Stewart
"We can stand a bit roastin' gey weel, I'm thinkin',

an' when the timber begins to come doon we can
break through."

"Why not chop our way through that door with
our axes?" enquired Archie. "We could do that,

I'm sure, and if the natives came we should just
have to conciliate them, or fight them Hallo I

What was that? I heard something outside that
door."

A growl from the ever-attentive Dave showed that
he too had heard something, and all listened intently
for further indications of anyone's presence outside.
"Wha's there," Stewart bellowed at length, "an'

what richt hae you to disturb prisoners at this time
o' nicht?"
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"White man go 'way. No' eo he die." a thirfc
guetura voice replied from ouJde. ''pLn Eyeshere help white man." '

Bili ®'°"sn,^tf'
" " r''

"* "Sly princess," cried
Bill. Spealc fair to her, Stewart, for the salie ofthe process. Tell her you'll marry her.'-

It must be gey cauld out there," Stewartanswered, ignoring Bill's remarks. "I presume yehave come to mak' terms for our relea^? Let usken them an' we'll tak' the matter to avizandum.'"
Fawn Eyes no' know what you say. Go

".TJ^'if
^" ""^^ '^^"' ""y bonnie wee lassie"rephed Mac; ''but there are some serious obSswhich have a vera material influence in preventing

us^from catchm' the first train away from the d^
"You talky talky too muchy too. Go I FawnEyes no' wait longer."
- Haud on a wee, Miss Fawn Eyes," implored

Stewart m what he thought was an irresistible voice.Dinna leave us without saying goodbye."

. I ri? :
^"ere sun-eyed snow-skin brave?"

to hJr
»^^ ^''"' ^'''^'^'" ^'"^ ^"^ ^^P^'"- "^^^

fhlL^TJ^'J'"'' '*°' Princess?" Archie calledthrough the door. -I am sorry we are not in a
position to entertain you "

"Ugh
I
Me no' know what you say, but you noheap big fool like other squaw warrioii. You know

No'"for^t.""'^-
""""" ^''' ^^- ^*^^ "^« y°"'

"By the Stars and Stripes I" exclaimed Bill.
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"She is telling you pretty straight, boy, that she
likes you so well that she wants you to escape. Tell
her to open the door."

" I needn't trouble," Archie replied, flinging down
the barricades inside. "She does not understand
what we say, and has already made it clear to us,
although she has not said so in English, that we
are fools if we do not go away. I expect she has
unfastened the door."

"You no' forget Fawn Eyes? She go 'way now.
Never see you. She heap big princess "

Just then Bill and Stewart threw down the last
log of their own barricade, and the door flew open.
The Captain, Mac, and Archie stepped out into the
freezing atmosphere and saw Fawn Eyes with the
last wooden bar which fastened the door outside
still in her hands. She dropped it instantly and
turned to run away, but Mac caught her gently.

"Just come back, my lassie," he said kindly.
"You're maybe not so very pleasing to our tastes,
but your heart is in the right place, an' I'm not
sure that a Mongolian heart is not just as good as
any other. Come back an' see what we've got for
you."

"Don't keep her standing here, Mac," cried
Archie. "She'll freeze despite those furs she is
wearing."

"No fear o* that, laddie; that odoriferous salmon-
oil coating she is varnished with keeps out the cold.
But give her something. She will appreciate any
little thing that's of no use to you."

"Please take this as a little memento," Archie
said, handing her his watch. "I am very sorry
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aouDt It will be just as serviceable."

tuckv Brn'^i!?''
•°" *° ""'" '"" "'•" "''*d Ken-tucky Bill, producing a pipe from some recess in

;Le w^d.'!"" "'"'^ "" '°'»«'' f°' *is part of

,st^A% Pf'""", accepted both presents with a cryof dehght, and looked at Mac, Stewart, and ZCapum to see what they were going to give

Archie, the CapUin laughed, taking a small foldl

mf Pr'e^''"h''" '"f"
'^''"- '"^^^o *is f™mme, Princess, he said. "I once used it to showmyself how handsome I was, but it hurt^ evenStewa„ .0 ,00k at me now, so . dare not looH:

advisIS"* Mac"" " y!?
•"'' " ""^ ''^""^'^ y^"^"'aovisea Mac. "You re not exactly what a self-respecting mirror has been used to, and I'll not «v

L„„t 5 J?
" '"'' P^''*"'- »"' seeing vou don'tknow a word I'm saying I'll show you what it ts

"
It was a box of matches, and, gravely lijhtin^

TlJ^x.
** "*"*"' °' "'^ S'f'' ''<= "anZtf

" YeVe been vera inconsiderate o' me in the lavish-

?'r„° J""""
e''""°s'')''" «™n,bled Stewart. "ButIII mak you turn green wi' envy yet, you begeai^Here, Pnncess, tak' this in remembrance o' sS

wee tottli „ h"^
"

'
*; 5'°" '^" ''^"^ *« "onniewee bottle round yer neck when you've feenished its
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contents." He placed a small phial of saccharine

in the hands of the princess, and smiled serenely,

and when the recipient of his gift promptly put one

of the sweet tabloids in her mouth his triumph was

complete. . .

,

•You give best, ugly fellow," the pnncess said.

"Me go now too. You fellows no forget me?"

" Not for a long time," hurriedly answered Bill,

who saw Stewart's danger signal rising. "We'll

write at every port we call in at."
, . . ,

"You flat-faced, frozen-nosed, evil-smellin* missin

linkl" burst out Stewart, addressing the princess;

" hae ye actually the indecency to tell me to my face

that I'm no' the maist handsome man ye ever saw?

Efter me givin' ye enough saccharine to male' ye

ill for a week. My guid woman, I would hae ye

to ken that I'm what the joggraphy book calls an

Adonis." . .,

"Shut up, you gomerill" sternly reproved Mac.

"The temperature is still falling, an* we've got to be

down on the Klondike before mornin'. Catch up the

rope an' get a move on. Goodbye, Fawn Eyes!"

" Fawn Eyes give too," rejoined the princess, pre-

senting Archie with a pair of solid silver bangles

slipped from her arm. " You squaw men," she con-

tinued with great candour,^ ''take caribou an' go

way. Fawn Eyes go now."

"An' by the Mississippi she's gone!" ejaculated

Bill.
•• Come on, boys, hitch on to the caribou we've

been presented with for being beautiful, and let us

make tracks for our happy home on Too-much-gold

Creek."

"An* come here this meenit, Dave," cried Stewart
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Come back to yoi'rJoi^^ronTe"''''
^""^'^ " P""^^^^'

Dave returned and took his accustom*.^ i

apparently much surprised at he tone oTt/ "'

command, and shortly th^ «ii T Stewart's

motion, aid this tTne' t w^ ^'ad'e^^ ^"^
""" '"

trarlr« it K,^ j .
Headed back over thet^fa .t had made only some ^.elve hours previ!

yei.owsli„fdfd?/":"^„p't r* h' *,r
""'"*''

was about," Bill rem!,t"S .^ T^*' *" ** "°'«
.he di^e^owfXtr-^^^^^^^^^ Hse ove.

U.Jhourai'altirofTH'^
the. population of a

he gets -"e?rh1rskfnst;thrni,ht"tldT
Cajptatn, .-that is. uniess you kindieT^ru^ni!::

"I wonder if Princess Fawn Eves will cr.. •
.trouble over our escaoe?" A^u- ^^f^,^'" S^^ '"to

we should have conTrh^ed tttll
''^'^- " ^^^^^P^

broke out ourselves
"

^' '' ^^^^^ '^^' ^«

"Don't worry, Archie." Mac said "Tho i
•

have^a^ soft side to the yel.ow fe,,o„s Ifte":^; L"

an- the dog are elephants?" ^ *'"'' ""^

de^menl'tiio,;^:' "" *" P*'^ ""'' '"'° '"«

^.j^
mens canon as soon as possible," the Captain

'An', by the fellow who couldn't tell a lie, we'll
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camp and have breakfast on the spot where Ral-

stons' Process is going to be set working," cried

Bill. • Maybe we'll find traces of the refractory

gold deposits it's going to treat."

• I'm thinkin' we've struck on Soapy Sam's idea of

stealin' the patent now," Mac put in. " He knew of

this strange auriferous formation that Archie dreamt

about, and thought he would have no more to do

than set the box o* wires and metal plates down

beside it, and the gold would be drawn out of the

rocks as if by some new kind o' magnet."

"That fact also accounts for the model being left

among his Mongolians," Archie said. • Very likely

a party of them have gone down to look for Soapy

to-night, to tell them we are prisoners in their

hands."
• Lads, ye'll need to gie me time to get my carver

in guid cuttin' order afore we drap on the fellow.

I wadna like to bungle the job o' slicin' him into

steaks
"

*• Not another word, Stewart," roared Mac. " You
are harrowing the tender feelings o' the dog, and I

know Archie doesn't like your mode o' expression

either."
'• We're near the top of the range," Archie inter-

rupted. *' I can see where the snowline ends in the

darkness."
•• I'm no' goin' to waste ony mair chunks o' wisdom

on the non-appreciative members o' this scientific

expedition," murmured Stewart. " My face cracks

every time I open my mouth "

'•Then keep it shut," advised Kentucky Bill un-

sympathetically, and curiously enough Stewart did
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in which were Z 7cZ,T' "^ 1*" "'•" ''°"°''

made here while thrcL!':. ^ ""'' ''»" *«
shelf of rock free frr.^P'* *"'' ^"' <=""''«<' '<> a
pi...s. AX'Txa™:ed^rh:;"';.x^'"'T''
^«h^. and express, .he opi::'..,'V^'1v^;riS

as all gathered round the nh-.,' f' " *"'
had kindled, to paruke of ?^ o

..:^'^ "
•• " ^' ^

il'

fully. " It is as I ,^„? ^rf. f^'"''"'
""^ "suit care-

..on'was cV™;eei'';?.ffc^;
'';«'<•. «- «"« ope.,

with gold, but it is' so .^frac^^r,
'"o. heavily

^^p
only Ralstons- P^o^r^ul^eaT ifpr^i,!

a^^l^SreKr ^?,Jrrg^;r
^reek

a" .heLn who '^ntt KoTd%"" ^" ""P'°y
erect the process on .l^l'^f^-^^'-'-^^^^ '»

wi.h::;%tS"dirce'^'::!
Lr-tid"""'

-^.'-^^

ironitone^l k7nuS whir^r" °' '"^'^ »""-
"•starting Ralstof5 Pr^^L hi

^\'" '^'' '"'^'^
(.«.,

"" "^focess up here when we like."

22
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"We won't need another meal," rejoined Mac.

"Our road is all downhill from here, and we should

see Too-much-gold Creek before night comes on

again."

