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BUT NOW HE HEARD A VOICE An«.
fS-^ pa^e 355

°"=^ ^^°^^ "'M. IT WAS HER VO.CE



NORTHERN LIGHTS

BT

GILBERT PARKER
AUTHOR or

"The Right of Way," "The Seats of the Mighty.'
etc., eto.

Q
TORONTO

THE COPP. CLARK COMPANY. LIMITED

1909



P5 ?V- ?/ 199527

Cupyright. C.n«U. 1909. by Oil.krt Par,«, London. Englwd.

First PubHshed in tpog



>.

TO

ISHBEL, COUNTESS OF ABERDEEN

A

Tru Friend of the Great

Dominion





NOTE
^HE tales in this book belong to two different
^ epochs in the hfe of the Far West. The first

five are reminiscent of "border days and deeds "-of
the days before the great railway was built which
changed a waste into a fertile field of civilisation.
The re.-naining stories cover the period passed since the
Royal North-West Mounted Police and the Pullman
Car first startled the early pioneer, and sent him into
the land of the farther North, or drew him into the
quiet circle of civic routine and humdrum occupation.

G. P.
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NORTHERN LIGHTS

A LODGE IN THE WILDERNESS

"
/-/^i'/^/' '° ^"^^* ^ ^^y' so clear!" said11 Mitiahwe as she entered the big lodge and

laid upon a wide, low couch, covered with soft skins
the fur of a grizzly which had fallen to her man's rifle'
Hat-yat, I wish it would last for ever-so sweet'"'

she added, smoothing the fur lingeringly, and showing
her teeth m a smile. ^

"There will come a great storm, Mitiahwe. See
the birds go south so soon." responded a deep voice
from a corner by the doorway.
The young Indian wife turned quickly, and in a

defiant fantastic mood-or was it the inward cry
against an impending fate, the tragic future of thosewho will not see, because to see is to suffer ?_shemade some quaint, odd motions of the body which
belonged to a mysterious dance of her tribe, and
with flashing eyes, challenged the comely old woman
seated on a pile of deer-skins,

"It is morning, and the day will last forever" she
said nonchalantly, but her eyes suddenly took 'on a
far-away look, half apprehensive, half wondering
The birds were indeed going south very soon yet

H
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had there ever been so exquisite an autumn as thishad her man ever had so wonderful a trade, her manwuh the brown hair, blue eyes, and fair, strong face ?The birds go south, but the hunters and buffalo
st.ll go north," Mitiahwe urged searchingly. lookinghard at her mother-Oanita. the Swift Wing

^
" My dream said that the winter will be dark andonely, that the ice will be thick, the snow deep' andthat many hearts will be sick because of the Wackdays and the hunger that sickens the hea^t"answered Swift Wing. "'

Mitiahwe looked into Swift V/Ing's dark eyes, andan anger came upon her. "The hearts of Llards
will freeze," she rejoined, "and to those that will nosee the sun the world will be dark," she addedThen suddenly she remembered to whom she was
T^^'^S, and a flood of feeling ran through her- forSwift Wing had cherished her like a fledgeling Tn the

East" H h y?"^,f'^^ -- --e from^"down
East. Her heart had leapt up at sight of him andshe had turned to him from all the young m;n ofher tribe waiting in a kind of mist tUl he! aTLthad spoken to her mother, and then one evening
her^shawl over her head, she had come along to It

A thousand times as the four years passedby she had thought bow good it was Lt she hadbecome his wife-thc young white man's wife, ratherthan the wife of Breaking Rock, son of ' WhtBuffalo, the chief, who had four hundred horsi^,and a face that would have made winter and our'days for her. Now and then Breaking Rock cameand stood before the lodge, a distance o^ff. and stayedthere hour after hour, and once or twice he came
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when her man was with her; but nothing could bedone, for earth and ^ir and space were common tothem all, and there was no offence in Breaking Rockgazmg at the lodge where Mitiahwe lived Yet itseemed as though Breaking Rock was waiting-
waitmg and hoping. That was the impression madeupon all who saw him. and even old White Buft^alo

Breaking Rock, his son, staring at the bi.. lod^ewhich was so full of happiness, and so full also of many
hixut :s never before seen at a trading post on theKoonee River. The father of Mitiahwe had been chief

chtf^'^ v' JV^''"
'°"' ^"^ ^^^" ^'"^^ '" battle the

chieftainship had come to White Buffalo, who was of

S'd T! M°'^'"^
^'""'^y- "^^-^ --'•^ those who

said that Mitiahwe should have been chieftainess
but neither she nor her mother would ever listen to
this, and so White Buffalo, and the tribe loved
Mitiahwe because of her modesty and goodness.She was even more to White Buffalo than Breaking
Rock, and he had been glad that Dingan th. whit!man— Long Hand he was called — haa taken

TwlT i\^'" '"r^"-
^^'' ^'^'''^ t'^'^ gladness

tL^\ fu'.T^
'^'' °^^"'^' VVing. and behind

the silent watchfulness of Breaking Rock, there wasa thought which must ever come when a white manmates with an Indian maid, without priest or
preacher, or writing, or book, or bond
Yet four years had gone; and all the tribe, and allwho came and went, half-breeds, traders, and other tribes

remarked how happy was the white man with his
Indian wife. They never saw anything but hVht

'"f i . T" f Mitiahwe. nor did the old women
of the tribe who scanned her face as she came and

!^1



4 NORTHERN LIGHTS

went, and watched and waited too for what nevercame—not even after four years.
Mitiahwe had been so happy that she had notreally m.ssed what never came; though the desire

th TTT^'l"^ •" '^^ ^'^^ which'was part ofthem both had flushed up in her veins at times, andmade her restless till her man had come home aga^n.nen she had forgotten the unseen for the seen andwas happy that they two vere alone together-thatwas the joy of it all. so much alone together- fo

tng Rock she vvatched her daughter's life, standing

tha °th;""7.
'' "". ''' """"'"^" '^- °f ^he tribfthat the wtfes mother must not cross the path orenter the home of her daughter's husband. But a

ast Dmgan had broken through this custom and.ns.sted that Swift Wing should be with her daughterwhen he was away from home, as now on thlwonderful autumn morning, when Mitiahwe had beensinging to the Sun. to which she prayed for her manand for everlasting days with him.
She had spoken angrily but now. because her soulsharply resented the challenge to her happiness whichher mother had been making. It was her own eyesthat refused to see the cloud, which the sage andbereaved woman had seen and conveyed in imagesand figures of speech natural to the Indian mind

_
"^^^-J'^^r she said now, with a strange touching

sigh breathmg in the words, "you are right, mymother, and a dream is a dream ; also, if it be d;eam^
three times, then is it to be followed, and it is true.You have hved long, and your dreams are of the Sunand the Spirit." She shook a little as she laid herhand on a buckskin coat of her man hanging by the

^mt



A LODGE IN THE WILDERNESS
5

lodge-door
;
then she steadied herself again, and gazed

earnestly into her mother's eyes. " Have all yourdreams come true, my mother?" she asked with ahungermg heart.

"There was the dream that came out of the dark
five times, when your father went against the Creesand was wounded, and crawled away into the hills'

Zi .f r
"" '^^,''"°'"' fl^d-they were but a handful!and the Crees like a young forest in number! I wentwith my dream, and found him after many days, and

t was after that you were born, my youngest Ld my
ast. There was also "-her eyes almost closed, and
the needle and thread she held lay still in her lap-

r.K u*"^",
°^ r"' ^'''^^^'' '^^'^ ^^"l^d in the driveof the buffalo Did I not see it all in my dream, andfollow after them to take them to my heart? Andwhen your sister was carried off. was it not my dream

aga n to die in peace, her eyes seeing the Lodge
whither she was going, open to her. and%he Sun. the
Father, giving her light and promise-for she hadwounded herself to die that the thief who stole hershould leave her to herself! Behold, my daughter
hese dreams have I had, and others; and I have lived

Lt u
^5^^'^^" the bright day break intc stormand the herds flee into the far hills where none couM

lollow, and hunger come, and "

"I/ai-j^o, see. the birds flying south," said the mrlwith a gesture towards the cloudless sky. " Nev'-r
since I lived have they gone south so soon." A^ainshe shuddered slightly, then she spoke slowly^""
also have dreamed, and I will follow my d.eam. I

rested her ^^ds in her n .her's lap-" I dreamed that
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fnrZ'T" "'''"' '^'^ and heavy and faraway,and that whenever my eyes looked at them thrvburned with tears; and yet I looked and looked tmmy heart was like lead in my breast; and I tu'rnedfi-om them to the rivers and the plain.; that I lovedBut a vojce kept calling to me. ' Come, come ! Beyondthe hills IS a happy land. The trail L u / ^fV^^^
f.=t wn, bleed, bTbeyond^VeT pp,t„1i."A„T[

came an old man m my dream and spoke to mekindly, and sa.d.' Come with me, and I wUl showth^ethe way over the hiUs to ,he Lodije whe e thou shahfind what thou hast lost ! And I said to him
"
have

hi Xa^' h1 '"°f ""' ^°- Twi- liream^
im., T' .

""'= ""^ "'=' "«" '=^"=. ™d threet.mes I dreamed ,t;and then I spoke angrily to Wmas b„, now I lid to thee; and behold'' he'^chanrdbeforemy eyes, and I saw that he was now become-!!!"

a momft t'*'
'"' '"'"''' *" '"'^ '" ^er hands for

ft was r i K r'"'""^
herself-" Breaking Roek|t was I saw before me, and I cried out and fledThen I waked with a cry, but my man was beside me'

no?, rr^r """"'' "'y '"''' ^"i 'his dream is f;not a foolish dream, my mother ?
"

The old woman sat silent, clasping the hands of her

fov^f H .K?'^''''"''
l°°ktago"t of%he wide doo way

fee?,;-:';;':
""^^ '

"
-'^ -^^^ - ^'-". -^ g°' 'o her

thf
1°?'"^.,^°''' '""^ ^°'' ^ '"°'"^"' '°°W"g towardsthe lodge, then came slowly forward to them. Never
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long s ouchmg s.nde Breaking Rock came nearer

?^unr^;;;;^:rz^^^:-^nr^^
^ometh,„g had happened; y.t MiUahfe fdtl't hebelt for what no Indian girl would be without and

Which n,adehi™.eve„ .henJJotfhel", ^ ^SHand. He spoke in a loud voice— ^
"The last boat this year eoes down tK« •

Ri^^i f ^
"^ "^^ had enoueh of fh*.Blackfoot woman. You will see him no more" H^waved a hand to the skv « Th^ w i ? ^^

A ho.^ • .
"/"*^^Ky-

-^
"e birds are going- southA hard winter is coming quick You will K i

Breaking Rock is rich uTl c .
^ ^^°"^-

Vonr ,., •
"^ ^^^ ^^^ hundred horsesYour man is going to his own people. Let him 1

St:;°;:,ot:^'Cwr--^-'-™-

a=ri:S^h--r.er,^

r"g^= r/-^^tt:^.f
"That is good," he muttered. "She will kill him
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perhaps, when she goes to him. She will go. but hewill not stay. I have heard."
As he disappeared among the trees Mitiahwe dis-

back into the lodge, ano sat down on the great couch

^Z'^t:""
"^^">'—'^'^^ »^ad lain wifhhir man

Her mother watched her closely, though she mr.^«^
about doing little things. She was'tryingt htk"Xtshe would have done if such a thing had happened toher. ,f her man had been going to leave hS. Sheassumed that Dingan would leave Mitiahwe. for hewould hear the voices of his people calling f;r awaveven as the red man who went East intf the gTeYt'cities heard the prairies and the mountains and Th^

put ofif the clothes of civilisation, and donned his buc -
skins again, and sat in the Medicine Mans tent, and

smoke of he sacred fire. When Swift Wing first gaveher daughter to the white man she foresaw the dangernow at hand, but this was the tribute of the lower rfce

I.V.1! .^'f^l"'
^"'^-^ho could tell? White men had

left their Indian wives, but had come back again, and
for ever renounced the life of their own nations, andbecome great chiefs, teaching useful things to theiradopted people, bringing up their children as tribesmen

~"h T^";f
."P

J^^''
'^^^'^'^ '^^^'^ 't was. the thing

'

which called them back, the bright-eyed children withthe colour of the brown prairie in their faces, and theirbrams so sharp and strong. But here was no child to

fml'IT ' ?.'{ '^" "^°^"""^' ^'^-^' ^^-«t faceof Mitiahwe ... If he went! Would he go? Washe going? And now that Mitiahwe had been told that
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he would go, what would she do ? In her belt was-but
no, that would be worse than all, and she would lose
Mit.ahwe. her last child, as she had lost so many others.What would she herself do if she were in Mitiahwe's
place? Ah. she would make him stay somehow-by
truth or by falsehood

; by the whispered story in the
long night, by her head upon his knee before the lodge-
fire, and her eyes fixed on his, luring him, as the Dream
lures the dreamer into the far trail, to find the Sun's
huntmg-ground where the plains are filled with the
deer and the buffalo and the wild horse; by the smell
of the cookmg-pot and the favourite spiced drink in themornmg; by the child that ran to him with his bow and

Trr K u*^%"'^
°^*^^ hunter-but there was no

child; she had forgotten. She was always recalling
her own happy early life with her man, and the clean-
faced papooses that crowded round his knee—one wifeand many children, and the old Harvester of the Years
reaping them so fast, till the children stood up as tall

hL ^HT\ '"^ ''^^^' '^^^' ^^^ '°"g ^g°.^"d shehad had her share-twenty-five years of happiness
; but

Mitiahwe had had only four. She looked ;t Mitiahwe
standing still for a moment like one rapt, then
suddenly she gave a little cry. Something had comemto her mind, some solution of the problem, and she
ran and stooped over the girl and put both hands on
her head.

" Mitiahwe, heart's blood of mine," she said. " the birds
go south, but they return. What matter if they go so
soon, If they return soon. If the Sun wills that the
winter be dark, and he sends the Coldmaker to close the
rivers and drlv^e the wild ones far from the arrow and
the gun, yet he may be sorry, and send a second
summer—has it not been so. and Coldmaker has hurried
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Shwt"''' '

'"'" ""'"^ S" »""'. l-u. .hey will ,«urn.

If he did not ^IkrrutlJT*'"'"'^'^"''"*''''''''-^.
breath upon his face ke„, kf ,

*"' e°'«'-'"':k- Thy
.-d-iucS to Miti:h:e'':j::t hTdi^^si.,?-^

•' --

.hin^sT i::^:!r "ri:
^°'r "- --^Ht era

lodge in the wildemeL b^.h ? ^' ""^ *"""= '" ""'^

no. yet. She mustTaii a„dt "™'' '° »'"="< "^ " *-

filing, ran to a corner of „ !
'!"' ""'"' P'*'""^''

Iea.her bag drew forth fh t ''"'S=' ^"^ ^o™ a
niurmuring to hLeir

'""'^•='''°= ""^ 'ooked at it,

.-t, miZ:°^Z'X:' '" "°"''"'"^'>'- • What is

dream come it i a gooi d^eU"" 'i=./°°^-
-"^ 'fa

come, it will no. enfer anT,? ,'"t
" " '""' """g

thing hid from ail the world .he,^, k'"''
P"^^ '°"^

Hxi-yi! I will put it over th
"/ "«^ Sood-luck.

All a. once her h»„,i a ? ''"°''' a"J 'hen ••

-n,eterribL thougM haZmef k"
^"^'

^' '''-g''

the floor, she rockS her hS k ?
''''' ""''' ='"'""g to

for a time, sobWng But ^refe^l^^r''
^""^ '""-^s

again, and. going t'o tlfe doTof" tt^r''" "" ''^^

horse-shoe above it with = .
^S"' fastened the

buckskin. * ^ S"'"^' "'^dle and a string of

"Oh great Sun," she prayed, ..have pity on me and
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save me. I cannot live alone. I am only a Blackfoot
wife

;
I am not blood of his blood. Give, O great one

bIo(xl of his blood, bone of his bone, soul of his soul|
that he will say. This is mine, body of my body, and he
will hear the cry and will stay. O great Sun, pity me !

"

The old woman's heart beat faster as she listened.
The same thought was in the mind of both. If there
were but a child, bone of his bone, then perhaps he
would not go

; or, if he went, then surely he would
return, when he heard his papoose calling m the lodge
in the wilderness.

As Mitiahvve turned to her, a strange burning light in
her eyes, Swift Wing said: "It is good. The white
man's Medicine for a white man's wife. But if there
were the red man's Medicine too "

"What is the red man's Medicine?" asked the young
wife, as she smoothed her hair, put a string of
bright beads around her neck, and wound a red sash
round her waist.

The old woman shook her head, a curious half-mystic
light in her eyes, her body drawn up to its full height,
as though waiting for something. "It is an old
Medicine It is of winters ago as many as the hairs of
the head. I have forgotten almost, but it was a great
Medicine when there were no white men in the land.
And so it was that to every woman's breast there hung
a papoose, and every woman had her man, and the red
men were like leaves in the forest—but it was a winter
of wmters ago, and the Medicine Men have forgotten •

and thou hast no child! When Long Hand comes'
what will Mitiahwe say to him ?

" '

Mitiahwe's eyes were determined, her face was set,
she flushed deeply, then the colour fled. " What my
mother v.ould -• -, I will say. Shall the white man's
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"Butifthe white man's Medicine fc!l>" c v.,.made a gesture toward, the d^" whet t^e h
^^"^

huntj. "It is M#.H.v;„«. c .

"^"^^ *"« "orse-shoe

Medlir...forl'l'„',t:;./" * """= """ -" '' >»

"Am I not a white man's wife?"

Me.:j;:rrda;v.;of^" """'- '- «»

remem.Lr-,seeir„;rTa«-^r "" T ""
make that Medicine also' m^m^ker/'"'

""'"<"-"

blood. Maybe my dream wmclr^;:',:>','',f"'=

go ati^.."^'
""" «" "' "-" '° morrow, and if he

M|i:::;ra„th^--?^^^^^^^^

an.p^:;;;t:^:rhe?-;;irm-:- ^ '-•

..•on;XTyrr„;^\ranr^^^

Indians and had made itT " """ '^''«» *'"> «>=

y-s, so that he c„l°ZtZTtufVu' "''' ^''^

ten lodges like that JZt T- 'V
"'a"'' horses and

between'-the l4e and ^heT"'''- '^''^ <«^'»"«

mile, but MitUhle madll^T "" ",° "°™ """ "
r^m behind. Where Tll^tZ'^^Z^^'S:^:^^
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was gathering now, and she could sec the glimmer of
the light of lamps through the windows, and as the
doors opened and shut No one had seen her approach
and she stole through a door which was open at the
rear of the warehousing room, and went quickly to
another door leading into the shop. There was a crack
through which she could see, and she could hear all that
wassajd. As she came she had seen Indians gliding
through the woods with their purchases, and now the
shop was clearing fast, in response to the urging of
Dingan and his partner, a Scotch half-breed. It was
evident that Dingan was at once abstracted and
excited.

Presently only two visitors were left, a French half-
breed called Lablache, a swaggering, vicious fellow, and
the captain of the steamer, Ste. Anne, which was tomake its last trip south in the morning,—even now it
would have to break its way through the yoimr ice
Dmgan's partner dropped a bar across the door of the

shop, and the four men gathered about the fire For a
time no one spoke. At last the captain of the SteAnne said: " It's a great chance, Dingan. You'll be in
civilisation again, and in a rising town of white people-
Groise 11 be a city in five years, and you can grow upand grow rich with the place. The Company askedme to lay it all before you, and Lablache here will buy
out your share of the business, at whatever your partner
and you prove its worth. You're young; you've got
everything before you. You've made a name out here
for being the best trader west of the Great Lakes, andnows your time. It's none of my affair, of course, but
i like to carry through what I'm set to do. and the
Company said,

' You bring Dingan back with you. The
place is waiting for him, and it can't wait longer than
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fl,» K •

,P '"'' *<= place over. I take halfthe busmes. hero, and I work with Dingan's partner i

";o:rTir:;^;^5..' '^^= -- '--""= a,!

who had been standing abstrac^^dl ,4ntg'"af

S

lr;r:? rr ™ '^™ ^''*
=> ™«eredTa?h"a„^'

in his presence, for they were na^fofr "TTI

meant. £..,yA.^ meanthersdUbth.^S

subtilty of the other, and^ht '1
/ JfrLTas^tt'h^was a successful trader, though he looked r. I

rklrcolf^nT""^ •" "' -- S ^ecoXd

.«if:ira*^f^'Vr'''='--'"^'^"~^"p""man and herself alone. For no other man than
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Dingan had her blooc' r.a faster, .nd he had made her
life blossom. She hac" .sem in m. •/ a half-breed's and

that of labiache, and .c. il.^.ers gripped softly thejhmg in her belt that had flashed out on Ikeakin^^Rock such a short while ago. As she looked, it
seenied for a moment as though Dingan would open
the door and throw Labiache ot.t, for in quick reflection

the door

'"^"
'^^ "'^" '° '^'' ''°°^^^" ^"' ^^"-^^^

"You'll talk of the shop, and the shop only, Labiache,"
he said gnmly. " I'm not huckstering my home, and I'dchoose the buyer if I was selling. My lodge ain't tobe bought. nora„j'^/a.o. in it_not even ti.e broom to

kaTe"
"""^ half-breeds that'd enter it without

There was malice in the words, but there was greater

Zt"^ Z u
'°"'' ^"^ ^"^'"^'^'''' ^^h° '^^^ bent ongettmg the busmess, swallowed his ugly wrath anddetermined that, if he got the business, he would get the

i°ot^^ t\u 1";
'•'"'• ^°'' ^^"^^"' '^ ^^ went, wouldnot take the lodge-or the woman-with him

; andDmgan was not fool enough to stay when he could goto Groise to a sure fortune.
^

The captain of the Ste-. Anne again spoke. "
There's

another thing the Company said. Dingan. You needn'tgo to Groise not at once. You can take a month and
visjt your folks down East, and lay in a stock of home-
feehngs before you settle down at Groise for goodThey was fair when I put it to them that you'd mebbewant to do that. 'You tell Dingan.' they said, 'that hecan have the month glad and grateful, and a free ticket

they ^aS
"''^^ ^"'^ ^°"''- ^^^ "" ^^^'''-^ ^' ^' ^"'^^''
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i

Watching, Mitiahwe could see her man's face brighten
and take on a look oflonging at this suggestion ; and it'seemed to her that the bird she heard in the night was
callmg m his ears now. Her eyes went blind for amoment.

"The game is with you. Dingan. All the cards
are m your hands; you'll never get such another chanceagam

;
and you're only thirty," said the captal i

_

"I wish they'd ask me," said Dingan's partner with a
sigh, as he looked at Lablache. " I want my chance
bad, though we ye done well here-good gosh, yes, all
through Dingan." » / . "

T "J^l
^'"^^'^' ^^^y ^° ^"^^^"^ '" Groise," said

Lablache. " It is life all the time, trade all the time

bagoTh r
"^^ ^""^ see-and a don fortune to make.'

"Your old home was in Nove Scotia, wasn't it,Dingan? asked the captain in a low voice. "I kem
from Conneticut, and I was East to my village las'
yean It was good seein' all my old friends again

;

but I kem back content, I kem back full of home-feelin's
and^content. You'll like the trip, Dingan. It'll do you

Dingan drew himself up with a start. " All right I
guess I'll do it. Let's figure up again," he said to' his
partner with a reckless air.

With a smothered cry Mitiahwe turned and fled into
the darkness, and back to the lodge. The lodge was
empty. She threw herself upon the great couch in anagony of despair.

A half-hour went by. Then she rose, and began
to prepare supper. Her face was aflame, her manner
was determined, and once or twice her hand went to
her belt, as though to assure herself of something
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Never had the lodge looked so bright and cheerful
;

never had she prepared so appetising a supper ; never
had the --eat couch seemed so soft and rich with furs,

so homelike and so inviting after a long day's work.
Never had Mitiahwe seemed so good to look at,

so graceful and alert and refined—suffering does its

work even in the wild woods, with "wild people,"
Never had the lodge such an air of welcome and
peace and home as to-night ; and so Dingan thought
as he drew aside the wide curtains of deerskin and
entered.

Mitiahwe was bending over the fire, and appeared not
to hear him. " Mitiahwe," he said gently.
She was singing to herself to an Indian air the words

of a song Dingan had taught her

—

"Open the door: cold is the night, and my feet are heavy.
Heap up the fire, sea. ^n it tie cones and the scented leaves ;

Spread the soft robe o mch for the chief that returns.
Bring forth the cup of 1 ...ibrance

"

It was like a low recitative, and it had a plaintive
cadence, as of a dove that mourned.

"Mitiahwe," he said in a louder voice, but with a
break in it too; for it all rt hed upon him, all that she
had been to him,—all that had made the great West
glow with life, made the air sweeter, the grass greener,
the trees more companionable and human : who it was
that had given the waste places a voice. Yet—yet,
there were his own people in the East, there was
another life waiting for him, there was the life of
ambition and wealth, and, and home—and children.

His eyes were misty as she turned to him with a
little cry of surprise, how much natural and how much
assumed—for she had heard him enter—it would have
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c„ h.u! to say. She was a woman, an.l (I,crcfore
the daughter of pretence even when most ival Hecaught her In- both ar,„s as she shyly bnt ea^^M-Iy cametoh.m "(.ood Ki.l.K.)oclIi„le,WrI."hesan!. HelooC
round hun. " Well. IVe never seen our l.,d,.e look"Kcr than ,t does to-n.Vht

; and the fire, an.l the pot on
iu. fire, and the smell of the pine-cones, and the cedar-

bou<;hs, and the skins, and "

"And everythinK%" she said, with a .|ucer little lauL^h.
as^she moved away a-ain to turn the steaks on tlic

Kverythin-! lie started at the word. It was so
strange that she should use it by accident, when buta

1. tie while a.^'o he had been ready to choke the

herself""'
' '"''"' ^""'^^' ^'"' "''"^^ '' '''^^^^^^"^S

It stunned him for a moment, for the West, and the
life apart from the world of cities, had j,nven him super-
stition, l,kc that of the Indians, whose life he had made
nis own.

h.-m ,*"''fT'''
'''"''; ''" '^'-'"'' "•'" ^''-''^ ^^^'-^•^ •''" '^"Ch toh.m ? As true as the sun she worshipped, her eyes hadnever Imsered on another man since she came to hislod-c; and, to her nn^nd, she was as truly sacredlymarned to him as though a thousand priests hadspoken, or a thousand Mcu'cine Men had made their

mcantat.ons. She was his woman and he was her manAs he chatted to her, telling her of much that he had

Tt u\T •'"\'^ ^vondcring how he could tell her of
^// he had done, he kept looking round the lodge hiseye restn^g on thi.s or that; and ever>-thing had its iwn
personal history, had become part of their lod^e-life
because it had a use as between him and her. and not a
conventional domestic place. Every skin, every utensil
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every pilclK-r and l,,-,wl and pr.t and curtain, had be

lo

with thcni at one t line or another, when it hec
;c:n

fimc of
importance and renowned in the story of their days anrl
leeils.

IIow couhl he hreak- it to her—that 1ie was gonif,^ to
v.-ti...-, WW., people, and ihat she must he alone with
her m<.ther all wint. r, I., await his return in the sprint:
I l.s return? As he watched her sitting' beside him"
he pmjr him to his favourite ch-sh, the close, companion-
able trust and gentleness of her, her exquisite cleanness
and grace in his eyes, he asked himself if, after all it
was not true that he would return in the spring. The
years had passed without his seriously thinkin- of this
inevitable day. He had put it off and uff, content to
hve each hour as it came and take no real thought for
the future; and yet. behind all was the warning fact
that he must go one day, and that Mitiahwc could not
go with him. Mer mother must have known that when
she let Mit.ahwe come tr> him. Of course; and after
all, she would find another mate, a better mate, one of
iicr own people.

But her hand was in his now, and it was small and
very warm, and suddenly he shook with anger at the
thought of one like; ]h-eaki..g Rock taking her to his
wigwam; or Lablache- tin's roused him ir. an inward
fury

;
and Mitiahwe saw and guessed the struggle that

was going on in him, and she leaned her head against
his shoulder, and once she raised his hand to her lins
and said, "My chief!" ^ '

Then his face cleared again, and she got him his pipe
and hlled it, and held a coal to light it; and, as the
smoke curled up, and he leaned back cr)ntcntcdly fo-
the moment, she went to the door, drew open the
curtains, and, stepping outside, raised her eyes to the
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, il

W I:

ill

H II

'i'U

keep hi.. And ,:^e ^/C;' L^bo ^^07;!"nurse at my breast that is of him O ?
^"

:?^;,-;^"-"--'--"^-':-^^^^^
"What are you doing out there Mitiah.^«3» t^-

cned; .„^ He, .He entered a^Ll^'btroLdtfto"

" r ,vnl fi , ,

"^^'"'^ y^""* voice."

life ofV lift," she added ^X'^
'" "^ ''^"'' """ ^

W dl I have something to say to you little mVI •
l,.said, with an effort ^ ' "'

I have been alone before-for five davs"answered quietly. ^^'

;'
But it must be longer this time."
How longP" she asked, with eyes fixed onIf .s more than a week I will go too."
It ,s longer than a month," he said.

"Then I will go."

"
BvYt^ *? ''" "^^ P"°P^^'" h^ ^-Jtered.By the ^^/-^^.y:///;/^./''

He nodded "It is the last chance this year- h„f Iwill come back-in the sprin-

"

^ "
^"' '

the ,„c. had'^.een .t"tt h' ,[ r„d"t=he ^^tr;;:r• fh.s bones! The quiet, statry nights.letf^ .^f^

she

his.

-J
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days the hunt, the long journeys, the life free of careand I,e warm lodge; and. here, the great couch-"
'

arr'^'T^^'
*°''^'^'^ ^'P^ that whispered at hs

ear. the smooth arm round his neck. It all rushedupon h.m now. His people! His people in the Ka twho had thwarted his youth, vexed and cramped himsaw only evd m his. widening desires, and threw himover when he came out West-the scallywag, tl>ey
called h.m who had never wronged a man oLor 'a

rrnl t
^""",':-^'-°"^^'^d-a-womani> The questionsprang to his hps now. Suddenly he saw it all in «

a":d 'f;- w '\°^ '^°^^'" °^ '^'' ^^'^
^- ''-" -1and body before h.m were all his. sacred to him • hewas in very truth her « Chief."

Untutored as she was, she read him, felt what wasgoing on m h,m. She saw the tears spring to his eyesThen.commg close to him she said softly, slowly •" Imust go with you if you go, because you must be withme when oh ^^/>,; my chief, shall we go from here?Here in th,s lodge wilt thou be with thine own people-thine own. thou and l~anc/ thine to covte " The
great passion in her heart made the lie seem very

With a cry he got to his feet, and stood staring at

AA \ u
':"°'^^"t' s^^'-'^eJy comprehending; then

suddenly he clasped her in his arms.
''Mitiahwe-Mitiahwe, oh, my little girl!" he criedYou and me-and our own-our own people!"

Kissing her, he drew her down beside him on thecouch "Tell me again-is it so at last?" he said, andshe whispered in his ear once more.
In the middle of the night he said to her, "Someday perhaps, we will go East.-some day. perhaps."
But now ? she asked softly.
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" I've

"Not now—not if I Lnnu- u •<
i

dooto '
H Xfreflrf^ -t and. t^in, to the

horse-shoe. ^ "^ "^ ^ ^^^"^ ^"^ touched the

"Be good Medicine to me" she ^.iri tu
prayed. "O Sim ,.;f i.

^^'°' ^^'^n she

said^o him O ""tv m'
"'^

'''"J
'^ '^^>' ^^ ^^ ^ have""• ^ pity me, great Father !

"

Me'd"cttc„r\!;:f ^'^^ ^^'^ "'^' " »- •>"

the dark ritual "he had ^r ^T'^ "> the wrist in

Man the night ttt Mrtia'T^fC'^'tt "=*^'"=
but Mitiahwe sairl it,.,, u .! ? '°' •>" man,—
which broughto'eof Din™

. "'""' ""= '"°'^-^'>°'=.

a uttie girf wi^rMittsrer rnT';o'°'''^i°i^='father's face Truth h.
^ ^°^"^ ^nd her

of the wcanl™ gr ."aTdT'.:""'^".'
*^ '^'"^

long end, Mi.iahwe %tt her 1 "? '"" '° "=

"-aitoge.herawo.a„:''a'„dtdg:odfo'rir^ ^'^



I

ONCE AT RED MAN'S RIVER

" TT'S got to be settled to-night, Nance. This game
-I- IS up here, up for ever. The redcoat police from

Ottawa are coming, and they'll soon be roostin' in this
post the Injuns are goin', the buffaloes are most gone,and the fur trade's dead in these parts. D'ye see ? "

The woman did not answer the big, broad-shouldered
man bending over her. bu. remained looking into the
fire with wide, abstracted eyes and a face somewhat setYou and your brother Bantry's got to go. This
store am t worth a cent now. The Hudson's BayCompany 11 come along with the redcoats, and they'll
set up a nice little Sunday-school business here for what

InTtrvT'"!!"'''^
"''^'''" '^^^'•^'" be a railway,

and the Yankees 11 send up their marshals to work with
the redcoats on the border, and "

"And the days of smuggling will be over," put in the
girl in a low voice. « No more bull-wackers and mule-
skinners «whooping-it up'; no more Blackfeet and
liegans drinking alcohol and water, and cutting each

Abreh
?''"^^'" ^ "^'^ ^"'"^ ''""^ """"'"^ °" '^^ ^°'^^''

The man looked at her queerly. She was not prone
to sarcasm she had not been given to sentimentalism in
the past; she had taken the border-life as it was had
looked it straight between the eyes. She had lived up
to It, or down to it, without any fuss, as good as any
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but in the tone timt Th' u T ""' '" ""•' *<='-'l''.

unusual and de?aml;/''=
"'""=^ '"""" »™«hinB

bJa^^^^lf,;?,:'; ^"r"'"''
«°' "«° >--' Vo„

the border. Hu „"^^^^ ,^ P°"f•^»» =ver was on
been .he game o"rhere and ,?"?," ^"'^'""y"' -hafs
risking our hVe., to getTiivTn-

°f ""'h^tVe been

*'aawtha.'''^'"''!,''^'''''=e''''>'"™°ved.

«,- V„uain..a,4sab:;f.'';o/i-l^f,;He

He caught her arm -vJdenlv " \r^ k . r
hear it always I wnf • K ^"i '

^"* ' ^^"t to

than two—or three—fn =«ffi
^y^ybe it takes more

she laughed ™ir[wess,; "' " """« '"^^ "'-^- Now

.he?heTu; a^'Cd o^'h'" ',T
'"'""^ -* -g-;

watched her. " °" """""'• "^'^ ^ ^'ep back, and
" ''"' i^an settle a thinir, if ther<.'< = h„, • .

«e, Nance, you and Ban ryWot t„ H
'" "• ^°"

fixing it up to-night overTt dZI °
,
°'° °'"- "^'^

can't go it alone when you ouHv' f""''
"""^ >"""

this way
: you can go wLt with il'.