And he was nearly correct. When the sun went

down, about half-past two in the afternoon, the out-

jutting spur, behind which Too-much-gold Creek

joined the Klondike, loomed straight ahead, and an

hour's steady travelling in the darkness brought them

to the junction. Here a camp was made, and supper

prepared, after which all went to sleep, the intention

being to move on early in the morning, and take

Soapy as much as possible by surprise. Before

Stewart rolled himself in his blanket, however, he

devoted ten minutes to stropping his beloved knife

on his right and his left boot alternately.

"That's a gran' piece o' steel. Bill," he remarked

after trying the edge with his thumb. " Mony a

whale it has cut up. I mind when I bought it in

Dundee, an' I wouldna part wi' it now for anything,

unless, maybe," he added reservedly, "a guid square

meal o' beans an' bacon."
"

I don't put much count on a knife," Bill answered

as he coiled himself up. " It seems a bit too greaser-

like to carve a fellow with steel. But let me have

my little barker, an' I'll blow the roof off any cuss

before he could think on what his first name was."

"
I quite believe you. Bill," Stewart grunted; " but

personally I am o' opinion that there's naething like

cauld steel. A man can often miss wi' a pea shooter,

but there's nae missin' wi' a blade like this, an' I'm^

thinkin' Soapy should feel highly honoured at gettin

the privilege o' havin' his banes shaved wi' it.'
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Bill did not answer; he was asleep, and, soon after,
Stewart finished his work and lay down beside him.
About midnight there was a movement among the

blankets, and Mac sat up quietly. «' I'll just have
a look at the field o' battle," he muttered to himself.
•' It is as well to be as much prepared against con-
tingencies as is in our power, especially when it's
men like Soapy Samuel, Chilcoot Charlie, & Co.
who are playing the other hand." He rose, and,
seizing his favourite gun, stepped out of the tent
and started up the creek towards the old camp.
But he had not gone far when a dog's cold nose
was pushed into his hand, and, looking down, he
saw Dave beside him. "You're a fine dog, Dave,"
he said, "but you are as much needing a sleep as
any o' us, an' should have waited where you were
comfortable."

" If there is any game on, Mac, Dave and I are
going to have a hand in it," said a voice behind
him, and next moment Archie swung alongside.
"I saw you leaving," the lad continued, "and came
after you. What purpose have you in view, Mac?
You may as well tell me, for I am quite determined
that I am going with you to take my share of all
risks."

" To which sentiments I, as a free-born citizen of
the great United States of America, also sign my
name," said Kentucky Bill. "There ain't goin' to
be any solo parts in this here racket, Mac."

•'I should think not," said the Captain's voice.
"Come on then," said Mac, looking round and

seeing Stewart also in the party. "It appears to
me that we have each struck upon the same idea,
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for I don't believe you were all so curious about

my movements as to be lying awake watchin' me."
"What is your idea then, Mac?" said the Captain.
" I wanted to stretch my legs a bit."

" Dinna mak' the man tell lees," broke in Stewart.

" He wanted to be the first man in oor ain palatial

mansion, which, if Soapy didna burn it, should be

standin' in a' its architectural gk>ry aboot a couple

o' hundred yards up the creek. We a' intended

the same thing, so let us just mak' a picnic o' the

business noo an' creep up in the dark wi' nothing

but oor fightin' tools/'

"That, I confess, was my idea," said the Captain.

"Of course," observed Mac, "we had all the same
inspiration. Great minds think alike. But don't

waste time talking. We've got business on hand
that may prove vera easy or extremely difficult."

But it was ridiculously simple. They merely

marched up the frozen surface of the creek and took

possession of their hut without the slightest show
of opposition, and soon after they had also brought

along their sleigh and tent, and were sitting round

a glowing stove discussing their best mode of pro-

cedure. Meanwhile the inmates of the portable hut

on the opposite bank apparently slept as soundly as

though the Government had granted them a per-

petual lease of Too-much-gold Creek.

"Well, boys," said the Captain, "I suppose we
have all thought out some plan of action. I remem-
ber, when we left here. Bill and Stewart thought I

cried off fighting ; but this is my proposal now.

We'll ask Soapy to remove in the morning, and if

he doesn't, we'll just make him. We "
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,.>"r^K.^°°1:
-^^P'" P"' '" ^'"- "They'd simply

s.t tight ,n the.r little fort, an' we could never get a

" I propose we blow them out wi' dynamite "
grunted Stewart. ''It's the only sure way/' ''

own heart. That idea has been in my mind all the

" But how can we do that ? " Archie asked. " Thevwill not sit idly and watch us
" ^

Mac an me will attend to the business, an' we

and slide down an' oot under the frozen creek unti

s'Jen'df f'• ^'r--
^^"^ P'^^^ °' ^eligni;: plL" d

scientifically in the ice under their hut, wi' a decentlength o' fuse, will just aboot do the ;rick. It w,"chase them oot anyway, an' after that we can daewhat seems best."

lost^L/f
"^ ^'^^ S^^^^'^'s P'-oposal. and without

loss of time a start was mad^ to carry it out.Our friends have been in here," Archie remarked
as the movable boards of the floor were lifted, '"butevidently they suspected nothing or our shaft wouldhave been opened."
- They could have removed our barricade underthe ice and stolen our stores," Mac said; "but I'llwager a fair -sized nugget that neither Soapy norhis satellites ever saw the bottom o' the shaft they

b:lr"°^^^-
""-' - -^ '^ - - ^'^^^ '••- o^f

And so it proved. When Mac and Stewart crossed

wm.^'
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under the ice to lay the mine which was to disturb
the inmates of the house above, they found that all

things were exactly as they hrd left them, and that a
flooring had now been put in ihe hut, thus covering
the shaft.

Before morning everything was ready, but they
delayed firing the mine until they had fixed up th*-ir

own hut so that it could stand a siege, if need arose.
Shortly after breakfast Dave announced, in character-
istic fashion, that someone was approaching, and on
their going to the door Soapy Sam himself confronted
them.

He grinned cheerfuHy. "Got back again?" he
said. "Hope you had a good trip."

" Fair," the Captain answered. * Arc you coming
inside?"

" Not just now. I ain't no all-fired idiot yet"
•' No, I suppose not," spoke Mac, pushing Stewart

back into the hut. "You're just the real and
original Soapy, and tlwnk that because you wouki
murder a man yourseH, if you got him cornered,
every other man would do the same."
"You've got no call to say things like that to me.

I am the most peaceaWy inclined man who ever
washed a pan, an' if I weren't I would tell my boys
to wipe ye o«t without givin' ye anv chance. As
it is, they are comin' for ye pretty slick whenever
they have breakfast; an' if ye have any savvy left

ye will say goodbye to To^-much-gold Creek right
away,"

"Puir, peaceful, lamblike Soapy, how I hae mis-
judged him!" said Stewart within. Me would have
liked to remind Soapy of his promise to fight, but

/'*'S
?-v?i

•wmmmm
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another idea struck him just then, and he dropped

TL'^lf
'^^^' •" '^^ "^'ddle of the floor. ^^

Well, we ain't goin',"said Kentucky Bill shortly.

fnr J h" T"/P ^ " "'"^ ^°^Py- " Then, blow you

lookin ar your last sunrise."

J'^^t yoy all you're worth you're a liar, an' thatyou mil l^ave here first," shouted Bill, as Stewart
reappi»#/*.l and nodded significantly.

"Please don't go away just yet," Archie put in.a. Soapy turned to depart in anger. -We have

n^oml^tlT""
'°^ ^^" ' ^°" -^^' °"'^ -^^ ^ ^-v

••What is it?" asked the peaceably inclined man.
But, before any answer could be given, a dull rumbie
sounded somewhere under the ice in the creek, and
great crystal-like masses were heaved into the air
•n the vicmity of Soapy 's hut. At the same time
the heav.ly-logged edifice itself jerked several feetupwards snapping the ropes which had moored it
to the bank as if they had been straws. For an
instant the house seemed to waver, then, slowlymovmg forward on its runners, it gathered speed

f J TaA^ '^^'P "^^"^^"^ '"^« ^^^ ^'•0=^^" channeland skidded merrily down towards the Klondike

J



CHAPTER XV

The Summons

"Whoop la! There she goes!" roared Bill, taking
off his bearskin cap and waving it in boisterous fare-

well, a proceeding whidi all but Soapy emulated with
cheerful promptitude.

"Hurrah! Hurrah!" cried Archie in a transport

of delight, watching the vanishing stronghold with
sparkling eyes. Stewart shouted himself hoarse;
then, unable to contain himself, dexterously indulged
in the wild mazes of the Highland Fiing. Even
the Captain, usually most staid in demeanour, could
not resist joiniug in the mad tumult of applause
that greeted the downward course of the abhorred
structure. Mac, however, restricted his joyful mani-
festations to a grim smile of satisfaction, and kept
careful watch on Soapy Sam, who appeared thunder-
struck at the startling event which had happened.
Long before the giant sleigh had reached the

Klondike, its wildly shrieking inmates had leaped
for safety, and now they lined the creek bank,
chattering volubly, and gazing helplessly after their

disappearing home. Then the frenzied curses of

Chilcoot Charlie were let loose upon the air; that

fluent-tongued individual was apparently much dis-

tressed by the trend of circumstances, and his fierce

invective was most potent in its fury. Hurrying
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up over the icy slopes he came, a revolver bran-

d:r„u" rit
'^"'' '" '-' ''-' '-''' -'^'^

And all this time Soapy had never said a word;

for?K
\^PP^"^ to see the humour of the situation

iTos Vu^^fr °Q^ '"^''^ ""^"'"^ ^^°""d h'« thin
lips. But when Stewart addressed him in language
of exaggerated condolence he turned round savagely-

" It Im 'o r k"°
.'"" '° '^°"' °"' y^^'" he snarled,

t w.
1 only be the worse for you at the finish."

r.rJ ^lu.'^
law-abiding citizens," remarked theCaptain gl.bly. .'We're squatted on the groundand you re not, and if you try to rush us we'll

report you to the Government."
As near as he could remember the Captain hadquoted Soapy s own words spoken on the occasion

or nis nrst arrival.

Soapy Sam laughed harshly. -I'm not takin'any count o' the peace racket," said he. -It ain'tgood enough for this hyer country. The solid factso the matter are: we're two thousand miles outsideo the law. There ain't no law in the Klondike.
There s five o ye here to hold the creek, but Ireckon^ can bring ten times five to boost ye out

Just then Chilcoot arrived on the scene. "Say
are ye goin' to git, or do you want us to turn thegang on to ye?" he hissed, essaying to raise his
revolvers threateningly.

crZf^ ^"..r^"^
'"'" °" the gang," Mac murmured

gently. But ,n case the guns you carry might
explode you d better lay them carefully down on
the ice before you start."
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•'I'll see you hanged first-

• Put 'em down, you fool," ordered Soapy shortly;
••don't you see they have got you covered."
••Oh, they've skeered you, have they?" taunted

the infuriated one, turning on his associate with a
sneering laugh. ••Why don't the famous Soapy
put up a fight ?"

'• Because he's got more sense than you," answered
Mac, making a sudden spring forward and encircling
Chilcoot Charlie in his brawny arms, so that the
wavering revolvers were included in the powerful
grasp and became pinioned helplessly to the ruffian's
sides. The Captain promptly disarmed the strug-
gling man, who, indeed, was as a weakly child in
his captor's clutches.

••It's a strange thing," said Archie indignantly,
"that these people should trade so much on our
unwillingness to hurt them unless in fair fight."
Mac hurled Chilcoot Charlie from him with scarce

an effort. •• It is the way o' the world, Archie," said
he calmly; then his voice grew stern: '•Now then,
Soapy, you'd better get out after your friend

"

••Ay, git, afore I pulverize you," added Stewart,
edging nearer to his sworn enemy.
••You kin bet I ain't goin' to stay—meantime,"

returned Soapy slowly and significantly. « But you
ought to see you won't have a chance o' holdin'
the ground "

••Send along your gang," growled Bill; •we'll
fill 'em so full o' lead I reckon they won't want to
stay nuther."

•' I kin afford to lose a few o' them in the scrim-
mage," said Soapy casually; "and when I come

m,A,!^mm^^^m^w^
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sunter.'-
''"'°" ^°"'" ^"^ ''

^^^^'^^'^^ ^° ^'' '"-

turm'n/'ir^t
°^ ""''^ ^''' ^'^^^^^fi^^d companion,

turning back once to give a final word of cheerfu
adv.ce: -Stake out the corners ye'd like to beplanted .n boys; an' when your at it you might do

tharhaVh"'
y°"7P•^P^ I'" ^ive you a specimen

ho I ? u"
"'^"^ ""^""^ " °""-" "« took a note-book from h.s pocket, tore out a leaf, and wrotesome words thereon with the leaden end of a revolver

cartndge. W.th a grating laugh he threw the sheeton the ice, and continued on his way to join theyellow fraternity who awaited his coming some fewhundred yards farther down the creek
Archie went forward and picked up the paper.

It bore only two lines, but they were wonderfully
suggestive: ^

" I FELL FOUL o' SOAPY SaM.

Here I am."

J'^'^^a^,^''^?^
'^ evidently a bit o' a humorist,"

remarked Mac dryly when the effusion was read out.But a man who can joke on such a subject is

L??.^ J ^T*".!"^-
^^'^ '° y°"^ "fl«^' 1^4 and

let us be ready.

a pretty solid siege," suggested the Captain. -After

o ; nTh
" """ ^d^ftage to be gained by remaining

I
»" the open to be potted at promiscuously."

Ar.h
^' !!'^^''^ "°' ^°'"'"S^ ^^''^^" exclaimed

Arch.e wonderingly. -See, they're fixing up therunaway house just where it stuck 1"
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" H'm, that's strange!" grunted Mac. " I suppose
they mean to attack us in the night."

Shortly afterwards another surprise greeted them.
Soapy Sam with several of the aliens was seen
issuing forth on the trail up the Klondilc^ 'n great
haste.

••He is going for reinforcements, probably," said

Archie sadly. •'He doesn't mean to leave us alone
after all."

••I wonder how many he wants for the jobi"
muttered Bill in disgust. ••Ain't a round dozen o'

the critters enough for him?"
Notwithstanding their somewhat anxious position,

Mac coolly proposed that the work of mining should
be proceeded with straightway. "We can count on
three or four days o' grace before Soapy can get
back from the village, lads," he said; ''and in that

time we can scoop out the best o' the surface wash.
I shouldn't wonder if we managed to scrape things
pretty clean before Soapy starts the circus again."
They went to their work with a will, taking the

precaution, however, to keep a watch on top, and
Archie and Dave took the first spell of this rather

onerous duty. The lad was by no means satisfied

at the near proximity of his neighbours, and he kept
a strict lookout in their direction as he patrolled

backwards and forwards over the ice in vain en-
deavour to infuse some warmth into his system.
Now and again he could distinguish Chilcoot
Charlie's swarthy face peering up at him, and on
one occasion he observed that individual in the
midst of a gesticulating throng of his myrmidons,
who seemed to be clamouring for something in no
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uncertain voice. Then, to his horror, he saw knives
drawn, and angry murmurs reached his ears. '•

It
will go hard with Chilcoot Charhe if they do turn
on him. I suppose Soapy is the only man who can
hold them in check." Even as he was speaking he
saw the white man's rifle flash in the dull sunlight,
and at once the surrounding horde scattered in
apparently abject terror.

The forenoon passed without further happening-
then the Captain relieved him at his post, while he
went down below to hew at the frozen gravel. Great
was the treasure they recovered from the golden creek
that day. Nuggets of wonderful size were revealed
when the stones were subjected to the roasting pro-
cess, and Archie thought that, if the same reward
was theirs for three full days, their greatest trouble
would be to carry the wealth away. But this was
expecting overmuch from Nature. The second day
was disappointing compared with the first, and on
the third evening Mac considered that it would be
necessary to treat the sands of the creek more syste-
matically if they would avoid having to sink a new
shaft.

' I don't think we should sink any more holes "

said the Captain, "at least until we see what Soapy
mtends to do."

Mac concurred readily enough. " The fact is," he
remarked, "I believe we've got pretty nearly all' that
can be got without sluicing the wash ; but what we've
taken is nothing to what might be dug out with more
careful treatment."

••Anyhow," commented Archie brightly, "the
creek has done well by us, and we can't grumble.
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Why, there's nearly three thousand ounces in the
pile now! At four pounds an ounce that means
about twelve thousand pounds altogether."

'•There's iron in it, Archie," said Mac. "You'll
be safer to reckon on a value of three pounds an
ounces

'* I reckon if we got the process set ajigging it

would sizzle out gold like sawdust through a sieve,"

murmured Bill reflectively. " If Too-much-gold can
give us enough to run up a plant I won't want any
more.

" Billy, my man," said Stewart earnestly, " I am
very delighted to hear you speak in such moderate
terms. Gold is a curse, you ken, an' brings in its

train a' evil things. Noo, that's ex-actly why I'm
such a paragon o' virtue."

*' Wealth, if used aright, is a blessing," spoke Mac
gravely; * misapplied, it is the bitterest enemy o'

those that possess it. Gold, the yellow sordid gold
o' commerce, has always its worldly value; but re-

member, lads, the gold o' human nature is above
all price, and we who seek for the former sometimes
find the latter, so that our quest is often glorified

in failure."

"You're gettin' gey lang- winded, as I've had
occasion to remark before," murmured Stewart
thoughtfully. "Forbye, you speak in parables,
which is a vera dangerous form o' discourse "

He sighed abstractedly. « I wish I were a prod

—

prod—prodigal," he continued, diverging off from
the subject at a tangent. " But there'll be nae fatted

calf for me. Hooever, I never did like calf."

" I think we'll manage to make one calf go round,"
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su« w.
.

Th,s hyer prodigal ain't goin' to take any

ablu, fhT'^'TP"'?,
"'" ^"y Sood remindin' ye allabout the ch.ckens," said the Captain.

^ ^
'

«.i«e{^L^HaX:^-Crn^°4^.t"-" -
p™cJrtLX:i^pj;;^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

sully
*' '"P"'" '° Circumstance," quoted Stewart

^^orrer£rXtrs•t^s/lrr:S
Archie, accompanied bv D^v*. h^^

Jncervals

that nr^ ^o
^'*'"^" oy uave, had gone out to seethat no danger threatened from their enemies /nH

dunly discerned in'le ^^^ Kf ThTr^'^an'S

way and invesWate" Off [
™"""-« ^own a little

obediently at hfteels He h^n'"''
°'™ '^"'"5

distance down to the „ai^ T"'" ''"'f '"e

suddenly conscious of a n/r' ""^ "" '^'^"^

shadows of "he elk ^^f''
fiS^V'^"*"^^ '" '^^

and scarce w^y" ds ^w";
""

Te"1"^' ^="""^•
think of probable^onseqSes and afth":

'""' '"

he forgot too that he car'riedThe^y vol^rhis'
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hand. Simultaneously with his sight of the man he

sprang forward to grapple with him, and his sullen

adversary met him half-way with ponderous club

upraised to strike. But Archie had been too quick

for him, his lithe body evaded the descending blow,

and with a keen thrill of delight he felt a wonderful

strength surge within him as his arms clenched on

his foe. For a space they struggled in silence, then

a furry thunderbolt hurled through the air straight

at Archie's opponent's throat. Without even a pre-

liminary growl Dave had leaped into the fray. With
a deep guttural exclamation the man staggered back,

just missing the shock. *'Ugh!" he grunted. He
did not attempt to renew the encounter, but kept a

watchful eye on the dog.

"Why, you're an Indian!" said Archie breath-

lessly. ** Why didn't you say so at first?"

Doubtless the Indian could have explained satis-

factorily in his own language that his opportunities

for speech at the commencement had been rather

forcibly restricted, but his command of English was

too meagre to express his feelings.

"Me Throndiuck warrior," he said. "Me watch

yellow men."
Not another word could Archie get out of him,

and, after making a few placable attempts to soothe

the warrior's outraged dignity, he warily continued

on his way, keeping closer into the gloom of the

gully's steep sides as he neared the abode of the

aliens. He was within twenty paces of the danger-

ous citadel when he halted and peered around anx-

iously. A faint disturbing element filled the air,

but what it was he could not well determine. For



The Summons 353

over a minute he stood, immovable, alert, then Dave
pushed against his knee energetically and stifled

the growl in his throat with apparent effort. Yet
still Archie listened, his ears trying to fathom the
unwonted sound he heard. Suddenly the door of
the hut opened, and Chilcoot Charlie stepped out,
mumbling fiercely to himself. "Why in thunder
don't Soapy come?" he muttered audibly. "But,
hullo I that must be him now." His gaze was
turned up the Klondike, and to Archie's alarm the
mysterious echoes of the night were quickly ex-
plained, for through the half-light which glimmered
on the frozen river he could now discern a dense black
mass approaching. It was Soapy Sam returning
with reinforcements from the village. The march of
moccasined feet on the crisp frost was the disquieting
sound he had heard. Quickly he turned and made
his way back, and as he passed the scene of his
encounter he noticed that the stolid Indian watcher
was no longer there; he had vanished utterly.

He found his comrades anxiously awaiting him.
"You've been too reckless, Archie," reproved Mac
when they had listened to his story.

"I wonder what the Indian was doing there?"
mused the Captain.

" Bothered if I think it matters a cent's worth what
he was doing," said Bill, "but I'm mighty anxious
to know what sort o' army Soapy has round about
him. Have ye any idea as to their numbers,
Archie?"

" I should say there would be over twenty in the
bunch I saw," said the lad.