"''' '^°"'' "'^

North with me. Lry No«t T'^' '"J°''
'^" ^o

^-. and game aplenty^Xg-'-.^krhU-n^
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and farther up „„ the I'cace Uiver. If, goi,,,, „, ,,,. ^,|r.ght up there forhalfa lifetime, and we can'havc t hour own „ay yet. There'll be no s,nus;i;lin.., but there'llbe tradma, and land to get; and, mdk tLere'd ^no
Zt r^''-'';"!'

'"• "= "" '""'^'^ " • !<"'- how-good white wh,sky-and we'll still have this free life

t^dr"- „'
"•"'! """'^ "P "'y ">!"<' "> -"k downto a clean collar and going to church on Sunday, and

tf^Ji:^^'''' '" >°- '-"- -• vo'^.'i::^

helt^a:dir„M':^"'"^
^"^ "^ ''="'"=^^' -^ y™ g°t --'s

momhT '

k"
"'''"'=°-J''i« ^'»i" at the corners of hismouth she became conscious of the slight odour of

inCit'y"
'^ '"'"' '"= "«^' '" >- '-= '»-" .n

• Vou g:ot the ways of the deer in your walk, the song

me' Nanc;' forTh™',";,;-'"''
"'""'" ^°'"^ '^°"'> >-'hme, isance, for I bni talkm' to you stiddy four yearsIt s a long fme to wait on the chance, for there's alwavsm,„,e„ to be got, same as others have done-metnk'eD ngan w,th Injun girls, and men like Tobey withhalf-breeds. But I ain't bin lookin' that way. I b „ook,n only towards you." He laughed eagerly and

''?m look" '?
"'."''^'^ ^tanding^n a t!ble 'n'rIra lookm towards you now, Nance. Your healthand ratne together. It's got to be settled now. Yougcj^to^go to the 'Cific Coast with Bantry. or N^r^n"

-Jm':it'si::'oth:^^e°r"
'-' '°'-'"'

^ """= "^

"Or South with Nick I>r:.,gle, or East with someone
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else," she said qui/zically. " llu.r,.- .

<l"artcrs to the co.npass. evJ„ whc Ab^'l, ?^\ .^""''

he owns the world and h. •

"'i^vlcy thinks

I'mnotKoingUetwh « /' T'^'''*«^"
'"' -^crnity.

points that's open •'
^"''^' ^"* '^'^'^'^ ^'"--e other

«"th anger. " V,,,, v:,in- ?' "'•' "«» swdlinj;

'hat gambler I .\f,„ f„„rt^rf.!!!.','.'"
""J'"S <^l'=«,

"Let go my shoulders" ^Ii^ [..: i • .

your propcrty"^ Oo and g.s",^ ,.;'""">•. ,"'''" "^
Keep your hand, off. r,„ „oTTk '"'"""' *•"" '" '""V-
and bridle. YouVe got „„ .^ y r" ^"V,"

*;"
she relented, seeing thn i^^i ,

Suddenly
.-at, after .,[ . :j f^i "„

111 '^^
tf^;

-;'' ,---^.>'
keep him for four veir^ nn^ , •

"*'^ '"'^^ ^0"'^

"but yes. Abe."?h:'^:, ,' '^^Z nve"
^"' '"^^-

We've been good friend, all X '"""^ "'-'^^s-

^en all right out he"f You aid
''""' ''^"^ >""'-

about me just now, and I liked ft t ""' '^'''^'

you'd learned it ou of a book V
" '' ^^''^'^ ^^ '^

-e; I'm plain homespun vt'.Z-'''' r°
^"'^^^ '"

prairie-flower, but I like u-h r rf^ "^^' ^ '" ""' ^ny
'.vhen I like. I'm a bit of r\

'^'' ""^' ^ '''^^" ^ 'ot

flower- " "" ^ b't °^ h'ckory, I'm not a prairie-

Wh^Ulkin'f T" """^ " prairie-flower? Did I?wno^talkmg about prairie-flowers "

a "oV.:;Thji,ttr"^' '™"'' ^' '"""-"of
leading ,o anoAer Z^ ''''' '*""''"« '"' ^ <'«"-way

refined-looking stripC nf f'"^ " ''""" "<= "as a
not tall, but len '^adf fnd""wr" ""' '^--^yrour,

.nten.«ed rather than hiddt byS/^^',: J^^.^t!'"''^'
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"Je-rick-cty! How lonj,' have I slept?" he said
bl.nkin- at the two beside the fire. " Mow lonL'>" he-
added, with a fluttc r of anxiety in his tone.

J
I said I'd wake jou." said the girl, coming forward.

You needn t have worried."
"I don't worr>-," answered the young man "I

drea.ned myself awake, I suppose. I got dreaming of
redcoats and U.S. marshals, and an ambush in the
Harfleur Coulee, and " He saw a secret, warning
gesture from the girl, and laughed, then turned to Abe
and looked him in the face. " Oh, I know him I Abe
lawlcy's all O.K.-I've seen him over at Dingan's

Drive. Honour among rogues. We're all in it. How
goes It-all right?" he added carelessly to Hawley and
took a step forward, as though lo shake hands. Seeing
the forbidding look by which he was met, however he
turned to the girl again, as Hawley muttered something
they could not hear.

" VVhat time is it ? " he asked.
"It's nine o'clock," answered the girl, her eyes watch-

ing his every movement, her face alive.
" Then the moon's up almost ?

"

" It'll be up in an hour."

"Jerickety! Then I've got to get ready." He
turned to the other room again and entered.
"College pup!" said Hawley under' his breath

savagely. "Why didn't you tell me he was
here ?

"

"Was it any of your business, Abe?" she rejoined
quietly.

*

" Hiding him away here "

"Hiding? Who's been hiding him? He's doing
what you've done. He's smuggling-the last lot for
the traders over by Dingan's Drive. He'll get it there



28
NORTHEJ{N LIGHI'S

by morningr. He hac ^

»'ha.'»got into you, aL?"
'""'^ "^'" '«=^'^ '» you.

g"t no more sense for ,M. 1^ ""'' °' •"'"• ^'n't

If youVe a friend o' liis vl'^ k
°'"^ °"' '"='=?

He's green." ' ^^ <! "^'^r look after him.

UoZ^ S'Bfnt/fS'" tH'
'''' •-<' 'f ' don't

NickPringle,..X«^^°'"'' °""'- '° Montana with
" Nance " hjo ,

She looked at Wm and T^' •"'" ''> 'l'''^^'^.
had over this bully ™treJd""t' V '"^Po^-she
«* most people and w» "

"'''° ''^d 1"'^ own way

«-d eagerly, "f bin^MngW ri:::,^"-
^^^e," he

As he closed the door behind l^^'
entered the room again ' oJ Z ' " " ^°"^^^ P"P

"

excitedly.
« j hoped^^u'd ee^Hd r'.^

^""^^
'

" ^^ ^^^^
I wanted to be alone °"th vo„f °'^ "P"''^^'-^^-
pally need to start yet WithM. r u

^^''"- ^ ^«"'t
it before daylight "Then w'.l

^"" "'°°" ^ <^-" do
Nancy, Nanc.ryouVe alv^f tL'fl'

"^^'"^'' "^^'
P'-airies," he added catchZ ^ !

^°''^'" °^ ^" ^he
into her eyes

' ^'"^ ^^' ^^"d and laughing
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She flushed, and for a moment seemed ahnost be-
wildered. His boldness, joined to an air of insinuation
and understanding, had influenced her greatly from the
first moment they had met two months ago, as he wasgomg South on his smuggling enterprise. The easyway m which he had talked to her, the extraordinary
sense he seemed to have of what was ^.oing on in hc-rmmd, the confidential meaning in \cjice and tone
and words had, somehow, opened up a side of her
nature hitherto unexplored. She had talked with him
freely then for it was only when he left her that he
said what he instinctively knew she would remember
till they met again. His quick comments, his indirect
but acute questions, his exciting and alluring remin-
iscences of the East, his subtle yet seemingly frank
compliments, had only stimulated a new capacity
in her. evoked compari. 3 of this delicate-looking
fine-faced gentleman with the men of the West by
whoni she was surrounded. But later he appeared to
stumble into expressions of admiration for her as
though he was carried off his feet and had been stunned
by her charm. He had done it all like a master. Hehad not said that she was beautiful.-she knew she was
not but that she was wonderful, and fascinating, and
with something about her" he had never seen in all

A K,'

^''^^„^^'';^^^'" P'-aines. thrilling, inspiring, and
adorable. H.s first look at her had seemed full ofamazement. She had noticed that, and thought itmeant only that he was surprised to find a white girlout here among smugglers, hunters, squaw-men. and
Indians. But he said that the first look at he; hadmade him feci things, feel life and women different from
ever before; and he had never seen anyone like her, nora face with so much in it. It was all very brilliantly done
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taken it .i..-a„y, fndlad Is rhfa "//Sr \''
wish to die: and he h;>rf ,. j j

"^'' '«=«'' h s

interpretation' o? his meani^r™'" '1 "" ""^'^'ken

-ch so„o„he had%'"otr„?;dTr''^A^\f^^O
ills face ooked in truth ^ ,

^^ "^ said it

care
;

so that ti. e caL;Ts^Z? ^T\''^^ '"'^^"^

had so far for any mm ,LTL ^''"^ "''= ''ad never

to look after hta Thlrwaf,h^ 7^''' '° ''*^<= ^^^one
maternal and protect -esoWtV" '"™S "' ">=

though it had shown Lrl ',"
''" '°''^'^' -"en,

animals and birds He ^dsaTi". t^T^^ '"^'"'"S
live, and yet he had come out We^t 7' "'"'=" «°

live, to cure the trouble?!,?, k J " °"'^' '° try and
The Eastern do^7o"s had toM v""^

''" "' '""g=-

outdoor life would cure hin, u"?
""" ">= ""gh

had vanished f^m thT colTe'
J "''''>"'g """'d, and he

purlieusoflearnineandffK^
"'''"'' ='"<' *= Pl=a»ant

not lied directly to her v^t°".
'"'°'}' ''""' "^ h^"

deep trouble; b^t he had Jven^he't'o ' '^
't"

'>="'

was suflering from wrongs w^lchtdbror™, ""'* *=
and ruined his health w ,

''™''=" his spirit

beeninhis,if,hyrmj:;:rj:;- ""''"'^ "^'^

f«.u7mr:::i:s^f?!:LrhVt'''Vr r* -- -•"•'

was something in thrsound nf 1 r 'u
''"'' '"'' ">"<=

ing his farewen words whwfl^^^
'''^^' "^""^h follow-

Her tremendourheahh ani
'™"'' ''^^ """ ''"«•

burning s„ brightlyt her r^r?''
"'= ""' °f "fe

-an living on^so L"ow a ma 'f' 7r
'™"* ""'^

s?r:s:°andrr.T'f^--^^^^^
«
'*
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having covered forty miles since his last stage. She
was at the door and saw him coming while he was yet
a long distance off. Some instinct had told her to
watch that afternoon, for she knew of his intended
return and of his dangerous enterprise. The Indians
had trailed south and east, the traders had disappeared
with them, her brother Bantry had gone up and over to
Dingan's Drive, and, save for a few loiterers and last
iiangers-on, she was alone with what must soon be a
deserted post

;
its walls, its great enclosed yard, and its

gun-platforms (for it had been fortified) left for law and
order to enter upon, in the persons of the red-coated
watchmen of the law.

Out of the South, from over the border, bringing the
last great smuggled load of whisky which was to be
handed over at Dingan's Drive, and then floated on
Red Man's River to settlements up North, came the
"college pup," Kelly Lambton, worn out, dazed with
fatigue, but smiling too, for a woman's face was ever
a tonic to his blood since he was big enough to move in
life for himself. It needed courage—or recklessness—
to run the border now; for, as Abe Hawley had said,
the American marshals were on the pounce, the red-
coated mounted police were coming west from Ottawa,
and word had winged its way along the prairie that these
redcoats were only a few score miles away, and might
be at Fort Stay-Awhile at any moment. The trail to
Dmgan's Drive lay past it. Through Barfluer Coulee
athwart a great open stretch of country, along a wooded
belt, and then, suddenly, over a ridge, Dingan's Drive
and Red Man's River would be reached.
The Government had a mind to make an example, if

necessary, by killing some smugglers in conflict, and the
United States marshals had been goaded by vanity and
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anger at one or two escanes "fr. u
their money," a, they "aid^Tha. '„"„"''"?'""« '"'

meant, "to let the red run" and k- n
,"' ''"8"»e<=.

none too much blood to iTe
'*" ^-'"'"^'°" ''«1

Ma'che,^hr„d:?ora:;';',e':r'' ^^ '^ "="' ^--
he had done when he "ft he tt

' P™™-''"*'^^. a,,

his arriva, but now hetd ^M h-,r or^ h^'""' f"she was glad to see him and !,„ J " ""' ""«
after thirty-six hours o ccas" " .^ ,*''. '"'

^''^P'
and danger. Now with th? .

' ""'' "Aching
journey s^ill beforrhlm and w

"'
f"'""'* P'"'' "f ^^

his blood was runlg":«:'a?re To f'?"^
"'^ ''^ *^^'

•ace, and something i^ her ab^daVt fot anTb"" f'life drewhm to hrr Q„oK v ,. .

'^^^ ^"a boundmrr

Hawley "ould haveantred K '^'r
" ™" ''''^ '^'^

"ttle .i,.c ago. when !& wt ".LL"'!!''
"' " "" «

•he girl, it roused in him a hunger t^ 1 T'"'''^''
''^

of her perfect health frorn^h
^^ '^'°'" "« "««

being, something for himLTfTh"""''''/'^''" "^ '«^

-rmed him, i! ,,^Z'^ of\ttf "'.f "l^""'eloquence of face and form he Lt„; ,,
"""S

beautiful. The liehtne.< „,
'

^
/"'Sot she was not

his face became e^r ' "^ '^^ ''"•" "''^ »™ds. and
" Flower, yes, the flower of the lifp of .1, n,

"•hat I mean," he said. "You a 1 litl
"""-"'^''

ing When I look at ' 1,'' =>" ^™y march-
want to march t^ wC\ hi ""'T' ''''" '

iife;s worth living-, .'^d^:'ZT'^''''
' '^" "'^'

Haf:,t^^tttm^m-7ofttrwir^-

-

"^-ArHtX'h"'^^ wet?.t;-t,^;th:;:

«'• -i'h an attempt, only half-meant, to turn the



ONCE AT RED MAN'S UIVEU 33

topic, she said :
" You must be starting if you want to

get through to-night. If the redcoats catch you this
side of Barflcur Couk^e, or in the Coulee itself, you'll
stand no chance. I heard they was only thirty miles
north this afternoon. Maybe they'll come straight on
here to-night, instead of camping. If they have news of
your coming, they might. You can't tell."

"You're right." He caught her hand again. "I've
got to be going now. But Nance—Nance—Nancy
I want to stay here, here with you ; or to take you
with me. ^

She drew back. "What do you mean.?" she asked.
" Take me with you—me—where ?

"

" East—away down East."
Her brain throbbed, her pulses beat so hard She

scarcely knew what to say, did not know what she said
"Why do you do this kind of thing? Why do you
smuggle?" she asked. "You wasn't brought up to
this."

^

"To get this load of stuff through is life and death to
me, he answered. " I've made six thousand dollars
out here. That's enough to start me again in the East
where I lost everything. But I've got to have six
hundred dollars clear for the travel— railways and
things

;
and I'm having this last run to get it Then

I've finished with the West, I guess. My health's
better; the lung is closed up, I've only got a little
cough now and again, and I'm off East. I don't want
to go alone." He suddenly caught her in his arms.

I want you—you, to go with me, Nancy—Nance •

"

Her brain swam. To leave the West behind, to go
East to a new life full of pleasant things, as this man's
wife

!
Her great heart rose, and suddenly the mother

in her as well as the woman in her was captured by
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Lambton's Indian iJImZ °
Thf u'?'"''"^'''

^^

quick here," he said.
"g^.

1
see. They come

the^Th" ?rm^o™pis'tS;"' ^'"'"°" '^•'«' to
there was .he sound ofhC •^7^'

'"" <^^P' "•<»
opened and an officer s 'e;;"J i:;^:

'"^ ''°°' ^"^-^

brus^ue^ Xnt::- ,"-""& ^-"ton," -e said

"Oh, bosh! Prove It" [l
""'^'"' ''^ ^ revolver.

J»Ie and startled, bntUi in ^2^^ !.'"' ^"''"e "»",
" We'll prove i all ,S^i

'"^P«ch and action.

.

The girfsaid o^itht'toThe^'f '' '"^''"''^"
language. She saw he d!d nn^ °?'" '" ">= Chinook
»poke quickly to Jmbtonln 1 '^°'^'""''- '^>'^ '^

" Keep him^ here a b t° • she t""" h"^''come yet. Your outfit i well hid ,.,"'^ ™;" haven't
away with it before they rZ f' Thl'^ '/,

"" 6='
bnng you with them, that's sue l'^."/°»°«. and
and get through, we'll n^tat n ° ^^ ' ''^"^ '•"="<

Lambton's fa^e brigSed hT" '•
m"''"few directions in Chin<«k and . iTk "^ «^™ ''" a

at Dingan's if she got there fi"^ ^Z **"" '" ^°
gone.

^°t there first. Then she was

bu^hrrSlLd'lhr ZT'"',^' J^-e had said
had an advantage ov^'-Lr t^^'^' '" '" '"^
courage he had ridden on TlAn .

"" "nnecessaiy
and, as it proved, „™ho p^X ", "'^^^ his captu;^
"an, but he had not eot t^ " ."? had got hisS°t the smuggled whisky and
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tT'^rt ^ MTT '° •'^""'- ^^'""'^ ^^'^ "° time to belost The girl had gone before he realised it. What

L she^d .e?"'
' '^""^'°" ''^P''^^ ^°°"y= "Shesaid shed get you some supper, but she guessed itwould have to be cold What's your name? Arcyou a colonel or a captain, or only a pLcipal pHvatfP"

I am Captain MacFce, Lambton. And you'll nowbring me where your outfit is. March »
"

The pistol was still in his hand, and he had a determined look in his eye. Lambton saw it. He was"aware of how much power lay in the threatening Idbefore him. and how eager that power was to make

chats.
'
'"' ^"^''^ "Examples"; but he took h':

"I'll march all right," he answered, "but I'll marchto where you tell me. You can't have it bo h waysYou can take me. because you've found me.ind toucan take my outfit too when you've found i ; but I^mnot doing your work, not if I know it
"

anr;>TT7r^^^''^^^"^^"''
''" ^^e" eyes of the officerand ,t looked for an instant as though someth,n7ofthe lawlessness of the border was goL to mark tl-

first step of the Law in the Wildernes's. bu't he l^though

Lan.h^ '

V''"Y"^ ''•' ^"'^^'>^' y^' •" - voice whlhLambton knew he must heed
" Put on your things—quick."
When this was accomplished, and MacFee hadsecured the smu^f^ler's ni<!tol= 1,^ •

i

•\'*^^«^ "aa

Lambton !

"
^" ^

'

^^ '^'^ ^^^'"' " March.

Lambton marched through the moonlit night towardsthe troop of men who had come to set up the flaJof
• ? 'V^if.

P'""^ ^"^ ^''^'> ^"^ - he went his kee'fear heard his own mules galloping away down toward



3<5 NORTHERN LIGHTS

i £

the Barfleur CouMe. His heart thumoed In V k

Drivf. it would te=^ f„! r^T' '^"^^ °'"g-"'^

had ever seen and?, f
Performance as the West

the good. He' Jfaten/d "It
^ ' ' ''""'^«' """"^ "

sounds had d,edImofhe Hi« """'f «^"°P'"e' "" *«
his captor haj heard too »,^d r!'

'','" ^^ =*>' "O" ">»'

desperate '
"""^ "'^' "'* P""-^"" would be

ships and discouragement
^ °' "'"' ^^'^-

ho^^an^x?™:,; or^r"'rrtrdn^turned with carbines 0^^::,, b„T if was aI^'h ^"l^^

spirit was up against them al altas. he t"" "''=

sented by the trnnn^re ' f^^'"^^ *"« Law repre-

against the tro^^^and'Z '' ''"^ ^tay-AwMe.
Nancy Machelli^fa Nance h"""'" ?P'='='''"S ^"='-

and freedom for the hated 0.°^ "^^ "'''''"^ ''=' "^
between the troopSs l^ti h^ '•

v
"""^^'^^ "''''"^

Nance herself. ^ =P'"' "^^ "P against

hetarcottTrcMo'l'd'h""^
bac. in an hour

» and
her word. She had d"- I T""'

^l^" '"'' broken

-.uryearsofL^.,-;---.^^^^^^



ONC'K AT Ri:i) MAN'S HlWAi 37

lust was in his heart, which would not be appeased till
he had done some evil thing to someone.
The girl and the Indian lad were pounding through

the night with ears strained to listen for hoof-beats
commg after, with eyes searching forward into the trail
for swollen creeks and direful obstructions. Through
Barfleur Coul<fe it was a terrible march, for there was
no road, and again and again they were nearly over-
turned, while wolves hovered in their path, ready to
reap a midnight harvest. But once in the open again
with the full moonlight on their trail, the girl's spirits
rose. If she could do this thing for the man who had
looked into her eyes as no one had ever done, what a
finish to her days in the West ! For they were finished,
finished for ever, and she was going-she was going
East; not West with Bantry, nor South with Nick
Pringle, nor North with Abe Hawley,—ah, Abe Hawley
he had been a good friend, he had a great heart, he was'
the best man of ail the western men she had known •

but another man had come from the East, a man
who had roused something in her never felt before,
a man who had said she was wonderful; ard he
needed someone to take good care of him, to make
him love life again. Abe would have been al. right
if Lambton had never come, and she had meant to
marry Abe in the end ; but it was different now, and
Abe must get over it. Yet she had told Abe to come
back m an hour. He was sure to doit; and, when
he had done it, and found her gone on this errand, what
would he do? She knew what he would do. He would
hurt someone. He would follow too. But at Dincran's
Drive, if she reached it before the troopers and before
Abe, and did the thing she had set out to do- and
because no whisky could be found, Lambton mu'st go



38 NORTHKHN lAGlVrs

Hast. r.ot North, and, when the ,/
' "" Koing

face itattd put .hWsvr«Mi';r=,::r ""= -"= -'""'

Dtngan'sDrivewa, reached Ind~\".^' ^^'^
was no sign of her pursuers At Zf^' "' *'' "'="'

dehvered her load of ,. f At Red Man's River she
for it, and saw ft' l;d" inf^? V"" '""''" "«'«"g
be^nd the woJe^°S 'Ztn^Z"" ""^^

A half-hour Ia"eT Ma^C and^^'"^""'^
^"^^e.

Lambtoncame mLf,^*^, '' *•" "^P<=" and
the shore, buThe safbv fh™ ''

I'^'f'''
">= P^' -">

beenfoiM. He hadnooCf
'«'''\°f ^" 'hat he had

must go free
"^ "^

"'^ anything, and Lambton

ai^dtf's::t^i:„'':r..'^Nance-^^^^

-V With i. B„.
: wou-idn't^TUs.: i'ff

r

"Once is enough," answered the <riVl l„ „
Lambton, set free r»„„(„ k .u T ^ 'aconically, as

whispered in her ^r^^'
'^"' ""^ '='"<'- '" his and

.hif^.^VZgVhetld°'".fL "'T'"-
^«- -^-P

.aw^e troopersWtses,'ar;:J',':r-" ^-'^

"wXfh:d%T^tXh^e::"-*--''- ''-•-•

th^et-^t'^thTlrr^iV:- -." ™-. when
on foot.

group, out of the trail. Abe Hawley,
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He looked round the group savagely till his eyes

rested on Nance and Umbton. • TnTlast h," he said
in a hoarse voice. "My horse broke its leg cuttin..
across to get here before her " He waved a handtoward, Nance "It's best stickin' to old trails, not

2^1%Tt°T "^' "y^^ "^''^ <"" °f hate as helooked at Lambton. « I'm keeping to old trails. I'm for
goin North, far up. where these two-dollar-a-day and
hash-and-clothes people ain't come yet." He made a con-
temptuous gesture towards MacFee and his troopers.

fiveH r^'JTu "^ '°''^ ^ '''P forward and
fixed his bloodshot eyes on Nance. "I say I'm eoin'North. You comin' with me. Nance?" He took olhiscap to her.

He was hagprd. his buckskins were torn, his hair wa,
dishevelled.and he limped a little; but he was a massiv"and striking figure, and MacFee watched him closely

You said Come back ,n an hour.' Nance, and I comeback as r said I would," he went on. "You didn't
stand to your word. I've come to git it I'm pnin'
North. Nance, and I bin waitin' for fou^ iears 7or'you
to go with me. Are you comin' ? "

His voice was quiet, but it had a choking kind ofsound, and it struck strangely in the ears of all. MacFeecame nearer.
av-irci.

" Are you comin' with me, Nance, dear ?
"

She reached a hand towards Lambton, and he took
It, but she did not speak. Something in Abe's eves
overwhelmed her-something she had never seen before

bstead'"*"" *°
'''^^ '^'^ '" ^^'' ^'"^*°" ^P^l^^'

settled.'-'
^°'"^ ^^'* "^''^ "'^'" ^^ '^'^- '"that's
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"Waltr^h '"r""-
'"''" •"= "»ght Abe's armWa,t! he sa.d peremptorily. " Wait one m"ute "

^^"iircT""
"

"' ™'-» "-''chTrAbe

-Zh^r;^.otaitr^.. ivt tn .^li
^^^-

Lambton with his eves anH t u
"^ fastened

you to,d ber yoVr,„T''a\riirHt;"c

-and a^coitjrirerl:,'!';.^"'' ""^ "' -"'=^'

It had come with terrible c,,^^
Lambton, and he was too daled to t^l'" "'™ '"

troopers ;awbm"adSf^™a^„„t T'" "' ««=

while be .as pelted with mLd frrm7he"*„::.'
' "''""=

The next morning at sunrise Abe Hawlev «nH fi,

;-ce or the peace/ ba„r/:.:rrrrr-^
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" 'T^HEY won't come to-night—sure."

1 The girl looked again towards the west, where,

here and there, bare poles, or branches of trees, or slips

of underbrush marked a road made across the plains

through the snow. The sun was going down golden
red, folding up th'^ sky a wide soft curtain of pink and
mauve and deep purple merging into the fathomless

blue, where already the stars ,vere beginning to quiver.

The house stood on the edge of a little forest, which
had boldly asserted itself in the wide llatness. At
this point in the west the prairie merged into an
undulating territory, where hill and wood rolled away
from the banks of the Saskatchewan, making another
England in beauty. The forest was a sort of advance-
post of that land of beauty.

Yet there was beauty too on this prairie, though
there was nothing to the east but snow and the forest

so far as eye could see. Nobility and peace and power
brooded over the white world.

As the girl looked, it seemed as though the bosom
of the land rose and fell. She had felt this vibrating

life beat beneath the frozen surface. Now, as she
gazed, she smiled sadly to herself, with drooping eyelids

looking out from beneath strong brows.
" I know you— I know you," she said aloud. " You've

got to take your toll. And when you're lying asleep
4«
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^ kind and beautiful
! Bui v„m ' ''"' J""" ""

one way or t'other." She sJh.^ """!,' ""^"^ J""-^ 'o"
after a moment, lookrng aW ^r""

^"'"'' '"-".
expect they'll come to-ntef, t/JlV"~" ' """'^
f-.f they stay for ,/„,..^ '

^""^ "'^^*^ ""t to-morrow,

t-^ti^? irieffacfr d
"'* «" ">

thinner. ..fiu. dad wouWn'r™ .""^''="'>' '» get
considerin' " AgaZshtLT "' "^°""<'"''. "ot
Her face was now turni t I °''^' '" P^'"-

which she had expected W t"™,,*^
""'"" '•<«d by

east, where alreaSyX sn„l '
""'' '"""ds the

W-fah tint, a refleL:;ofTe 2 ?""^'.™ ^ ^-nt
mght m that half^rirde of ,hehJ '^^P?""S towards
I'ttle blealc and cheerli the hi f™' ,

°'"^"* '""<' »
now. '^^ *e half-circle was looking
"No one-not for two weeks " «h- -j •

on the eastern trail, which wa' so Lh"";
'" ~"""^"'

winter, and this year had h. ,
"' f^quented in

"It would be ni^to have r„ L'""""«' '"»" 'ver
she faced the west and h: sink

?j"""' *= ""•'-> -
so lonely-just minutes I 2 uL?" T'"'

"' g«
"nutes that seem to cLS ' K ^"'^ "'^ them
when they come. I exp^t"Lr^ """ "" '"' >*='
months and years, but iust in 1/ .

""^ ''™'' "« in
'°ng for an earthquake to d^r'" ," "'^"'^ '^^e
*en.

. . , P'r'ap, dad won't eve!
"°*-"'^ ^<=~"*

she added, as she laid her hr!^
""^ 'o-morrow.»

never seemed so long tte not
°" ""^ '"'=''• ""

'way a week." She TauZLrK^™ "''=" •>='» been
company's better than nf!„""'>'• "'^^'" ".aA- Mickey has been",

^
Ta^:Ve^ ^ ,

S^^^'
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away past times. Mickey was a fool, but he was
company ; and mebbe he'd have been better company
if he'd been more of a scamp and less a fool. I dunno,
but I really think he would. Bad company doesn't put
you off so."

There was a scratching at the inside of the door.
" My, if I didn't forget Shako," she said, " and he dying
for a run !

"

She opened the door quickly, and out jumped a
Russian dog of almost full breed, with big, soft eyes
like those of his mistress, and with the air of the north
in every motion—like his mistress also.

" Come, Shako, a run—a run !

"

An instant after she was flying off on a path towards
the woods, her short skirts flying and showing limbs as
graceful and shapely as those ofany woman of that world
of social grace which she had never seen ; for she was a
prairie girl through and through, born on the plains and
fed on its scanty fare—scanty as to variety, at least.
Backwards and forwards they ran, the girl shouting like
a ch.id of ten,—she was twenty-three,—her eyes flashing,
her fine white teeth showing, her hands thrown up in
sheer excess of animal life, her hair blowing about her
face—brown, strong hair, wavy and plentiful.

Fine creature as she was, her finest features were her
eyes and her hands. The eyes might have been found in
the most savage places ; the hands, however, only could
have come through breeding. She had got them honestly

;

for her mother was descended from an old family of the
French province. That was why she had the name of
Loisette—and had a touch of distinction. It was the
strain of the patrician in the full blood of the peasant

;

but it gave her something which made her what she was
—what she had been since a child, noticeable and be-

1
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sought, sometimes beloved. K was ton «^to couipel love often b.,f :, .° ^^'°"g a nature
admiration. Not grTa'tly a rerrrof'^'^^ ^^"'P^^
become moody of late • and I

°^ ^^rds, she had
-d feeling an^d an.^a'l Uft Te^u^dT t' "''' ^'^^^

'^"^etS^hl^^^^^^^^^^^
the little house, which ook'eH

^""^ *^" ^°°'- ^^
She paused befire she ame to J"/ '"' '°"^^-^''^^-

smoke curling up from Tk/ . •

'^''^'' *« ^^tch the
column, for fhere' wa^nofa trhV^^''^'^ ^' ^
The sun was almost gone and tZ . V '^""""S'
was settling on everyth^4g-W„f;j„^7,^ bluish light
trees a curious burnished toni^ '^^ ^'^^" ^P'-^ce

waf^a^'Truid tt^^h^^drH-^^'- ^^

hundreds of times! It was the
"^. ^°^ "'^"^

some broad branch of tTe fir .
'" '''^P'"^ ^^^

Yet she started now So'th
'"' '° '^" ^^^""d.

agitatinghersensesIffecHnTh ^^i.""^'
°" ^^^ '"'nd,

" I'" be Jumping out r^^ bL^'^'T
^^°^-

or the frost cracks the ice L^"' I •!?' ^" '"^P^'
temptuously.

««i dunn« u ,

^^ ^^'^ aloud con-

Ifeelasifs^omeoLtsLl^^^^^^^^ ^'^"^^"^^ -^^ -e.
out on me. I havenWer fel

7-^?"'" """^^y ^° Pop
She had formed the habt of '"^n

-''^"^ ^^°'-^"

had seemed at first as ,hi r"^
'° ^'''^^^' ^or it

father went trapping or
„'„"" "'' '^°"^ "^^" ^^r

-nt. that byZ byTheToXTa^aft^ ^°^^"'-
her own voice, if she didnV fV i ,

' ^^^ ^°""d of
given to soliloquy defWnAh m^I°"^-

^^ '^^ ^^as
who talked to' Lm'el tri'

'•"' *'^^ ^^P'^
Whedatthat. She .a^ thT bird^'""^

"^'^^ ^^^
selves and didn't go mad and :«

•
'^"^ *° *h^"^-

^ mad. and crickets chirruped, and
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frogs croaked, and owls hooted, and she would talk and
not go crazy either. So she talked to herself and to

Shako when she was alone.

How quiet it was inside when her light supper was
eaten, bread and beans and pea-soup—she had got this

from her French mother. Now she sat, her elbows on
her knees, her chin on her hands, looking into the fire.

Shako was at her feet upon the great musk-ox rug,

which her father had got on one of his hunting trips

in the Athabasca country years ago. It belonged as

she belonged. It breathed of the life of the north-land,

for the timbers of the hut were hewn cedar ; the rough
.chimney, the seats, and the shelves on which a few
books made a fair show beside the bright tins and the

scanty crockery, were of pine ; and the horned heads of
deer and wapiti made pegs for coats and caps, and rests

for guns and rifles. It was a place of comfort ; it had
an air of well-to-do thrift, even as the girl's dress,

though plain, was made of good sound stuff, grey, with
a touch of dark red to match the auburn of her hair.

A book lay open in her lap, but she had scarcely

tried to read it. She had put it down after a few
moments fixed upon it. It had sent her thoughts off

into a world where her life had played a part too big

for books, too deep for the plummet of any save those

who had lived through the storm of life's trials; and
life when it is bitter to the young is bitter with an
agony the old never know. At last she spoke to

herself.

" She knows now ! Now she knows what it is, how it

feels—^your heart like red-hot coals, and something in

your head that's like a turnscrew, and you want to die

and can't, for you've got to live and suffer !

"

Again she was quiet, and only the dog's heavy
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breathing, the snap of the fire
timber in the deadly frost hi !"