" That means there will be thirty in all, count-
(BM9) 23
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ing those that remained," consideied the Captain
aloud.

Oh, why did I no' stay up at the North Pole?"
pathetically moaned Stewart. Why did I leave
ray hame? God Save the Queen and Scots Wha
Hael this is nae place for a tender innocent at a'."

There's one thing I'm convinced about," said
Archie, after some further talk, and that is that
Soapy Sam's gang are very much afraid of firearms."

By the Great Dominion, you've explained the
whole concern!" cried the Captain. Now that I

think of it, I never saw any of them with a shooter.
I do believe it is because Soapy daren't trust them
with deadly weapons."

Either that or he hasn't got any to spare," agreed
Mac, which comes to the same thing as far as we
are concerned."

An' that's why he needs such a crowd o' the
critters," echoed bill. Blow me if I don't believe
Soapy has been trying to bluff us every time."
There must be more than bluff behind this nev

game of his," warned the Captain ; and the question
is, are we going to give way to Soapy Sam or are
we going to sit tight?"

Then did Stewart get up with a bellow of wrath.
We'll give way to nae man," he shouted, least
of a' to Soapy I " And he but spoke the sentiment
of all.

Through the long night they kept strict watch, but,

though noisy demonstrations issued continuously from
the Mongol camp during the weary hours, no attempt
was made to attack the creek defenders. Daylight
came at last, and with it there broke forth a wilder
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out fierce and harsh on the morning air, and occa

" In case o' accident," said Mac, listening to the

on ."hLrK"'-
"^''^ "'"" set e;ery,hi:g^ packed

need be I^
'" ?'"''"'' '"' ^ ''""ed skedaddleffneed be. I ve got a sort o' idea that Soapy has been

orde'J'"'!^'"'''
"''""" '" P"'"'"g everything i„order. Not for an instant did he doubt that a terrihl»

ordeal was near, and he nerved himse f to meet iAnd Dave, growling hoarsely, followed him In a

»

h,s movements, as if eager ever to be near t" guardh,m from sudden attack. Breakfast was swallow^ed „

fi^ h r r?,"
''^"'""8 "y his rifle, and ere Tt wisfinished a shnll p^an of triumph, the war song ofThetribesmen, burst out in hideous chorus. The invaders

ra^hrr-^ '- ''"- -"^h.. The fatrhtr

ouf""par dn!'"'.r
*'

f°°'
°f ">« hut and looked

was st^adit adv
"'"^ ^ hustling, jostling throngwas steadily advancing, i-antastically attired thev

and"'.h:'ir ff'f
"'" '"""""'^ "' '"'-'' f-.herZand their faces were streaked with a vivid crimsonpaint which rendered their appearance, evenTthTtdistance, most repulsive to the view. They weremiscellaneously armed with spears, clubs, and'^biVctwood saplings, and many bore before hem broadprotecting shields. Indeed it was a motley a"d fear-some-looking army to bring against theVve wWte
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men of Too-much-gold Creek. In front strode Soapy-
Sam, revolver in hand, every now and then turning
to address his legion. But where was Chilcoot
Charlie? For some time Archie could not locate the
loud-mouthed renegade among the oncoming horde,
but finally he descried him bringing up the rear.
Whether he had chosen this position as the one most
compatible with safety, or whether he was serving
some useful purpose, forcing on the more reluctant
of the warriors at the revolver's muzzle, was a matter
for conjecture; though, to do him justice, Archie
quickly jumped to the latter conclusion. There was
no evidence this time of any form of strategy being
employed. Soapy was risking all on a bold front
and a display of force, and certainly he succeeded
in providing an awesome spectacle.

"We must stop them, lads," said Mac sternly.
"And yet—and yet, my mina misgives me sore to
take human life, even under such great provocation.
Try a long shot. Captain. Whisk the feathers out
o' that old chap's hair. Maybe that will frighten the
others."

Bang! Prompt to the word the Captain fired from
his loophole, and at once the waving canopy which
a short instant before had decorated a Mongol head,
scattered and fell over his shoulder. For a brief
second it seemed as if the entire band meant to turn
and flee

; they hesitated in their march, and gave vent
to sundry shrieks of dismay. But Soapy succeeded
in quelling the rising riot, and onwards they came
again.

"Let me have a pot at Soapy," said Bill, nestling
his cheek against his rifle stock and gazing along



The Summons
357

the barrel with unquivering eye. - 1 reckon if Istop h.m the rest won't have any appetite for their

"I reckon he won't have the same tender feeh'n^
for us when he gets nearer." grumbled Bill. - Any!how 1 11 sh, t another o' their top pieces jest foramoosement." •"

And he shifted it so neatly that Archie, who waswatchmg the effect of the shot, marvelled atXunerrmg predsion of his aim. Another slight delay
ensued, but the progress of the band was fhis timescarcely checked.

^

-There's no help for it, Mac." spoke the Captain.
If we mean to give our own skins a chance wemust shoot m earnest."
Mac nodded. -Aim low," he said quietly, and

immediately four rifles belched out their deadly mes-
sengers, and a corresponding number of Soapv'sarmy temporarily relinquished interest in the frayhowhng with rage and dismay at their disablement.'
I he rest, however, seemed suddenly aroused to an
extraordinary pitch of madness. They broke into arun, and came swarming up the creek until they werealmost opposite the old shaft; but they had not comethrough the danger zone scatheless. Already the
barrel of Archie's rifle was fiery hot. He had shotonly to disable; his whole spirit revolted against the
slaughter that seemed imminent, and his ^comradeswere scarcely less affected.

omraaes

"We must shoot to kill now," roared Bill, leaping
out into the open. -Send back your gang, Soapy
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Sam, or by the Stars and Stripes we'll blow them
to glory."

Soapy halted with his forces. "You've made it

hotter than I expected, boys," he said pleasantly.
•• But, as I told you, I can afford to lose as many o*
this crowd as can stop a chunk o' lead, an' they're
sartain to get you at the finish. You see, you played
right into my hands when you bumped things about
at the village. You insulted their totems an' the
tombs o' their ancestors, an' if anything would make
them fight that has done the trick."

Mac stepped out on the ice, followed by the rest of
the defenders. In his hand he bore his breechloader.
"Soapy, my man," he said grimly, "we've spared
your life, though we've had a heavy grudge against
you. At this range my gun would make a terrible
hole in your ranks. Send back the gang "

An angry muttering broke from the savage band,
and their eyes gleamed wildly as they surged for-
ward. With a torrent of uncouth words Soapy Sam
turned upon them.

"Archie, lad," said Mac, "take my gun. At this
distance it is equal to a' the rifles put together."
He thrust the weapon back from him, and walked
forward until he was only a short pace or so distant
from Soapy Sam. "Send back the gang," he said
sternly, "an' we'll fight our differences as man to
man."
Another fierce uproar took place among the

maddened crew. Chilcoot Charlie was apparently
encouraging them from behind. Then—how it hap-
pened Archie alone could tell -in the midst of the
disturbance a shot was fired, and Mac, staggering
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backward, fell heavily at the lad's feet. Then ensued
a perfect pandemonium. With hoarse cries of rage
Bill and the Captain leaped to their fallen com-
rade's side and stood over him with rifles levelled
and fingers touching the triggers, and Archie, with
a groan of anguish, singled out Chilcoot Charlie
with the gun that had been given him. In another
second that ruffian would have gone to his account.
But a further interruption came to interfere with the
lad's dreadful purpose. Stewart, for the one short
instant, had stood as if turned to stone, but now with
a cry the like of which Archie never thought mortal
man could utter he bounded forward, his breath
coming in great gasps as if the hoart of the man
were bursting. ''Mac! Mad" he wailed.

His impetuous spring carried him to within a few
yards of Soapy Sam ; then hurling his revolver from
him he drew the weapon which he cherished, the
long cruel -looking knife. And Soapy, with a
strange glitter in his eye, discarded his own firearm
and promptly unsheathed a great curving bowie.

"It's your funeral," he snarled savagely. ''Chil-
coot, keep back the mob, and I reckon you'll answer
to me later."

Not a word more did Stewart utter, and the two
men glared at each other like wild animals at bay.
Then clash I The blades met; the terrible combat
had begun. And now for several seconds there
came a lull, a lull of such deadly portent that
Archie's nerves chilled under the strain. The two
men, with catlike tread, were stalking each other
round and round in a narrow circle, each waiting
for an opening. Soapy's shoulder and neck were
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crouched down into his body, and his knees were
bent in readiness for a spring. Stewart's lean frame
was doubled forward from the waist, his right hand
outstretched, his whole attitude like that of a wrestler
seeking his chance. Again the weapons collided
in mid air, and, as before, it was Stewart who had
taken the aggressive, but Soapy was prepared for
the blow, and almost before the ring of steel was
heard he returned the attack, lunging desperately
at ins opponent's broad chest. This was che testing
stroke of the duel. Was Stewart's skill equal to
the defence? Archie held his breath. But there
was no need to fearj his comrade's boast had not
been in vain. Stewart's w.Jst turned but ever so
slightly and the gleaming bowie glanced off harm-
lessly over his shoulder. Then Soapy's face paled.He knew he was pitted against no mean foe. Light
as a panther he leaped back, but the lean one
followed.

Once more the keen blades clashed, then the
action became quicker, and for nearly a minute
the ring of conflicting steel was ^11 that could be
heard, while the cruel weapons flashed and quivered
in the dull light like darts of living flame.
Again and again Stewart struck, and just so often

did Soapy Sam effectually guard. His defence
seemed impregnable, even as his retaliating on-
slaughts were coolly calculated. The onlookers on
both sides gazed in awe, even the alien mob ap-
peared mesmerized into silence. Round and round
the combatants circled. Soapy ever wary yet confident,
^itewart grim and decided in his purpose. The
sight was terrible to witness. But the climax was
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near. Not for long could even the strongest men
keep up such a struggle. Seizing an opportunity,
i5oapy suddenly feinted, then struck fiercely at his
enemy's heart. Too late to parry the lightning
stroke, Stewart took the blow on his left arm, and
at once the red blood from a slashing wound stained
the snow.

Then Chilcoot Charlie's rasping voice was heard
tauntingly: "I reckon that galoot should start an'
say his prayers now. Ha! ha! ha!"

Archie groaned. Was he to lose both of his
friends at this dread time? But Chilcoot Charlie
had spoken prematurely. Stewart's wounded arm
dropped limp to his side, but he heeded it not at
all. Soapy had scarcely withdrawn his blade ere
Stewart's weapon flashed at his breast. Quickly he
guarded, his eye sure and his grip firm, but Ihis
time Stewart was not to be denied; his mighty
strength seemed to concentrate in one culminating
effort. No longer was the protecting bowie suf-
ficient barrier. The colliding steel shrilled out,
and Soapy's knife was borne resistlessly before the
shock, while he swayed backward and fell.

With a roar of fury Stewart stood aloft over his
prostrate foe, and his keen blade gleamed on high.
But before it fell, while even yet it quivered in mid
air, his whole nature seemed to undergo a change
the light of battle fled from his face, leaving it sad
and unspeakably miserable. "Your life canna re-
compense for his," he muttered slowly. He turned
away in mute sorrow.

The entire drama had occupied but a few minutes
altogether, and neither Archie nor his companions
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yet had time to realize truly what had happened.
But they gave a shout of joy when they saw Stewart
coming towards them, blood- marked and weary,
yet victorious.

'•Is he dead?" asked he listlessly. "Is Mac
dead?"

"No, he's not exactly dead yet, my man," came
a weak whisper from the snow, and Mac, regaining
consciousness, essayed to get upon his feet.

Stewart uttered a yell of delight; his face positively
glowed, and in a moment his strong right arm was
supporting his comrade. Archie dared not look; his
weapon was needed at the front; but his heart gave
a glad bound, and Bill and the Captain at his side
muttered fervent prayers of thankfulness. No, Mac
was not dead, but a gory channel along his temple
showed how near the call had been. His fur cap
had fallen to the snow, showing his hair matted with
congealing crimson.

In the ranks of the attacking force, meanwhile,
dire clamour prevailed. The downfall of their
leader had dismayed them, but Chilcoot Charlie's
fluently bestowed curses checked their inclination to
retreat, and apparently imbued them with a fiercer

desire for immediate action. Yet they feared the
rifles that opposed them, and while those behind
pressed forward the shrinking line in front hustled
back. Inch by inch, however, they increased their
ground, and when Soapy Sam quietly picked him-
self up and regained his position in the forefront,
the howling crew were no more than half a dozen
yards away from their intended prey.

"On ye go, ye yaller cusses I" shrieked Chilcoot
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Charlie, keeping his head well out of sight behind
the rearguard. <' Swipe 'em out I"
"You'd better leave the gang to me," said Soapy

Sam significantly, waving back his myrmidons with
savage gestures. Then he singled out Stewart with
Ins penetrating eyes, and lo I it was a different man
that seemed to speak. « Pardner," he said quietly,
the old bravado gone entirely from his voice, "you
bested me in fair fight, an' you let up on me when
you could easily have cooked my little goose. I
ain't such a low-down skunk as to forget a thing
like that. I won't run against you any more."
With a snarl of rage Chilcoot Charlie pushed his

way to the side of his chief.

"Do you mean that we're goin' to give up Too-
much-gold?"
"Yes, sir-ee," answered Soapy Sam promptly.

"Have you something to shout out against it?"
" I have," roared the other with a great oath. "

I
want the gold if you don't, an' I ain't goin' to get
back now, not by a jugful I ain't. Take that, you
white-livered skunk I"

His revolver exploded at point-blank range, and,
without even a groan, Soapy Sam collapsed face
downwards on the ice, while his slayer dashed back
to safety.

"Murderer I" cried Archie in horror, and almost
without knowing it he touched the trigger of the
gun which Mac had entrusted to him. A ponderous
report ensued, and the close-packed shot tore along
over the heads of the assembly, just missing the
object of its aim, but cleaving his cap and hair off
as cleanly as a knife might have done.
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It n be your turn next, you young devil," yelled
the ruffian, clapping his hand to his head as if in
doubt as to whether that portion of his anatomy
were still in position.

^

Urged on by his fierce cries the now frenzied
band crowded irresistibly forward, stepping over
their fallen leader in their progress.
"Now, boys," said the Captain calmly, "steady

IS the word—what, Mac, are you here?"
"Ay," answered Mac dryly, and, assisted by

f 71 ;^ P'f^"^ '° ^^^ ^'°"^' ^^«""ff and ghastly
to behold. "I can still use a rifle."
A second later the valley reverberated with the

thunder of their volley. A perfect inferno followed,

''^L'''^
'^'^

^u.
'^'"^^ ^PP^^^^d t° become

suddenly mixed
; his head swam, and a tingling

sensation in his shoulder, where a bullet had
passed explained the cause of his giddiness.Then he caught sight of Chilcoot Charlie aiming
at him a second time. Feebly he tried to raise
his revolver; his gun he had already discarded, ashe had no time to load up afresh. Then a loud
report echoed out from somewhere behind, and his
malevolent enemy sank amid the surging masses of
his followers. Archie turned round, and dimly hesaw a tall figure standing on the bank of the creek,a smoking r.fle in his hand ; behind him ranged agroup of Indian warriors. Then his eyes clouded as
If with a heavy mist, and he knew no more,

h.-c f^.T^'^f
*° ,*^°"sciousness to find Bill rubbing

h.s forehead with snow, while over him also bent astrangely familiar face.

•Silver Water I" he cried.
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wJ/'T"^ °^
i^'

^"^'^"'" ^^'"^ the reply, -Silver

lou oTTV''' ^^ ^'^ mountain 'de'er to Id
hrspeople^ gL"" v'' ^ ^"^^^ '" ^'^^ ^^-^ of

lu leaa tne Kings warriors over the Hacier fro.i
.o_^help his palefaced friends i„ itZu^ol

an^waJ'^r""" ^""'^i:"^'
""' "« ^e could makeanswer, his ears caught the sound of a falteringvoice near at hand. Aided bv Rill =„^ 1 «"enng

he struggled to his f^tVj^.h u
""^ '"'''^"

SDectacI^ Thl *««'- »"d then he saw a pitifulS n„ I, '"^ ^°^Py ^'""' his head sup-ported on Stewart's Itnee, his face deathly nallidOn either side stood Mac and the rlZl- u
bowed heads listening to the words ofT"

""*
while enemy. °' **" «"•*'-

"Yes, boys," murmured the dyine man "I ^.rf,^;.
I a.n-t been what you'd call a sa^nt^in my time bunu her haye I been as bad as some folksTo^W make
Iv . r.7"

''^'^ "" ''"''""=' shown me till thisday, an' I'd got to think there warn't any such thin^as a man that would play the eame flir i . f

yCfni^ltr T-K ^^^^ -"- ' -n"d'
woritTjlf an° 7 u'

"
• i*'"'^'"

*' "'"& "°"ldworK itselt, an I knew o' lots o' golt j in thpmmountains. I know you'ye got thefhing back- toboys, before I start out on the lone traU, I w^nt to

for trc^t-^'f^
" ""' "' ^^^-'"-^ ^o-''- "ok

sajd^g:;m,y-"^eS'ltTt i^^-^-•
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that I know you won't suffer by me stealin' the con-

cern." He was silent for a moment, then he looked

at Mac through fast-glazing eyes. " I didn't shoot

you, old man," he whispered. '* Don't put that down
to my score."

"We forgive you everything. Soapy," answered
Mac. "The man who fired that treacherous shot

is dead."
" It was I, Silver Water, who slew the evil white

man," said the Indian simply.
" Chilcoot got me all right," smiled Soapy.

" Plumb through he's pinked me ; but then he
couldn't very easily have missed at the range. Ah,
well, I reckon I won't harm anyone any more."
He gasped for breath, and when he spoke again

his voice sounded far away.

"Goodbye, boys I would ye mind givin' me a grip

o' your hands? I think I'd go easier after it—just

to show you don't bear me any ill will."

Archie knelt down painfully, and clasped the

dying man's hand in a farewell grip. "Goodbye,
Soapy Sam!" he said gravely; "go in peace and
fr je from all our reproaches."

Then Soapy Sam, notorious outlaw and desperado,

smiled. "It's mighty hard," he murmured, "that I

should meet real white men just as I'm peggin' out.

Boys, don't let them be too cruel on my memory. I

ain't never been a coward, an' I'm goin* to—die

—

game."
His voice trailed off in a long fluttering sigh.

Soapy Sam was dead. His soul had gone forth

to meet the All-Merciful Judge before whom no
repentant sinner may plead in vain. Reverently
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It be his epitaph."

For nearly a minute a painful silence reigned.
Archie s mind was filled with many strange emodons.He could scarcely bring himself to realize that hehad been one of the principals in the terrible drama
enacted that day. It all seemed so unreal, so Z
possible. A sharp twinge of pain in his wounded
shoulder, however, quickly recalled his wandering
fancy, and sadly he turned his gaze on the mute
evidences of strife which lay around him. The
white -frosted creek was stained and trampled and
strewn with discarded weapons; and Chilcoot Charlie
where was he? The youth closed his eyes and would
not permit himself to look farther. The horrors of
the struggle were made cruelly clear to him. His
sensitive nature was not easily inured to scenes
of such grim aspect. For the paltry gratification
of one man all this devastation had been wrought
and^now that man was dead-and Soapy Sam was

The Captain broke in on his unprofitable musings.
-Archie, my lad," said he, "I want to dress that
shoulder of yours before the cold gets to it. Come
into the hut and I'll try and fix it up."

•• Yes, go at once, Archie," advised Mac anxiously.
Are you aware, Mac, my man, "spoke Stewart

sternly, "that you look like a walking butcher's
adverteesement? I'm thinkin' ye'd better come wi'me this vera meenit, and I'll whisk a bandage round
your head in twa jiffs."

•' And while you're at the job I'd be as well to come

i
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and doctor you, Stewart," said Bill, "for you're a
purty gory-lookin* ornament to go cavortin' about
all on your lonesome."
"I think we all stand in need of repairs," remarked

Archie with a weary smile. "You don't look too
well yourself. Bill."

" filly's been eatin' something that's disagreed wi'
him, hazarded Stewart.
"All mighty fine for you to talk," growled the

usually imperturbable American, "but my top piece
feels as big as a balloon. Some measly heathen
gave me a crack wi' his club, an' the effect don't
seem a bit romantic. I'm full up o' clubs, I am.
But howlin' tornadoes, we ain't finished yet! Here's
another circus comin'."

J'Mair trouble," groaned Stewart, "and just when
1 d gie onything for a quiet life I

"

It was Dave that had alarmed them—Dave, whose
appearance was bloody and grim, showing clearly
that he, too, had suttered much in the fray, though
in the confusion of the struggle his movements had
passed unnoticed. His sudden bark brought back
the tension of their nerves afresh, but as yet nothing
to warrant his outburst could be seen.
"He must have heard something," said Archie

positively.