'^^ ''^'^ "^ «
it was warm and br4 and h' >-

""''"'" ^"^'^^
twenty degrees belof e^o ,'711.''^ '' °"*-^>^-'t -s
where hTe itself was conJaL J ,

'^"'^ ''^'^^ tomb
low. twinkh-ng, ^n/':X^'^^'''':'^^^^fT''
corrosion, not of f5re

iived — a life of sharp

onely places can b. so It' """^ "^'^^ ^^= '--^d '"

It was a feeling delicate a„rff*/°
"^"'""'^ "> ">""''

ptting the vibfation You coutT "t
"""'^ "=""-

had you been there • non, K,T ^"^ ^^'^ ""'hing,

spaces could hav^'done so X.^^^ "^ '"= "''S
woman felt, and both str»? / ""^ ''°8 ""d the
Again they heard and ?'^ ""''' ""^ ""''<>*•

far, far aJy, and stHl vo„ . m'°
"^'^ '«='• It was

now they h^ird c,early'Z"a c^y 1"?^ '" •\'"="'
^

""
pam and despair The M ""S""' » ^T of
pulled aside the bearsbn ^.!^/:''" ° "'^ "'"''ow and
*ut out the hght Then T'""''''^'''^''''<=°">P'«'=lv

'°g upon i, sniffed ?hrcf„:,*l^ n'
'''' "''™ ^

moccasins, fur-coat, wool-can and ,^ P"" °" ''=•

to the door quickly the rio^'^;
«"d sloves, and went

she stopped ^ut info the n^lU
" '"'''' °P="'"g ''

s.rafedTowafdsTht°we«'
sI*"/:" '

" .'"" ^="''^''- ""''

her father or Mickey the Wred™„"':rToth"
""^'^' "=

The answer came frnm > ^"-

neighbouriess, emp /:,"_:
Tr^''

™'.°f "- homeless,
were only stars, and the ni,-ht^a T"u "T ^''"^

"rco^utont:r?x-ii^^^^^^^
-wer to her calls the -:rSt:-;Xtrir"
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Now suddenly she left the trail and bore away north-
ward. At last the voice was very near. Presently a
figure appeared ahead, staggering towards her.

" Qui va id ? Who is it ? " she asked.
" Ba'tiste Caron," was the reply in English, in a faint

voice. She was beside him in an instant.

" What has happened ? Why are you off the trail ?
"

she said, and supported him.
" My Injun stoled my dogs and run off," he replied.

"1 run after. Then, when I am to come to the trail "—
he paused to find the English word, and could not

—

"encore to this trail I no can. So. Ah, bon Dieu, it

has so awful
!

" He swayed and would have fallen, but
she caught him, bore him up. She was so strong, and
he was as slight as a girl, though tall.

" When was that ? " she asked.

"Two nights ago," he answered, and swayedt'*
"Wait," she said, and pulled a flask from her pocket.

" Drink this—quick !

"

He raised it to his lips, but her hand was still on it,

and she only let him take a little. Then she drew it

away, though she had almost to use force, he was so
eager for it. Now she took a biscuit from her pocket.

"Eat; then some more brandy after," she urged.
"Come on; it's not far. See, there's the light," she
added cheerily, raising her head towards the hut.

"I saw it just when I have fall down—it safe me.
I sit down to die—like that ! But it safe me, that light

—so. Ah, bon Dim, it was so far, and I want eat so I

"

Already he had swallowed the biscuit
" When did you eat last ? " she asked, as she urged

him on.

" Two nights—except for one leetla piece of bread—
I fin' it in my pocket. Grdcel I have travel so far.
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Jifsu, I think it ees ten thousan' miles \ ar^ n * i
go on. I mus' ^o-certainement" '

^^' ^"' ^ '""^

The light came nearer and npai^r u- c

_^
''But I .„» ,o «e. there, an' y„u-you will to help

she had saved. 'He It ""Z^t 1:^^"^ °/
"'"'

year or two older, with littleif =^ Z- ^^' ^'''''P' '

-ve a slight mo'ustache hL e^^'^jir"',!''''"-
they were, she made out were bSk a„d'",h "f

"'

though drawn and famished h=,Si f *° ''"•

Presently she rave hi^' .,: •
^ '"'"'''"'"'e look.

get."
'''^' " '" '° SO. go. go, till I

on'?h:tix"i':e''':h*'"'7'""''''''^^''^'''''''^=-'
as he stuTbtTo^rth; tl^rl^^MT ST^ "P^"' »«•
.He warm room. S^^\fS°Jlth^r^t.*:Tot

he'^lroratth^e^LrtTrf
his"'''

^"'' '=«^"^^-

from the eirl to the n»„ j ^^' .
"^^ wandering

^claspinf ;Lrwee„ hi t^i"' HU tr'^^f'"« =•"'

hunger, he watched her preparrt n„TT t^'"^
'"''^

and when at last-and she had i^^hT "" '"P^"'

"- P'-d before him, hl'^ldt^ranrh^r;;
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faint with the stress of his longing. He would have
swallowed a basin of pea-soup at a draught, but she
stopped him, holding the basin till she thought he
might venture again. Then came cold beans, and
some meat which she toasted at the fire and laid upon
his plate. They had not spoken since first entering the
house, when tears had shone in his eyes, and he had
said

—

"You have safe- ah, you have safe me, and so I will
do it yet by help bon Dim—^yes."

The meat was done at last, and he sat with a great
dish of tea beside him, and his pipe alight.

"What time, if please?" he asked. "I t'ink nine
hour, but no sure."

"It is near nine," she said. She hastily tidied up
the table after his meal, and then came and sat in her
chair over against the wall of the rude fireplace.

"Nine—dat is good. The moon rise at 'leven; den
I go. I go on," he said, " ifyou show me de queeck way."
"You go on—how can you go on?" she asked, almost

sharply.

" Will you not to show me ? " he asked.
" Show you what ? " she asked abruptly.
"The queeck way to Askatoon," he said, as though

surprised that she should ask. "They say me if I

get here you will tell me queeck way to Askatoon.
Time, he go so fas', an' I have loose a day an' a night,
an' I mus' get Askatoon if I Hf— I mus' get dere in time.
It is all safe to de stroke of de hour, mais, after, it is

—bon Dieu!—\t is hell then. Who shall forgif me—no !

"

" The stroke of the hour—the stroke of the hour !

"

It beat into her brain. Were they both thinking of
the same thing now?

4
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" You will show me aueeck wax, r ^ . l * .

Dat man's name I have forget
" " °"'' ^"^ ^^''•

"My father's name is Tohn AIrot,^» u
absently, for there were haZnelTa. ht h"

-""^
words, " TAe stroke of ,h:W" ^ " '"*'" ""=

AWIT
l' 'h'r''-;- •

'^"' >'°" "'"«. " « Lofeette

not forget da. nal ,
'"
T?

""'"'' "°»-Loi«"e. I

Her%^:S^t,;rjd^;',d';;''rsf-:;=.fC"t
like smoke, mcbbe?" ^ P^* ^°" "°*

Jheshook her head in negation, making an impatient

I 4ke up an ib .t'^JrtrrJ"' "'^''°'^'»"

Jo. I think I die it ;, .„ K J
5^ way—not like

Noting h„t ^:::.zt'-c rfrr„!:-?.

I mus' get AskaLn beforei!^,'' '"'" ^° "^' f"'

4gop.k-?-i--^s---"

beating tl,e ^tt^t^^' "" ^"^^ P»'=' "" foot

«h;i^w;r:s:t^- taL4%TS- --^^

•
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"What is that?'' she asked. She knew now, sureh-
but she mi! ' isk it nevertheless.

" Dat hang, j—of Haman," he answered. He nodded
to himself. Then he took to gazing into the fire
His hps moved as though talking to himself, and the
hand that held the pipe lay forgotten on his knee.
"What have you to do with Haman?" she asked

slowly, her eyes burning.

"I want safe him— I mus' give him free." He tapped
his breast. "It is here to mak' him free." He still
tapped his breast.

For a moment she stood frozen still, her face thin
and drawn and white; then suddenly the blood rushed
back mto her face, and a red storm raged in her eyes
She thought of the sister, younger than herself, whom

Kube Haman had married and driven to her grave within
a year—the sweet Lucy, with the name of her father's
mother. Lucy had been all English in face and tongue
a flower of the west, driven to darkness by this horse-
dealmg brut-, who, before he was arrested and tried
for murder, was about to marry Kate Wimper. Kate
Wimper had stolen him from Lucy before Lucy's first
and only child was born, the child that c Mid not
survive the warm mother-life withdrawn, and so had gone
down the valley whither the broken-hearted mother had
fled. It was Kate Wimper, who, before that, had waylaid
the one man for whom she herself had ever cared and
drawn him from her side by such attractions as she
herself would keep for an honest wife, if such she ever
chanced to be. An honest wife she would have been
had Kate Wimper not crossed the straight path of
her life. The man she had loved was gone to his
end also, reckless and hopeless, after he had thrown
away his chance of a lifetime with Loisette Alroyd
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There had been left behind this girl, to whom tragedyhad come too young, who drank humihationLin

"z:!i7;
' '''' '''"''''''-'

'' --^^Ah
It had hurt her, twisted her nature a little „•

heart. She was glad when Haman was condemn^because of the woman who had stolen him fromS
otn s: Vi:' "^'i^ T' '^^ ''^^^^ s°- -"o^ hT;

the woman if shTh/'^'J" '^^ ^^^^^^^^ ^»>-* --tne woman, if she had any heart at all. must have itbowed down by this supreme humiliation and wrunebvthe ugly tragedy of the hempen rope.
^ ^

face "withThe^' rr ^'^°'' ^'^' ^^'^ ™^" -'^^ - boy's

frLmX f ^. ""''"°"' ^y^^' ^'^^"^ ^he had savedfrom the frozen plains, he had that in his breast wW^would free Haman. so he had said. A fu^ had £birth ,n he:- at that moment. Something seemed to

h!^'; ,r^"? ""^ '^''''' ''' -™-thing s^o bTg that itheld all her faculties in perfect control, and !he feherself m an atmosphere where all life moved round h

'

mechanically, she herself the only s^nh^nt T
..uch greater than all she saw, o^aiuttle eaffse^d

seemed small. How calm it was even with the fury

.hI7.^" ""^'"J^^
'^'"^ q"Jetly-"tell me how you arcable to save Haman?" ^ ^
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He kill Wakcly. It Is my bnui.lcr I'adette dat
Kill and get away. Haman he is drunk, and evcryfinK
seem to say Haman he did it. an' everyone know Haman
js not friend to Wakely. So the juree say he must be
hanging. But my bruddcr he go to dit n>h hawfiil
bad cod queeck.an' he send for the priest an' for me-
an tell all. I go to Governor with the priest, an'
Governor gif me dat writing here." He apped his
breast, then took out a wallet and shov e^ the paper to
her. "It is life of dat Haman, voicii m: d sc I saf<-
him for my brudder. Dat was a bad hoy, li^c, ttcHe was bad all time since he was a bahr, an' i t'ink
him pretty lucky to die on his bed, an' get a[..,.ivt ard
go to purgatore. If he not have luck like iat he go to
hell, an' stay there."

He sighed, and put the wallet back in his brea ,t

carefully, his eyes half-shut with weariness, his l.and-
some face drawn and thin, his limbs lax with fatigue.

" If I get Askatoon before dc time for dat, I be happy
in my heart, for dat brudder off mine he get out of
purgatore bime-bye, I t'ink."

His eyes were almost shut, but he drew himself
together with a great effort, and added desperately
" No sleep. If I sleep it is all smash. Man say me
I can get Askatoon by dat time from here, if I ao
queeck way across lak'—it is all froze now, dat lak'—
an' down dat Foxtail Hills. Is it so, ma'm'selle ? " '

"By the 'quick
' way if you can make it in time," she

said
;
"but It is no way for the stranger to go. There

are always bad spots on the ice-it is not safe. You
could not find your way."

" I mus' get dere in time," he said desperately
" You can't do it-alone," she said. " Do you want to

risk all and lose?"
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He frowned in self-suppression. " Long way I nocan get dere in time ? " he asked.
X

»
^ no

She thought a moment. "No; it can't be done by

the trail the Government men made a year ago whenhey came to survey. It is a good trail. It is blazedm the woods and staked on the plains. You cannot
rn.ss. But-but there is so little time." She looked atthe clock on ihe wall. "You cannot leave here much
before sunrise, and "

jec'ted'*''"

^^^^ '^^^"^ ^^ "'°°" """' ^* ^^^^^"'" ^« '"ter-

"You have had no sleep for two nights, and no foodYou can't last it out," she said calmly
^^The deliberate look on his face deepened tostubborn-

"It is my vow to my brudder-he is i. .urgatore.An I mus do ,t," he rejoined, with an empi.asis therewai no mistaking. « You can show me dat way ? "

She went to a drawer and took out a piece of paperThen. w.th a point of blackened stick, as he watched
her and listened, she swiftly drew his route for

" y^"'.^ g^t >' '" my head." he said. « I go dat way
but I wish-r wish it was dat queeck way. I S2 fear, noting. I go w'en dat moon rise-I go. bien

vnl^^^Q^"'' -''"T
"'^"' ""^''^ ' S^* ^^'"^ food for

you. She pointed to a couch in a corner. "
I willwake you when the moon rises."

For the first time he seemed to realise her, for amonient to leave the thing which consumed him. and
put his mind upon her.

" You not happy—you not like me here? "he asked

Jl
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simply
; then added quickly, « I am not bad man like

me brudder—no."

Her eyes rested on him for a moment as though
realising him, while some thought was working in her
mind behind.

"No, you are not a bad man," she said. " Men and
women are equal on the plains. You have no fear—

I

have no fear."

He glanced at the rifles on the walls, then back at
her. " My mudder, she was good woman. I am glad
she did not lif to know what Fadette do." His eyes
drank her in for a minute, then he said :

" I go sleep now,
t'ank you—till moontime."

In a moment his deep breathing filled the room, the
only sound save for the fire within and the frost
outside."

Time went on. The night deepened.

Loisette sat beside the fire, but her body was half-
turned from it towards the man on the sofa. She was
not agitated outwardly, but within there was that fire
which burns up life and hope and all the things that
come between us and great issues. It had burned up
everything in her except one thought, one powerful
motive. She had been deeply wronged, and justice
had been about to give "an eye for an eye and a tooth
for a tooth." But the man lying there had come to
sweep away the scaffolding of justice—he had come for
that.

Perhaps he might arrive at Askatoon before the
stroke of the hour, but still he would be too late, for
in her pocket now was the Governor's reprieve. The
man had slept soundly. His wallet was still in his
breast ; but the reprieve was with her.
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I

If he left without discovering his loss, and got wellon h.s way, and discovered it then, it would beL lateIf he returned-she only saw one step before her shewould wa.t or that, and deal with it when it cameShe was thmking of Lucy, of her own lover ruined andgone, bhe was calm m her madness
At the first light of the moon she roused him. She

drunka hi Tu '" '""^"^' P°^^^^' -^ -ft- he haddrunk a bowl of hot pea-soup. while she told him his

InlTh "^"l: '''l-P-^-^ the door, and he passed outinto the mght. He started forward without a word bucame back again and caught her hand

^/. But I t^nk what you do for me, it is better than
al my hfe. B:en sfir, I will come again, when I get mvmmd to myself. Ah. but you are beautibul." he saTd"^

/Lr ''"P^- '^^"' ' ^^'"^ again-yes!

He was gone into the night, with the moon silvering

n^nf'^.i 'I"
''''''' '^°^* ^^*^"S '"*° the sentien?hfe of this northern worid. Inside the house, with thebearskin blind dropped at the window again Tnd thefire blazing high. Loisette sat with thf Coventor's

"hari" " ''"'•
n^r^^''"^ ^^ ''' ^^' wondered why

It had been given to Ba'tiste Caron. and not to a police^officer Ah yes.it was plain-Ba'tiste was a wooLmanand pUmsman. and could go far more safely than aconstable, and faster. Ba'tiste had reason for go"ngfast, and he would travel night and day-he wa!trave ling night and day indeed. And now 3!^might get there, but the reprieve would not Hewould not Ij able to stop the hanging of Haman-tthanging of Rube Haman.
A change came over her. Her eyes blazed, her

Si t

k^.^WBt^
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breast heaved now. She had been so quiet, so cold and
still. But life seemed moving in her once again. The
woman, Kate V/imper, who had helped to send two
people to their graves, would now drink the dregs of
shame, if she was capable of shame—would be robbed
of her happiness, if so be she loved Rube Haman.
She stood up, as though to put the paper in the fire,

but paused suddenly at one thought—Rude Haman was
innocent of murder.
Even so, he was not innocent of Lucy's misery and

death, of the death of the little one who only opened its

eyes to the light for an instant, and then went into
the dark again. But truly she was justified ! When
Haman was gone things would go on just the same—and
she had been so bitter, her heart had been pierced as
with a knife these past three years. Again she held out
her hand to the fire, but suddenly she gave a little cry
and put her hand to her head. There was Ba'tiste

!

What was Ba'tiste to her ? Nothing—nothing at all.

She had saved his life—even if she wronged Ba'tiste,
her debt would be paid. No, she would not think of
Ba'tiste. Yet she did not put the paper in the fire, but
in the pocket of her dress. Then she went to her room,
leaving the door open. The bed was opposite the fire,

and, as she lay there,—.she did not take off her clothesj
she knew not why—she could see the flames. She
closed her eyes, but could not sleep, and more than
once when she opened them she thought she saw
Ba'tiste sitting there as he had sat hours before. Why
did Ba'tiste haunt her so ? What was it he had said in

his broken English as he went away ?—that he would
come back

; that she was " beautibul."

All at once as she lay still, her head throbbing, her
feet and hands icy cold, she sat up listening.

fT-vwr



w t
s»

k

f

NORTHERN LIGHTS

"u^]*""*^^'"
'" ^^^^ <^"«*- She sprang from her h^H

njght
^^

She called into the icy void. " Qui va /a ? Who
She leaned forward, her hand at her ear but nnsound cam*» \n —.«! /-w

^'» "^^ no"una came m reply. Once more she called hnfnothmg answered. The night was all liJhf !?'r
and silence "^^' ^"'^ ^^ost

.hem all and tell .he tru* about th" ™t e'tt 'i^would not avail-Rube Han,an would ha"^ That 'did

brother would be so long in purgatory. Xnd even ha!

Da tiste. And Ba tiste he would know that sh^ =„j
he had called her - beautibul," that she had— ""^

She^ltft
^ "^/''; ""'^™'>' ='°«'='l h^^-^'f for travelShe put some food and drinic in a leather-bag and sWthem over her slioulder. Then she dropped on a kn^and wrote a note to her father, tears ffmng fto^ h"

the doof Arrft
"°1,°" ""= «- ^"'l "°-d toward^

wall whthl fk1" '""^ """•='' '° «>= "-"fi'^ on the

^te'^fheteTolthtaSrdturr^^*^"' -'-"• ^^^^

then she went softly to the door, leaving the dogSd!

J ;
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It opened, closed, and the night swallowed her. Like
a ghost she sped the quick way to Askatoon. She was
six hours behind Ba'tiste, and, going hard all the time, it

was doubtful if she could get there before the fatal hour.
On the trail Ba'tiste had taken there were two huts

where he could rest, and he had carried his blanket
slung on his shoulder. The way she went gave no
shelter save the trees and caves which had been used
to cdche buffalo meat and hides in old days. But beyond
this there was danger in travelling by night, for the
springs beneath the ice of the three lakes she must
cross made it weak and rotten even in the fiercest

weather, and what would no doubt have been death to
Ba'tiste, would be peril at least to her. Why had she
not gone with him ?

" He had in his face what was in Lucy's," she said to
herself, as she sped on. " She was fine like him, ready
to break her heart for those she cared for. My, if she
had seen him first instead of

"

She stopped short, for the ice gave way to her foot,

and she only sprang back in time to save herself. But
she trotted on, mile after mile, the dog-trot of the
Indian, head bent forward, toeing in, breathing steadily

but sharply.

The morning came, noon, then a fall of snow and a
keen wind, and despair in her heart; but she had passed
the danger-spots, and now, if the storm did not over-
whelm her, she might get to Askatoon in time. In the
midst of the storm she came to one of the caves of
which she had known. Here was wood for a fire, and
here she ate, and in weariness unspeakable fell asleep.

When she waked it was near sun-down, the storm had
ceased, and, as on the night before, the sky was stained
with colour and drowned in splendour.
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Ia;L'^"l,t:i'];L";:^t-:;f'''''-';f called, an.

herself all the wav anrl «h k ^
^'^'^ ''^"'^^ ^'th«u iiic way, and she had conaupr»>r? i^- i i.

of the wo^an bu. rotenttrat"':""!' ^"^ "'""S'"
Ba'tisle, who had to suffe7fo7^L" h °^ f= '.'"'"Sl't of

" purgatore." Once arai^ ,K •\ '*'' "' " '""'^'"^ '"

lonelLs followrhefrte „'„r'^,
'•""" '^ *"« ^"^

'rail till long after .a;ght°tfttr'"thaf'"' ."T
""=

there were houses hers ,^^\ [ '' " *''<' '<™»'.

rested, but she p^^sh'S^o^l^X ^'^
""^'" "^^^

Astt^TSlSt^^
'"S^li' ho^' ^"'"^ 'o

was, he made her ride a^ew Si„"'K°''';T"^
'^'

t.T^:" ^-- -- '-^caTetthJt^r^of
People were already in the street.; an^ ,ii

ing one wav ^h^ cf I
^"eets, and all were tend-

^3 sne near..-
.
the jail she saw her father o«^ Ayr- r

In amazement her father h.n ^ u . ""^ ^'""^^y-

excited people, shThird a cr'"' ' "^ «"=<' -'"

n>iLrLft%!d;'tthe"sh'"e:?rs"'-^ "" -
discovered his loss. He^^^Sn ^vllr"'

"'"'

wht'p=.£:h~r!;r--'=^^^---
"Ah, you haf it! Say you haf it or ,> •

«3e-he n,us. hang. Spiklsp^i,"; ^ ^rblder-
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right! Ah, Loisettf.— don Dieu,
it is to do him
merci !

"

For answer she placed the reprieve in the hands of
the Sheriff Then she swayed and fell fainting at the
feet of Ba'tiste.

She had come at the stroke of the hour.
When she left for her home again the Sheriff kissed

her.

And that was not the only time he kissed her. He
did it again six months later, at the beginning of the
harvest, when she and ¥ I'tiste Caron started off on the
long trail of life together. None but Ba'tiste knew
the truth about the loss of the reprieve, and to him
she was " beautibul " just the same, and greatly to be
desired.
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BUCKMASTERS BOY

I
BIN waitin' for hfm an' F'II «;* u-

winter. I'll ,,t hr„;l"p,^lf:"'™
^^ " ""<e, all

Ihe speaker smoothed the barrel of hfc -a -.
mittened hand, which had. however a M ".'"''*'
free. With black eyebrows tw^V ' ^"^^^''-finger

eyes, he looked doggX do^n t^^^
'""''"" ^'^^

the ledge of high S'wheThe saf^^h^?^
''''"'

rough and weather-beaten with th^;
^'"' "^^^

to six and ^uv:izC:ln\^^'V'T'ir
were, however a liftl^ cf« j V ^^® shoulders

forw;rd w?th an jr'^r wSTf n"^'''
^^"' "^^ ^'^"^^t

physical characteS '"' '"^'^""^ ^^^'' ^^^^^^ ^

wa^x'g^L%rkfofit' t; 'r ^^"'"^ -^
above, on which the sunShu ''"^""^ mountains

making sky :!^a::z:L'':r :^t:'''^''
?^^p '"^•^^--'

serene stillness
^ ^'^^ '" ^^P P""ty and

"That hawk's seen him, mebbe" h^ -j ra moment "I bet it w^nf ^^''Pf'
he said, after

him in its eye Ef i7d onT '^^? "^^" '^ ^^^ye. ill ltd only speak and tell me
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where he is—ef he's a day, or two days, or ten davs
north."

^

Suddenly his eyes blazed and his mouth opened in
superstitious amazement, for the hawk stopped almost
directly overhead at a great height, and swept round in
a circle many times, waveringly, uncertainly. At last
it resumed its flight southward, sliding down the
mountains like a winged star.

The mountaineer watched it with a dazed expression
for a moment longer, then both hands clutched the rifle
and half swung it to position invoiantarily.

" It's seen him, and it stopped to say so. It's seen
him, I tell you, an' I'll git him. Ef it's an hour, or a
day, or a week, it's all the same. I'm here watchin',
waitin' dead on to him, the poison skunk !

"

The person to whom he had been speaking now rose
from the pile of cedar boughs where he had been sitting
stretched his arms up, then shook himself into place,
as does a dog after sleep. He stood for a minute
looking at the mountaineer with a reflective, yet a
furtively sardonic, look. He was not above five feet
nine inches in height, and he was slim and neat ; and
though his buckskin coat and breeches were worn and
even frayed in spots, he had an air of some distinction
and of concentrated force. It was a face that men
turned to look at twice and shook their heads in doubt
afterwards—a handsome, worn, secretive face, in as
perfect control as the strings of an instrument under
the bow of a great artist. It was the face of a man
without purpose in life beyond the moment—watchful,
careful, remorselessly determined, an adventurers asset,'
the dial-plate of a hidden machinery.
Now he took the handsome meerschaum pipe from

his mouth, from v/hich he had been puffing smoke slowly,
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and said in a cold, yet quiet voice. " How lon^ vn..been waitin', Buck?" ^ ^^^

" A month. He's overdue near that. He alwayscomes down to winter at Fort o' Comfort with Wsstrmg of half-breeds, an- Injuns, an' the dogs/'
^"

No chance to get him at the Fort ?
"

there' ^'tV" '""'f ' "^^J^'^
^""^^ ^^^^ ^ ^^« doin'

IrT. 'I '"7 ''"''• ""'^ eot to come down thetrad, an when I spot him by the Juniper clump '^he

The fairer M^r'^ :
^^^^""°^' '^^'^ ^-'^-'p

lit hVl^l u r°' "P '^^^ underbrush a bit andg.t h.m-plumb. I could do it from here. sure, but

that 1,T"*
"^,'"'^^-'^«- Once only, jest one shotthat s all I want, Sinnet."

9;n^!.^'V°^^^ r^""
P'^'^ °^ ^^'^^^^ ^^^"^ a black plugSmnet offered h.m. and chewed it with nervous fierce

eagerly Deadly as his purpose was, and grim and

ITnirT. '!r l^""
'^' '^^"' ^»^^ Joneliness'had told

hum^' '
he had grown hungry for a human face and

nZh '7Pr'°"«h'P- ^Vhy Sinnet had come he hadnot thought to inquire. Why Sinnet should be goingnorth ins ead of south had not occurred to him. h!only rea ised that Sinnet was not the man he waswaiting for with murder in his heart; and aU thaimattered to him in life was the coming of his "icttdown the trail. He had welcomed Sinn!t with alulleneagerness, and had told him in short, detached sentencesthe dark story of a wrc ng and a waiting revenge wWchbrought a slight flush to Sinnet's pale face and aJireneda curious light in his eyes.
awakened

Sfnn'/^^i
^°"'" .^h^^^-that Where you shake down?"

the rSht
""'"'"^ '°""''' " '^""-*° '" *^^ «^ trees to

,H:
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"That's it. I sleep there. It's straight on to the
Juniper clump, the front door is." He laughed
viciously grimly. "Outside or inside. I'm on to the
Juniper clump. Walk into the parlour ? " he added, anddrew open a rough-made door, so covered with green
cedar boughs that it seemed of a piece with the sur-
rounding underbrush and trees. Indeed, the little hut

7rnJl''°''"'T^^
'^^' '' '°"'^ "°' ^ distinguished

from the woods even a short distance away.
I'
Can't have a fire, I suppose?" Sinnet asked.
Not daytimes. Smoke 'd give me away if he

suspicioned me." answered the mountaineer. "
I don't

take no chances. Never can tell."

"Water? "asked Sinnet. as though interested in the
surroundings, while all the time he was eyeing the
mountaineer furtively-as it were, prying to the innerman or measuring the strength of the outer man. He
hghted a fresh pipe and seated himself on a rough
bench beside the table in the middle of the room, and
leaned on his elbows, watching.
The mountaineer laughed. It was not a pleasant

augh to hear. "Listen," he said. "You bin a long

Listen"'
'^°" ^'" '" *^^ mountains a good while

There was silence. Sinnet listened intently. He
heard the faint drip. drip, drip of water, and looked
steadily at the back wall of the room.

" There-rock ?
» he said, and jerked his head towards

the sound.

"You got good ears." answered the other, and drew
aside a blanket which hung on the back wall of the
room. A wooden trough was disclosed hanging

5
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M i

"Almost providential, that rock," remarked Sinnet.
" You've got your well at your back door. Food—but
you can't go far, and keep your eye on the Bend too,"
he nodded towards the door, beyond which lay the
frost - touched valley in the early morning light of
autumn.

" Plenty of black squirrels and pigeons come here on
account of the springs like this one, and I get 'em with
a bow and arrow. I didn't call myself Robin Hood and
Daniel Boone not for nothin' when I was knee-high to
a grasshopper." He drew from a rough cupboard softie

cold game, and put it on the table, with some scones
and a pannikin of water. Then he brought out a small
jug of whisky and placed it beside his visitor. They
began to eat.

" How d'ye cook without fire ? " asked Sinnet.
" Fire's all right at nights. He'd never camp 'twixt

here an' Juniper Bend at night. The next camp's six
miles north from here. He'd only come down the
valley daytimes. I studied it all out, and it's a dead
sure thing. From daylight till dusk I'm on to him—
I got the trail in my eye."

He showed his teeth like a wild dog, as his look swept
the valley. There was something almost revolting in

his ..oncentrated ferocity.

Sinnet's eyes half closed as he watched the
mountaineer, and the long, scraggy hands and whipcord
neck seemed to interest him greatly. He looked at his

own slim brown hands with a half smile, and it was
almost as cruel as the laugh of the other. Yet it had
too, a knowledge and an understanding which gave it

humanity.

"You're sure he did it?" Sinnet asked presently,
after drinking a very small portion of liquor, and
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tossing some water from the pannikin after it. " You're
sure Greevy killed your boy, Buck ?

"

"My name's Buckmaster, ain't it-Jim Buckmaster?
IJont I know my own name? It's as sure as that.My boy said it was Greevy when he was dying. He

T? . l,^?f"' "''' ^"^ ^"^ *"^^ "^^ ^^«^e he went
East. Bill didnt want to tell, but he said it was fair
1 should know, for my boy never did nobody any harm-an Greevy's livin' on! But I'll git hin.. Right's
right. **

"Wouldn't it be better for the law to hang him, if
youve got the proof. Buck? A year or so in jail an'
a long time to think over what's going round his neck
on the scaffold—wouldn't that suit you, if you've cot
the proof?

"

' &

A rigid, savage look came into Buckmaster's face
"I ain't lettin' no judge and jury do my business.

I m for certain sure, not {oxfr'aps\ An' I want to do
It myself Clint was only twenty. Like boys we was
together. I was eighteen when I married, an' he come
when she went—jest a year—jest a year. An' ever
since then we lived together, him an' me, an' shot
together, an' trapped together, an' went gold-washin'
together on the Cariboo, an' eat out of the same dish
an slept under the same blanket, and jawed together
nights- -ever since he was five, when old Mother
Lablache had got him into pants, an' he was fit to take
the trail."

The old man stopped a minute, his whipcord neck
swelling, his lips twitching. He brought a fist down on
the table with a bang. "The biggest litile rip he was
as full of fun as a squirrel, an' never a smile—jest his
eyes dancin', an' more sense than a judge. He laid
hold o' me, that cub did—it was like his mother and
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himself together
; an' the years flowin' in an' peterin'

out, an' him gettin' older, an' always jest the same.
Always on rock-bottom, always bright as a dollar an'
we livin' at Black Nose Lake, layin' up cash agin' the
time we was to go South, an' set up a house along the
railway, an' him to git married. I was for his gittin'
mirried same as me, when we had enough cash. I use
to think of that when he was ten, and when he was
eighteen I spoke to him about it ; but he wouldn't listen
—jest laughed at me. You remember how Clint used
to laugh sort of low and teasin' like—you remember
that laugh o' Clirt^s, don't you?"

Sinnet's face was towards the valley and Juniper
Bend, but he slowly turned his head and looked at
Buckmaster strangely out of his half-shut eyes. He
took the pipe from his mouth slowly.

" I can hear it now," he answered slowly. « I hear it
often, Buck."

The old man gripped his arm so suddenly that
Sinnet was startled,—in so far as anything could startle
anyone who had liv d a life of chance and danger and
accident,—and his face grew a shade paler; but he
did not move, and Buckmaster's hand tightened
convulsively.

"You liked him, an' he liked you; he first learnt
poker off you, Sinnet He thought you was a tough,
but he didn't mind that no more than I did. It ain't
for us to say what we're goin' to be, not always.
Things in life git stronger than we are. You was a
tough, but who's goin' to judge you ? I ain't ; for Clint
took to you, Sinnet, an' he never went wrong in his
thinkin'. God

! he was wife an' child to me—an' he's
dead—dead—dead !

"

The man's grief was a painful thing to see. His



BUCKMASTER'S BOY 69

hands gripped the table, while his body shook with
sobs, though his -yes gave forth no tears. It was an
inward convulsion, which gave his face the look of
unrelieved tragedy and suffering—Laocoon struggling
with the serpents of sorrow and hatred which were
strangling him.

"Dead an' gone," he repeated, as he swayed to and
fro, and the table quivered in his gra >. Presently
however, as though arrested by a thou^jnt, he peered
out of the doorway towards Juniper Bend. "That
hawk seen him—it seen him. He's comin', I know it
an' I'll git him—plumb." He had the mystery and
imagination of the mountain-dweller.
The rifle lay against the wall behind him, and he

turned and touched it almost caressingly. « I ain't let
go like this since he was killed, Sinnet. It don't do. I
got to keep myself stiddy to do the trick when the
minute comes. At first I usen't to sleep at nights
tninkin' of Clint, an' missin' him, an' I got shaky and
no good. So I put a cinch on myself, an' got to sleepin'
again—from the full dusk to dawn, for Greevy wouldn't
take the trail at night. I've kept stiddy." He held out
his hand as though to show that it was firm and steady,
but it trembled with the emotion which had conquered

n. He saw it, and shook his head angrily.
"It was seein' you, Sinnet. It burst me. I ain't

seen no one to speak to in a month, an' wifti you
sittin' there, it was like Clint an' me cuttin' and comin'
again off the loaf an' the knuckle-bone of ven'son."