Then Silver Water, who had been standing
sombrely by, knelt down and placed his ear close
to the ice. "White man's sleigh on trail," he said
clearly rising to his feet. Nor was he mistaken,
for, a few minutes later, a hurrying dog team accom-
panied by two men hove into view around the curve
leading up from the Klondike.
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Rin ^^Tk^'"''
•"'"*'^ "^^'^^^ °" ^he sleigh," gruntedB.11 watching ,ts speedy progress earnestly

; the„he broke into a shout of iov " Blow m« v % •
,

•' I can't make him out at all," said Mac dubiouslyNearer and nearer drew the light conveyance th^dogs panting and straining at the trrcrasTwornpu by long and forced travel. Finally IThjerkthe sleigh pulled up alongside th^^^er g oup^The dogs promptly rolled over on their s.^es msdng for breath, and Broncho, with a sigh ofSstrode over to Mac with outstretched hfnd, eavnl

gouT'^ATd"
^'^""'"^ hesitatingly i„ tie back!ground. And, wonder of wonders, the second manwas none other than the Sheriff "Wal° bovs"spoke Broncho languidly, "you don't ned to i'ya blessed word till I get through. King Jamestod us whar' to find you, and he also made im^hty clear that you were in a blamed bad fixwi Soapy's gang. We bustled on instanter bu^met some o' Silver Water's warriors "bo^" a mileback, who told us that the picnic was finTshed andtha ye war' still able to let out a whoop.'' '

the ^cnicT
''^•" '*'" ^^^ '"''«''^> "*e result o'

Broncho gazed round unmoved. "Yes I w^

rt
"^"'"h* answered calmly, "an' I kin 'tell youI m a sight better pleased to find it ain't the otherway about. I reckon the chances were ag'n youevery „me Why, pardners, you all look asl yo'^dhad a purty dose call I"

^
(BM9)

24



370 The White Trail

Here the Sheriff came forward, but it was a very
different Sheriff from the one whom they had known
in Dawson. He looked woefully cadaverous and
haggard. "Say, boys," he said earnestly, •*! know
you ain't got any reason to like me, an' I'm sorry
we didn't hit it off better."

•'Let it go at that, pard," interrupted Bill.

"This hyer crowd air a mighty forgivin' lot, I kin

tell you."

"What's the matter. Sheriff?" asked Mac.
" Broncho could have told you we weren't the kind
to treasure up grievances against any man. Is there

trouble in Dawson?"
"Let me explain, boys," urged Broncho. "As

you are aware, I represent a sartain section o' the
galoots in Dawson ; the Sheriff stands good for the

other crowd. Now them last two weeks have been
simple howling starvation. The saloon's shut up,

and there ain't as much as would feed a sparrow
to be picked up anywhere round about."

"But I thought everyone had stores enough to

last out the winter I" cried Archie in wonder. "If
not, why didn't they get away while they could?"
" Let me tell you," answered Broncho with a

forced laugh, "that 'bout seventy-five per cent o* the
hull population ain't got more than a few weeks'
grub left. And for why? They thought they could
always buy it at the store, and the store depended
on gettin' in supplies from the coast, owin' to some
tom-fool notions gettin' talked o' concarning relief

expeditions and suchlike humbuggin' nonsense."
" We were calculating on a relief expedition comin'

in," added the Sheriff sadly. " They know in Seattle
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and San Francisco that we ain't got anything like
stores enough to see us through till spring; but we've
given up hope. It means the back trail now, or
starvation, or mebbe both. I— I ain't had a squar'
meal for a week, boys. I kin tell you it feels mighty
bad." ^ ^

Stewart emitted a cry of sympathy. "You'll no'
go hungry awa' from this camp," he said quickly.
•' Come on, Broncho, you'll hae to dae the cookin'
this time, for we're all temporarily disabled, an' vera
much in need o' repair."

'' One minute, pard," said Broncho. " The Sheriff
an' me ain't yet performed our dooty." He fumbled
in his breast pocket and drew forth a folded sheet
of foolscap, which he solemnly handed over to Mac,
"That," he continued, "air the very identical re-
solution passed at the starvation roll up in Dawson
two days ago, which dockyment we promised to de-
liver, sparing nuther dogs nor men in the execution
o' the mission."

"An' we haven't rested day or night since we
started," added the Sheriff.

"Read it out, Mac," said the Captain. "But I
think I know what it is before you start."
Mac unfolded the paper without a word and read

the following:

"At the roll up held in Dawson on this the
day of December, called to consider the dangerous
situation brought about by the scarcity of supplies,
and to reason out a possible means by which the
starvation threatening Dawson might be averted, it
was resolved:

"First: That all men under forty years of age
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must immediately force the back trail outwards to
the coast by the shortest route, that is, by way
of the upper Yukon and Chilcoot Pass.
"Second: That the older men, and any who may

be afflicted with physical infirmity, remain in Dawson
to guard the interests of those who go away.
"Third: That all men taking the trail give over

their stores to those who are left, retaining sufficient
only to provide half-rations for a period of thirty
days, by which time the long trail will either have
been negotiated or proved impassable. This course,
recommended in the cause of humanity, was unani-
mously approved by all British and American citizens
present at the gathering.

•'Fourth: That Archibald Ralston, of Too-much-
gold Creek, in view of his knowledge of the long
trail, be urged to lead the exodus of Dawson's in-
habitants, numbering in all two hundred and fifty
souls, and that the other members of his party be
requested to join a council comprising the most
experienced miners; which council will advise and
control the men while on the march, taking upon
Itself full power to deal with riots and civil strife
as may seem fit to it.

"Fifth: That a written copy of these resolutions
be entrusted to Broncho Jim of Eldorado Creek,
and to Richard Brown, otherwise known as the
Sheriff, for safe and speedy delivery to Archibald
Ralston of Too-much-gold Creek and his four com-
panions, known as Mac, Stewart, Kentucky Bill,
and Captain Cardwell, and that these messengers,
representing in themselves all present at the roll
up, should honestly and cleariy make the condition

^£S^.
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of affairs in Dawson fully known, and personally

Slo^^h^'in^^'/I'^^^"
^"' P^^^V to recurs

hZ..^ L^'
'^ '^^y ^'^ ^"'"'"S '^ ^ke uponthemselves the .esponsibilities offered in clause

or'N^o^rWerclatr'
''" ""'""" ''^^ ^^'"^

God Save the Queen!

Hail Columbia I

Alf. Macintosh, Bonanza Creek,
President of Roll-Up Committee."

A low murmur of surprise issued from the lipsof the Mstening group. ^

'•Is fhat all?" asked Stewart.
"I reckon it couldn't have been made much

ofTn^* ';°J^'"^"'^^
^'" ^'th unwonted quietness

The ' .in preserved a grave silence, and Archieseemed u,;ep m troubled thought.
" What is the answer to be, boys?" said Broncho,

rying without success to appear indifferent. "Iknow you re better fixed than any o' us. You've
got three or four months' grub stored in my shantyan -an you ve struck gold, I reckon ; but thar' ain'tno one who knows the blessed trail like you, an'—
All -^—^—

"White man cannot go over the great m ite trail
'»

broke m Silver Water suddenly. -The snows liedeep on the pass. The great lakes are blotted out
in whiteness. The blizzards rage and the grey
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wolves cry out for food. Let not the white man
dare the dangers of the Indian wilds."
Then Mac spoke, and his voice was calm and

ow: ''You have heard what Silver Water says,
lads. Danger and maybe death lie in wait on the
back trail, but remember it offers the only hope
ot life to starving men, who must die if they re-
main. There's only one answer we can give you.
Broncho, and Archie will speak it now "

"We'll go," said Archie simply.
Again Silver Water spoke a warning note.

"Friend of the Indian," he said, clutching Archie
eagerly by the hand, "go not back upon the
white trail. Stay with Silver Water "

"We'll come again. Silver Water," replied Archie
gently "We will leave everj^thing here in your
care, but now we must go."
The Indian shook his head sadly. "The ereatsnows cover the valley," he murmured. " Never

more will Silver Water see his paleface friends "

At this moment Dave pressed between the two,whining deeply. '

"Ah, Davel" said Archie, "now you will have
to leave me, for Silver Water has returned andyou are no longer my dog."
The Indian looked wistfully at the two. "SilverWater takes not back his gifts," he said brokenly.
Gladly would he too go with you on the trail,

but weary are his limbs with much travel, and soon
the snows would conquer his strength. Oh, beware
of he sliding glacier, beware of the thunderous
avalanche! Silver Water has spoken and bids you
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quietly. "Have you considered well what the

'no rifhtTo''' T""' "^°" "' y""^- -d w hive
" W^ . t J°" '° '^''* ^"<='' '"rible risks "

with?s„t! '^I-wt^r""'"
'"'^"^ ^-'^'
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sorrow. Quickly t^ilthnv?;
'""^""^"'^ '" ""

advancing nighfi'lt^'i''' a,'
^'"^ "'*''°"= "'

seeme'd" ^o^tlbraL'lTh':'"^ ' 'T' ''''''^'" *« -'
" VI orate with unwonted echopQ t tf^ u jcome to this vaU nf ^oo^i *• ^ ^cnoes. Life had

What ventoutba d hal7^^^^^^^^^
'"^^'"^ ^•^^•

tomblike solitudes? Thf 7 ^'^^^^'^ °" ^^^sesolitudes? The frostK^rusted ice crackled
•76
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through the e^ath^r n„ 7 i J^ ^ reverberateduu^n me gathering dusk, and yet the evidenrP«: «fhuman voice were strangelv lackinrr
"^^"^'^^P^^s of

years mi^ht count Hie i-
^ i ^ ^^^^ ^° ^^'" ^s

the ears fn f, Ji ^^'"^ ^^"''^ ^^^ muffled to

CS"? ¥--•''"• -^^^^nis eyes, kept fixed on the onward distance sp^mJto penetrate the gathering ha7P w-1 ,
' ! ^"^

i>cxi, alter d short interva
, there- ram« f^

these men ^f/ !k
^ Resolute and stern were

sTaggTri'^dor^?™"'tT "•''"' ''"''' 'y -"'

^

mpn r> n
^ "^ ^^"^^ ^^^^^ «f trail-wornmen^ Cruelly stern was the panorama. Close afterthe dogs struggled a solemn array of wearv sle.Vhpullers. With shoulders bent an'd bo^es 'letifg
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forward they tugged listlessly at their loads, grimly
persistent, yet weakening at eveiy step.

^ ^

lonrh^r^I?^ m"""''.^^
^'"^^ °^ "^^" '" Indian file,ong.ha,red, w,ld-eyed, and famished-looking, carrying

their loads strapped to their backs. Straggltn^faf
behind, they forced feverishly on their wayfblfndlystumbling, and often falling on the snowy track. Tall

aTd";ht'''' '"^"'.f
"^ '"^n-and they were not many,-and thin men followed i miscellaneous order. Some

trfblvThr"'
^-P^/ P-nf""y; -ny showed tlterribly the ravages of frost on their haggard featuresand a few were borne along solely by the 4orS^ of

strength ,n the cause which makes all men kin.

voice. Isnt it time we camped now? For ei^hthours this day we've followed the cursed trail. rfL
1 m blown out—I want to rest."