Sinnet ran a long finger slowly across his lips,
and seemed meditating what he should say to the
mountaineer. At length he spoke, looking into
Buckmaster's face. "What was the story Ricketts
told you? What did your boy tell Ricketts? I've
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H
heard, too, c .out it, and that's why I asked you if youhad proofs that Greevy killed Clint. Of course, Clint
should know, and if he told Ricketts. that's pretty
straight

;
but I'd like to know if what I heard tallies

with what Ricketts heard from Clint. PVaps it'd ease
your mind a bit to tell it I'll watch the Bcnd-don't
you trouble about that. You can't do these two thin-s
at one time. I'll watch for Greevy; you give me Clint\
story to Rickett's. I guess you know I'm feelin' for

In: r ri . -r'
'" r"' P'^'^ ^'^ ^^°°* the man that

killed Clint, If ,t took ten years. I'd have his heart's
blood-all of ,t. Whether Greevy was in the right orm the wrong, I'd have him—plumb."
Buckmaster was moved. He gave a fierce exclama-

tion and made a gesture of cruelty. " Clint right orwrong? There ain't no question of that. My boy
wasn t the kind to be in the wrong. What did he everdo but wLat was right? If Clint was in the wrong I'd
kill Greevy jest the same, for Greevy robbed him of all
the years thut was before him-only a sapling he was,
an all his growm' to do, all hb branches to widen an'
his ro-*s to spread. But thac don't enter in it, his bein'
in the wrong It was a quarrel, and Clint never didGreevy any harm. It was a quarrel over cards, an'
Greevy was drunk, an' followed Clint out into the
prairie m the night and shot him like a coyote. Clinthadnt no chance, an' he jest lay there on the ground
till morning when Ricketts and Steve Joicey found
him. An' Clint told Ricketts who it was "

asSnnit"'
^^^'^"^ ^^" '' ^^^^^ °"^ ^' --^"

an" h^l7w^^^' °''". ^°»^'"-it was in the family.

th.ni >'^
. '""u

°^ ^""^"^'^ g^^' Em'ly. Her-whatll ,t matter to her? She'll get married, an' she'll
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nv^^'u I H."""^
^^'' ^ ^^' *^^^'^ sot no deep feelin' like

Llint had for me. But because of her Ricketts didn't
speak for a year. Then he couldn't stand it any longer
an he told me-seein' how I suffered, an' everybody
hidin their suspicions from me, an' me up hereout o'
the way an' no account. That was the feelin among
em, what was the good of making things worse!
They wasn t thinkin' of the boy or of Jim Buckmaster,

her trouble"
"^^^ ^'"'"''^"' °^ ^'^^""y'^ ^^^-^^ ^^ve

Sinnet's face was turned towards Juniper Bend and
the eyes were fixed, as it were, on a still more distant
object—a dark, brooding, inscrutable look
"Was that all Ricketts told you, Buck?" The voice

was very quiet, but it had a suggestive note
"That's all Clint told Bill before he died. That was

There was a moment's pause, and then, puffing out
long clouds of smoke, and in a tone of curious detach-
ment, as though he were telling of something that hesaw now in the far distance, or as a spectator of a battle
from a far vantage-point might report to a blind man
standmg near, Sinnet said—
"PYaps Ricketts didn't know the whole story • p'r'aos

Chnt didn't know it all to tell him; p'r'aps Clint didn't
remember it all. P'r'aps he didn't remember anything
excjpt that he and Greevy quarrelled, and that Greevy
and he shot at each other in the praine. He'd only be
thmking of the thing that mattered most to him-that
his life was over, an' that a man had put a bullet in
him, an "

Buckmaster tried to interrupt him, but he waved a
hand impatiently, and continued : "As I say, maybe he
didn t remember everything; he had been drinkin' a bit
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himself Clint had. He wasn't used to liquor andcouldn t stand n,uch. Greevy was drunk. to<!Sgone

Km'lv " He n ': 'P'"^ '^" "'"'^^ -'th his girl

mor^quickL^" r ' ™°"'"'' ''^" ^^"^ °" * J'«'«

r^^n%2 J^'
"Greevy was proud of her-couldn'teven bear her be.ng crossed in any way; and she h

J

a quick temper, and if she quarrelled with any^^Greevy quarrelled too."
anyoody

" I don't want to know anything about her " broke inBuckmaster roughly. "She isn? in this thinr I'mgoin'to git Greevy., I bin waitin' for ht. an'^l'llg"

"You're going to kill the man that killed your bov

way. You told Rickett's story I'll tell wKaf T'
heard. And before you kill GrJvy you oughT oVno^

alLuUt"
" "' '""'"'^ '''' knows-.,? SUSP. Ton"

"I know enough. Greevy done it. an' I'm here-with no apparent coherence and relevancy Sinnetcontmued. but his voice was not .o even as Se"Em'ly was a girl that wasn't twice alike. She w«changeable. First it was one. then it was another a^dshe didn't seem to be able to fix her mind. But that

al"\rT k'** ^'f'""'
""-" °"- She wasn't change-able, though, about her father. She was to him Xyour boy was to you. There she was like you. ready togive everything up for her father."

^
"I tell y' I don't want to hear about her" saidBuckmaster. getting to lu's feet and se'tfn^ h.'s iawsYou needn't talk to me about her. She'll ^gitoveHt

1
1
never git oyer what Greevy done to me or to C iit-jest twenty, jest twenty ! I got my work to do."
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He took his gun from the wall, slung it into the
hollow of his arm, and turned to look up the valley
through the open doorway.

^

The morning was sparkling with life—the life and
vigour which a touch of frost gives to the autumn worldm a country where the blood tingles to the dry, sweet
sting of the air. Beautiful, and spacious, and buoyant
and lonely, the valley and the mountains seemed
waiting, hke a new-born world, to be peopled by man
It was as though all had been made ready for him-the
birds whistling and singing in the trees, the whisk of
the squirrels leaping from bough to bough, the per-
emptory sound of the woodpecker's beak against the bole
of a tree, the rustle of the leaves as a wood-hen ranpast—a waiting, virgin world.

Its beauty and its wonderful dignity had no appeal
to Buckmaster. His eyes and mind were fixed on adeed which would stain the virgin wild with the ancient
crime that sent the first marauder on human life into
the wilderness.

As Buckmaster's figure darkened the doorway Sinnet
seemed to waken as from a dream, and he got swiftly to
his feet.

^

"Wait-you wait. Buck. You've got to hear allYou haven t heard my story yet. Wait. I tell you."
His voice v/as so sharp and insistent, so changed that

Buckmaster turned from the doorway and came back
into the room.

" What's the use of my hearin' ? You want me not to
kill Greevy, because of that gal. What's she to me ? "

"Nothing to you, Buck, but Clint was everything to
her."

^

The mountaineer stood like one petrified.
" What's that—what's that you say ? It's a damn lie I

"

\
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i

It wasn't cards-the quarrel, not the real qur >1

Greevy found Clfnt kissing her. Greevy wanted her

qua"er7
'
*^' lumber-king. That was the

A snarl was on the face of Buckmaster. "Then

her L"vr^ T*^
''^^"

' ^'' ^•™- '' t^^l* Clint from

But, wait, Buck, vait one minute and hear "

He was interru .ted by a low. exultant growl, and hesaw Buckmaster's rifle clutched as . hunter, stuping
clutches his gun to fire on his prey

^ooP»n&

"It's^ht'^'h'^T-n^^t"'''" ^ **""^ ^^^"^ »' Sinnet.
Its him, but 111 make sure."

Sinnet caught the telescope from the nails where ithung, and looked out towards jn„iper Bend. "It's

wk?T7r. -^l'-^"^'-^"^
'^" half-breeds." he said,

with a note in his voice that almost seemed agitationand yet few had ever seen Sinnet agitated. "Era'lymust have gone up the trail in the night"
"It's my turn now," the mountaineer said hoarst

and. stooping, slid away quickly into the undergrowth.

ForTh iJ T!''^?"^ ""^'' ^•"^' "Either speaking.For a half mile they hastened on. and now aVd then
Buckmaster drew aside the bushes, and looked up the
valley, to keep Greevy and his dois 6ni//es in his eve.
Just so had he and his son and Sinnet stalked the
wapiti .nd the red deer along these mountains; but
this w^ a man that Buckmaster was stalking now. withnone of the joy of the sport which had been his sincea lad; only the malice of the avenger. The lust of a

^f Wood"
^^""^ "^^ °" ^'"'' ^^ ^^' P^'^^'^^S the price

At last Buckmaster stopped at a ledge of rock just
above the trail. Greevy would pass below, within three
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hundred yards of his rifle. He turned to SInnet with
cold and savage yes. " You go back," he s^iid. "It'smy business. I don't want you to see. You don't
want to see, then you won't know, and you won't need
to he. You said that the man that killed Ch'nt ought
to die. He's going to die, but it's none o' your business
I want to be alone. In a minute he'll be where I kin
git him-plumb. You go, Sinnet-right oflF. It's my
business." '

There was a strange, desperate look in Sinnet's face •

It was as hard as stone, but his eyes had a light of
battle in them.

"It's my business right enough, Buck," he said, "and
you re not going to kill Grc-evy. That girl of his has
lost her lover, your boy. It's broke her heart almost
and there's no use making her an orphan too. She
can t stand it. She's had enough. \ ou leave her father
aione-you hear .ne, let up!" He ste-^ped between
Buckmaster and the ledge of rock from which the
mountaineer was to take aim.
There was a terrible look in Buckmaster's face He

raised his single-barrelled rifle, as though he would s^oot
biniiet; but, n the moment, he remembered that a
shot would warn Greevy, and that he might not have
time to reload. He laid his rifle against a tree
swiftly.

"Git away from here," he said, with a strange rattle
in his throat "Git aw.iy quick; he'll be down past
here in a minute."

Sinnet pulled himsf .f together as he saw Buckmaster
snatch at a great clasp-knife in his belt He
jumped and caught BuckmasUr's wrist in a grip like a
vice.

'^

"Greevy didn't kill him, Buck," he said. But the

! i
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mountaineer was gone mad. and did not grasp themeanmgo the words He twined his left arfound

ieck hLL ^,^"^f'-°"»hi« wrist, to break Sinnef!neck. He did not reahse what he was doing. H- onlvknew that this man stood between him and Themurderer of his boy. and all the ancient forces ofbarbansm were alive in him. Little by little theydrew to the edge of the rock, from whiJth«i wis asheer drop of two hundred feet. Sinnet fought H^e apanther for safety, but no sane man's strenSh could

him. Smnet felt his strength giving. Then he said in

h^m'°:nl!!::>^'
"^^^^^-^ ^''"''''» hlm^'rkifl^"

At that moment he was borne to the ground with ahan^d on h.s throat, and an instant after the knife wen?

Buckmaster got to his feet and looked at his victimfor an -nstant. dazed and wild; then he sprang fir hSgun. As ne did so the words that .^ .net had saW

t

who!af,;%^^rio7bw"^"^^
''-' "--^^ ^--•

^^

Smnet was speaking He went and stooped over

nuskily. and I followed to have it out with Clint Sodid Grecvy. but Greevy was drunk. I saw them mJtr^as h,d. I saw that Clint would kill Gree^Tanri
fired. I was off my head-I'd never cared for anvwoman before, and Greevy was her father. CKnt wasoff h,s head too. He had called me names that day-a
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card.harp. and a lia., and a thief, and a skunk, he calledme and 1 hated him just then. Greevy fired twice-

^^fl "t^^!^" ' ''""^ ^"' ^^^ he l^iHecl Clint, but hedidn t. I did. So I tried to stop you, IJuck
"

Life was going fast, and speech failed him ; but heopened his eyes again an. whispered. "
I didn't want to

die, Buck. I am only thirty-five, and it's too soon ; but
It had to be. Don't look that way. Buck. You got
the man that '-n.ied him-plumb. But Em'ly didn't
play fair with ....-made a fool of me. the only time inmy life I ever cared for a woman. You leave Greevy

kln^^tt'he^"'
^^" ^"^'^^ ^°^ '"^

'
--'^"'^ '- y-

f
"y°"-S'nnet-you, you done it! Why, he'd have

fought for you. You-done it-to him-to Clint ' "

Now that the blood-feud had been satisfied, a "greatchange came over the mountaineer. He had done hiswork a^d the thirst for vengeance was -ne. Greevy
he had hated, but this man had been wit im in many
a winters hunt Mis brain could haro^y grasp thetragedy—It had all been too sudden.
Suddenly he stooped down. "Sinnet," he said "ef

SinnetTf^"^""^"
'" '*' *^^' "^''^' ^" *^^ difference.

But Sinnet was gone upon a long trail that led into
an Illimitable wilderness. With a moan the old man

below
^^^^^ °^ "'^" ^'^^^ ^""^ ^'' S'^' ^^^^^'^

;' When there's a woman in it 1" he said, in a
voice of helplessness and misery, and watched her till
she disappeared from view. Then he turned, and.
lifting up in his arms the man he had killed, carriednim into the deeper woods.

I



ft

i

I

1
1' TO-MORROW

MY nothing's the matter with the world to-day!
It s so good it almost hurts

"

She raised her, head from the white petticoat shewas ,romng. and gazed out of the doorwl^ and downthe valley with a warm light in her eyes and a

a^dT^ T. J''
—tipped mountains\ar aboveand away, the fir-covered, cedar-ranged foothills andWer down the wonderful maple%nd ash woods,'with their hundred autumn tints, all merging to onesoft, red tone, the roar of the stream turnWing downthe ravine from the heights, the air that braced thenerves like wine-it all seemed to be part of her

f'vl.gThr'
''' corresponding to the%assion':f

she turned and laid the iron she had been usineupon the hot stove near. Taking up another Iftouched It with a moistened fingef to^est the heatand leaning above the table again, passed it over thehnen for a few moments, smiling at something that

r tied"
>"'"'•

/T"^'^ ^'^ ""^'^ ^^<^ Aoaup, turned it round, then hung it in front of hereyeing it with critical pleasure.
''

« To-r,^onvzo /" she said, nodding at it. "You won'tbe seen, 1 suppose, but /'// know you're nice enZhfor a queen-and that's enough to know " ^
78
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She blushed a little, as though someone had heard
her words and was looking at her, then she carefully
laid the petticoat over the back of a chair "No
cueen's got one whiter, if I do say it," she continued
torsing her head.

'

In that, at any rate, she was right, for the water
of the mountain springs was pure, the air was clear
and the sun was clarifying; and little ornamented or
frilled as it was, the petticoat was exquisitely soft
and delicate. It would have appealed to more eyes
than a woman's.

"To-morrow!" She nodded at it again and turned
again to the bright worid outside. With arms raised
and hands resting against the timbers of the doorway
she stood dreaming. A flock of pigeons passed with
a whir not far away, and skirted the woods making
down the valley. She watched their flight abstractedly
yet with a subconscious sense of pleasure. Life-they
were Life, eager, buoyant, belonging to this wild
region, where stHl the heart could feel so much athome, where the great worid was missed so little

Suddenly, as she gazed, a shot rang out down 'the
valley, and two of the pigeons came tumbling to
the ground, a stray feather floating after. With a
startled exclamation she took a step forward Her
brain became confused and disturbed. She had looked
out on Eden, and it had been ravaged before her eyesbhe had been thinking of to-morrow, and this vast
prospect of beauty and serenity had been part of the
pageant in which it moved. Not the valley alonehad been marauded, but that "To-morrow," and all
It meant to her.

Instantly the valley had become clouded over for
her, Its glory and its grace despoiled. She turned
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back to the room where the white petticoat lay upon
the chair, but stopped with a little cry of alarm.
A man was standing in the centre of the roomHe had entered stealthily by the back door, and had

waited for her to turn round. He was haggard and
travel-stained, and there was a feverish light in his
eyes. His fingers trembled as they adjusted his belt,
which seemed too large for him. Mechanically he
buckled it tighter.

"You're Jenny Long, ain't you?" he asked. "I
beg pardon for> sneakin' in like this, but they're after
me, some ranchers and a constable—one o' the Riders
of the Plains. I've been tryin' to make this house
all day. You're Jenny Long, ain't you ?

"

She had plenty of courage, and, after the first
instant of shock, she had herself in hand. She had
quickly observed his condition, had marked the candour
of the eye and the decision and character of the face
and doubt of him found no place in her mind. She
had the keen observation of the dweller in lonely
places where every traveller has the potentialities
of a foe, while the door of hospitality is opened to
him after the custom of the wilds. Year in, year out
since she was a little girl and came to live here with
her Uncle Sanger when her father died,—her mother
had gone before she could speak—travellers had halted
at this door, going North or coming South, had had
bite and sup, and bed, maybe, and had passed on
most of them never to be seen again. More than
that, too, there had been moments of peril, such as
when, alone, she had faced two wood-thieves with a
revolver, as they were taking her mountain-pony with
them, and herself had made them « hands-up." and had
marched them into a prospector's camp five miles away
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She had no doubt about the man before her.
Whatever he had done, it was nothing dirty or mean—ot that she was sure.

"Yes, I'm Jenny Long," she answered. "What
have you done? What are they after you for?"
"Oh! to-morrow," he answered, "to-morrow I got

to git to Bindon. It's life or death. I come from
prospectmg two hundred miles up North. I done it
in two days and a half. My horse dropped dead-Im near dead myself I tried to borrow another
horse up at Clancey's, and at Scotton's Drive, but
they didnt know me, and they bounced me. So I
borrowed a horse off Weigall's paddock, to make for
here-to you. I didn't mean to keep that horse.
Hell Im no horse-stealer I But I couldn't explain
to them, except that I had to git to Bindon to save
a man s life. If people laugh in your face, it's no
use explainin. I took a roan from Weigall's, and
they got after me. 'Bout six miles up they shot atme an' hurt me."
She saw that one arm hung limp ac his side and

that his wrist was wound with a red bandana
She started forward. "Are you hurt bad? Can I

bind It up or wash it for you? I've got plenty
of^JKJt water here, and it's bad letting a wound get

He shook his head. "I washed the hole clean in
the creek below. I doubled on them. I had to go
down past your place here, and then work back to be
rid of them. But there's no telling when they'll drop
on to the game, and come back for me. My only
chance was to git to you. Even if I had a horse, I
couldnt make Bindon in time. It's two days round
the gorge by trail. A horse is no use now—I lost too

6
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much time since last night. I can't git to Bindon
to-morrow in time, if I ride the trail."

" The river? " she asked abruptly.
"It's the only way. It cuts off fifty mile. That's

why I come to you."

She frowned a little, her face became troubled, and
her glance fell on his arm nervously. " What've I got
to do with it ? " she asked almost sharply.

" Even if this was all right."—he touched the woundedarm-" I couldn't take the rapids in a canoe. I don't
know them, an' it would be sure death. That's not the
worst, for there's a man at Bindon would lose his life—
praps twenty men-I dunno; but one man sure. To-
morrow, it's go or stay with him. He was good-Lord
but he was good !-to my little gal years back. She'd
on,/ been married to me a year when he saved her.
riskm his own life. No one else had the pluck. My
httle gal only twenty she was, an' pretty as a pictur^
an me fifty miles away when the fire broke out in the
hotel where she was. He'd have gone down to hell for
a friend, an' he saved my little gal. I had her for five
years after that. That's why I got to git to Bindon
to-morrow. If I don't, I don't want to see to-morrow
I got to go down the river to-night."
She knew Y,hat he was going to ask her. She knew

he was thinking what all the North knew, that she
was the first person to take the Dog Nose Rapids in a
canoe down the great river scarce a stone's-throw from
her door; and that she had done it in safety many
times. Not in all the West and North were there a half-
dozen people who could take a canoe to Bindon, and
they were not here. She knew that he meant to ask
her to paddle him down the swift stream with its
murderous rocks, to Bindon. She glanced at the white
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petticoat on the chair, and her Il;i.s tightened To-
morrow—to-morrow was as much to her here as it
would be to this man before her, or the man he would
save at Bindon.

"What do you want?" she asked, hardening her

"Can't you see? I wan't you to hide me here till
to-night. There's a full moon, an' it would be as plaingom as by day. They told me about you up North
and I said to myself, ' If I git to Jenny Long, an' tell
her about my friend at Bindon. an' my little gal, she'll
take me down to Bindon in time.' My little gal would
have paid her own debt if she'd ever had the chance,
bhe didn t—she's lying up on Mazy Mountain. But
one woman'll do a lot for the sake of another woman
Say, you'ii do it, won't you? If I don't g' there bv
to-morrow noon, it's no good."
She would not answer. He was asking more than

he knew. Why should she be sacrificed? Was it her
duty to pay the " little gal's debt," to save the man at
Bindon 1- To-morrow was to be the great day in her
own life. The one man in all the world, was comin- to
marry her to-morrow. After four years' waiting, after
a bitter quarrel in which both had been to blame he
was coming from the mining tou n of Selby to marry
her to-morrow. ^

"What will happen? Why will your friend lose his
life if you don't get to Bindon "

"By noon to-morrow, by twelve o'clock noon; that's
the plot; that's what they've schemed. Three days
ago, I heard. I got a man free from trouble North—hewas no good, but I thought he ought to have another
chance, and I got him free. He told me of what was
to be done at Bindon. There'd been a strike in the
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mine, an my fnend had took it in hand with knuckle-
dusters on. He isn't the kind to fell a tree with a
jack-knife. Then three of the strikers that had beenturned away.-they wa- the ringleaders,-they laid aplan thafd make the devil sick. They've put a'machin:m the m.ne an' timed it. an' i. 11 go off when my friendcomes out of the mine at noon to-morrow "

Da.^?n?r
^^' ^^^ "°'^' ^"^ ^^' ^y^' ^^^ a look of

w.rih r*:;
^^' man-him that she was to marry-was the head of a mine also at Selby. forty milebeyond Bmdon. and the horrible plot came home tohe. with piercing s^nificance.

"Without a second's warning," he urged, « to go like
that, the man that was so good to my little gal, an' mewith a chance to save him. an' others to^o, p'r'apsYoujvon't let it be. Say, I'm pinnin' my faiti t"^ you

Suddenly he swayed. She caught him, held him. andlowered him gently in a chair. Presen ly he o^ned
h.s eyes. " It^ .ant o' food, I suppose." he said.^" Ifyou ve got a bit of bread and meat-I must keep up "

She went to a cupboard, but suddenly turned towardshim again. Her ears had caught a sound outside in the

to hff::t "^ '^' '^^^' ^^^°' ^"^ ^^ ^^'^ ^^^^gered

"Quick-in here!" she said, and, opening a doorpushed him mside. "Lie down on my bed! and Tlibnng you vittles as quick as I can." sho added. Thenshe shut the door, turned to the ironing-board, and tookup the iron, as the figure of a man darkened the door-

"Hello, Jinny, fixin' up for to-morrow?" the man
said, stepping inside, with a rifle under his arm andsome pigeons in his hand.
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Hfnc!"tfW^"'l^^'"
^'"^ "" in-patient, scrutinising

glance. His face ha<i a fatuous kind of smile
'Been celebrating the pigeons?" she asked drily

had in '^
r
*°^";^' '^^ *^" ^'''^'' ^'--h shehad^.een drop from her Eden skies a short time

"I only had one swig of whisky, honest Injun!" heanswered. " I s'pose I might have waited till to'mo rowbu I was dead-beat. I got a bear over by the Ten-'mile Reach, and I was tired. I ain't so young as I used
to be. and. anyhow, whafs the good I What's ahead ofme? You re gomg to git married to-morrow after all

to Selby from the mountains, where I won't see you

M .,,°"'if.
'" * ^'"^ ••"°°"- ^"Jy that old trollop'Mother Massy, to look after me."

troijop,

"Come down to Selby and live there. You'll bewelcome by Jake .nd me."
He stood his gun in the corner and. swinging thepigeons ,n h.s hand, said: "Me live out of themountams ? Don't you know better than that ? Icouldn't breathe; and I wouldn't want to breatheIve got my shack here. I got my fur business Indthey're still fond of whisky up Norfh <" He chn'.l.T^

to himself, as he thought of'^the' illicit still farther .ph'moun am behind them. "I make enough to ivf onand Ive put a few dollars by, though I won't hive so

]^nnT.''
*°'"°"'"''''"''^^^'^^" y- - "t'epil°

"P'r'aps there won't be any to-r-orrow as vom
expect." she said slowly. ' ^'. ^"^

The old man started. " What, you and Jake ain't
quar.clled again? You ain't broke it off at the lasmoment, same as before? You ain't had a letter fvom

'
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Jake?" He looked at the white petticoat on the chair-
back, and shook his head in bewilderment.

"I've had no letter," she answered. "I've had no
letter from Sclby for a month. It was all settled then,
and there was no good writing, when he was coining
to-morrow with the minister and the licence. Who do
you think'd be postman from Selby here? It must
have cost him ten dollars to send the last letter."

" Then what's the matter ? I don't understand," the
old man urged querulously. Ke did not want her to
marry and leave him, but he wanted no more troubles

;

he did not relish being asked awkward questions by
every mountaineer he met, as to why Jenny Long didn't
marry Jake I iwsoti.

"There's o;ily one way that I can be married to-
morrow," she said at last, "and that's by you taking a
man down the Dog Nose Rapids to Bindon to-night."
He dropped the pigeons on the floor, dumbfounded.

"What in
"

He itopped short, in sheer incapacity to go further.
Jenny had not always been easy to understand, but she
was wholly incomprehensible now.
She picked up the pigeons and was about to speak,

but she glanced at the bedroom door, where her ex-
hausted visitor had stretched himself on her bed, and
beckoned her uncle to another room.

" There's a plate of vittles ready for you in there,"
she said. " I'll tell you as }ou eat."

He followed her into the little living-room adorned
by the trophies of his earlier achievements with gun and
rifle, and sat down at the table, where some food lay
covered by a clean white cloth.

"No one'II ever look after me as you've done, Jinny,"
he said, as he lifted the cloth and saw the palatable
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dish ready for him. Then he remembered a^Min about
to-morrow and the Dog Nose Rapids.
"What's it all about, Jiimy? Wh^c's that about

my canoeing a man down to Bindon ?
"

"Eat, uncle," she a-"'' more softly than she had
yet spoken, for his words about her care of him had
brought a moistu.e to her eyes. " I'll be back in a
minute and tell you all about it."

"Well, it's about took away my appetite," he said.
" I feel a kind of sinking." He took from his pocket
a bottle, poured some of its contents into a tin cup, and
drank it off.

"No, I suppose you couldn't take a man down to
Bindon," she said, as she saw his hand trembling on
the cup. Then she turned and entered the other room
again. Going to the cupboard, she hastily heaped
a plate with food, and, taking a dipper of water from
a pail near by, she entered her bedroom hastily and
placed what she had brought on a small table, as her
visitor rose slo\^ ly from the bed.

He was about to speak, but she made a protesting
gesture.

" I can't tell you anything yet," she said.
" Who was it come ? " he asked.
" My uncle—I'm going to tell him."
"The men after me may git here any minute," he

urged anxiously.

" They'd not be coming into my room," she answered,
flushing slightly.

"Can't you hide me down by the river till we start?

"

he asked, his eyes eagerly searching her face. He was
assuming that she would take him down the river; but
she gave no sign.

" I've got to see if he'll take you first ? " she answered.
Si?

I
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heard ''in'"
""''*^' ^^'^ ^*"«"' "« «^""»^«. I'veheard. Hed never git to Bindon."

She did not reply directly to his words. "I'll comeback and tell you. There's ^ place you could hide by

Ind'.eTtheM".^
''' ''^'''' ^^ '^' ^-'"«^« -•<^'

As she stepped out, she saw the old man standing in

'"L'Z:Zt:''
""''^ '-^^ "••^^—petriid

got .n ha room ? I heard a man's voice. Is it be-cause o' him that you bin talkin' aoout no w^di^'

Smc ^J:r '
"^ °^^-— ^-^ --"'

Her eyes flashed fire at his first words, and her breast

a>7n:d"i,'t"'"'A"*
-ddenly she beca™ comX'a£ un and motioned him to a chair

-You eat and I'll tell you all ibout it. Uncle Tom

"

she sa,d, and. seating herself at the table also, she toldlum the story of the man who must go to BindonWhen she had finished, the old man blinked at herfor a mn ute without speaking, then he said slowly «I

^r^r!; .T!, "F ^°"* trouble down at Bindon yisterdayf om a Hudson's Bay man goin' North, but I didn't take
.t n You ve got a lot o' sense, j;nny. an' if you thinkhes tellm the truth, why. it goes; but it's as b^g a Jxup as a lariat m a steer's horns. You've got to h^e

o'rTI'dtr'".?" "• '°^' "°"^'"'^ ^-^ - Es^moover If I d taken him ,n my home once; we're mountain

C^.V T: °"^^' *" ^ ^""g f°r horse-steal^'

life an' ^h't
""p-

"l"
^^ '°'"^ '^ *° ^^ ^ -^

"'

an^re's'deld":'' "
" '"'°" ^'' ^°°^ ^° ^''^ ««^^ ^^^

He moved his head from side to side with the air of a
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sentimental philos<iphcr. Me had all the vanity of a
man who had be«,n a succos in a small, shrewd, culpable
way—had he not evaded the law for thirty years with
his whisky-still ?

" I know how he felt," he continued. " When Hetsy
died—we was only four years married— I could have
crawled into a knot-hole an' died there. Yo. -ot to
.save him, Jinny, but "—he came suddenly to his feel —
"he ain't safe here. They might come any minute, if
theyve got back on his trail. I'll take him up the
gorge. You know where."
"You sit still, Uncle Tom," she rejoined. "Leave

him where he is a minute. There's things must be
settled first. They ain't going to look for him in my
bedroom, be they ?

"

The old man chuckled. " I'd like tc see 'em at it.

You got a temper, Jinny ; and you got a pistol too
eh ? " He chuckled again. « As good a shot as any in
the mountains. I can see you darin* 'em to come on.
But what if Jake come, and he found a man in your
bedroom,"— he wiped the tear., of lau hter from his
eyes,—" why. Jinny !

"

He stopped short, for there was anger in her face.
" 1 don't want to hear any more of that. I do what
I want to do," she snapped out.

"Well, well, you always done what you wanted • but
we got to git him up the hills, till it's sure they're out o'
the mountains and gone back. It'll be days, mebbe."
"Uncle Tom, you've took too much to drink," she

answered. "You don't remember he's got to be at
Bindon by to-morro>v noon. He's got to save his
friend by then."

"Pshaw! Whos going to take him down the river
to-night? You're goin' to be married to-morrow. If
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It'll never come
you like, you can give him the canoe
back, nor him neither I

"

gestlvely. And you went down once by yourself"He shook his head. "I ain't been so weU thissummer. My sight ain't what it was, I cart stand

old. No, I couldn't take them rapids,^Ly not forone frozen minute." '
.

She looked at him with trouble in her eyes and herface OS some of its colour. She was fighting back «,emev,,able. even as its shadow fell upon her "Vou

rcie"Tor"'bro""^" '° "' ' ^°"'°'"'^ -^ "^iJncJe rom-blown up, sent to Kingdom Come without any warning at all; and perhaps Te's got themthat We h,m-^nd the world so beautiful."

sun ^nd '

th
'"'' "'"", "^'"^

'" '"= ^""""='-' wh^" it's allsun, and there's plenty everywhere; but there's noone
^.„^

go down .he river with hi'm. What's
^°

Her struggle was over. She had urged him but invery truth she was urjin^ herself M ,h. , i.' .

herself to the axe of sacrliice
""' ^""^"^

wii'h^hL-id-otn'^tTdon""' '"'"' '"-" •"= ''-

His t:'^h"k:i\s;r*sir"'' '- "'^-^—

^

"What you talkin' about Tinnvt TaU^'o

.o::;wh^^rB^^^^^^^^^^^^
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If it was Jake's life in danger, what'd I think of a
woman that could save him, and didn't?

"

"Onct you broke off with Jake Lawson—the day
before you was to be married; an' it's took years to
make up an' agree again to be spliced. If Jake comes
here to-morrow, and you ain't here, what do you
think he'll do? The neighbours are comin' for fifty
miles round, two is comin' up a hundred miles, an'
you can't—Jinny, you can't do it. I bin sick of
answerin' questions all these years 'bout you and Jake,
an' I ain't goin' through it again. I've told more lie^
than there's straws in a tick."

She flamed out. "Then take him down the river
yourself—a man to do a man's work. Are you afeard
to take the risk ?

"

He held out his hands slowly and looked at them.
They shook a little. " Yes, Jinny," he said sadly, « I'm
afeard. I ain't what I was. I made a mistake. Jinny.
I've took too much whisky. I'm older than I ought to
be. I oughtn't never to have had a whisky-still, an' I
wouldn't have drunk so much. I got money—money
for you. Jinny, for you an' Jake, but I've lost what I'll

never git b.ick. I'm afeard to go down the river with
him. I'd go smash in the Dog Nose Rapids. I got no
nerve. I can't hunt the grizzly any more, nor the
puma. Jinny. I got to keep to common shootin', now
and henceforth, amen ! No, I'd go smash in Dog Nose
Rapids."

^

She caught his hands impulsively. " Don't you fret,

Uncle Tom. You've bin a good uncle to me, and
you've bin a good friend, and you ain't the first that's
found whisky too much for him. You ain't got an
enemy in the mountains. Why, I've got two or
three "
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be your friend., fl! eC/X: ^r"'"^'
^"' "'^"

morrow." ^ ^"^'^ yo" re married to-

Golly, I'd like to'see if r-n . ' P''="y an' neat,

and just hitched „p a lit!
"°"' "'" "^ ""= ''''" --•

and ca'i^L-'up-V:";*r; f/.hf T T""- »^-
it a«,ay; but presently she laid h^H

" ''""'^ ?"'
smoothed it with a:i\I T J ''°"'" ^B^m and
.,11

quick, nervous finpers "c., '^talk sense and leave my clothes alone ? if T.?"
* '"^^^

and I'm not here, and he wants to L J
"^ / *'°'"^''

spoil eveiythinff and wlv ^^^ ^ ^"^^' ^"^
petticoat, ^ou^p^ft irw ""'' ^? ^'^^ ^''"^ ^^is

the laugh on him^'nl^irper "
'" ^^'^ ^-

n^an. i:ulC '^•^-;,^;:^<' -^^ the old

same as ver-same as evef"
' ^^^^ ^^^" ^^y>

II

n.atinrrdo::''t'"hrtr "^:f«
'"= "-"•

rlt^nXstraX^' ?- ^™ ^^
.litterin, on the ^L^rS^^- ;-,---.
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ling stars made the arch of the sky )ike som.-
gorgeous chancel in a cathedral as vast as life and
time. Like the day which was ended, in which the
mountam-girl had found a taste of Eden, it seemed
too sacred for mortal strife. Now and again there
came the note of a night-bird, the croak of a frog from
the shore; but the serene stillness and beauty of the
primeval North was over all.

For two hours after sunset it had all been silent and
brooding, and then two figures appeared on the bank
of the great river. A canoe was softly and hastily
pushed out from its hidden shelter under the over-hangmg bank, and was noiselessly paddled out to
mid-stream, dropping down the current meanwhile

It was Jenny Long and the man who must get to
Bindon. They had waited till nine o'clock, when the
moon was high and full, to venture forth. Then
pingley had dropped from her bedroom window had
joined her under the trees, and they had sped away
while the man's hunters, who had c-.;^ e suddenly and
before Jenny could get him away into the woods
were carousing inside. These had tracked their man
back to Tom Sanger's h use, and at first they were
incredulous that Jenny and her uncle had not seen

u "I", -i ..^ ^/"^ prepared to search the house, and one
had laid his finger on the latch of her bedroom door •

but she had flared out with such anger that, mindful
of the supper she had already began to prepare for
them, they had desisted, and the whisky-jug which the
old man brought out distracted their attention.
One of their number, known as the Man from

Clanceys, had, however, been outside when Dinglev
had dropped from the window, and had seen him
from a distance. He had not given the alarm, but
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had fdlowed, to m.ke the capture bj himself But

but Jenny only bent a UtZ f""
*° '^*"''"'

guidig the caLe tLarrth Tfe Th "'f'l^'
°"'

the first small rapids le'dinfL^i ""1 ^^^'^^^^

Rapids.
^ ^ '° ^^^ g^'-^at Dog Nose

A rifle-shot rang out, and a bullet "pinged" overthe water and sp intered the cJrl*. ^r *u
*^ ^^° ^^^"^

Dingley sat He lonT^ , ,

°^ *^- ""°^ ^^ere
r;fl« • ? .