Shapes. The trail leader knows what he is aboutHe wants to make Big Salmon River to-night. We
"w-.K^PuP- Shake her up again, boys."
With a hoarse answering shout the laggine vm-cession broke into an odd ambling nm. The |l^™

deepened. Darkness shrouded the land.
^

_.
The young trailraaker halted and gazed back un-

easily over the cold, white expanse he had j^s, tZ
Ihi^" ^

"' ''""^^ *" ' ^"-'-^ "ave got so ferahead, he muttered, "I don't think I've forced thepace more than usual." Eagerly he scanned the dintho izon. A 1 was motionless and bare. Not a sig"of life was visible anywhe,*. The g, .at snowy plains
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desolate. He had reached the end of the lake after a

pefufatn'?".^H
"''^' '^' '"^^'^'^^ ^^^ --"-

befn ril.?/^'^ ^7 °"" °^ ^^'"^ '"'^ht easily havebeen mistaken for the main course. '«I wish I had
Rooked back earlier,'' he said again. ^T wL oworried making that course across Windy Arm that
I scarcely thought of those coming behind^ Ah welU

v7n Tnll /'^ T"''
difficulty Allowing my traieven in the dark, for my snowshoes have made quit^

should brrT'°"-
.'''' '""°"^ *^°" ^he snowfallshould be so heavy here when there's so little downDawson way I suppose it must be owing to thenfluence of the coast.

. . . I think I'll build1 fire onthe sho-e and wait till they come."
He struck oflF towards the edge of the forest whichcovered the gently sloping banks of Caribou Cross-

b5; h f
^°""^^^'"&,^hannel leading to Lake Bennett.But before he reached the side he paused to have afinal look back, and at once several furtive shapesappeared to dart before his eyes and cower in fhe

from'th f^''r''"'^" ^ ^^'«^^ exclamation bursfrom the lad's lips. - Wolvesl" he whispered. " I've

ttTv. h°"" fT '°'"' '° "^"^ ^^^°^«- I -°nder if

5.K '/ y"^"^ ""^ *° P''^P^^« *»'s fire. Soon he

ff^i^'^Ki
'°^^ !' ^ ^'^P °^ brushwood sufficient to

e?.^
^

. f'^'
and when this was done he felt more at

ease. • I m afraid my nerves are out of order." he
said, forcing a laugh. Why, the brutes have cleared
out already "

But the words choked back in his mouth, for he
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suddenly became conscious of a pair of fiercely gleam-
ing eyes peering at him from the depths of the scrub.He recovered himself with an effort, and hastily
applied a light to the pile, and as the flame sprang
up he set energetically to work and hauled in fresh
logs from the near vicinity. Night was closing in.
JUeeper and deeper grew the shadows on the lake.
The youth rested from his labours, and, taking his
rifle in his hand, strode out into the open, bent onhavmg a last survey of the trail. Then did a familiar
sound reach his ears. A dog had barked in the near
distance, and immediately his heart leaped for ioy.
That must be Dave^" he cried eagerly. " Now they

rnust be quite near." Again a hoarse bark shattered
the stillness, and now the watcher could descry a dull
object speeding towards him over the darkening
snow. But a chill of horror swept over him when hesaw vague lurking forms issue from the blackness of

animjr^
^*^^' °"* *° intercept the approaching

"Dave!" cried the youth. " Davel" The dog hadby this time realized the presence of his enemies, yet
straight into the midst of the waiting pack he rushed,
answering their snarling cries with a deep growl of
defiance. Despairingly the lad awaited the fateful
issue; not for a moment did he expect that Dave
could pass through that savage cordon. Yet in the
brief interval his rifle leaped to his shoulder, and he
fired several shots in rapid succession at the expec-

fnH h '"Tf'"^
"'"t*"'""'-

The light was too dull,and he had aimed short.

With an almost diabolical throaty chuckle the grey
wolves sprang at their intended prey, but their thirsty
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fen ^

v^l"^
.impotently as Dave's ponderous bulk

aln th.^^ ? '^'i''-
^^^°^^ '^^y ^°">d strike

hf^Z A'"^'
""^'"^ '"'""^ ^"'^'^ ^' ^ fla^h, and

assailant. In an instant the ravenous brutes hadsprung upon their fallen associate, and, escapingfrom the ordeal with but a few light wounds, the'^ogbounded on h.s way leaving .he pack to their horriblf

I i' .K f/,°"*^^"^
trailmaker welcomed him withglad thankfulness. "Well done, Dave!" he said

patting the animal tenderly. Then he noticed that asmall package was attached to his collar. Wonder-
ingly he undid it and walked back to the fire to
investigate the contents, his canine companion follow-ing closely at his heels. Swiftly he opened out thecanvas wrapping, which had evidently been torn froman empty flour sack, and then he looked with amusedwonder at what was disclosed. It was a piece of
Dread. Yet there was something else. A small
piece of paper fluttered to the snow. The youth
pounced upon it immediately. It contained but afew lines which had apparently been hastily scribbled
by the serviceable end of a rifle cartridge:

"Dear Archie,

Txr- ^ a"
^^ ^^"^ *° "^^^ ^ *^^^' O" the south side ofWindy Arm; another of the poor fellows collapsedon the march, and it went sore against us to leavehim for the wolves to feed on. We are buildinehim a monument of stones A good many moreseem likely to drop out before we reach the Pass

Half-rations and hard travel are too much for most
of the men on the trail. We'll follow up your tracks
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to-night, and camp at Caribou Crossing. Stewart
sends you your share of the damper. Take care of
yourself, my lad. Light a fire to keep oflf the wolves.
God be with you I

" Mac."

"Another victim of the trail," groaned the lad.

"And the worst is yet to come." He shook his
head hopelessly; then longingly he eyed the piece
of damper. "It's more than my share, I know,"
he murmured, starting to eat the rough fare raven-
ously, and as he did so he became aware that Dave
was watching the rapidly diminishing food supply
with profound interest. Archie smiled, broke the
remaining portion in two, and handed the larger
fragment to the hungry dog. The meagre meal
finished, he sat down on a fallen tree near the fire

and gave himself up to drowsy reflections. The
privations of the desperate journey had told heavily
upon him. He was weaker than he cared to admit.
But while he thus lightly slumbered Dave seemed
ill at ease. Backwards and forwards he patrolled,
with ears erect and hair bristling, and from his
throat issued strange, rumbling sounds, beginning
in a whimper, ending in a growl. Lower and lower
sank the flames.

Archie awoke with a suddenness that jerked him
to his feet before he was well conscious of the fact.

In his ears there rang a fearsome cr) the like of
which he had never heard before. It thrilled through
bis being like an electric shock. By the flickering
light of the dying fire he saw Dave only a few feet

away, crouched back on his haunches as if ready
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for a spring, his whole bixiy tense and n..-and opposing him, snarhng and terrib?.

'""^'
great, gaunt wolf, fan^s bared anH u J

"^^^ ^
the very embodiment ofb^ute fer^l.^^^ .^T'''^'not all; in the Hnnm

"'^ '^"^^^'ty. But that wcs
shadow; appea^edf„Tc&„ "'""^™"^

^""'""ff
'"g, but ever kJnin^,T^ .^ "''"' "°'" re'reat-

Hftook the whfci'e'!"?''*^';' '''' '" '">"'

meaning was no° losT
"
oi ^1' fhr ,

"' ''"^•'

dened by hunger, had S,ured t^et^^of
"''

It was food thev sontrhf o ^ u
^"^ °' '"a"-

to be the tZ^ Kised hfs'
'«"' *'

u'°^
^^"^

his iineer wa« «„ .^ .

" " ""'^ mechanically.

it aga,^ a"d beads' olT' **"• ^'°"'^ "'' '"-"^
brow. He had Int. !/ T'^'",""

'°™«' <>" Ws
other cartridgefti:; .horcSnedln'tl

"^^ •°
zine of his eun Hp 1,=^

^.™ntamed in the maga-
onir one rf™ai„e?' For ^^t"'^'"

'""'• '""^'^'^

seemed to stop belt n^ ^L S
'"°'"!'"' ^'^ heart

almost overc.L'^TXX.^tZ^°il''/ '•"'^''<"'

away, leaving him calm and resoSul h" T'^down to throw more fuel or.h» , • ' ''°°P*<'

rrwrt3-?'"-C?f.hrt-
g^ped.ongi„g,;^t?i«^,~:--^s

thel-'so'iredTrth hl^ d"et:i:,^'
'''''' ^^ ^'""

a bark or a erowl h„l . "^^ "* ''°^'- '« ™s not

hanih and teS'inl "'"'^. <=<""bination of both,

leaped out anew a" f ^"1""«^ ^"'y- The flamed

logs, and : C^g^JtZ the"'""^
"""^ °" ">«

^•.owing plainly tfeZ^^^'Z^l^
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him and the open lake. There they were, grey, lean
creatures of the night, silently passing and repassing
before his vision. He hurled a flaming brand full
at the foremost of them, the one which had so boldly
crept up in front of Dave. It sprang back, snarling,
with fangs bared to the roots, and eyes gleaming with
carnivorous malignity. But it did not go far. A few
yards from the fire it calmly lay down in the snow
and rested, and inch by inch the others crept up
and snuggled by its side. Archie shivered. Soon
he began to take an intense interest in his fire, ar-
ranging it so that numerous burning faggots were
ever ready to his hand. These he threw at regular
intervals among the pack. At first he was successful
in driving them back, but almost immediately they
would return to the same position as before, or, if
anything, nearer. Latterly they scarcely moved from
«ieir places, despite his frantic, fiery onslaughts.
They had now extended their front. They had < m-
pleted a ring round about the fire. Archie could see
them plainly by the light of the burning logs. Some
appeared to be asleep, save for the fact that they
gradually bellied themselves forward; others crawled
and skulked about in an ever-narrowing circle.
Meanwhile Dave continued to give vent to strange

throaty mutterings, and, with his back to the fire, he
pivoted round and round with ceaseless vigilance.
Well he knew that, should he dare to force the attack,
not one, but all the pack would fall upon him. Archie
was in despair; try as he might he could not check
that grimly closing cordon. Weary through lack of
sleep, he kept his eyes open with difficulty, and, as
the hours wore on, he began to stumble weakly.

I
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Finally he collapsed in a heap beside the fire anrtthen something grey and wWte lea^.^ acr^ ^t
tlvdv hT^lled""""^

"*r ." ~"""^' -d^-" c!tively he rolled over on his side. There was a clashof teeth, a yelp of pain, as the savage beast's f«,touched the hot ashes, and sparks showed up a

Im^L h h r^ i*""
'*'' *P™"e « him WM thewolf that had first dared Dave. Now it was deadDave's teeth had n,et in its neck, almostTeverfntthe head from the body. The careass sizzled on hfhotcmders where it had fallen, and Dave stood wi^bloody mouth gloating over it.