^"^^"^ ^^'n^Jy back, and saw th-

^^X So^n""'
'"" ""' ^"'' '" ^P'- ofTnn*s

on" "^"h"eifj;2?;;" ^° --^ '•^ -«- <-- ^ '«»-

^^Aga,n a shot rang out. and the bulie. sang past his

^' Thev'l h>^
^^ ^r ^ '^^'P -'^^'^"'ation.

Now there were loud voices on the shore Old

"»"Ti<
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ain't the land o' lynch law. Dingley ain't escaped from
gaol. You got no right to fire at him."

n;Z° '''7J''Z T' ''°''" ^''^ ^""'^ J^^P-'ds atmght said the Man from Clancey's. whose shot had gotDmgley s arm. « There ain't a chance of them doing
It. No one's ever done it."

The two were in the roaring rapids now, and the
canoe was jumping through the foam like a racehorse
I he keen eyes on the bank watched the canoe till it
was lost in the half-gloom below the first rapids, and
then they went slowly back to Tom Sanger's house.

bo there
1 be no wedding to-morrow," said the Man

irom Clanceys.

" Funerals, more likely," drawled another
"Jinny Long's in that canoe, an' she ginerally does

what she wants to," said Tom Sanger sagely.
"Well, we done our best, and now I hope they'll get

to Bmdon," said another. / «
•

Sanger passed the jug to him freely. Then thev
sat down and talked of the people who had been
drowned m Dog Nose Rapids and of the last weddingm the mountains. ^

III

It was as the Man from Clancey s had said, no one had
ever gone down Dog Nose Raoids in the ni-httime
and probably no one but Jenny Long woufd have
ventured it. Dingley had had no idea what a
perilous task had been set his rescuer. It was onlywhen the angry roar of the great rapids floated
up-stream to them, increasing in volume till they
could see the terror of tumbling waters just belowand the canoe shot forward like a snake through the
swi*-t, smooth current wh.Ji would sweep them into
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the vast cauldron, that he reah-sed the terrible hazard
of the enterprise.

The moon was directly overhead when they drew
upon the race of rocks and fighting water and foam.On either side only the shadowed shore, forsaken by
the races which had hunted and roamed and ravaged
here-not a light, nor any sign of life, or the friendliness
of hunian presence to make their isolation less com-
plete their danger, as it were, shared by fellow-mortals.
Bright as the moon was, it was not bright enough for
perfect pilotage. Never in the history of white men
had these rapids been ridden at nighttime. As they
sped down the ftume of the deep, irresistible current
and were launched into the trouble of rocks and
water. Jenny realised how great their peril was, and how
different the track of the waters looked at nighttime
from daytime. Outlines seemed merged, rocks did not
look the same, whirlpools had a different vortex, islands
of stone had a new configuration. As they sped on
lurching, jumping, piercing a broken wall of wave and
spray like a torpedo, shooting an almost sheer fall shecame to rely on a sense of intuition rather than memory
for night had transformed the waters.
Not a sound escaped either. The man kept his eyes

hxed on the xvoman
; the woman scanned the dreadful

pathway with eyes deep-set and burning, resolute
vigilant, and yet defiant too. as though she had been
trapped into this track of danger, and was fighting
without great hope, but with the temerity and nonchal-
ance of despair. Her arms were bare to the shoulder
almost, and her face was again and again drenched-
but second succeeded second, minute followed minutem a struggle which might well turn a man's hair grey
and now, at last—how many hours was it since they

f
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had been cast into this den of roaring waters !—at last
suddenly, over a large fall, and here smooth waters
again, smooth and untroubled, and strong and deep.
Then, and only then, did a word escape either ; but the
man had passed through torture and unavailing regret,
for he realized that he had had no right to bring this
girl into such a fight. It was not her friend who was
in danger at Bindon. Her life had been risked without
due warrant

" I didn't know, or I wouldn't have asked it," he said
in a low voice. « Lord, but you are a wonder—to take
that hurdle for no one that belonged to you, and to do
it as you've done it. This country will rise to you."
He looked back on the raging rapids far behind, and
he shuddered. "It was a close call, and no mistake.
We must have been within a foot of down-you-go fifty
times. But it's all right now, if wc can last it out and
git there." Again he glanced back, then turned to the
girl. " It makes me pretty sick to look at it," he con-
tinued. "I bin through a lot, but that's as sharp
practice as I want."

"Come here and let me bind up your arm," she
answered. "They hit you—the sneaks! Are you
bleeding much?"
He came near her carefully, as she got the big canoe

out of the current into quieter water. She whipped the
scarf from about her neck, and with his knife ripped up
the seam of his sleeve. Her face was alive with the
joy of conflict and elated with triumph. Her eyes
were shining. She bathed the wound,—the bullet had
passed clean through the fleshy part of the arm,—and then
carefully tied the scarf round it over her handkerchief.

" I guess it's as good as a man could do it," she said
at last.

7
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"As good as any doctor," he rejoined.
" I wasn't talking of your arm," she said.
" 'Course not. Excuse me. You was talkin' of them

rapids, and I've got to say there ain't a man that could
have done it and come through like you. I guess the
man that marries you'll get more than his share of
luck."

" I want none of that," she said sharply, and picked
up her paddle again, her eyes flashing anger.
He took a pistol from his pocket and offered it to

her. " I didn't mean any harm by what I said. Take
this if you think I won't know how to behave myself,"
he urged.

She flung up her head a little. " I knew what I was
doing before I started," she said. " Put it away. How
far is it, and can we do it in time ?

"

" If you can hold out, we can do it; but it means
going all night and all morning; and it ain't dawn
yet, by a long shot."

Dawn came at last, and the mi^.t of early morning,
and the imperious and dispelling sun ; and with
mouthfuls of food as they drifted on, the two fixed
their eyes on the horizon beyond which lay Bindon.
And nov/ it seemed to the girl as though this race to
save a life or many lives was the one thing in existence.
To-morrow was to-day, and the white petticoat was
lying in the little house in the mountains, and her
wedding was an interminable distance off, so had
this adventure drawn her into its risks and toils and
haggard exhaustion.

Eight, nine, ten, eleven o'clock came, and then they
saw signs of settlement. Houses appt -d here and
there upon the banks, and now and thei. j, horseman
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watched them from the shore, but they could not
pause. BIndon — Bindon— Bindon~ the Snowdrop
Mine at Bindon, and a death-dealing machine timed
to do its deadly work, were before the eyes of the two
voyagcurs.

Half-past eleven, and the town of Bindon was just
beyond them. A quarter to twelve, and they had run
their canoe into the bank beyond which were the
smoke-stacks and chimneys of the mine. Bindon was
peacefully pursuing its way, though here and there were
little groups of strikers who had not resumed work.

Dingley and the girl scrambled up the bank.
Trembling with fatigue, they hastened on. The
man drew ahead of her, for she had paddled for
fifteen hours, practically without ceasing, and the
ground seemed to rise up at her. But she would
not let him stop.

He hurried on, reached the mine, and entered, shout-
ing the name of his friend. It was seven minutes to
twelve.

A moment later, a half-dozen men came rushing
from that portion of the mine where Dingley had
been told the machine was placed, and at thdr head
was Lawson, the man he had come to save.
The girl hastened on to meet them, but she grew

faint and leaned against a tree, scarce conscious. She
was roused by voices.

"No, it wasn't me, it wasn't me that done it; it

was a girl. Here she is—Jenny Long ! You got to
thank her, Jake."

Jake! Jake! The girl awakened to full under-
standing now. Jake—what Jake? She looked, then
stumbled forward with a crv.

" Jake—it was my Jake ! "she faltered.

M



lOO NORTHERN LIGHTS

The mine-boss caught her in his arms.
" You, Jenny I It's you that's saved me I

"

Suddenly there was a rumble as of th inder, and a
cloud of dust and stone rose from the Snowdrop Mine.
The mine-boss tightened his arm round the girl's

waist. "That's what I missed, through him and you.
Jenny." he said. ' '

"What was you doing here, and not at Selbv
Jake?" she asked.

''

I'

They sent for me—to stop the trouble here."
"But what about our wedding to-day?" sht asked

with a frown.

"A man went' from here with a letter to you three
-ays ago," he said, "asking you to come down here
Jd be married. I suppose he got drunk, or had an

accident, and didn't reach you. It had to be I was
needed here—couldn't tell what would happen "

.», "m,* u*'
u'^^PP^"^'^ °"^ ^" right," said Dingley,"and

this II be the end of it. You got them miners solid
now. The stnkers'll eat humble pie after to-day"

"We'll be married to-day, just the same," the mine-
boss said, as he gave some brandy to the girl
But the girl shook her head. She was thinking of

a white petticoat in a little house in the mountains
" I'm not going to be married to-day," she said

decisively.

" Well, to-morrow," said the mine-boss.
But the girl shook her head again. "To-day is

to-morrow,'' she answered. "You can wait, Jake,
i m going back home to be married."



QU'APPELLE

( IV/io calls 1)

" "pUT I'm white; I'm not an Indian. My fatherD was a white man. I've been broutjht up as a
white girl. I've had a white girl's schooling."

Her eyes flashed as she sprang to her feet and
walked up and down the room for a moment, then
stood still, facing her mother,— a dark-faced, pock-
marked woman, with heavy, somnolent eyes and
waited for her to speak. The reply came slowly and
sullenly

—

" I am a Blackfoot woman. I lived on the Muskwat
River among the braves for thirty years. I have killed
buffalo. I have seen battles. Men, too, 1 have killed
when they came to steal our horses and crept in on
our lodges in the night—the Crees ! I am a Blackfoot.
You are the daughter of a Blackfoot woman. No
medicine can cure that. Sit down. You have no sense.
You are not white. They will not have you. Sit
down."

The girl's handsome face flushed ; she threw up her
hands in an agony of protest. A dreadful anger was
in her panting breast, but she could not speak. She
seemed to choke with excess of feeling. For an instant
she stood still, trembling with agitation, then she sat
down suddenly on a great couch covered with soft deer-
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skins and hufTalo rolx-s. 'Mu-r.. u-.- .1 • t. .

j;...cd out „r ,iu. window at the n„„« ,1, herit
[•" - ... all her lithe ,.,„, „,,,,f;,, , ,

,;;^'»- ^^
•'

lu.1 k„ow„ the ,to,„. o, life a„d t,^„et o,/y\:!::Z

The wir„l shrieked nnd the snow ,weT,t past in cloud,
I'f

bl.,ul.nK drift. con,|,le,..|y hi.li,,,. fro „ ,^,h he tow,l-eW them, whose civilisation ha.l huilt" tse f ^,1hab,tat,<„„ and was making roads and stn-el, .TZHreen-hrown plain, where herds of buffalo had ,ta.n,»J
.-.nd streajned and thundered no. ^ ago. The townWH.. a mde and a half away, and thes'; tt„ were abne.n a great c.rcle of storm, one of them battlin,; a-atast

^hrh^dij'ifr f"'*-""

^'' °™^'"'^' "".-.'--; wt-hsne nacl set her face ever s nee she ...n: -«.« u
thoniTh it Un^ I

^"'^ «"emembcr:though It had only come to violence since her fathe,^d.cd two years before-a careless, strong, wilful wh teman. who had lived the Indian life for mtny yeL butI^ad been swallowed at last by the great wave ofc.v,l,sat.on streaming westward and nortluvard wiping" ^'%T"' ?^ '^' ^"^^'^"' ^"^ overwhelming htrough, fightu^g hunting, pioneer life. Joel Rento.t had.nade money, by good luck chiefl^^ havin.. held landhere and there which he had got for nothing and hadhen anjost torgotten about i, and. when reminded of
.t. still held on to ,t ^vith that defiant stubbornnesswhich often possesses improvident and careless naturesHe had never had any real business instinct and to•swagger a httle over the land he held and 'to t^tOilers of purchase with contempt was the loud assertfon
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of a capacity he did .i„t possess. So it was that
stubborn vanity, beneath which was his annry pn.tcst
against the pnjudirc A It by the new jK^ople of the West
for the white pioneer who marrierl an Indian, and hved
the Indian hTe,- s-, it was that this fjave him conipctence
and a comfortable home after the ol.l trader had been
driven out by the railway and the shopkeeper. With
the first bind he sold he sent his daughter away to
school in a town farther cast and south, where she had
been brough. in touch with a life that at once cramjH^-d
and attracted her; where, to.,, .she had felt the first
chill of racial ostracism, and had proudly fought it to
the end, her weapons being talent, industry, and a hot
defiant ambition.

'

There had been three years of bitter, almost half-
sullen, struggle, lightened by one sweet friendship with
a girl whose face she had since dra.vn in a hundred
diflcrent poses on stray pieces of paper, un the walls of
the big, wcll-lighted attic to ^hkh .he retreated for hours
every day, when she was n<it abroad on the prairies
riding the Indian pony that her uncle the I'ie^an Chief
Ice Breaker, had given her years before. 'IlTrce years
of struggle, and then htr fath(-r had died, and the
refuge for her vexed, defiant heart was gone. While
he lived she could affirm the rights of a white man's
daughter, the rights of the daughter of a pioneer who
had helped to make the West; and her pride in him
had given a glow to her cheek and a spring to her
step which drew every eye. In the chief street of
iortage la Drome men would st.jp their traffickin<r
and women nudge each other when she passed d
wherever she went she stirred interest, excited ad'n..ra-
tion, or aroused prejudice—but the prejudice did not
matter so long as her father, Joel Renton, lived. What-
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ever his faults, and they were many-sometimes hedrank too much and swore a great deal, and bullfed andstormed-she blinked at the.n all. for he was of tSeconquenng race, a white man who had slept in white

and fork smce he was born; and the women of hispeople had had soft petticoats and fine stockinets and
.s.lk gowns for festal days, and feathered hats oJtlvetand shoes of polished leather, always and always,Shrough many generations. She had held her head hTghfor she was of his women, of the women of his peoplewuh all the. rights and all their claims. She had hdd
>t high till that stormy day-just such a day as th swith the surf of snow breaking against the house-when hey carried him in out of the wild turmoil andsnow, laying him on the couch where she now sat andher head fell on his lifeless breast, and she crid out tohim in vain to come back to her.
Before the worid her head was still held high, but inthe attic-room, and out on the prairies far away whereonly the coyote or the prairie-hen saw. her head Lopedand her eyes grew heavy with pain and sombre protest'Oncem an agony of loneliness, and cruelly hurt by aconspicuous slight put upon her at the Portage by thewife of the Reeve of the town, who had daughters twainof pure white blood got from behind the bar^of asS

in Winnipeg, she had thrown open her window at nightwith the frost below zero, and stood in Ur thin night-
dress, craving the death which she hoped the cold would

f^a!nsheTad -d'/^'
-^ -ailed, however, and onceagain she had ridden out in a blizzard to die, but hadcome upon a man lost in the snow, and her own miservhad passed from her, and her heart, full of the blood ofplainsmen, had done for another what it would not do
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for itsdr j ht. Indian in her had, with stranjjc, sure
instinc, fou.id its A.yto Portage la Drome, tlie man
with b-tii hands aiid one foot frozen, on her pony, she
walking . h'-^ side, only conscious that she had saved
one, not two, lives that day.

Here was another such day, here again was the storm
in her heart which had driven her into the plains that
other time, and here again was that tempest of white
death outside.

" y"ou have no sense. You are not '.vltite. They will
not have you. Sit down " The words had fallen on
her ears with a cold, deadly smother. There came a
chill upon her which stilled the wild pulses in her,
which suddenly robbed the eyes of their brightness and
gave a drawn look to the face.

"You are not white. They will not have you,
Pauline." The Indian mother repeated the words
after a moment, her eyes grown still more gloomy ; for
in her, too, there was a dark tide of passion moving.
In all the outlived years this girl had ever turned to
the white father rather than to her, and she had been
left more and more alone. Her man had been kind
to her, and she had been a faithful wife, but she had
resented the natural instinct of her half-breed child,
almost white herself and with the feelings and ways of
the whites, to turn always to her father, as though to a
superior guide, to a higher influence and authority. Was
not she herself the descendant of Blackfoot and Piegan
chiefs through generations of rulers and warriors ? Was
there not Piegan and Blackfoot blood in the girl's
veins? Must only the white man's blood be reckoned
when they made up their daily account and balanced the
books of their lives, credit and debtor,—misunderstanding
and kind act, neglect and tenderness, reproof and praise,
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gentleness and i.npulse. a.i^^cr and carcss-to be setclou-n .„ the everlasting, record? Why „,ust .heInd,an aluays give way-Indian habits. Indian desires

o %ie: "; T °f 'r^ ^'^•"^'^' '^^ Indian Sof v.e V, Indian food. Indian medicine? Was iaU^bad. and only that which belonged to white life

at "lar^'v^""''
^"''

''; /'^' "'"•'^^' ^'^"'•"^^" «he added

Lt'f .u
"", •"' ^"^^'-'"^'^•"g. but it isn't the goodlooks of the wlutes. The lodge of a chieftainess i^heplace for you. There you would have praise andhonour among the whites you are only a half-breed

b! wi 'i"' ' ^'' "-^ ^^ ^^'^•^ *° the life out thert

Kl : ^"f-^^f
---up beyond. There is hun !

roube
' On ;r •m'7°'"''^

" ^"'^^' ^"^ "othing
t oubles. Only the w.ld dog barks at night, or thewolf sniffs at the dc.,r, and all day there is singing

onTd Th ",'.
""'''"' '''' '^"-^^"'^^ ^he fea f go

tales andtilth""" 5"'' '""^ ^'''' ^-' ^^^ ^'ll

• ItTk ^ ,^
'^*"'' °"^ °^ the north, and makethe thunder speak

; and the young men ride to thehunt or go out to battle, and build lodges for thedaughters of the tribe
; and each man has^h s woman

tribe .Tr^" ,'" " '^^ ^^^^^^ the honour of thetr be. and the httle ones fill the lodge with laughterLike a pocket of deerskin is every house warm .nd

nfetrtf""Th'^°°'^^7;;- ^-^r^hirHh-me to that! There you will be head and chief of allfor there IS money enough for a thousand horses andyour father was a white man. and these are the dayswhen the wh.te man rules. Like clouds before the sun

falls Here you are not first, but last; and the childof the wh.te father and mother, though they be as til.
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dirt that flics from a horse's heels, it is before yc^u.

Your mother is a lilackfoot."

As the woman spoke slowly and with many pauses,

the girl's mof)d changed, and there came into her eyes

a strange, dark look deeper than anj^er. She listened

with a sudden patience which stilled the aj^itation in

her breast and gave a little touch of rigidity to her

figure. Her eyes withdrew from the wild storm without

and gravely settled on her mother's face, and with the

Indian woman's last words understanding pierced, but

did not dispel, the sombre and ominous look in her

eyes.

There was silence for a moment, and then she spoke
almost as evenly as her mother had done.

" I will tell you everything. You are my mother, and
I love you ; but you will not see the truth. When my
father '

;
'- you from the lodges and brought you here

it was. id of the Indian life. It was for you to go
on wit! '.un, but you would not go. I was young, but

I saw, and I said that in all things I would go with him.

I did not know that it would be hard, but at school,

at the very first, I began to understand. There was
only one, a French girl— I loved her—a girl who said

to me, ' You „re as white as I am, as anyone, and yviur

heart is the same, and you are beautiful.' Yes, Manette
said I was beautiful."

She paused a moment, a misty, far-away locjk came
into her eyes, her fingers clasped and unclasped, and
she added

—

"And her brother, Julien,—he was older,—when he
came to visit Manette, he spoke to me as though I was
all white, and was good to me. I have never forgotten,

never. It was five years ago, but I remember him.

He was tall and strong, and as good as Manette—as
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good as Manette. I loved Manette. but she sufferedfor .ne for I was not like the others, and my wayswere d.ff-erent-then. I had lived u^ there on th:Wara,s among the lodges, and I had not seen things-only from .ny father, and he did so much in an

wanted to d.e; and once But there was Manetteand she w^uld laugh and sing, and we would p'y to.'gether. and I would speak French and she would speak

ways. What were they to me? I had loved themwhen I was of tliem, but I came on to a better HfTThe Indmn life is to the white life as the pa^flechepouch to-to this." She laid her hand uponTputof dehcate silver mesh hanging at her waist. « Whenyour eyes are opened you must go on. you cannot stopThere is no going back. When you have read of al

^nZnV "'''' "^"'^ "^^'^' -^- y- haveseen, then there is no returning. You may end it allIf you wish, m the snow, in the river, but there is noreturning. The lodge of a chief-ah.if my fathe hadheard you say that !
" » X "^^ner nad

The Indian woman shifted heavily in her chair thenshrank away from the look fixed on her. Once or tv^ceshe made as if she would speak, but sank down in thegreat chair, .Ipless and dismayed
"The lodge of a chief!" the girl continued in a low

ITI'T k71V' ^'^ '°'^^ °^
^
^h-^? A smoky

fire, a pot. a bed of skins. «//,-^// jf the lodges of theIndians were millions, and I could be head ff all andrule the land yet would I rather be a white girl in thehut of her white man. struggling for daily bre!d amongthe people who sweep the buffalo out, but open m th!land with the plough, and make a thousand ifvV^Ce
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one lived before. It is peace you want, my mother, peace

and solitude, in which the soul {^oes to s'eep. Your
days of hope are over, and you want to drowse by the

fire. I want to see the white men's cities grow, and the

armies coming over the hill with the ploughs and the

reapers and the mowers, and the wheels and the belts

and engines of the great factories, and the white voman's
life spreading everywhere; for I am a white man's
daughter. I can't be both Indian and white. I will

not be like the sun when the shadow cuts across it and
the land grows dark. I will not be half-breed. I will

be white or I will be Indian ; and I will be white, white

only. My heart is white, my tongue is white, I think, I

feel, as white people think and feel. What they wish,

I wish; as they live, I live; as white women dre.ss, I

dress."

She involuntarily drew up the dark red skirt she

wore, showing a white petticoat and a pair of fine

stockings on an ankle as shapely as she had ever seen

among all the white women she knew. She drew
herself up Vv^ith pride, and her body had a grace and
ease which the white woman's convention had not

cramped.

Yet, with all her protests, no 0!ie would have thought

her English. She might have been Spanish, or

Italian, or Roumanian, or Glav, though nothing of her

Indian blood showed in purely Indian characteristics,

and something sparkled in her, gave a radiance to her

face and figure which the storm and struggle in her

did not smother. The white women of Portage la

Drome were too blind, too prejudiced, to see all that

she really was, and admiring white men could do
little, for Pauline would have nothing to do with them
till the women met her absolutely as an equal ; and
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from the Other half-breeds, who intermarried w.th eachother and were content to take a lower i,lace thL tfpure white, she held aloof, save whe:a„^ o them wa^
111 or m trouble. Then she recognised the claTm ofrace, and came to their doors with pity and soft ji ,

to help them. French and Scot^^an/ ^ngl ^h^hai?breeds, as they were, they understood how he wasmak.ng a fight for all who were half-Indian h.ir k .

L^^::irioti^^
'-'': '-'- ^-1^:^:^^;^^^^^^^^^^^^

ner superior place, and proud of it
^

"I win not stay here," said the Indian mother with

lilr^^h i^'"^
'' " "^ °"" ''''' ^"^ ' -•" do vvhat I

Tked «'Id;/ . '
^" ^°"'" °^^'"' "^°t'^«^'-?" she

If IL I u"k
'^""^ '"'° ^'^^ ^^'•'d of '^y own willIf I had I would have come all white or all Indian Iam your daughter, and I am here, good or bad-is youlife all your own ?

"

& au is your

tJZTT had*^
'"' '''^ ^"'' ^^^" ' ^^' You aretw.nty. I had my man, your father, when I wasseventeen. You can marrx, tuiuu t-dn marry. Ihere are men Vnnhave .oney. They „„, „„,y ,„„_,„, J^^,^™

With a cry of rage and misery the eirl sn,a„„ ,„

^Z f'
™\^'""=d f—d, bu^stopped udd"nfy«sound of a hasty l<nocking and a voice aslcing ad-mittance An instant later, a huge, bearded, broad-shouldered man stepped inside, shaking himilf fr^of the snow, laughing half-sheepishly as he did so arS

Jh^^ide ;!:do:!;ir"''
''-- -'' -^^^--^-t

"John Alloway," said the Indian woman in a voice of
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welcome, and with a brightening eye, for it would seem
as though he came in answer to her words of a few
moments before. With a mother's instinct she had
divinea at once the reason for the visit, though no
warning thought crossed the mind of the girl, who
placed a chair for their visitor with a heartiness which
was real—was not this the white man she had saved
from death in the snow a year ayo? Her heart was
soft towards the life she had kept in the world. She
smiled at him, all the anger gone fiom her eyes, and
there was almost a touch of tender anxiety in her voice
as she said

—

"What brought you out in this blizzard? It wasn't
safe. It doesn't soem possible you got here from the
Portage."

The huge ranchman and auctioneer laughed cheerily.
" Once lost, twice get there," he exclaimed, with a quiz-
zical toss of the head, thinking he had said a good thin"-.
" It's a year ago to the very day that I was lost

out back"—he jerked a thumb over his shoulder—"and
you picked me up and brought me in ; and what was I

to do but come out on the anniversary and say thank
you? I'd fixed up all year to come to you, and I

wasn't to be stopped, 'cause it was like the day we first

met, old Coldmaker hitting the world with his whips of
frost, and shaking his ragged blankets of snow over the
wild west."

"Just such a day," said the Indian won;an after a
pause. Pauline remained silent, placing a little bottle
of cordial before their visitor, with which he presently
regaled himself, raising his glass with an air.

"Many happy returns to us both!" he said, and
threw the liquor down his throat, smacked his lips, and
drew his hand down his great moustache and beard like
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some vast animal washing its face with its paw Smil!-,^

odded ,r head"^'
'^ '^^''^^ ^^ ^^^ '^^ --- nfnoaaea lus head encourag ntjlv but wht-th^r *u

His last words, however, had altered the situation

awkward a„d confident, afrafd o7tr oftrTfinlrt'race, beanty and education, and y^ confidentTtheadvantage of his position, a white man bending ,„ ahalf-breed g,rl. He was not conscious of the condescens.o„ and majesty of his demeanour, but it was there a„dhis untutored words and ways must make T7<\ ,
apparent to the girl. The re':.^^" of he mome°n:

snerbrtrp-tiin:fdS
ftphf-r^"--rst^^^^
rflush \ :^ ''""• "'Sht, would flytohiiSthe flush of mdignation to her cheek. She responded tnh,s toast w,th a pleasant nod, however, and S™ '

'°

therftfnTb" " """""^ '" =»* "'« storms,tnere will not be many anniversaries." Laughinf sh^pou^ out another glass of liqueur for him. ^ ^' "^

Well, now, p'raps you're right ard so tk. „ i

raci'^ih^^h^'^Tr^Lrthrfirrb^rshrr?.
smiled at John Alloway. and nodd"e^Vr";^%^;7ov.'



QU'APPELLE
,,3

jngly. Here was the cure for her own trouble and
lonehness. Pauhne and she, who hVed in different
worlds, and yet were tied to each other by circumstances
they conld not control, would each work out her own
destiny after her own nature, since John Alloway hadcome a-woo,ng. She would go back on the Warais, and
Pauhne would remain at the Portage, a white woman with

^u'lf.1^^1' .
S^^^°">d go back to the smoky fires in

the huddled lodges; to the venison stew and the snake
dance; to the feasts of the Medicine Men. and the
long sleeps in the summer days, and the winters tales

woumV'
'""' ^"'°"?

l!"'
°^^'" P"°P'^' ^"^ Pauline

would have revenge of the wife of the prancing Reeve*and perhaps the people would forget who her mother'
was.

With these thoughts flying through her sluggishmmd, she rose and moved heavily from the room with
a partmg look of encouragement at Alloway, as thoueh
to say, a man that is bold is surest.
With he back to the man, Pauline watched hermother leave the room, saw the look she gave AllowayWhen the door was closed she turned^ and lookedAlloway m the eyes.

" How old are you ? " she asked suddenly.
He stirred in his seat nervously. "Why, fifty, about "

he answered with confusion.
)^>^^ui,

S.1?- " Kr"'" ^ ""i!^
"°' '° ^° ^°°^'"g ^^' anniver-

saries m blizzards, when they're few at the best " shesaid with a gentle and dangerous smile.
"Fifty—why, I'm as young as most men of thirty"he responded with an uncertain laugh. " I'd have come

^hltJ.7'
'^ \^^^,^''^ «"°^'ng pitchforks andcham-hghtning I made up my mind I would. Yousaved my life, that's dead sure ; and I'd be down among
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the moles if it wasn't for you and that Piegan pony of
yours. Piegan ponies are wonders in a storm—seem to
know their way by instinct. You, too—why, I bin on
the plains all my life, and was no better than a baby
that day

;
but you—why, you had Piegan in you, why,

yes "

He stopped short for a moment, checked by the look
in her face, then went blindly on :

" And you've got
Blackfoot in you, too; and you just felt your way
through the tornado and over the blind prairie like
a bird reaching for the hills. It was as easy to you as
picking out a moverick in a bunch of steers to me.
But I never could make oi't what you was doing on the
prairie it a terrible day. I've thought of it a hunderd
times. \,hat was you doing, if it ain't cheek to
ask?"

" I was trying to lose a life," she answered quietly, her
eyes dwelling on his face, yet not seeing him ; for it all

came back on her, the agony which had driven her out
into the tempest to be lost evermore.
He laughfl "Well, now, that's good," he said;

" that's what they call speaking sarcastic. You was cat
to save, and not to lose, a life ; that was proved to the
satisfartion of the court." He paused and chuckled to
himself, thinking he had been witty, and continued:
"And I was that court, and my judgment was that the
debt of that life you saved had to be paid to you within
one calendar year, with interest at the usual per cent,
for mortgages on good security. That was my judg-
ment, and there's no appeal from it, I am the great
Justinian in this case

!

"

"Did you ever save anybody's life?" she asked,
putting the bottle of cordial away, as he filled his glass
for the third time.
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"Twice certain, and once dividin' the honours," he
answered, pleased at the question.

"And did you expect to get any pay, with or without
interest?" she added.

"Me! I never thought of it again. Hut yes—by
gol, I did! One case was <"unny, as funny can be. It
was Ricky Wharton over on the Muskwat River. I

saved his h'fe right enough, and he came to rne a year
after and said, ' You saved my life, now what are you
going to do with it? I'm stony broke. I owe a
hunderd dollars, and I wouldn't be owing it if you
hadn't saved my life. When you saved it I was five
hunderd to the good, and I'd have left that much behind
me. Now I'm on the rocks, because you insisted on
saving my life; and you just got to take care of me.'
I 'insisted!' Well, that knocked me silly, and I tool
him on—blame me, if I didn't keep Ricky a whole year,
till he went north looking for gold. Get pay—why|
I paid! Saving life has its responsibilities, little

gal."

"You can't save life without running some risk
yourself, not as a rule, can you?" she said, shrinking
from his familiarity.

« Not as a rule," he replied. " You took on a bit of
risk with me, you and your Piegan pony."

" 01^. I was young," she responded, leaning over the
table, and drawing faces on a piece of paper before her.
" I could take more risks, I was only nineteen !

"

"I don't catch on," he rejoined. "If it's sixteen
or "

" Or fifty," she interposed.

"What difference does it make? If you're done for,
it's the same a^ nineteen as fifty, and vicey-versev."
"No, it's not the same," she answered. "You leave
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so much more that you want to keep, when you go at
fifty."

" Well, I duniio. I never thought of that."
"There's all that has belon{,'ed to you. You've been

married, and have children, haven't you?"
He started, frowned, then straightened himself. "I

got one girl—she's east with her grandmother," he said
jerkily.

" That s what I said ; there's more to leave behind at
fifty," she replied, a red spot on each cheek. She was
not looking at him, but at the face of a man on the
paper before her—a young man with abundant hair, a
strong chin, and big, eloquent eyes ; and all around his
face she had drawn the face of a girl many times, and
beneath the faces of both she was writing Manette and
Julien.

The water was getting too deep for John Alloway.
He floundered towards the shore. "I'm no good at
words," he said—"no good at argyment; but I've got
a gift for stories—round the fire of a night, with a
pipe and a tin basin of tea; so I'm not going to try
and match you. You've had a good education down
at Winnipeg. Took every prize, they say, and led the
school, though there was plenty of fuss because they
let you do it, and let you stay there, being half- Indian.
You never heard what was going on outside, I s'pose.
It didn't matter, for you won out. Blamed foolishness^
trying to draw the line between red and white that way.'
Of course, it's the women always, always the women,
striking out for all-white or nothing. Down there at
Portage they've treated you mean, mean as dirt. The
Reeve's wife—well, we'll fix that up all right. I guess
John Alloway ain't to be bluffed. He knows too
much, and they all know he knows enough. When
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John Alloway, 32 Main Street, with a ranch on the
Katanay, says, 'We're coming, Mr. and Mrs. John
Alloway is comin^r.' they'll get out their cards visite I
guess."

'

Pauline's head bent lower, and she seemed laboriously
etchmg lines into the faces before her-Manette and
Julien, JuHen and iManette; and there came into her
eyes the youth and light and gaiety of the days when
Juhen came of an afternoi>n and the riverside rang
with laughter; the dearest, lightest days she had ever
spent.

The man of fifty went on, seeing nothing but a girl
over whom he was presently going to throw the lasso
of his affection, and take her home with him, yielding
and glad, a white man, and his haif-brecrl girl—but such
a half-breed

!

" I seen enough of the way some of them women
treated you," he continued, "and I sez to myself Her
turn next. There's a way out, I sez, and John Alloway
pays his debts. When the anniversary comes round
1 11 put things right, I sez to myself She saved my
hfe, and she shall have the rest of it, if she'll take it
and will give a receipt in full, and open a new account
in the name of John and Pauline Alloway. Catch it?
See—Pauline ?

"

Slowly she got to her feet. There was a look in her
eyes such as had been in her mother's a little while
before, but a hundred times intensified, a look that
belonged to the flood and flow of generations of Indian
hfe, yet controlled in her by the order and understand-
ing of centuries of white men's lives, the pervasive
dominating power of race.

'

For an instant she kept her eyes towards the window
The storm had suddenly ceased, and a glimmer of
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sunset light was breaking over the distant wastes of
snow.

"You want to pay a debt you think you owe," she
?*.' '?,.t f,'""^"^^'

'"^^'^J^ss voice, turning to him at
last Well, you have paid it. You have given me a
book to read which I will keep always. And I give
you a receipt in full for you debt."

^^

" I don't know about any book." he answered dazedly
1 want to marry you right away."
"I am sorry, but it is not necessary," she replied

suggestively. Her face was very pale now
" But I want to. It ain't a debt. That was only away of putting it. I want to make you my wife I

got some position, and I can make the West sit up
and look at you and be glad."

Suddenly her anger flared out, low and vivid and
fierce, but her words were slow and measured "There
is no reason why I should marry you—not one. You
offer me marriage as a prince might give a penny to a
beggar. If my mother were not an Indian woman
you would not have taken it all as a matter of course'
But my father was a white man, and I am a white
mans daughter, and I would rather marry an Indian
who would think me the best thing there was in the
light of the sun, than marry you. Had I been pure
white you would not have been so sure, you would
have asked, not offered. I am not obliged to you.
You ought to go to no woman as you came to me See
the storm has stopped. You will be quite safe going
back now. The snow will be deep, perhaps, but it is
not far."

She went to the window, got his cap and gloves, and
handed them to him. He took them, dumbfounded and
overcome.
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" Say, I ain't done it right, mebbe, but I meant well,

and I'd be good to you and proud of you, and I'd love
you better than anything I ever saw," he said shame-
facedly, but eagerly and honestly too.

"Ah, you should have said those last words first,"

she answered.
" I say them now."
" They come too late ; but they would have been too

late in any case," she added. "Still, I am glad you
said them."

She opened the door for him.

"I made a mistake," he urged humbly. "I under-
stand better now. I never had any schoolin'."

"Oh, it isn't that," she answered gently. "Good-
bye."

Suddenly he turned. « You're right—it couldn't ever
be," he said. " You're—you're great. And I owe you
my life still!"

'

He stepped out into the biting air.

For a moment Pauline stood motionless in the middle
of the room, her gaze fixed upon the door which had
just closed

; then, with a wild gesture of misery and
despair, she threw herself upon the couch in a passionate
outburst of weeping. Sobs shook her from head to
foot, and her hands, clenched above her head, twitched
convulsively.

Presently the door opened and her mother looked in
eagerly. At what she saw her face darkened and
hardened for an instant, but then the girl's utter
abandonment of grief and agony convinced and
conquered her. Some glimmer of the true under-
standing of the problem which Pauline represented got
into her heart, and drove the sullen selfishness from her
face and eyes and mind. She came over heavily and,
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sinking upon her knees, swept an arm around the girl's

nr°h tr J^^ '""'""^ "^^' ^^^ h^PP-ned, ^andprobably this was the first time in her life that shehad ever come by instinct to a revelation of her

of theirTives""' °'
°^^^^ ^^''^^"^ ""^^"^"^ °^ ^""'^^"'^

"You said no to John Alloway," she murmured.
Defiance and protest spoke in the swift gesture of the

girl s hands. " You think because he was white that I'ddrop into his arms ! No—no—no !

"

"You did rigl^t, little one."
The sobs suddenly stopped, and the girl seemed to

listen with all her body. There was something in her
Indian mothers voice she had never heard before-at
least, not since she was a little child, and swung in a
deer-skin hammock in a tamarac tree by Renton's
Lodge, where the chiefs met, and the West paused to
rest on its onward march. Something of the accents of
the voice that crooned to her then was in the woman's
tones now.

"He oflTered it like a lump of sugar to a bird—

I

know. He didn't know that you have great blood-
yes, but it is true. My man's grandfather, he was of
the blood of the kings of England. My man had the
proof. And for a thousand years my people have been
chiefs. There is no blood in all the West like yoursMy heart was heavy, and dark thoughts came to me
because my man is gone, and the life is not my life, and
I am only an Indian woman from the Warais, and my
heart goes out there always now. But some great
Medicine has been poured into my heart. As I stood
at the door and saw you lying there, I called to the
Sun 'O great Spirit,' I said.

' help me to understand,
for this girl is bone of my bone and flesh of my flesh



QU\\1TELLE 121

and Evil has come between us!' And the Sun Spirit
poured the Medicine into my spirit, and there is no
cloud between us now. It has passed away, and I see.

Little white one, the white life is the only life, and I

will live it with you till a white man comes and gives
you a white man's home. But not John Alloway—shall
the crow nest with the oriole ?

"

As the woman spoke with slow, measured voice, full

of the cadences of a heart revealing itself, the girl's

breath at first seemed to stop, so still she lay ; then, as
the true understanding of the words came to her, she
panted with excitement, her breas. heaved, and the
blood flushed her face. When the slow voice ceased,
and the room became still, she lay quiet for a moment,
letting the new thing find secure lodgment in her
thought

; then, suddenly, she raised herself and threw
her arms round her mother in a passion of affection.

"Lalika! O mother Lalika!" she said tenderly,
and kissed her again and again. Not since she was a
little girl, long before they left the Warais, had she
called her mother by her Indian name, which her
father had humorously taught her to do in those
far-off happy days by the beautiful, singing river
and the exquisite woods, when, with a bow and
arrow, she had ranged, a young Diana who slew only
with love.

" Lalika, mother Lalika, it is like the old, old times,"
she added softly. "Ah, it does not matter now, for
you understand !

"

"I do not understand altogether," murmured the
Indian woman gently. "I am not white, and
there is a different way of thinking; but I will
hold your hand, and we will live the white life

together."
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Ch.ek to cheek they saw the darkness come, and
afterwards the silver moon steal up over a frozen ^orldm w».,ch the air bit Hke steel and braced the hearthke wine. Then, at last, before it was nine o'clock
after her custom, the Indian woman went to bed'leavmg her daughter brooding peacefully by the

For a long time Pauline sat with hands clasped in
her lap. her gaze on the tossing flames, in her heart andmind a new feeling of strength and purpose. The way
before her was not clear, she saw no further than thisday and all that ,t had brought

; yet she was as one
that has crossed a direful flood and finds herself on a
strange shore m an unknown country, with the twilight
about her. yet with so much of danger passed that there
was only the thought of the moment's safety round her
the camp-fire to be lit, and the bed to be made under'
the friendly trees and stars.

For a half-hour she sat so, and then, suddenly, she
raised her head l.stening. leaning towards the window,
through which the moonlight streamed. She heard hername called without, distinct and strange-" PW/«^ /

Faulme !

Starting up, she ran to the door and opened it All
was silent and cruelly cold.

'

Nothing but the wide
plain of snow and the steely air. But as she stood
intently listening, the red glow from the fire behind
her, again came the cry-" Pauline I " not far away
Her heart beat hard, and she raised her head and
called-why was it she should call out in a languajre
not her own ?—" Qu'appelle ? Qu\ippelle ?"
And once again on the still night air came the

trembling appeal, " Pauline !

"

''Qu'appelle? Qu'appelie?" she cried, then, with a
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gasping murmur of understanding and recognition she
ran forward in the frozen night towards the sound of
the voice. The same intuitive sense which had made
her call out in French, without thought or reason, had
revealed to her who it was that called ; or was it that
even in the one word uttered there was the note of a
voice always remembered since those days with Manette
at Winnipeg?
Not far away from the house, on the way to Portage

la Drome, but a little distance from the road, was a
crevasse, and towards this she sped, for once before an
accident had happened there. Again the voice called
as she sped—" Pauline

!

" and she cried out that she
was coming. Presently she stood above the declivity,
and peered over. Almost immediately below her, a
few feet down, was a man lying in the snow. He had
strayed from the obliterated road, and had fallen down
the crevasse, twisting his foot cruelly. Unable to walk,
he had crawled several hundred yards in the snow, but
his strength had given out, and then he had called to
the house, on whose dark windows flickered the flames
of the fire, the name of the girl he had come so far to
see.

With a cry of joy and pain at once she recognised
him now. It was as her heart had said—it was Julien,
Manette's brother. In a moment she was beside him,
her arm around his shoulder.

" Pauline !

" he said feebly, and fainted in her arms.
An instant later she was speeding to the house, and,
rousing her mother and two of the stablemen, she
snatched a flask of brandy from a cupboard and
hastened back.

An hour later Julien Labrosse lay in the great sitting-
room beside the fire, his foot and ankle bandaged, and
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c^t ease his face ali-ht with all that had Droujrht him
there. And once a-ain the Indian mother with a sure
mst.nct knew why he had come, and saw that now her
kMrl would hare a white woman's home. and. for her
.nan, one of the race like her father's race, white and
conqucnng.

" I'm sorry to give trouble," Julien said, laughing-
he had a trick of laughing lightly; "but I'll be able
to get back to th. Portage to-morrow."
To this the Indian mother said, however, "To please

yourself is a gi-eat thing, but to please others is better-
and so you will stay here till you can walk back to the
Portage, M sicu' Julien."

^^

" Well, I've never been so comfortable." he said—
never so happy. If you don't mind the trouble » " '

The Indian woman nodded pleasantly, and found anexcuse to leave the room. But before she went she
contrived to place near his elbow one of the scraps ofpaper on which Pauline had drawn his face, with thatof Manette. It brought a light of hope and happiness
into his eyes, and he thrust the paper under the fur
robes of the couch.

"What are you doing with your life?" Pauline asked
him as his eyes sought hers a few moments later
"Oh, I have a big piece of work before me," he

answered eagerly, "a great chance-to build a bridge
over the St. Lawrence, and I'm only thirty! I've cotmy start Then, I've made over the old Seigneury my
father left me, and I'm going to live in it. It will be a
fine place, when I've done with it, comfortable and big
with old oak timbers and walls, and deep fireplaces
and carvings done in the time of Louis Quinze. and
dark red velvet curtains for the drawing-room, and
skins and furs. Yes. I must have skins and furs
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like these here." He smoothed the skins with his
hand.

" Manette, she will live with you ? " I'auline asked.
"Oh no, her husband wouldn't like that. You see,

Manette is to be married. She told me to tell you all

about it."

He told her all there was to tell of Manctte's court-
ship, and added that the wedding would take place in
the spring.

"Manette wanted it when the leaves first flourish
and the birds come back," he said gaily ; " and so she's
not going to live with me at the Seigneury, you see.

No, there it is, as fine a house, good enough for a prince,
and I shall be there alone, unless

"

His eyes met hers, and he caught the light that was
in them, before the eyelids drooped over them and she
turned her head to the fire. "But the spring is two
months off yet," he added.

"The spring?" she asked, puzzled, yet half afraid to
speak.

"Yes, I'm going into my new house when Manette
goes into her new house—in the spring. And I won't
go alone if

"

He caugh*: her eyes again, but she rose hurriedly and
said, "You must sleep now. Good-night." She held
out her hand.

"Well, I'll tell you the rest to-morrow—to-morrow
night when it's quiet like this, and the stars shine," he
answered. " I'm going to have a home of my own like
this—ah, dien siir, Pauline."

That night the old Indian mother prayed to the Sun,
"O great Spirit," she said, "I give thanks for the
Medicine poured into my heart. Be good to my white
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child when she goes with her man to the white man'shome far away. O great Spirit, when I retu n to theedges of my people, be kind to me, for I shaH b^bnely
;

I shall not have my child ; I siall not hear my
and gre.T Father, t.ll my dream tells me that mv mancomes from over the hills for me once more." ^
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SHE went against all good judgment in marrying
him

;
she cut herself off from her own people,

from the life in which she had been an alluring and
beautiful figure. Washington had never had two such
seasons as those in which she moved ; for the diplo-
matic circle who had had "the run of the world"
knew her value, and were not content without her.
She might have made a brilliant match with one
ambassador thirty years older than herself—she was
but twenty-two; and there were at least six attaches
and secretaries of legation who enterec upon a tourna-
ment for her heart and hand ; but she was not for
them. All her fine faculties of tact and fairness, of
harmless strategy, and her gifts of wit and unexpected
humour were needed to keep her cavaliers constant
and hopeful to the last; but she never faltered, and
she did not fail. The faces of old men brightened
when they saw her, and one or two ancient figures
who, for years, had been seldom seen at social functions
now came when they knew she was to be present.
There were, of course, a few women who said she
would coquette with any male from nine to ninety;
but no man ever said so; and there was none, from
first to last, but smiled with pleasure at even the
mention of her name, so had her vivacity, intelligence
and fine sympathy conquered them. She was a social

"7
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artist by instinct. In their hearts they all recognised
how fair and impartial she was; and she drew out
of every man the best that was in him. The few
women who did not like her said that she chattered

;

but the truth was she made other people talk by
swift suggestion or delicate interrogation.

After the blow fell, Freddy Hartzman put the
matter succinctly, and told the truth faithfully, when
he said, " The first time I met her, I told her all I'd
ever done that could be told, and all I wanted to do

;

including a resolve to carry her off to some desert
place and set up a Kingdom of Two. I don't know
how she did it. I was like a tap, and poured myself
out; and when it was all over I thought she was the
best talker I'd ever heard. But yet she'd done nothing
except look at me . nd listen, and put in a question
here and there, that was like a baby asking to see
your watch. Oh, she was a lily-flowc was Sally
Seabrook, and I've never been sorry J ;old her all
my little story! It did me good. Pl jr darling—it

makes me sick sometimes when I think of it. Yet
she'll win out all right—a hundred to one she'll win
out. She was a star."

Freddy Hartzman was in an embassy of repute;
he knew the chanc illeries and salons of many nations,'
and was looked upon as one of the ablest and shrewdest
men in e diplomatic service. He had written one
of the best books on international law in existence, he
talked English like a native, he had published a volume
of delightful verse, and had omitted to publish several
others, including a tiny volume which Sally Seabrook's
charms had inspired him to write. His view of her
was shared by most men who knew the world, and
especially by the elderly men who had a real knowledge
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of human nature, among whom was a certain important
member of the United States executive called John
Appleton. When the end of all things at Washington
came for Sally, these two men united to bear her up,
that her feet should not stumble upon the stony path
of the hard journey she had undertaken.
Appleton was not a man of much speech, but his

words had weight; for he was not only a minister; he
came of an old family which had ruled the social
destinies of a state, and had alternatelv controlled and
disturbed its politics. On the day of the sensation, in
the fiery cloud of which Sally disappeared, Appleton
delivered himself of his mind in the matter at a
reception given by the President.

" She wil* come back—and we will all take her back
be glad to have her back," he said. " She has the grip
of a lever which can .itt the eternal hills with the right
pressure. Leave her alone—leave her alone. This is
a democratic country, and she'll prove democracy a
success before she's done."

The world knew that John Appleton had offered her
marriage, and he had never hidden the fact. What
they did not know vvas that she had told him what
she meant to do before she did it. He had spoken
to her plainly, bluntly, then with a voice that was
blurred and a little broken, urging her against the
course toward which she was set; but it had not
availed

;
and, realising that he had come upon a powerful

will underneath the sunny and so human surface, he had
ceased to protest, to bear down upon her mind with his
own iron force. When he realised that all his reasoning
was wasted, that all worldly argument was vain, he
made one last attempt, a forlorn hope, as though to
put upon record what he believed to be the truth.

9
—
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" There is no position you cannot occupy/ he said.

" You have the perfect gift in private life, and you have
a public gift. You have a genius for ruling. Say, my
dear, don't wreck it all. I know you are not for mc,
but there are better men in the country than I am.
Hartzman will be a great man one day—he wants you.
Young Tilden wai 's you; he has millions, and he will

never disgrace them or you, the power which they can
command, and the power which you have. And there

are others. Your people have told you they will turn

, )u off; the world will say things—will rend you.

There is nothing so popular for the moment as the fall

of a favourite. But that's nothing—it's nothing at all

compared with the danger to yourself I didn't sleep

last night thinking of it. Yet I'm glad you wrote me

;

it gave me time to think, and I can tell you the truth

as I see it. Haven't you thought that he will drag you
down, down, down, wear out your soul, break and sicken

your life, destroy your beauty—you are beautiful, my
dear, beyond what the worjd sees, even. Give it up

—

ah, give it up, and don't break our hearts! There
are too many people loving you for you to sacrifice

them—and yourself, too. . . . You've had such a good
time!"

" It's been like a dream," she interrupted, in a far-away

voice, " like a dream, these two years."

"And it's been such a good dream," he urged; "and
you will only go to a bad one, from which you will

never wake. The thing has fastened on him; he will

never give it up. And penniless, too—his father has
cast him off. My girl, it's impossible. Listen to me.
There's no one on earth that would do more for you
than I would—no one."

" Dear, dear friend ! " she cried with a sudden impulse.
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and caught his hand in hers and kissed it before he
could draw it back. "You are so true, and you think
you are right. But, but "-her eyes took on a deep
steady, far-away look—" but I will save him ; and we
shall not be penniless in the end. Meanwhile I have
seven hundred dollars a year of my own. No one can
touch that. Nothing can change tne now—and I have
promised."

When he saw her fixed determination, he made no
further protest, but asked that he might help her, be
with her the next day, when she was to take a step
which the wise world would say must lead to sorrow and
a miserable end.

The step she took was to marry Jim Templeton, the
drunken, cast-off son of a millionaire senator from
Kentucky, who controlled railways, and owned a bank,
and had so resented his son's inebriate habits that for
five years he had never permitted Jim's nime to be
mentioned in his presence. Jim had had twenty
thousand dollars left him by his mother, and a small
mcome of three hundred dollars from an investment
which had been made for him when a little boy. And
this had carried him on

; for, drunken as he was. b- had
sense enough to eke out the money, limiting himself to
three thousand dollars a year. He had four thousand
dollars left, and his tiny income of three hundred, when
he went to Sally Seabrook, after having been sober for
a month, and begged her to marry him.

Before dissipation had made him look ten years
older than he was, there had been no hanri^-omer manm all America. Even yet he had a remarkable face:
long, delicate, with dark brown eyes, as fair n forehead
as man could wish, and black, waving hair, streaked with
grey—grey, though he was but twenty-nin« years of age.
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W hen Sally was fifteen and he twenty-two, he had
fallen in love with her and she with him ; and nothing
had broken the early romance. He had captured her
young imagination, and had fastened his image on her
heart. Her people, seeing the drift of things, had sent
her to a school on the Hudson, and the two did not
meet for some time. Then came a stolen interview,
and a fastening of the rivets of attraction—for Jim had
gifts of a wonderful kind. He knew his Horace and
Anacreon and Heine and Lamartine and Dante in the
originals, and . a hundred others; he was a speaker of
power and grace; and he had a clear, strong head for
business. He was also a laywer, and was junior
attorney to his father's great business. It was because
he had the real business gift, not because he had a bril-

liant and scholarly mind, that his father had taken him
into his concerns, and was the more unforgiving when
he gave way to temptation. Otherwise, he would have
pensioned Jim off, and dismissed him from his mind as
a useless, insignificant person; for Horace, Anacreon,
and philosophy and history were to him the recreations
of the feeble-minded. He had set his heart on Jim, and
what Jim could do and would do by and by in the vast
financial concerns he controlled, when he was ready to
slip out and down; but Jim had disappointed him
beyond calculation.

In the early days of their association Jim had left

his post and taken to drink at critical moments in

their operations. At first, high words had been spoken

;

then there came the strife of two dissimilar natures, and
both were headstrong, and each proud and unrelenting
in his own way. Then, at last, had come the separa-
tion, irrevocable and painful ; and Jim had flung out
into the world, a drunkard, who, sober for a fortnight
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or a month, or three months, would afterward go off
on a spree, in which he quoted Sappho and Horace
in taverns, and sang bacchanalian songs with a voice
meant for the stage—a heritage from an ancestor who
had sung upon the English stage a hundred years
before. Even in his cups, even after his darling vice
had submerged him, Jim Templeton was a man marked
out from his fellows, distinguished and very handsome.
Society, however, had ceased to recognise him for a
long time, and he did not seek it. For two or three
years he practised law now and then. He took cases,
preferably criminal cases, for which very often he got
no pay • but that, too, ceased at last. Now, in his
quiet, sober intervals he read omnivorously, and worked
out problems in pl.^ sics for which he had a taste, until
the old appetite surged over him again. Then his
spirits rose, and he was the old brilliant talker, the
joyous galliard until, in due time, he became silently
and lethargically drunk.

In one of his sober intervals he had met Sally
Seabrook in the street. It was the first time in four
years, for he had avoided her, and though she had
written to him once or twice, he had never answered
her—shame was in his heart. Yet all the time the
old song was in Sally's ears. Jim Templeton had
touched her in some distant and intimate corner of her
nature where none other had reached; and in all her
gay life, when men had told their tale of admiration
in their own way, her mind had gone back to Jim, and
what he had said under the magnolia trees; and his
voice had drowned all others. She was not blind to
what he had become, but a deep belief possessed her
that she, of all the world, could save him. She knew
how futile it would look to the world, how wild a dream
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It looked even to her own heart, how perilous it was •

but, play upon the surface of things as she had done
so much and so often in her brief career, she was seized
of convictions having origin, as it might seem, in some-
thing beyond herself.

So when she and Jim met in the street, the old true
thmg rushed upon them both, and for a moment they
stood still and looked at each other. As they might
Jook who say farewell forever, so did each dwell upon
the other's face. That was the beginning of the new
epoch. A few days more, and Jim came to her and
said that she alone could save him ; and she meant
him to say it, had led him to the saying, for the same
conviction was burned deep in her own soul. She
knew the awful risk she was taking, that the step must
mean social ostracism, and that her own people would
be no kinder to her than society; but she gasped a
prayer, smiled at Jim as though all were well, laid her
plans, made him promise her one thing on his knees,
and took the plunge.

Her people did as she expected. She was threatened
with banishment from heart and home—with dis-
inheritance; but she pursued her course; and the
only person who stood with her and Jim at the altar
was John Appleton, who would not be denied, and who
had such a half-hour with Jim before the ceremony as
neither of them forgot in the years that the locust ate
thereafter. And, standing at the altar, Jim's eyes were
still wet, with new resolves in his heart and a being at his
side meant for the best man in the world. As he knelt
beside her, awaiting the benediction, a sudden sense
of the enormity of this act came upon him, and for her
sake he would have drawn back then, had it not been
too late. He realised that it was a crime to put this

4 I
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young, beautiful life in peril ; that his own life was
a poor, contemptible thing, and that he had been
possessed of the egotism of the selfish and the young.
But the thing was done, and a new life was begun.

Before they were launched upon it, however, before
society had fully grasped the sensation, or they had
left upon their journey to northern Canada, where Sally
intended they should work out their problem and make
their home, far and free from all old associations, a
curious thing happened. Jim's father sent an urgent
message to Sally to come to him. When she came,
he told her she was mad, and asked her why she had
thrown her life away.

"Why have you done it?" he said. "You—you
knew all about him; you might have married the
best man in the country. You could rule a kingdom

;

you have beauty and power, and make people do what
you want : and you've got a sot."

" He is your son," she answered quietly.

She looked so beautiful and so fine as she stood there,
fearless and challenging before him, that he was moved!
But he would not show it.

" He was my son—when he was a man," he retorted
grimly.

" He is the son of the woman you once loved," she
answered.

The old man turned his head away.
"What would she have said to what you did to Jim ?

"

He drew himself around sharply. Her dagger had
gone home, but he would not let her know it.

"Leave her out of the question—she was a saint,"
he said roughly.

" She cannot be left out ; nor can you. He got his
temperament naturally; he inherited his weakness
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you
From your grandfather, from her father. Do
think you are in no way responsible?"
He was silent for a moment, but then said stubbornly

:

"Why—why have you done it? What's between him
and me can't be helped ; we are father and son ; but
you—you had no call, no responsibility."

" I love Jim. I always loved him, ever since I can
remember, as you did. I see my way ahead. I will
not desert him. No one cares what happens to him,
no one but me. Your love wouldn't stand the test

'

mine will."
'

" Your folks have disinherited you,—you have almost
nothing, and I will not change my mind. What do
you see ahead of you ?

"

"Jim—only Jim—and God."
Her eyes were shining, her hands were clasped

together at her side in the tenseness of her feeling,
her indomitable spirit spoke in her face.

Suddenly the old man brought his fist down on the
table with a bang. " I t's a crime—oh, it's a crime, to risk
your life so

! You ought to have been locked up. I'd
have done it."

" Listen to me," she rejoined quietly. " I know the risk.
But do you think that I could have lived my life out, feel-
ing that I might have saved Jim, and didn't try? You
talk of beauty and power and ruling—you say what others
have said to me. Which is the greater thing, to get
what pleases one, or to work for something which is

more to one than all else in the world ? To save one
life, one intellect, one great man—oh, he has the making
of a great man in him !—to save a soul, would not life
be well lost, would not love be well spent in doing it ?

"

"Love's labour lost," said the old man slowly,
cynically, bu* not v/ithout emotion.
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" I have ambition," she continued. " No girl was ever
more ambitious, but my ambition is to make the most
and best of myself. Place ?—Jim and I will hold it yet.

Power ?—it shall be as it must be ; but Jim and I will

work for it to fulfil ourselves. For me—ah, if I can save
him—and I mean to do so !—do you think that I would
not then have my heaven on earth ? You want money
—money— money, power, and to rule; and these are to

you the best things in the world. I make my choice
differently, though I would have these other things if I

could; and I hope I shall. But Jim first—Jim first,

your son, Jim—my husband, Jim !

"

The old man got to his feet slowly. She had him at

bay. "But you are great," he said, "great! It is an
awful stake—awful. Yet if you win, you'll have what
money can't buy. And listen to me. We'll make the
stake bigger. It will give it point, too, in another way.
If you keep Jim sober for four years from the day of
your marriage, on the last day of that four years I'll put
in your hands for you and him, or for your child—if you
have one—five millions of dollars. I am a man of my
word. While Jim drinks I won't take him back ; he's

disinherited. I'll give him nothing now or hereafter.

Save him for four years,—if he can do that he will do
all,—and there's five millions as sure as the sun's in

heaven. Amen and amen."

He opened the door. There was a strange soft light

in her eyes as she came to go.

" Aren't you going to kiss me ? " she said, looking at

him whimsically.

He was disconcerted. She did not wait, but reached

up and kissed him on the cheek. " Good-by," she said

with a smile. " We'll win the stake. Good-by."

An instant, and she was gone. He shut the door.
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then turned and looked in a mirror on the wall
Abstractedly he touched the cheek she had kissed.
Suddenly a change passed over his face. He dropped
in a chair, and his fist struck the table as he said • « By
God, she may do it, she may do it! But it's life and
death—It's life and death."

Society had its sensation, and then the veil dropped
I'or a long time none looked behind it except Jim's
father. He had too much at stake not to have his
telescope upon them. A detective followed them to
keep Jim s record. But this they did not know.

II

From the day they left Washington Jim put his life
and his fate m his wife's hands. He meant to follow
her judgment, and, self-willed and strong in intellect as

r 7,^','..^ ^^'^ *^^' '^^ "^°"^d have a fair chance
of fulfilling her purpose. There had been many pour
parUrs as to what Jim should do. There was farming,
bhe set that aside, because it meant capital, and it
also meant monotony and loneliness; and capital was
limited, and monotony and loneliness were bad for Jim
deadening an active brain which must not be deprived
of stimulants-stimulants of a different sort, however
from those which had heretofore mastered it. There
was the law But Jim would have to become a citizen
of Canada, change his flag, and where they meant to -o-to the outskirts-there would be few opportunities ftr
the law

;
and with not enough to do there would be

danger. Railway construction ? That seemed good inmany ways, but Jim had not the professional knowledge
necessary; his railway experience with his father
had only been financial. Above all else he must
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have responsibility, discipline, and strict order in his

life.

" Something that will be good for my natural vanity,

and knock the nonsense out of me," Jim agreed, as they
drew farther and farther away from Washington and
the past, and nearer and nearer to the Far North and
their future. Never did two more honest souls put
their hands in each other's, and set forth upon the

thorniest path to a goal which was their heart's desire.

Since they had become one, there had come into Sally's

face that illumination which belongs only to souls

possessed of an idea greater than themselves, outside

themselves— saints, patriots; faces which have been
washed in the salt tears dropped for others' sorrows,

and lighted by the fire of self-sacrifice. Sally Seabrook,
the high-spirited, the radiant, the sweetly wilful, the
provoking, to concentrate herself upon this narrow theme
—to reconquer the lost paradise of one vexed mortal
soul!

What did Jim's life mean ?—It was only one in the

millions coming and going, and every man must work
out his own salvation. Why should she cramp her soul

to this one issue, when the same soul could spend itself

upon the greater motives and in the larger circle ? A
wide world of influence had opened up before her;

position, power, adulation, could all have been hers, as

John Appleton and Jim's father had said. She might
have moved in well-trodden ways, through gardens of

pleasure, lived a life where all would be made easy, where
she would be shielded at every turn, and her beauty

would be flattered by luxury into a constant glow. She
was not so primitive, so unintellectual, as not to have

thought of this, else her decision would have had less

importance; she would have been 00 more than an



if
t*

140 NORTHERN LIGHl'S

t

ltiiiBifci.i

infatuaed emotional woman with a touch of second-classdrama m her nature. She had thought of it all. andZhad made her cho.ce. The easier course was the coursefor meaner souls, and she had not one vein of thin bloodnor a smal idea in her whole nature. She had a heart

aleTbrlr^''!,' '""fj-
^^" ^"^^^ '^^' J''" had

thinr T'^ T'^ ^"^ "°"'*^ accomplish greatthmgs She knew that he had in him the strain of

l^efir '""T^'r^''
"^°^^^^'^ ^^'^'^ had ended abrief hfe m a drunken duel on the Mississippi, and Jim'sboyhood had never had discipline or direction, o/a^ystrenuous order. He might never acquire order' andthe power that order and habit and thl daily iterationo necessary thoughts and acts bring; but the prospectdid no appal her. She had taken the risk with hereyes wide open; had set her own life and happiness

•n the haza.xl. But Jim must be saved, must £ whah,s talents h.s genius. entitled him to be. And theTonggame must have the long thought.
So. as they drew into the great 'Saskatchewan Valley,her hand m h.s. and hope in his eyes, and such a loo^of confidence and pride in her as brought back his ddstrong beauty of face, and smoothed th! carewon^ intof self-mdulgence. she gave him his course: as a privatehemust jom the North-Wes' Mounted Police, the redcoated nders o the plains, and work his way up througheven, stage of responsibility, beginning at 7cSof the ladder of humbleness and ^If-control

, /^heved that he would agree with her proposal • but h^rhands clasped his a little more firmly^n'd soliatl';-there was a famt, womanly fear at her heart-as sheasked h.m if he would do it. The life meant more than
occasional separation; it meant that there would tepenods when she would not be with him; and ther^
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was great danger in that ; but she knew that the risks

must be taken, and he must not be wholly reliant on
her presence for his moral strength.

His face fell for a moment when she made the
suggestion, but it cleared presently, and he said with
a dry laugh: "Well, I guess they must make me a
sergeant pretty quick. I'm a colonel in the Kentucky
Carbineers

!

"

She laughed, too ; then a moment afterward, woman-
like, wondered if she was right, and was a little frightened.

But that was only because she was not self-opinionated,

and was anxious, more anxious than any woman in all

the North.

It happened as Jim said ; he was made a sergeant at

once—Sally managed that; for, when it came to the

point, and she saw the conditions in which the privates

lived, and realised that Jim must be one of them, and
clean out the stables, and groom his horse and the

officers' horses, and fetch and carry, her heart failed

her, and she thought that she was making her remedy
needlessly heroical. So, she went to see the com-
missioner, who was on a tour of scrutiny on their arrival

at the post, and, as better men than he had done in

more knowing circles, he fell under her spell. If she
had asked for a lieutenancy, he would probably have
corrupted some member of Parliament into securing it

for Jim.

But Jim was made a sergeant, and the commissioner
and the captain of the troop kept their eyes on him. So
did other members of the troop who did not quite know
their man, and attempted, figuratively, to pinch him here

and there. They found that his actions were greater

than his words, and both were in perfect harmony in the

end, though his words often seemed pointless to their
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mmds, until they understood that they had conveyed
truths through a medium more like a hdlograph than a
telephone By and by they begin to understand his
hehographing, and, when they did that, they began to
swear by him, not at him.

In time it was found that the troop never had a better
disciphnanan than Jim. He knew when to shut his
eyes, and when to keep them open. To non-essentials
he kept his eyes shut

; to essentials he kept them very

Fnl°nT' Ir T'"
'^'"'^ ™"" °^ g°°^ birth fromEngland and elsewhere among them, and these mostly

understood him first. But they all understood Sallyfrom the beginning, and after a little they were eladenough to be permitted to come, on occasion, to the

iTfTt '"'"
''^"l"

"'" '^' b^'-^^^^^^' -"d hear

Hon. Iw I"
^"''^^'" ^^' questions, and, as men haddone at Washington, open out their hearts to her. Thev

noticed, however that while she made them barlJ
water, and all kinds of soft drinks from citric acid
sarsaparilla and the like, and had one special drink ofher own invention, which she called cream-nectar, nospmts were to be had. They also noticed that Jimnever drank a drop of liquor, and by and by. one wayor another they got a glimmer of the real truth, before
It became known who he really was or anything of his
story. And the interest in the two. and in Jim's re-
formation, spread through the country, while Jim gained
reputation as the smartest man in the force
They were on the outskirts of civilisation; as Jimused to say, " One step ahead of the procession." Jim'sduty was to guard the columns of settlement and pro-

gress, and to see that every man got his own rights andnot more than his rights; that justice should be the
plumb-line of march and settlement. His principle was
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embodied in certain words which he quoted once to

Sally from the prophet Amos— "And the Lord said

unto me, Amos, what seest thou t And I said, A plumb-
liner

On the day that Jim became a lieiM onant his family

increased by one. It was a girl, and they called her
Nancy, after Jim's mother. It was the anniversary of
their marriage, and, so far, Jim had won, with what
fightings and strugglings and wrestlings of the spirit

only Sally and himself knew. And she knew as well

as he, and always saw the storm coming before it broke
—a restlessness, then a nioodiness, then a hungry, eager,

helpless look, and afterwards an agony of longing, a
feverish desire to break away and get the thrilling thing
which would still the demon within him.

There had been moments when his doom seemed
certain—he knew and she knew that if he once got
drunk again he would fall never to rise. On one
occasion, after a hard, long, hungry ride, he was half-

mad with desire, but even as he seized the flask that

was offered to him by his only enemy, the captain of
B Troop at the next station eastward, there came a
sudden call to duty, two hundred Indians having gone
upon the war-path. It saved him, it broke the spell.

He had to mount and away, with the antidote and
stimulant of responsibility driving him on.

Another occasion was equally perilous to his safety.