The circle was now alarmed. It swayed inward

muzzles of the hungry beasts almost sineed in th«
flames. Archie pressed back so far thaf1^^^!scorched through his moccasins. As tefore the^ck retreated but one more of its number wS I-ft

tas his" whe~ v'
"'"• . ''° P*'"^ ^"^hing blowwas his, where his ponderous jaws closed bonesmew, and flesh alike crushed and crumpled u*'In the short lull that followed, Arehie conceived aiiIdea, which he at once proceded to put into p7a«iceSeizing one of the burning logs he flung it fomarfso that It fell immediately in front of rte wXes!hen, carefully calculating the disUnce, he threw fresh^mber on the blaze, so that a new fire sprang nto

rtuTon til'
~"'"'-? '° """^ about'the^slm:

succLfol BufT ' f'' ""'' '" *'^ "'^o he wassuccessful. But the wolves, not to be denied nowcongregated at the open spaces, and by this tZ
25
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their aspect of expectancy had vanished, and in its
p ace was a mad, malevolent fury. The lad, almost

whlv'er h"°'' r' ^^'^^' ^°"'^ -- see 'nothingwherever he might turn but flashing fangs andwildly protruding eyes.
^

his^.l!!|' ^^Tf
"^^^^"'"^ ^'^^ ^'""^^'^ as 'o whetherhus fuel would last out sufficiently for two more firesanother rush came. Somehow he had begun to feeaccustomed to these attacks; it seemed as^if he hid^en doing nothing else all day but repulsing themHe forgot when he had arrived at this wolf campThehad a confused idea that he had been there forages

Mechanically he gathered up brands and glowing
cinders and hurled them in the snarling wolves^
faces that beset him. With scarce any surprise hesaw them cower back, leaving another of their numberamongst the slain. Dave was warming to his wor^So long as he could get one of the gaunt bruTes a
little removed from the othcr3, .. sufely that brutedied. After this Archie got two more fires in ope^!
t.on. He calculated he had timber enough to last

WiT.^ r ^''' '"'"^^ ^"^P ^°"Jd ^^'"eere then.With the four outside fires burning, he consideredhe had no need for the central one, so he let it dieout. Then he sat down on the timber pile and tried

TJr^ \''^''^ °" '^' ^°"^ ''P^'^'^ channels ofentrance at once.
He could not see beyond the fiery ring he had

created, but he knew well enough Lt hi savage
foes were still there. Anon he had proof of thS
for one long-snouted she-wolf boldly pushed inbe ween the flames. She would have drawn back
naturally because of the heat encountered, but Dave
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s^rrih"^-
7'*'"' ^""' " 'hrill yell, a strangled

f^«h '^'\ »'«"«• The mastiff had added v«another to the list of dead, but on this occasion h.

ri:'LS°r"^°1.
''""»" """• His fla„r"ad been

Snt^'„ "*"'
°/ ""^ '™"'^ '""«• Moaning anS

fnT.i^ .""" *•* «^"'« '° Archie for comfortand the youth caressed his bleeding side pi'ZSv'-

ventuT:?;:'?'"'
"' "" ^o-g «> Mother' Srut;

Sll h- u'
*"' ''^'f-aPPoin'ed task. Archif

bA«t ?V? ' "^r^! '""^""S ^-g'"g '•" h
'

oreast. If the dog made but one mistalte hi« lifi.would surely pay the forfeit, for a staTttg wo,^ i t
H?st™cV?r''';.

^'" *^ ""S "^de n^o mttike

nlL^ ^ J' u
*"^ '"*• ^'"^ys i" 'he one vitaplace, behmd the ear. This time there was a fl«hof teeth, a snarl, and a muffled growl, ^he„ thevictor trotted back contentedly.

*

him '"w,!!h' Y^''^'^
S™"""8 "«^''"'« overcame

then he^av ^'f ^'^^g'^''^ ^^ ">« "ames afresh!

kern nth, 'f'^''^^fy and swooning; but he stilkept fght gr,p of his rifle. He did not altogetherlose conscjousness, however, the instinctive desire

or ms Drain. As in a dream he saw and hi-arrfwhat took place around him. Always ft was thi

r„d h
"""

I."^'
^'^ '"^'"^ ''=f°'-« his'^clo inTeye^

teeth One dog agamst at least a score of wolves

f^gs ',he°.T";= T'"" J*-
- '"^P °f 'he slashing

uiemseives into a kind nf /-ooe^c^i^o^
refrain4.;_„j ~ "* v.ca.acic:>s Terrain t<fred senses. "It is the Song of the Trail he
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the youth, suggering .o his feeTw ,h ^g ad shornof welcome. "Dave, they've comel" *
«^'*'' ^"o"'

Fot^sZrJ
'^'" ^T "'" ""'" '"'° 'he enclosure.

irvrCna--t:;i:;e?.---- "-^^^^^^^

The trailmaker smiled wanly. "You senf m.

ilghf:
""'" "^ ---" --p>yT "trarw":

arotrh'^h^ritr^ra^X—
o'/S -,«

t"^
piled iust within fh« fi^

a rampart of dead wolves

' Wo/mo^S v^cotV^rt"" • a'^^T'?^
"'«'

and licked his hand.
^'"' ""^ ''°^ "^^

ASMrtagt:o'.H°™"*« •=''"-°' -«-•

-"fH^ard£^5^-ro;-t:^-
showered r™. ove^h'el^ 'Z I. II^'^^T^Z
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timbers strained and cracked ominously. Here as
before, on a similar night of grim foreboding, there
conj. egated the entire population of the camp, hud-
dh.-j, for warmth around the stove, and listening tothe howling gale outside with nervous apprehension,

inere am t been such a storm as this," cried
one, smce the Englishmen crossed the pass."

And that was the night of the wipe out."
answered another significantly.

After this, conversation became somewhat stilted.At length the first speaker broke out again as if hismmd had meanwhile been musing over long-past
events I wonder what happened to them chaps!"
he said. " I remember there was a young fellow in
the party, the one who built the railway over the
pass, an' there war' also two mighty tough-lookin'
Scotsmen Then I think Kentucky Bill and Cap-
tarn Cardwell went out wi' them-I wonder how
they got on!"
-Dead, I reckon," grunted the man nearest the

stove laconically.

Then a grizzled veteran spoke: "There will be
a ot o dead men on the trail between here and the
Klondike by now," he said gravely. "If Silver
Water spoke true there was going to be a big starve
out m Dawson. Like enough the poor devils would
tackle the back trail, an' no livin' man could make

ttem
l""'"^^ ^' ^^'^ ''""^ °' ^'^'- ^^y ^"^^^" ^^'P

"Amen!" came the fervent response from all
present.

An awed silence took possession of the assembly.
Louder and louder shrieked the storm. They
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shivered and drew closer to the fire Th.aroused from their moody rever e bv 1 h

^ ""^'^

^ng at the bolted door As „1.^ ^^^""^ P^""^"
to their feet amaJm?'. u -^ '"^" ^'^^^ ^P^^^g
What could thTs m"a„ S°"T^

'" ^"^^ ^^'^"-

without on sfch r 2ht? Fo'r T '"' ^°"^' ^^
stood irresolute 4„.- * moment they

n.ons. sharp tperatf^" ThT 'r.*
.'"^"""^ ="™^

with the crashing Hots del.verirt
°^' ''^'""""'

a rifle stock tL„ T .delivered apparently by
Saloon feSv;red ieUr '""T °^ *^ "«»««
ber rushedT^pefr;.::; ^"^r °' '""'^ ""'»-

swung inwari, fnd amid Tgus^ cIoTd"' f'"""'"=slim trailworn fieure anromT./" 7u ^ "'^ *"°w a
-led for..ard oftTf hTnTgr'^eLYh""'

"'^''"
a ghostlilce army clothed ;„ u-

'""' P"^"""
deathly. ^ °*^'' '" white -grim, silent,

wh7"ha?i;pe"n:rth?l"' ^'""" "'^ *« -"
aiTright.

^ ** '^°°'' ="aggering back in

OfV ;::t;,,:r'ur :?w:":rth^ r""^Dawson
. . . what is left ofThem " """ '™'"

Ralph Ralston, with an air r..l * • ,

*

took up the C/a.^J jy^"«5' TrT'^f ""° ^^^'

the pages. He hfd dofeThf samet ^^^ ^ 'f
""'^

week, ever since his brother ZT .T ""^"^ ^^'^^

Seattle, but always he had iLd H "u
^^^^ ^^"^

a stifled sigh of disanno- ! °'^" '^^ P^P^^ with

g^arding the^uWt^ETrrrdo hi"/"'""^
^^-

the beginning of winter anH f I ""^^"^^ ^'^^

-thsthen!.golShrbtX-lt:;yt[
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off from the outside world. This morninr, how-ever, h,s eyes brightened as they caught sifht of acolumn headed: American News; and immediately
afterwards he uttered a joyful exclamation.

^

KlonZr"""
'"°"''"^'" "« "'^- "News from

His sister Queenie rushed into the room with ahttle scream of delight. " Is he well? When willhe be home? Where does he write from? And-ohl—It's not a letter after all 1"

"No, it's a press cable message," said her brotherwaving the paper in his hand, and smilingll she hadnever seen him smile before.
"Then give it to me. Quick!" she demandedher eagerness breaking out afresh. She sSt;

captured the ffera/d and read aloud •

^
"'Seattle, WASH.-Archibald Ralston acrompamed by four well-known pioneers and hi^ Cous"dog Dave, arnved here to-day by the .9.5. Co7ZThere also travelled by the same vessel about twohundred miners returned from Klondike. The ent7reparty, forced by starvation to leave Dawson was ledover the long trail by Ralston, to whom °h; mfnlrsg.ve extraordinary praise. It is stated that the youngman, w.th his comrades, discovered an enormouslf

KiLhT p^"'^ .''"* '" *= "PPe^ reaches of theKlondike Rtver, from which they have all amassedconsiderable fortunes. It is also reported thaTtheyhave been successful in locating the great motherlode of the district. They intend returning Tn the

the ore. They leave for England by the easternbound tram to-morrow. The miners give aTerribk
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story of the icy trail, on which fifty of their number
are supposed to have perished. '—^^w^er.

"

"Oh—h 1" she murmured. <«Oh—h I" It
was the very h*mit of expressiveness.
"Thank God he is safel" said the mother with

trembling lips.

A peremptory ring at the door bell broke in
upon their happy reflections. Queenie darted off,
returning immediately with an envelope marked:
" Cablegram—Urgent."

"It's a real one this time," she said breathlessly.
"What does it say, Ralph? Do hurry I I'm dyin^
to knowl"

J J &

Her brother tore open the envelope and read the
message enclosed.

"Seattle. Arrived all well. Made small fortune.
Too-much-gold Creek. Everything assured now.
Process suited for big Klondike lode. Returning
S.S. Campania with four comrades and Dave."
"Thank God he is safe!" repeated Mrs. Ralston,

and her eyes filled with tears of gladness.



.-- .^»^;j
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