They had been idle for days in a hot week in summer,
waiting for orders to return from the rail-head where
they had gone to quell a riot, and where drink anci

hilarity were common. Suddenly—more suddenly than
it had ever come, the demon of his thirst had Jim by
the throat. Sergeant Sewell, of the grey-stubble head,
who loved him more than his sour heart had loved
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.*
^'*'' *° '^'•"' '>''• ^J^«" salvationcame once aga.n. An accident had occurred far downon the railway hne. and the operator of the telegraph

office had that very day been stricken down^ tuhpleurisy and pneumonia In despair the manager hadsent to J.m. eagerly hoping that he might help themfor the R.ders of the Plains were a sort of cWt ofappeal for every trouble in the Far North
Instantly Jim was in the saddle with his troop. Out

t"ZT^ 'l!,''^
'^^'•"^'^ telegraphy when a^^oy^ahe had learned many things, and. arrived at the saneof the accdent. he sent messages and received them-by sound, not on paper as did the official operato^o

the amazenjcnt and pride of the troop. Therbetw^encanng for the injured in the accident, against thecoS
thid/f

""""•
n^ ""'•^•"g the ^ick operator throughthe dark moments of his dangerous illnSs. he passed acns.sofh.sown disease triumphantly; but not'^the last

in L^fel^y.

^'"^ """^ '° '^' '"°"^ *"^ ^^'^^ y^^' Passed

III

" Please, I want to go, too, Jim
"

Jim swung round and caught the child up in his arms

me that r°'' '
^°" '^" ^^^^ ^^'^'' •^^-«'^. t^"'

" It's what mummy calls you—it's pretty"

^r ! t"'
n"" ^?' 'mummy' because you do, and youmustnt call mey.«. because she does-do you hear? '•

beautiful dark blue eyes raised slowly, shaded by the
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'ittle parcel >.>

pui- tiv m in

^ iandvviches

the saddle-

long lashes, and the voice said demurely, s—
Jim."

"Nancy—Nancy," said a vcjice from the corner in
reproof, mingled with suppressed laughter. "Nancy,
you musn't be saucy. You mn^t say ' father' to

"

"Yes, mummy, ril say nither to -Jim."
"You imp—you imp of delight," said Jim, as he

strained the dainty little la. s to his breast, while she
appeared interested in a wnve of his black hair, w hich
she curled around her fin^v r

Sally came forward v. itt- tii

she had been preparin^^, anci

bags lying on a chair at tl.c doc r, in readiness for the
journey Jim was about to make. Her eyes were
glistening, and her face had a ! cightene-i colour. The
three years which had passed since s e married had
touched her not at all to her disadva tagc, rather to her
profit. She looked not an hour olaer • motb'-rl ood had
only added to her charm, lending it a dcligh .ul gravity.
The prairie life had given a shining quality to her hand-
someness, an air of depth and firmness, an exquisite health
and clearness to the colour in her cheeks. Her step was as
light as Nancy's, elastic and buoyant—a gliding motion
which gave a sinuous grace to the movements of her
body. There had also come into her eyes a vigilance
such as deaf people possess, a sensitive observation
imparting a deeper intelligence to the face.

Here was the only change by which you could guess
the story of her life. Her eyes were like the ears of an
anxious mother who can never sleep till every child is

abed
; whose sense is quick to hear the faintest footstep

without or within; and who, as years go on, and her
children grow older and older, must still lie awake
hearkening for the late footstep on the stair. In Sally's

lO
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eyes was the story of the past three years : of love and
temptation and struggle, of watchfulness and yearning
and anxiety, of determination and an inviolable hope.
Her eyes had a deeper look than that in Jim's. Now,
as she gazed at him, the maternal spirit rose up from
the great well of protectiveness in her and engulfed
both husband and child. There was always something
of the maternal in her eyes when she looked at Jim.
He did not see it—he saw only the wonderful blue,
and the humour which had helped him over such
difficult places these past three years. In steadying
and strengthening Jim's will, in developing him from
his Southern indolence into Northern industry and
sense of responsibility, John Appleton's warnings had
rung in Sally's ears, and Freddy Hartzman's forceful
and high-minded personality had passed before her
eyes with an appeal powerful and stimulating; but
always she came to the same upland of serene faith
and white-hearted resolve; f i Jim became dearer and
dearer.

The baby had done much to brace her faith in the
future and comfort her anxious present. The child
had intelligence of a rare order. She would lie by the
half-hour on the floor, turning over the leaves of a book
without pictures, and, before she could speak, would
read from the pages in a language all her own. She
made a fairy world for herself, peopled by characters
to whom she gave names, to whom she assigned curious
attributes and qualities. They were as real to her as
though flesh and blood, and she was never lonely, and
never cried

; and she had buried herself in her father's
heart. She had drawn to her the roughest men in the
troop, and for old Sewell, the grim sergeant, she had a
specially warm place.
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"You can love me if you like," she had said to him
at the very start, with the egotism of childhood : butmade haste to add, " because I love you. Gri-Gri.''

'

She
called him Gri-Gri from the first, but they knew only
long afterwards that "gri-gri" meant "grey-grey," to
signify that she called him after his grizzled hats
What she had been in the life-history of Sally and

Jim they both knew. Jim regarded her with an almost
superstitious feeling. Sally was his strength, his sup-
port, his mspiration, his bulwark of defence; Nanc/
was the charm he wore about his neck-his ma.cot, he
called her. Once, when she was ill, he had suffered as
he had never done before in his life. He could not
sleep nor eat, and went about his duties like one in adream When his struggles against his enemy were
fiercest, he kept saying over her name to himself, asSf,;°" K

^'^P, ^'"- ^'' ^'-^y^ '' -- Sally'shand he held in the darkest hours, in his brutal moments •

for in this fight between appetite and will there aremoments when only the animal seems to exist, and the
soul disappears in the glare and gloom of the primal
emotions. Nancy he called his "lucky sixpence," buthe called Sally his "guinea-girl."
From first to last his whimsicality never deserted him

In his worst hours, sonie innate optimism and humour
held him steady in his fijht. It was not depression that
possessed h.m at the worst, but the violence of an
appetite most like a raging pain which men may endure
with a smile upon their lips. He carried in his face the

ln7.f
^ conflict the aftermath of bitter experience

;

and through all there pulsed the glow of experience.He had grown handsomer, and the graceful decision of
his figure the deliberate certainty of every action
heightened the force of a singular personality. As in

9!UKi
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the eyes of Sally, in his eyes was a long reflective look
which told of things overcome, and yet of dangers
present. His lips smiled often, but the eyes said : "

I
have lived, I have seen, I have suffered, and I must
suffer more. I have loved, I have been loved under
the shadow of the sword. Happiness I have had, and
golden hours, but not peace—never peace. My soul
has need of peace."

In the greater, deeper experience of their lives, the
more material side of existence had grown less and less
to them. Their home was a model of simple comfort
and some luxury, though Jim had insisted that Sally's
income should not be spent, except -pon the child, and
should be saved for the child, their home being kept on
his pay and on the tiny income left by his mother.
With the help of an Indian girl, and a half-breed for
outdoor work and fires and gardening, Sally had cared
for the house herself. Ingenious and tasteful, with
a gift for cooking and an educated hand, she had made
her little home as pretty as their few possesions would
permit. Refinement covered all, and three or four-
score books were like so many friends to comfort her
when Jim was away; like kind and genial neigh-
bours when he was at home. From Browning she had
written down in her long sliding handwriting, and hung
up beneath Jim's looking-glass, the heartening and
inspiring words:

"One who never turned his back, but marched breast forward,
Never doubted clouds would break,

Never dreamed, though right were worste.i, wrong would triumph.
Held we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better.

Sleep to wake."

They had lived above the sordid, and there was
something in the nature of Jim's life to help them to it.

Ill

'im:^' ,:\^Ai'%
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He belonged to a small handful of men who had control
over an empire, with an individual responsibility and
influence not contained in the scope of the'r commissions.
It was a matter of moral force and character, and of
uniform, symbolical only of the great power behind

;

of the long arm of the State; of the insistence of the
law, which did not rely upon force alone, but on the
certainty of its administration. In such conditions the
smallest brain was bound to expantl, to take on qualities
of judgment and temperateness which would never be
developed in ordinary circumstances. In the case of
Jim Templeton, who needed no stimulant to his
intellect, but rather a steadying quality, a sense of
proportion, the daily routine, the command of men, the
diverse nature of his duties, half civil, half military,' the
personal appeals made on all sides by the people of the
country for advice, for help, for settlement of disputes,
for information which his well-instructed mind could
give—all these modified the romantic brilliance of his
intellect, made it and himself more human.

It had not come to him all at once. His intellect at
first stood in his way. His love of paradox, his deep
observation, his insight, all made him inherently
satirical, though not cruelly .so; but .satire had become
pure whimsicality at last ; and he came to see that, on
the whole, the world was imperfect, but also, on the
whole, was moving toward perfection rather than
imperfection. He grew to realise that what seemed so
often weakness in men was tendency and idiosyncrasy
rather than evil. And in the end he thought better <'r

him.self as he came to think better of all others. I-\>r

he had thought less of all the world becau>e he had
thought so little of him.self. He had overestimated his
own faults, had made them into crimes in his own eyes,
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and, observing things in others of similar import, had
become almost a cynic in intellect, while in heart he
had remained a boy.

In all that he had changed a great deal. His heart
was still the heart of a boy, but his intellect had sobered
softened, ripened—even in this secluded and seemingly
unimportant life; as Sally had said and hoped it would.
Sally s conx iction had been right. But the triumph was
not yet achieved. She knew it. On occasion the tones
of his voice told her, the look that came into his eyes
proclaimed it^ to her. his feverishness and restlessness
made it certain. How many a night had she thrown
her arm over his shoulder, and sought his hand and
held It while in the dark silence, wide-eyed, dry-lipped
and with a throat like fire he had held himself bVck
from falling. There was liquor in the house—the fight
would not have been a fight without it. She had
determined that he should see his enemy and meet him
in the plains and face him down; and he was never
many feet away from his possible disaster. Yet for
long over three years all had gone well. There was
another year. Would he kst out the course ?
At first the thought of the great stake for which she

was playing in terms of currency, with the head of Jim's
father on every note, was much with her. The amazing
nature of the offer of five millions of dollars stimulated
her imagination, roused her; gold coins are counters in
the game of success, signs and tokens. Money alone
could not have lured her ; but rather what it represented
—power, width of action, freedom to help when the
heart prompted, machinery for carrying out large plans
ability to surround with advantage those whom we love.'
So, at first, while yet the memories of Washington were
much with her, the appeal of the millions was strong
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The gallant nature of the contest and the great stake
braced her; she felt the blood quicken in htr pulse.

But, all through, the other thing really mastered her:
the fixed idea that Jim must be saved. As it deepened,
the other life that she had lived became like tlie sports
in which we shared when children, full of vivacious
memory, shining with impulse and the stir of life, but
not to be repeated—days and deeds outgrown. So the
light of one idea shone in her face. Yet she was
intensely human too ; and if her eyes had not been set
on the greater glory, the other thought might have
vulgarised her mind, made her end and goal sordid—
the descent of a nature rather than its ascension.
When Nancy came, the lesser idea, the stake, took on

a new importance, for now it seemed to her that it was
her duty to secure for the child its rightful heritage.
Then Jim, too, appeared in a new light, as one who
could never fulHl himself unless working through the
natural channels of his birth, inheritance, and upbring-
ing. Jim, drunken and unreliable, with broken will and
fighting to find himself—the waste places were for him,
until he was the master of his will and emotions. Once]
however, secure in ability to control himself, with
cleansed brain and purpose defined, the wi lest field
would still be too narrow for his talents—and the five,

yes, the fifty millions of his father must be his.

She had never repented having married Jim; but
twice in those three years she had broken down and
wept as though her heart would break. There were
times when Jim's nerves were shaken in his struggle
against the unseen foe, and he had .spoken to \er
querulously, almost sharply. Yet in her tears there was
no reproach for him, rather for herself—the fear that she
might lose her infiuence over him, that she could not

;k;>ia
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keep him close to her heart, that he might drift away
from her in the commonplaces and monotony of work
and domestic life. Everything so depended on her
bemg to him not only the one woman for whom he cared
but the woman without whom he could care for nothing
else. *

^^

" Oh, my God, give me his love," she had prayed
Let me keep it yet a little while. For his sake, not

for my own, let me have the power to hold his love
Make my mind always quiet, and let me blow neither
hot nor cold. Help me to keep my temper sweet
and cheerful, so that he will find the room empty
where I am not. and his footsteps will quicken
when he comes to the door. Not for my sake, dear
God, but for his, or my heart will break—it will break
unless Thou dost help me to hold him. O Lord, keep
me from tears; make my face happy that I may be
goodly to his eyes, and forgive the selfishness of a poor
woman who has little, and would keep her little and
cnerish it, for Christ's sake."

Twice had she poured out her heart so, in the agony
of her fear that she should lose favour in Jim's sight-
she did not know how alluring she was, in spite of
the constant proofs offered her. She had had her will
with all who came her way, from governor to Indian
brave. Once, in a journey they had made far north
soon after they came, she had stayed at a Hudson Bay
Company's post for some days, while there came news
of restlessness among the Indians, because of lack of
food, and Jim had gone farther north to steady the
tribes, leaving her with the factor and his wife and a
halfbreed servant.

While she and the factor's wife were alone in the
yard of the post one day, an Indian chief. Arrowhead,

*ivU '""-

:-:^^i&
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in war-print and feathers, entered suddenly, brandishing
a long knife. He had been drinking, and there was
danger in his black eyes. With a sudden inspiration

she came forward quickly, nodded and smiled to him,
and then pointed to a grindstone standing in the corner
of the yard. As she did so, she saw Indians crowding
into the gate armed with knives, guns, bows, and
arrows. She beckoned to Arrowhead, and he followed
her to the grindstone. She poured some water on the
wheel and began to turn it, nodding at the now
impassive Indian to begin. Presently he nodded also,

and put his knife on the stone. She kept turning
steadily, singing to herself the while, as with anxiety
she saw the Indians drawing closf:r and closer in from
the gate. Faster and faster she turned, and at last the
Indian lifted his knife from the stone. She reached
out her hand with simulated interest, felt the edge with
her thumb, the Indian looking darkly at her the while.

Presently, after feeling the edge himself, he bent over
the stone again, and she went on turning the wheel
still singing softly. At last he stopped again and felt

the edge. With a smile which showed her fine white
teeth, she'said, " Is that for me?" making a significant

sign across her throat at the same time.

The old Indian looked at her grimly, then slowly
shook his head in negation.

" I go hunt Yellow Hawk to-night," he said. " I go
fight; I like marry you when I come back. How !" he
said and turned away toward the gate.

Some of his braves held back, the blackness of death
in their looks He saw. " My knife is sharp," he said.

"The woman is brave. She shall live—go and fight

Yellow Hawk, or starve and die."

Divining their misery, their hunger, and the savage
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thought that had come to them, Sally had whispered to
the factor s wife to bring food, and the woman now camerunnmg out with two baskets full, and returned for
more. Sally ran forward among the Indians and put
the food into their hands. With grunts of satisfaction
they seized what she gave, and thrust it into their
mouths, squatting on the ground. Arrowhead looked
on stern and immobile, but when at last she and the
factor 3 wife sat down before the braves with confidence
and an air of friendliness, he sat down also: yet
famished as he was, he would not touch the food. At
last Sally, re&lising his proud defiance of hunger,
offered him a little lump of pemmican and a biscuitand with a grunt he took it from her hands and ate itIhen at his command a fire was \c, the pipe of peacewas brought out, and Sally and the factor's wife touched
their lips to it, and passed it on.
So was a new treaty of peace and loyalty made with

Arrowhead and his tribe by a woman without fear,whose life had seemed not worth a minute's purchase
'

and as the sun went down. Arrowhead and his menwent forth to make war upon Yellow Hawk besidu the
Nettigon River. In this wise had her influence spread
in the land. ^

Standing now with the child in his arms and his wife
coking at him with a shining moisture of the eyes, Jim
laughed outright. There came upon him a sudden
sense of power, ofaggressive force-the will to do. Sallv
understood, and came and laughingly grasped his arm

Oh. J.m, she said playfully, "you are getting
muscles like steel. You hadn't these when you were
colonel of the Kentucky Carbineers !

"

«
I
guess I need them now," he said, smiling, and

-;>7i««<
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with the child still in his arms drew l.cr to a window
looking northward. As far as the eye could see,

nothing but snow, like a blanket spread over the land.

Here and there in the wide expanse a tree silhouetted

against the sky, a tracery of eccentric beauty, and off" in

the far distance a solitary horseman riding toward the
post—riding hard.

"It was root, hog, or die with me, Sally," he
continued, "and I rooted. ... I wonder—that fellow

on the horse— I have a feeling about him. See, he's

been riding hard and long—you can tell by the way the
horse drops his legs. He sags a bit himself. . . . But
isn't it beautiful, all that out there—the real quint-

essence of life,"

The air was full of delicate particles of frost on
which the sun sparkled, and though there was neither
bird nor insect, nor animal, nor stir of leaf, nor swaying
branch or waving grass, life palpitated in the air, energy
sang its song in the footstep that crunched the frosty

ground, that broke the crusted snow; it was in the
delicate wind that stirred the flag by the barracks
away to the left; hope smiled in the wide pto.spect over
which the thrilling, bracing air trembled. Sally had
chosen right.

"You had a big thought when you brought me here,

guinea-girl," he added presently. "We are going to
win out here,"—he set the child down—" you and I and
this lucky sixpence." He took up his short fur coat.

"Yes, we'll win, honey." Then, with a brooding look
in his face, he added

:

" • The end comes as came the beginning.

And shadows fail into the past

;

And the goal, is it not worth the winning,

If it brings us but home at the last ?
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While far through the poin of waste places
We tread, 'tis a hloswiming vxl

That drives us to grace from disgraces,
From the fens to the gardens of God I

'"

He paused reflectively. " It's strange that this life
up here makes you feel that you must live a bigger
life still, that this is only the wide porch to the great
labour-house—it makes you want to do things. Well
we've got to win the stake first," he added with a
laugh.

"The stake is a big one, Jim—bigger than you
think.

" You and her and me—me that was in the gutter
"

•• What is the gutter, dadsie ? " asked Nancy.
" The gutter—the gutter is where the dish-water goes,

midget," he answered with a dry laugh.
"Oh, I don't think you'd like to be in the gutter,"

Nancy said solemnly

"You have to get used to it first, miss," answered
Jim.

Suddenly Sally laid both hands on Jim's shoulders
and looked him in the eyes. "You must win the stake
Jim. Think—now !

"

She laid a hand on the head of the child. He did
not know that he was playing for a certain five millions,
perhaps fifty millions, of dollars. She had never told
him of his father's offer. He was fighting only for
salvation for those he loved, for freedom. As they
stood there, the conviction had come upon her that they
had come to the last battlefield, that this journey which
Jim now must take would decide all, would give them
perfect peace or lifelong pain. The shadow of battle
was over them, but he had no foreboding, no premoni-
tion

; he had never been so full of spirits and life.
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To her adjuration Jim replied by burying his face in

her g^>lden hair, and he whispered: "Say, I've done
near four years, my girl. I think I'm all right now

—

I think. This last six months, it's been easy—pretty

fairly easy."

" Four months more, only four months more—God be

good to us 1 " she said with a little gasp.

If he held out for four months more, the first great

stage in their life-journey would be passed, the stake

won.

"I saw a woman get an awful fall once," Jim said

suddenly. "Her bones were broken in twelve places,

and there wasn't a spot on her body without injury.

They set and fixed up every broken bone except one. It

was split down. They didn't dare perform the operation
;

she couldn't stand it. There was a limit to pain, and
she had reached the boundary. Two years went by,

and she got better every way, but inside her leg those

broken pieces of bone were rubbing against each other.

She tried to avoid the inevitable operation, but nature

said, ' You must do it, or die in the end.' She yielded.

Then came the long preparations for the operation.

Her heart shrank, her mind got tortured. She'd

suffered too much. She pulled herself together, and
said, ' I must conquer this shrinking body of mine, by
my will. How shall I do it?* Something within her

said, ' Think and do for others. Forget yourself.' And
so, as they got her ready for her torture, she visited

hospitals, agonised cripple as she was, and smiled and
talked to the sick and broken, telling them of her own
miseries endured and dangers faced, of the boundary
of human suffering almost passed ; and so she got

her courage for her own trial. And she came out all

right in the end. Well, that's the way I've felt some-
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it must." He smiled.
^°' " """= "'«"

enSe? "^t™ "
;$"-k a'.'he door.and presently Sewell

sTchesaid.
^°"""-°"- "fehes you to come over.

start'?""
^"" '°'"'"^' S^"="- I^ "" ready for the

" Everything's ready, sir, but there's tn h*> o i,

orders. So^ething/happened-ri^j^b upTtheCree country, I think." ^ ^ " *"^

A few minutes later Tim wa<j in t-u^ n

cr^Lt;:r^tv^::s/^atVra^ e^-were restless through want of food and tt'atenS?,game, and a force sent to canf,,™ a ^ absence of

who had committStemurL™! ''"'''''

-td^-nrr^:f^r££?^Fv°

Tim h^?^
°^'"" ""^^ '""' °" ''^^ expedition for whichJ m had been prepanng. and he made ready to goTDon

aL h"etad?• '? "f ^'^ "°' ^^-^ tiH thS Ta^safter he had gone what the nature of his mission was

IV
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armed with only a revolver. If he had gone with ten
men, there would have been an instant w.'Ar, in uhich
he would have lost his life. This is what the chief
had expected, had prepared for; but Jim was more
formidable alone, with power far behind him which
could come with force and destroy the tribe, if
resistance was offered, than with fifty men. His
tongue had a gift of terse and picturesque speech
powerful with a people who had the gift of imagination.'
With five hundred men ready to turn him loose in the
plains without dog- or fo-d, he carried himself with a
watchful coolness and complacent determination which
got home to their minds with great force.
For hours the struggle for the murderer went on, a

struggle of mind over inferior mind and matter.
Arrowhead was a chief whose will had never been

crossed by his own people, and to master that will by a
superior will, to hold back the destructive force which,
to the ignorant minds of the braves, was only a natural
force of defence, meant a task needing more than
authority behind it. For the very fear of that authority
put in motion was an incentive to present resistance—
to stave off the day of trouble. The faces that sur-
rounded Jim were thin with hunger, and the murder that
had been committed by the chief had, as its origin the
tooHsh replies of the Hudson Bay Company's man to
their demand for supplies. Arrowhead had killed him
with his own hand
But Jim Templeton was of a different calibre

Although he had not been told it, he realised that
indirectly, hunger was the cause of the crime and might
easily become the cause of another; for their tempers
were sharper even than their appetites. Upon this
he played

;
upon this he made an exhortation to the
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chief. He assumed that Arrowhead had become
violent, because of his people's straits, that Arrowhead's
heart yearned for his people and would make sacrifice

s^ th!r 7' '^^''T^^^d came quietly, he would
see that supplies of food were sent at once, and that
arrangements were made to meet the misery of their
situation. Therefore, if Arrowhead came freely, hewould have so much in his favour before his judges: ifhe would not come quietly, then he must be brought by
force

;
and if the^- raised a hand to prevent it! then

destruction would fall upon all-all save the ^omenand children^ The law must be obeyed. They might
try to res.^ the law through him. but. if violencewas shown, he would first kill Arrowhead, and then
des ruction would descend like a wind out of the north
darkness would swallow th-m, and their bones would
cover the plains.

•.t'u^! t""^^"^
^'^ "^"'"^^ ^ y°""S: brave sprang forward

With hatchet raised. Jim's revolver slipped down into
his palm from his sleeve, and a bullet caugnt the brave
in the lifted arm. The hatchet dropped to the ground.
Then Jims eyes blazed, and he turned a look of

anger on the chief, his face pale and hard, as he said

:

chief, or all will Jrown. I am master, and I speak.Ye are hungry because ye are idle. Ye '

the world
yours, yet ye will not stoop to gather ir.m the earth

wo/" ' 1 'u^/^''^.'
^' "* ^^'^ »'" '^^ ^"•""'er, andwomen and children die round you when winter comes.

f^nH^'ni K
^^""^ '' ^°"^' y^ '^y- Must the world

fr^l , M '^''! ^ ^^"^^"' °^ ^'^^' "^^d ^ hunting-
ground? Must the makers of cities and the wondefs

slnH r ^ u
° ^" '^^ ^^"^ ^^^^ plenty-must they

stand far off, because the Crees a«d their chief would
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wander over a million acres, for each man a millionwhen by a hundred, ay. by ten. each white man would
live m plenty, and make the land rejoice. See! Here
IS the truth. When the Great Spirit draws the gameaway so that the hunting is poor, ye sit down and fill
your hearts with murder, and in the blackness of your
thoughts k,ll my brother. Idle and shiftless and eviye are. while ^he earth cries out to give you of its
plenty, a great arvest from a little seed, if ye will butd.g and plant, and plough and sow and reap, and lend

come F .'.°*°"' ^ow hear and heed. The end facome. For this once ye shall be fed-by the blood ofmy heart, ye shall be fed I And another year ye shal
labour, and get the fruits of your labour, and not stand
waiting, as it were, till a fish shall pass the spear, or astag water at your door, that ye may slay and eatThe end IS come, ye idle men. O chief, hearken ! Oneof your braves would have slain me. even as you slewmy brother-he one. and you a thousand. Speak toyour people as I have spoken, and then come andanswer for the deed done by your hand. And this I

Sp^ak." "^ ' '''" '' '°"^ ^'^^^" "^- -d -en

avair a'"^ T'^l
^'" ^'^^' "^°'"^' ^"d "°t withoutava

1. Arrowhead rose slowly, the cloud gone out of

peace until food came, and appointing his son chief innis stead until his return.

«;7^«/^u*n "^" ^^^^^ '•"*^' ^"-^ I will go." hesaid. "I shall return." he continued, "if it belittenso upon the leaves of the tree of Life; and if it be notso written. I shall fade like a mist, and the e^es Znow me not again The days of my youth 1^ spenand my step no longer springs from the ground. I
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'

shuffle among the ^rass and the fallen leaves, and my
eyes scarce know the stag from the doe. The white

man is master—if he wills it we shall die, if he wills it

we shall live. And this was ever so. It is in the

tale of our people. One tribe ruled, and the others

were their slaves. If it is written on the leaves of

the Tree o^ Life that the white man rule us for ever,

then it shall be so. I have spoken. Now, behold

I go."

Jim had conquered, and together they sped away
with the dogs through the sweet-smelling spruce woods
where every .branch carried a cloth of white, and the

only sound heard was the swish of a blanket of snow
as it fell to the ground from the wide webs of green, or

a twig snapped under the load it bore. Peace brooded

in the silent and comforting forest, and Jim and
Arrowhead, the Indian ever ahead, swung along, mile

after mile, on their snow-shoes, emerging at last upon

the wide white prairie.

A hundred miles of sun and fair weather, sleeping at

night in the open in a trench dug in the snow, no fear

in the thoughts of Jim, nor evil in the heart of the

heathen man. There had been moments of watchful-

ness, of uncertainty, on Jim's part, the first few hours of

the first night after they left the Cree reservation ; but

the conviction speedily came to Jim that all as well

;

for the chief slept soundly from the moment he lay

down in his blankets between the dogs. Then Jim
went to sleep as in his own bed, and, waking, found

Arrowhead lighting a fire from a little load of sticks

from the sledges. And between murderer and captor

there sprang up the companionship of the open road

which brings all men to a certain land of faith and
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understanding, unless they are perverted and vileThere was no v.Ieness in Arrowhead. There were nohandcuffs on his hands, no sign of captivity? theTtwo

broke from the same bread. The cr-'-ne of Arrowhead'the gallows waiting for him. seemed very far avvavThey were only two silent travellers, sharing the samehardship, helping to give material comfoft to eaThother-,n the mevitable democracy of those far nhC.where small things are not great nor great things sma ,

•'

where mto men's hearts comes the knowledg! oHhehmgs that matter
; where, from the wide, starry skyfrom the august loneliness, and the soul of tl lifewhich has brooded there for untold generations rlJ

teaches the values of this world and theText
'

One hundred miles of sun and fair weather, and then

from Th •

"^ ^'""'
u'^'^"^

^^^^' ->^^ "'g'^t« of pernfrom the mcreasmg chill, so that Jim dared not Slest he should never wake again, but die benumbed andexhausted! Yet Arrowhead slept through all. Dayafter day so, and then ten miles of storm such as comeonly to the vast barrens of the northlands
; and woe^ohe traveller upon who^ the icy wind and the blinding

r:^::^^Li:r- -- ^-- ^-^'-"-
In the awful struggle between man and nature tha^followed, the captive became the leader. The era t ofthe plams.the inherent instinct, the feeling which wasmore than eyesight became the only hope.

^
One whJeday to cover ten miles-an endless path of agony in

bhnded by snow and drift, and cut as with lashes by

Hudson Bay Company's post and safety; and through

%

'J'

Mlmi
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ten hours had the two struggled toward it, going off at
tangents, circling on their own tracks ; but the Indian,
by an instinct as sure as the needle to the pole, getting
the direction to the post again, in the moments of
direst peril and uncertainty. To Jim the world
became a sea of maddening forces which buffeted him

;

a whirlpool of fire in which his brain was tortured, his
mind was shrivelled up; a vast army rending itself,

each man aga.nst the other. It was a purgatory of
music, broken by discords ; and then at last—how sweet
it all was, after the eternity of misery—" Church bells
and voices low," and Sally singing to him, Nancy's
voice calling! Then, nothing but sleep— sleep, a
sinking down millions of miles in an ether of drowsiness
which thrilled him ; and after—no more.
None who has suffered up to the limit of what the

human body and soul may bear can remember the
history of those distrac ed moments when the struggle
became one between the forces in nature and the
forces in man, between agonised body and smothered
mind, yet with the divine intelligence of the created
being directing, even though subconsciously, the fight.

How Arrowhead found the post in the mad storm he
could never have told. Yet he found it, with Jim un-
conscious on the sledge and with limbs frozen, all the
dogs gone but two, the leathers over the Indian's
shouluers as he fell against the gate of the post with a
shrill cry that roused the factor and bis people within,
together with Sergeant Sewell, who had been sent out
from headquarters to await Jim's arrival there. It was
Sewell's hand which first felt Jim's heart and pulse, and
found that 1 .ere was still life left, even before it could
be done by the doctor from headquarters, who had come
to visit a sick man at the post
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For hours they worked with snow upon the Wnhmbs to bring back life and consciousness. Conscious-
ness came at last with half delirium, half understanding •

as emerging from the passing sleep of anjcsthetics, the
eye sees thmgs and dimly registers them, before the brain
has set them in any relation to life or comprehension
But Jim was roused at last, and the ioctor presently

held to his lips a glass of brandy. Then from infinite
distance Jims understanding returned; the mind
emerged, but not wholly, from the chaos in which itwas travelling. His eyes stood out in eagerness

" Brandy I brandy !

" he said hungrily.
With an oath Sewell snatched the glass from the

doctors hand, put it on the table, then stooped to Jim's
ear and said hoarsely: " Remember— Nancy ForGod s sake, sir, don't drink."

Jim's head fell back, the fierce light went out of his
eyes, the face became greyer and sharper. "Sally—
Nancy-Nancy," he whispered, and his fingers clutched
vaguely at the quilt

^

' He must have brandy or he will die. The system
IS pumped out. He must be revived," said the doctor.He reached again for the glass of spirits.

Jim understood now. He was on the borderland
between life and death; his feet were at the brink"No—not—brandy, no!" he moaned. "Sally—Sally
kiss me," he "^aid faintly, from the middle worid in
which he was.

"Quick, the broth! "said oewell to the factor, who
had been preparing it. " Quick, while there's a chance."
He stooped and called into Jim's ear: "For the love
of God, wake up, sir. They're coming—'. re both
coming— Nancy's coming. They'll soon be here."
What matter that he lied, a life was at stake

11
mSt'

'

'
i
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Jim's eyes opened j The doctor was standing
with the brandy in his h^. . Half madly Jim reached
out "I must live until lucy com ." he cried; "the
brandy—ah, give it! Give it—ah. no, no, I must
not " he added, gasping, his lips trembling, his hands
shaking.

Sewell held the broth to his lips. He drank a little,
yet his face became greyer and greyer; a bluish tinge
spread about his mouth.
"Havs you nothing else, sir?" asked Seweli iii

despair.

The doctor put cown the brandy, went quickly to
his niedicine-case, dropped into a glass some liquid frc.n
a phial, came over again, and poured a little between
the hps

; then a little more, as Jim's eyes opened pgain

;

and at lact every drop in the glass trickled down the
sinewy throat.

Presently as they watched him the doctor said: "It
will not do. He must have brandy. It has life—fcod—in it."

Jim understood the wor-ls. He knew that if he
drank the brandy the chanc ., against his future were
terrible. He had made his vow, and he must keep it.

Yet the thirst was on him; his enemy had him
by the throat again, viras dragging him down!
Though his body was so cold, his throat was on
fire. But in the extremity of his strength his mind
fought on—fought on, growing weaker every moment.
He was having his last fight. They watched him with
an aching anxiety, and there was anger in the doctor's
face. He had no patience with these forces arrayed
against him.

At last the doctor whispered to Sewell, "It's no use;
he must have the brandy, or he can't live an hour."
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Sewell weakened
; the tears fell down his rough, hard

cheeku. " It'll ruin him—it's ruin or death."
" Trust a little more in God, and in th'- man's strength

Let us give him the chance. Force it down his threat-
he's not responsible," said the physician, to whom saving
hfe was more than all else.

Suddenly there appeared at the bec!side Arrowhead
gaunt and weak, his face swollen, the skin of it broken
by the whips of stor.m.

"He is my brother," he .said, and, stooping, laid both
hands, which he had held before the fire for a long
time, on Jim's heart. "Take his feet, iiis hands, his
legs and his head in your hands," he said to them all
" I ife IS in us ; wo will give him life."

He knelt down and kept both hands on Jim's heart
wh'ie the others, even the doctor, awed by his act, did as
they were bidden. « Shut your eye. Let your life go
into him. Think of him, and him alone. Now!" said
Arrowhead in a strange voice.

He murmured, and continued murmuring, his body
drawing closer and closer to Jim's body, while in the
deep silence, broken only by the chantinr ^f his low
monotonous voice, the others pressed Jim'^s hands and
head and feet and legs—s-x men under the command
of a heathen murderer.

The minutes passed. The colour came back to Jim's
face, the skin of his hands filled up, they ceased twitch-
ing, his pulse got stronger, his eyes opened with a new
light in them.

" I'm living, anyhow," he said at hst with a faint
smile. " I'm hungry—broth, please."

The fight was won, and Arrowhead, the pagan
murderer, drew over to the fire and crouched down
besiu-w it, his back to the bed, impassive and still. They
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brought him a bowl of broth and bread, which he drank
slowly, and placed the empty bowl between his knees
He sat there through the night, though they tried to
make him He down.
As the light came in at the windows, Sewell touched

him on the shoulder, and said," He is sleepine
now." ^

^ ^

" I hear my brother breathe," answered Arrowhead.
" He will live."

All night he had listened, and had heard Jim's breath
as only a man who has lived in waste places can hear.
" He will live. What I take with one hand I rive with
the other,"

He had taken the life of the factor; he had given Jim
his life. And when he was tried three months later
for murder, some one else said this for him, and the
hearts of all, judge and jury, were so moved they knew
not what to do.

But Arrowhead was never sentenced, for, at the end
of the first day's trial, he lay down to sleep and never
waked i ain. He was found the next morning still

an '. colci, and there was clasped in his hands a little doll
which Nancy had given him on one of her many visits to
the prison during her father's long illness. They found
a piece of paper in his belt with these words in the Cree
language: "With my hands on his heart at the post
I gave him the life that was in me, saving but a little

until now. Arrowhead, the chief, goes to find life again
by the well at the root of the tree. How /

"

On the evening of the day that Arrowhead made his
journey to " the well at the root of the tree" a stranger
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knocked at the door of Captain Templcton'* ,ttage

;

then, without awaiting admittance, entered.
Jim was sitting with Nancy on his knee, her head

again t his shoulder, Sally at his side, her face alight
with some inner joy. Before the knr>ck came to the
door Jim had just said, « Why d- your eyes shine so,
oally ? What's in your mind ? She had been about
to answer, to say to him wha i J been swelling her
heart with pride, though she had not meant to tell him
what he had forgotten—not till midnight. But the
figure that entered the room, a big man with deep-set
eyes, a man of power who had carried everything before
him in the battie of life, answered for her.

" You have won the stake, Jim," he said in a hoarse
voice. "You and she have won the stake, and I've
brought it—brought it."

Before they could speak he placed in Sally's hands
bonds for five million dollars.

"Jim—Jim, r • son 1 " he burst out. Then, suddenly,
he sank into a air and, putting his head in his hands!
sobbed aloud.

"My God, but I'm proud of you—speak to me, Jim!
You've broken me up." He was ashamed of his tears,
but he could not wipe them away.

"Father, dear old man I" said Jim, and put his hands
on the broad shoulders.

Sally knelt down beside him, took both the great
hands from the tear-stained face, and laid them against
her cheek. But presently she put Nancy on his
knees.

" I don't like you to cry," the child said softly ; « but
to-day I cried too, 'cause my Indian man is dead."
The Cid man could not speak, but he put his

cheek down to hers. After a minute, " Oh, but she's
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worth ten times that!" he said as Sally came close
to him with the bundle he had thrust into her hands
"What is it? "said Jim.
" It's five million dollars—for Nancy," she said.
" Five—million—what ?"

"The .stake, Jim," said Sally. "If you did not
drink for four years— never touched a drop— we
were to have five million dollars."

"You never told him, then—you never told him that?"
asked the old man.

" I wanted him to win without it," she said « If
he won, he would be the stronger; if he lost, it would
not be so hard for him to bear."

The old man drew her down and kissed her
cheek. He chuckled, though the tears were still in
his eyes.

" You are a wonder—the tenth wonder of the world '

"

he blurted.

Jim stood staring at the bundle in Nancy's hands
"Five millions—five million dollars

! "—he kept savine
to himself ^ ^

" I said Nancy's worth ten times that, Jim." The old
man caught his hand and pressed it. "But it was a
damned near thing, I tell you," he added. " They tried
to break me and my railways and my bank. I had to
fight the combination, and there was one day when I
hadn't that five million dollars there, nor five Jim
they tried to break the old man ! And if they'd broken
me, they'd have made me out a scoundrel to her—to
this wife of yours who risked everything for both of us
for both of us, Jim ; for she'd given up the world to save
you, and she was playing like a soul in Hell for Heaven
If they'd broken me, I'd never have lifted my head
again. When things were at their worst I played to
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save that five millions,—her stake and mine— I played
for that. I fought for it as a man fights his way out of
a burning house. And I won— I won. And it was
by fighting for that five millions I saved fifty—fifty
millions, son. They didn't break the old man, Jim.
They didn't break him—not much."
"There are giants in the world still," said Jim, his

own eyes full. He knew now his father and himself,
and he knew the meaning of all the bitter and mis-
spent life of the old days. He and his father were
on a level of understanding at last.

"Are you a giant?" asked Nancy, peering up into
her grandfather's eyes.

The old man laughed, then sighed. " Perhaps I was
once, more or less, my dear " saying to her what
he meant for the other two. "Perhaps I was; but
I've finished. I'm through. I've had my last fight.'

He looked at his son. " I pass the game on to you,
Jim. You can do it. I knew you could do it as the
reports came in this year. I've had a detective
up here for four years. I had to do it. It was
the devil in me. You've got to carry on the game,
Jim; I'm done. I'll stay home and potter about. I

want to go back to Kentucky, and build up the old
place, and take care of it a bit—^your mother always
loved it. I'd like to have it as it was when she was
there long ago. But I'll be ready to help you when
I'm wanted, understand."

" You want me to run things—your colossal schemes ?

You think ?"

" I don't think. I'm old enough to know."



WHEN THE SWALLOWS
HOMEWARD FLY

THE arrogant sun had stalked away into the even-
ing, trailing behind him banners of gold and

crimson, and a swift twilight w .^s streaming over the

u^t u-n r ?^ '"" P^''^'^' *^^ ^y^^ °^ t^o men on a
high hill followed it, and the look of one was like a
light in a window to a lost traveller. It had in it the
sense of home and the tale of a journey done. Such a
journey this man had made as few have ever attempted
and fewer accomplished. To the farthermost regions ofsnow and ice, where the shoulder of a continent juts
out into the north-western Arctic seas, he had travelled
on foot and alone, save for his dogs, and for Indian
guides, who now and then shepherded him from point
to point. The vast ice-hummocks had been his housing
pemm.can, the raw flesh of fish, and even the fat and
oil of seals had been his food. Ever and ever through
long months the everlasting white glitter of the snowand ice, ever and ever the cold stars, the cloudless sky,
the moon at full, or swung like a white sickle in the sky
to warn him that his life must be mown like grass. At
night to sleep in a bag of fur and wool, by day the
steely wind, or the air shaking with a filmy powder of
frost

;
while the inimitably distant sun made the tiny

172 ^
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flakes sparkle like silver

—

^poudre day, when the face
and hands are most like to be frozen, and all so still and
white and passionless, yet aching with energy. Hundreds
upon hundreds of miles that endless trail went winding
to the farthest North-West. No human being had ever
trod its lengths before, though Indians or a stray
Hudson's Bay Company man had made journeys over
part of it during the years that have passed since
Prince Rupert sent his adventurers to dot that northern
land with posts and forts, and trace fine arteries of
civilisation through the wastes.

Where this man had gone none other had been of white
men from the Western lands, though from across the
wide Pacific, from the Eastern world, adventurers and
exiles had once visited what is now known as the
Yukon Valley. So this man, browsing in the library

of his grandfather, an Eastern scholar, had come to
know ; and for love of adventure, and because of the tale

of a valley of gold and treasure to be had, and because
he had been ruined by bad investments, he had made
a journey like none ever essayed before. And on his

way up to those regions, where the veil before the face

of God is very thin and fine, and men's hearts glow
within them, where there was no oasis save the unguessed
deposit of a great human dream that his soul could feel,

the face of a girl had haunted him. Her voice—so
sweet a voice that it rang like muffled silver in his ears,

till, in the everlasting theatre of the Pole, the stars

seemed to repeat it through millions of echoing hills,

growing softer and softer as the frost hushed it to his

ears—had said to him late and early, " You must come
back with the swallows." Then she had sung a song
which had been like a fire in his heart, not alone because
of the words of it, but because of the soul in her voice,
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and^tjiad lain like a coverlet on his heart to keep it

"Adieu! The sun goes awearily down,
The m.st creeps up o'er the sleepy town,
fhe whue sail bends to the shuddering ^ereAnd the reapers have reaped and the night is here.

Adieu! And the years are a broken song,The nght grows weak in the strife with wrong.The hhes of love have a crimson stain.
^

And the old days rever will come again.

Adieu
!

Where the mountains afar are dimNeath the tremulous tread of the seraphim,
&h.ll not our querulous hearts prevail,
That l,ave prayed for the peace of the Holy Grail?

Adieu
! Sometime shall the veil betweenThe thmgs that are and that might have beenBe folded back for our eyes to see.

And the meaning of all shall be clear to me."

It had been but an acquaintance of five davs whilehe fitted out for his expedition, but in this bnTf time thad sunk deep into his mind that life was nowa h nTtocherish, and that he must indeed come back tho„TLhad left England caring little if, in the ptl 'a d dfngt

to hi: Tel; 'r^^ "'""'^f
"^ ^^^^-" '^''^^':i

wan tl thl 1 T' '^ '^" ^"""y °^ '^^ Saskatche-wan to the town lymg at the foot of the maole hillbes.de the great northern stream, and sawtheS^fwho
"

life was knit with the far north, whose mothers hearlwas buned m the great wastes where Sir John FfankHn'

the Ill-fated ,f not unhappy band of lovers of thr^civilisation for which they had risked alland ^ost a'save .^^ortality. Hither the two had come afte h"had been cast away on the icy plains, and as the e tie-
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ment had crept north, had gone north with it, always on
the outer edge of house and field, ever stepping north-
ward. Here, with small income but high hearts and
quiet souls, they had lived and laboured.

And when this newcomer from the old land set his

face northward to an unknown destination, the two
women had prayed as the mother did in the old days
when the daughter was but a babe at her knee, and it

was not yet certain that Franklin and his men had been
cast away for ever. Something in him, his great height,
his strength of body, his clear, meditative eyes, his brave
laugh, reminded her of him—her husband—who, like

Sir Humphrey Gilbert, had said that it mattered little

where men did their duty, since God was always near
to take or leave as it was His will. When Bickersteth
went, it was as though one they had known all their

lives had passed ; and the woman knew also that a new
thought had been sown in her daughter's mind, a new
door opened in her heart.

And he had returned. He was now looking down
into the valley where the village lay. Far, far over,

two days' march away, he could see the cluster of
houses, and the glow of the sun on the tin spire of
the little Mission Church where he had heard the
girl and her mother sing, till the hearts of all were
swept by feeling and ravished by the desire for "the
peace of the Holy Grail." The "age was, in truth,

but a day's march away from . ., but he was not
alone, and the journey could not be hastened. Beside
him, his eyes also upon the sunset and the village,

was a man in a costume half-trapper, half-Indian, with
bushy grey beard and massive frame, and a distant,

sorrowful look, like that of one whose soul was tuned
to past suffering. As he sat, his head sunk on his
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breast, his elbow resting on a stump of pine—the
token of a progressive civilisation—his chin upon his
hand, he looked like the figure of Moses made
immortal by Michael Angelo. But his strength was
not like that of the man beside him, who was thirty
years younger. When he walked, it was as one
who had no destination, who had no h;iven toward
which to travel, who journeyeo as one to whom the
world is a wilderness, and one tent or one hut is the
same as another, and none is home.

Like two ships meeting hull to hull on the wide
seas, where a few miles of water will hide them from
each other, whose ports are thousands of miles apart,
whose courses are not the same, they two had met]
the elder man, sick and worn, and near to death, in
the poor hospitality of an Indian's tepee. John
Bickersteth had nursed the old man back to strength,
and had brought him southward with him—a silent
companion, who spoke in monosyllables, who had no
conversation at all of the past, and little of the
present; but who was a woodsman and an Arctic
traveller of the most expert kind, who knew by
instinct where the best places for shelter and for
sleeping might be found, who never complained, and
was wonderful with the dogs. Close as their associa-
tion was, T^ickersteth had felt concerning the other that
his real self was in some other sphere or place towards
which his mind was always turning, as though to bring
it back.

Again and again had Bickersteth tried to get the
old man to speak about the past, but he had been
met by a dumb sort of look, a straining to understand.
Once or twice the old man had taken his" hands in
both of his own, ani gazed with painful eagerness
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into his face, as though trying to remember or to
comprehend something that eluded him. Upon these
occasions ihe old man's eyes dropped tears in an
apathetic quiet, which tortured Bickersteth beyond
bearing. Just such a look he had seen in the eyes of a
favourite dog when he had performed an operation on
it to save its life—a reproachful, non-comprehending,
loving gaze.

Bickersteth understood a little of the Chinook
language, which is familiar to most Indian tribes, and
he had learned that the Indians knew nothing exact
concerning the old man; but rumours had passed
from tribe to tribe that this white man had lived
for ever in the farthest north among the Arctic tribes,
and that he passed from people to people, disappearing
mto the untenanted wilderness, but reappearing again
among stranger tribes, never resting, and as one always
seeking what he cc^id not find.

One thing had helped this old man in all his travels
and sojourning. He had, as it seemed to the native
people, a gift of the hands; for when they were sick,
a few moments' manipulation of his huge, quiet fingers
vanquished pain. A few he;' s he gave in tincture,
and these also were praised ; Jt it was a legend that
when he was persuaded to lay on his hands and close
his eyes, and with his fingers to "search for the pain
and find it, and kill it," he always prevailed. They
believed that though his body was on earth his soul
was with Manitou, and that it was his soul which
came into him again, and gave the Great Spirit's
healing to the fingers. This had been the man's
safety through how many years— or how many
generations—they did not know ; for legends regarding
the pilgrim had grown and were fostered by the

J2
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medicine men who, by giving him great age and
supernatural power, could, with more self-respect,

apologise for their own incapacity.

So the years—how many it was impossible to tell,

since he did not know or would not say—had gone
n; and now, after ceaseless wandering, his face was

turned towards that civilisation out of which he had
come so long ago—or was it so long ago—one genera-

tion, or two, or ten? It seemed to Bickersteth at

times as though it were ten, so strange, so unworldly
was his companion. At .irst he thought that the man
remembered more than he would appear to acknow-
ledge, but he found that after a day or two every-

thing that happened as they journeyed was also

forgotten.

It was only visible things, or sounds, that appeared
to open the doors of memory of the most recent

happenings. These happenings, if not varied, were of

critical moment, since, passing down from the land of

unchanging ice and snow, they had come into March
and April storms, and the perils of the rapids and
the swollen floods of May. Now, in June, two years

and a month since Bickersteth had gone into the wilds,

they looked down upon the goal of one at least—of

the younger man who had triumphed in his quest up
in these wilds abandoned centuries ago.

With the joyous thought in his heart, that he had dis-

covered anew one of the greatest gold-fields of the world,

that a journey unpar?.lleled had been accomplished, he
turned toward his ancient companion, and a feeling of

pity and human lov2 enlarged within him. He, John
Bickersteth, was going into a world again, where—as he

believed—a happy fate awaited him ; but what -^f this

old man ? He had brought him out of the wilds, out of
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the unknown—was he only taking him into the unknown
again ? Were there friends, any friends anywhere in the
world waiting for him ? He called himself by no name,
he said he had no name. Whence came he ? Of whom ?

Whither was he wending now? Bickersteth had
thought of the problem often, and he had no answer tor
it save that he must be taken care of, if not by others,
then by himself; for the old man had saved him from
drowning

; had also saved him from an awful death on
a March day when he fell into a gr-it hole and was
knocked insensible in the drifting snow; had saved him
from brooding on himself—the beginning of madness
by compelling him to think for another. And some-
times, as he had looked at the old man, his imagination
had caught the spirit of the legend of the Indians, and
he had cried out, "O soul, come back and give him
memory—give him back his memory, Manitou the
mighty!"

Looking on the old man now, an impulse seized him.
" Dear old man," he said, speaking as one speaks to a
child that cannot understand, "you shall never want
while I have a penny, or have head or hands to
work. But is there no one that you care for or that
cares for you, that you remember, or that remembers
you ?

"

The old man shook his head though not with under-
standing, and he laid a hand on the young man's
shoulder, and v/hispered

:

" Onci it was always snow, but now it is green, the
land. I have seen it—I have seen it once." His shaggy
eyebrows ga. >ered over, his eyes searched, oearched the
face of John Bickersteth. " Once, so long ago—I cannot
think," he added helplessly.

" Dear old man," Bickersteth said gently, knowing he
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would not wholly comprehend, " I am going to ask her

—Alice—to marry me, and if she does, she will help

look after you, too. Neither of us wouM have been

here without the other, dc^ar old man, and we shall not

be separated. Whoever you are, you are a gentleman,

and you might have been my father or hers—or

hers."

Me stopped suddenly. A thought had flashed

through his mind, a thought which stunned him, which
passed like some powerful current through his veins,

shocked him, then gave him a palpitating life. It was
a wild thought, but yet why not—why not ? There was
the chance, the faiut, far-off chance. He caughi the old

man by the shoulders, and looked him in the eyes,

scanned his features, pushed back the hair from the

nigged forehead. •

" Dear old man," he said, his voice shaking, " do you
know what I'm thinking? I'm thinking that you may
be of those who went out to the Arctic Sea with Sir

John Franklin—with Sir John Franklin, you understano.

Did you know Sir John Franklin—is it t/ue, dear old boy,

is it true ? Are you one that has lived to tell the tale ?

Did you know Sir John Franklin—is it—tell me, is it

true?"

He let go the old man's shoulders, for over the face of

the other there had passed a change. It was strained

and tense. The hands were outstretched, the eyes were
staring straight into the west and the coming night.

" It is—it is—that's it I " cried Bickersteth. " That's it

—oh, love o' God, that's it ! Sir John Franklin—Sir
John Franklin, and all the brave lads that died up there

!

You remember the ship—the Arctic Sea—the ice-fields,

and Franklin—you remember him ? Dear old man, say

you remember Franklin?"
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The thing had seized him. Conviction was upon him,
and he w«:c;.cd the other's anguished face with anguish
and excitement in his own. But—but it might be. it

might be her father—the eyes, the forehead are like
hers; the hands, the long hands, the pointed fingers.
" Dear old man, did you have a wife and child, and were
they both called Alice-do you remember? Franklin—Alice I Do you remember ?

"

The old man got slowly to his feet, his arms out-
stretched, the look in his face changing, understanding
struggling for its place, memory fighting for its own,
the soul contending for its mastery.

" Franklin—Alice—the snow," he said confusedly,
and sank down.

" God have mercy •

" cried Bickersteth, as he caught
the swaying body, and laid it upon the ground. " He
was there—almost."
He settled the old man against the great pine stump

and chafed his hands. " Man, dear man, if you belong
to her—if you do, can't you see what it will mean to
me? She can't say no to me then. But if it's true,
you'll belong to England and to all the world, too, and
you'll have fame everlasting. I'll have gold for her
and for you, and for your Alice, too, dear old man.
Wake up now and remember if you are Dyke
AlUngham who went with Franklin to the silent seas
of the Pole. If it's you, realh' you, what wonder you
lost your memory! You saw them all die, Franklin
and all, die there in the snow, with all the white
world round them. If you were there, what a travel
you have had, what strange things you have seen!
Where the world is loneliest, God lives most. If you
get close to the heart of things, it's no marvel you
forg"-

> t you were, or where you came from: be-
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cause it didn't matter ; you knew that you were only

one of thousands of millions who have come and gone,

thui make up the soul of things, that make the pulses

of the universe beat. That's it, dear old man.
The universe would die, if it weren't foi the souls that

leave this world and fill it with life. Wake up ! Wake
up, Allingham, and tell us where you've been, and what
you've seen."

He did not labour in vain. Slowly consciousness

came back, and the grey eyes opened wide, the lips

smiled faintly under the bushy beard ; but Bickersteth

saw that the look in the face was much the^ame as it

had been before. The struggle had been too great, the

fight for the other lost self had exhrusted him, mind
and body, and only a dee^ obliquity and a great

weariness filled the countenance. He had come back
to the verge, he had almost again di:.covered himself;

but the opening door had shut fast suddenly, and he
was back again in the night, the incompanionabie night

of forgetfulness.

Bickersteth saw that the travail and strife had drained
life and energy, and that he must not press the mind
and vitality of this exile of time and the unknown too

far. le felt that when the next test came the old nan
would either break completely, and sink down into

another and everlasting forgetfulness, or tear away
forever the veil between himself and his past, and
emerge into a long-lost life. His strength must be
shepherded, and he must be kept quiet and undisturbed

un^il they came to the town yonder in the valley, over
which the night was slowly settling down. There two
won^en waited, the two Alices, from both of whom
had gone lovers into the North. The daughter
was living over agarn in her young love the pangs
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of suspense through which her mother had passed.
Two years since Bickersteth had gone, and not a
sign!

Yet, if the girl had looked from her bedroom window,
this Friday night, she would have seen on the far hill a
sign; for there burned a fire beside which sat twc.
travellers who had co; . from the uttermost limits of
snow. But as the fire burned—a beacon to her heart if

she had but known it—she went to her bed, the words
of a .song she had sung at choir-practice with tears in
her voice and in her heart ringing in her ears. A concert
was to be held after the service on the coming Sunday
night, at which there was to be a collection for funds
to build another mission-house a hundred miles farther
North, and she had been practising music she was to
sing. Her mother had been an amateur singer of great
power, and she was renewing her mother's gift in a
voice behind which lay a hidden sorrow. As she
cried herself to sleep the words of the song which
had moved her kept ringing in her ears and echoing in
her heart

:

•' When the swallows homeward fly,

And the roses' bloom is o'er "

But her mother, looking out into the night, saw on
the far hill the fire, burning like a star, where she had
never seen a fire set before, and a hope shot into her
heart for her daughter—a hope that had flamed up and
died down so often during the past year. Yet she had
fanned with heartening words every such glimmer of
hope when it came, and now she went to bed saying,
" Perhaps he will come to-morrow," In her mind, tooi
rang the words of the song which had ravished her ears'
that night, the song she had sp.ng the night before her
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own husband, Dyke Allingham, had gone with Franklin
to the Polar seas

—

"When the swallows homeward fly "

As she and her daughter entered the little church on the
Sunday evening, two men came over the prairie slowly
towards the town, and both raised their heads to the
sound of the church-bell calling to prayer. In the eyes
of the younger man there was a look which has come
to many in this world returning from hard enterprise
and great dangers, to the familiar streets, the friendly
faces of men' of their kin and clan—to the lights of
home.

The face of the older man, however, had another look.
It was such a look as is seldom seen in the faces of men,
for it showed the struggle of a soul to regain its identity.
The words which the old man had uttered in response
to Bickersteth's appeal before he fainted away,
" Franklin—Alice—the snow," had showed that he was
on the verge ; the bells of the church pealing in the
summer air brought him near it once again. How
many years had gone since he had heard church-
bells? Bickersteth, gazing at htm in eager scrutiny,
wondered if, after all, he might be mistaken about
him. But no, this man had never been born and
bred in the far North. His was a type which
belonged to the civilisation from which he himself
had come. There would soon be the test of it all.

Yet he shuddered, too, to think what might happen
if it was all true, and discovery or reunion should
shake to the centre the very life of the two long-
parted ones.

He saw the look of perplexed pain and joy at once in



WHEN THE SWALLOWS HOMEWARD FLY 185

the face of the old man, but he said nothing, and he was
almost glad when the bell stopped. The old man
turned to him.

"What is it?" he said. "I remember " but he
stopped suddenly, shaking his head.
An hour later, cleared of the dust of travel, the two

walked slowly towards the church from the little tavern
where they were lodged. The service was now over
but the concert had begun. The church was full, and
there were people in the porch ; but these made way for
the two strangers; and, as Bickersteth was recognised
by two or three present, place was found for them.
Inside, the old man stared round him in a confused and
troubled way, but his motions were quiet and abstracted,
and he looked like some old viking, his workaday life
done, come to pray ere he went hence forever. They
had entered in a pause in the concert, but now two
ladies came forward to the chancel steps, and one with
her hands clasped before her, began to sing—

"^Vhen the swallows homeward fly,

And the roses' bloom is o'er,

And the nightingale's sweet song
In the woods is heard no more "

It was Alice,-Alice the daughter-and presently the
mother, the other Alice, joined in the refrain. At sight
of them Bickersteth's eyes had filled, not with tears, but
with a cloud of feeling, so that he went blind. There
she was. the girl he loved. Her voice was ringing in his
ears. In his own joy for one instant he had forgotten
the old man beside him, and the great test that was now
upon him. He turned quickly, however, as the old man
got to his feet. For an instant the lost exile of the
North stood as though transfixed. The blood slowly
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drained from his face, and in his eyes was an agony
of struggle and desire. For a moment an awful
confusion had the mastery, and then suddenly a clear
light broke into his eyes, his face flushed healthily and
shone, his arms went up, and there rang in his ears the
words

:

"Then I think with bitter pain,

Shall we ever meet again?

When the swallows homeward fly "

"Alice—Alice!" he called, and tottered forward up
the aisle, followed by John Bickersteth.

" Alice, I have come back ! " he cried again.
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SHE'S come, and she can go back. No one asked
her, no one wants her, and she's got no rights

here. She thinks she'll come it over me, but she'll
get nothing, and there's no place for her here."
The old, grey-bearded man, gnarled and angular,

with overhanging brows and a harsh face, made this
little speech of malice and unfriendliness, looking out
on the snow-covered prairie through the window. Far
in the distance were a sleigh and horses like a spot
in the snow, growing larger from minute to minute.

It was a day of days. Overhead, the sun was
pouring out a flood of light and warmth, and though
it was bitie^y cold, life was beating hard in the
bosom of the West. Men walked lightly, breathed
quickly, and their eyes were bright with the
brightness of vitality and content. Even the old man
at the window of this lonely house, in a great lonely
stretch of country, with the cedar hills behind it, had
a living force which defied his seventy odd years, though
the light in his face was hard and his voice was harder
still. Under the shelter of the foothills, cold as the
day was, his cattle were feeding in the open, scratching
away the thin layer of snow, and browsing on the
tender grass underneath. An arctic world in appear-
ance, it had an abounding life which made it friendly
and generous—the harshness belonged to the surface

187
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So, perhaps, it -vas with the old man who watched the
sleigh in the distance coming nearer, but that in his
nature on which anyone could feed was not so easily
reached as the fresh young grass under the protecting
snow.

" She'll get nothing out of me," he repeated, as the
others in the room behind him made no remark, and his
eyes ranged gloatingly over the cattle under the foothills
and the buildings which he had gathered together to
proclaim his substantial greatness in the West. " Not a
sous ntarkeel" he added, clinking some coins in his
pocket. " She's got no rights."

"Cassy's got as much rig;,, here as any of us, Abel,
and she's coming to say it, I ruess."
The voice which spoke was unlike a Western voice.

It was deep and full and slow, with an organ-like
quality. It was in good keeping with the tall, spare
body and large, fine rugged face of the woman to whom
It belonged. She sat in a rocking-chair, but did not
rock, her fingers busy with the knitting-needles, her
feet planted squarely on the home-made hassock at
her feet.

The old man waited for a minute in a painful silence
then he turned slowly round, and, with tight-pressed
lips, looked at the woman in the rocking-chair. If it

had been anyone else who had "talked back" at him
he would have made quick work of them, for he was
of that class of tyrant who pride themselves on being
self-made, and have an undue respect for their own
judgment and importance. But the woman who had
ventured to challenge his cold-blooded remarks about
his dead son's wife, now hastening over the snow to the
house her husband had left under a cloud eight years
before, had no fear of him, and, maybe, no deep regard
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for him. He respected her, as did all who knew her—
a very reticent, thoughtful, busy being, who had been
like a well of comfort to so many that had drunk and
passed on out of her life, out of time and time's experi-
ences. Seventy-nine years saw her still upstanding,
strong, full of work, and fuller of life's knowledge. It
was she who had sent the horses and sleigh for " Cassy,"
when the old man, having read the letter that Cassy
had written him, said that she could "freeze at the
station " for all of him. Aunt Kate had said nothing
then, but, when the time came, by her orders the sleigh
and horses were at the station ; and the old man had
made no direct protest, for she was the one person
he had never dominated nor bullied. 1 ..ad only
talked, he would have worn her down, for he ,vas fond
of talking, and it was said by those who were cynical
and incredulous about him that he had gone to prayer-
meetings, had been a local preacher, only to hear his
own voice. Probably if there had been any politics in
the West in his day, he would have been a politician,
though it would have been too costly for his taste, and
religion was very cheap ; it enabled him to refuse to
join in many forms of expenditure, on the ground that
he " did not hold by such things."

In Aunt Kate, the sister of his wife, dead so many
years afjo, he had found a spirit stronger than his own.
He valued her ; he had said more than once, to those
who he thought would never repeat it to her, that she
was a "great woman"; but self-interest was the main-
spring of his appr-'ciation. Since she had come again to
his house—she had lived with him once before for two
years when his wife was slowly dying—it had been a
different place. Housekeeping had cost less than
: 'jfore, yet the cooking was better, 'the place was
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beautifully clean, and discipline without rigidity reigned
everywhere. One by one the old woman's boys and
girls had died—four of them—and she was now
alone, with not a single grandchild left to cheer her;
and the life out here with Abel Baragar had been
unrelieved by much that was heartening to a woman

;

for Black Andy, Abel's son, was not an inspiring figure,

though even his moroseness gave way under her
influence. So it was that when Cassy's letter came, her
breast seemed to grow warmer, and swell with longing
to see the wife of her nephew, who had such a bad
reputation in Abel's eyes, and to see George's little boy,

who was coiping too. After all, whatever Cassy was,
she was the mother of Abel's son's son ; and Aunt
Kate was too old and wise to be frightened by tales

told of Cassy or anyone else. So, having had her own
way so far regarding Cassy's coming, she looked Abel
calmly in the eyes, over the gold-rim.med spectacles

which were her dearest possession—almost the only
thing of value she had. She was not afraid of Abel's
anger, and he knew it ; but his eldest son, Black Andy,
was present, and he must make a show of being master
of the situation.

" Aunt Kate," he said, " I didn't make a fuss about
you sending the horses and sleigh for her, because
women do fool things sometimes. I suppose curiosity

got the best of you. Anyhow, mebbe it's right Cassy
should find out, once for all, how things stand, and
that they haven't altered since she took George away,
and ruined his life, and sent him to his grave. That's
why I didn't order Mick back when I saw him going
out with the team."

"Cassy Mavor," interjected a third voice from a
corner behind the great stove—^" Cassy Mavor, of the
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variety-dance-and-song, and a talk with the gallery
between !

"

Aunt Kate looked over at Black Andy, and stopped
knitting, for there was that in the tone of the sullen
ranchman which stirred in her a sudden anger, and
anger was a rare and uncomfortable sensation to her.
A flush crept slowly over her face, then it died away,
and she said quietly to Black Andy,—for she had
ever prayed to be master of the demon of temper
down deep in her, and she was praying now—
"She earnt her living by singing -nd dancing, and

she's brought up George's boy by it, and singing and
dancing isn't a crime. David danced before the Lord.
I danced myself when I was a young girl, and before I

joined the church. 'Twas about the only pleasure
I ever had ; 'bout the only one I like to remember.
There's no difference to me 'twixt making your feet

handy and clever and full of music, and playing with
your fingers on the piano or on a melodeon at a
meeting. As for singing, it's God's gift; and many
a time I wisht I had it. I'd have sung the blackness
out of your face and heart, Andy." She leaned back
again and began to knit very fast. " I'd like to hear
Cassy sing, and see her dance too."

Black Andy chuckled coarsely. "I often heard her
sing and saw her dance down at Lumley's before she
took George away East. You wouldn't have guessed
she had consumption. She knocked the boys over
down to Lumley's. The first night at Lumley's done
for George."

Black Andy's face showed no lightening of its gloom
as he spoke, but there was a firing v^ o( the black

eyes, and the woman with the knitting felt that—for

whatever reason—he was purposely irritating his father.



I

192 NORTHERN LIGHTS

"The devil was in her heels and in her tongue,"
Andy continued. " With her big mouth, red hair, and
little eyes, she'd have made anybody laugh. I laughed."

" You laughed !" snapped out his father with a sneer.
Black Andy's eyes half closed with a morose look,

then he went on. "Yes, I laughed at Cassy. While
she was out heie at Lumley's getting cured, accordin'
to the doctor's orders, things seemed to get a move
on in the West. But it didn't suit professing Christians
like you, dad." He jerked his head towards the old
man and drew the spittoon near with his feet.

" The West hasn't been any worse off since she left,"

snarled the old man.
"Well, she took George with her," grimly retorted

Black Andy.
Abel Baragar's heart had been warmer towards his

dead son George than to anyone else in the world.
George had been as fair of face and hair as Andrew
was dark, as cheerful and amusing as Andrew was
gloomy and dispiriting, as agile and dexterous of
mind and body as his brother was slow and angular,
as emotional and warm-hearted as the other was
phlegmatic and sour—or so it seemed to the father
and to nearly all others.

In those old days they had not been very well off.

The railway was not completed, and the West had
not begun " to move." The old man had bought and
sold land and cattle and horses, always living on a
narrow margin of safety, but in the hope that one
day the choice bits of land he was shepherding here
and there would take a leap up in value; and his
judgment hac' heen right. His prosperity had all come
since George v. t away with Cassy Mavor. His anger
at George had been the more acute, because the thing
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happened at a time when his afTairs were on the edgeof a precipice. He had won through it. but only bythe merest shave, and it had all left him with a badspot in his heart, in spite of his "having religion"
Whenever he reniembered George, he instinctively
thought of those black days when a Land and CattleSyndicate was crowding him over the edge into thechasm of failure, and came so near loing it A k^vthousand dollars less to. put up here and there, andhe would have been ruined; his blood became hotterwhenever he thought of it He had had to fight the

uTefuU r,;'7^?K'°"^'
''' ^^°^Se, who had beenuseful as a kind of buyer and seller, who was ever allthings to all men. and ready with quip and jest andnot a httle uncertain as to truth-to which 'the oldman shut his eyes when there was a "deal" on-had•n the end. been of no use at all. and had seemed to

f.^h ^T" •""'' ^^'" ^' "^^ "^-t needed H^^

nseTtled th^"'
'' •'" '?" '° ^^•^^>' ^--' -ho hadunsettled things since she had come to Lumley's andbeing a man of veiy few ideas, he cherished those hehad with an exaggerated care. Prosperity had not

emS" 'h'k'
'' ^"' ^'^^" ^'"^ - arrogan'^e und'yemphasised by a reputation for rigid virtue%nd honestyThe indirect attack which Andrew now made onGeorges memory roused him to anger, as much because

. seemed to challenge his own judgment as cast aslight on the name of the boy whom he had cast offyet who had a firmer hold on his heart than anyTum^'being ever had. It had only been pride wWch hadprevented him from making it up with Geor^ before
.t was too late; but. all the more, he was sefaga nthe woj, ,ho "kicked up her heels for a living"and, all the more,, he resented Black Andy, who in
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his own grim way, had managed to remain a partner
with him in their present prosperity, and had done so
little for it.

"George helped to make what you've got," he said
darkly now. "The West missed George. The West
said,

'
There was a good man ruined by a woman.' The

West 'd never think anything or anybody missed you,
'cept yourself. When you went North, it never missed
you

;
when you come back, its jaw fell. You wasn't

fit to black George'^ boots."

Black Andy's mouth took on % bitter sort of smile,
and his eyes drooped furtively, as he struck the damper
of the stove heavily with his foot, then he replied
slowly

—

"Well, that's all right; but if I wasn't fit to black his
boots, it ain't my fault. I git my nature honest, as he
did. We wasn't any crors-breeds, I s'pose. We got
the strain direct, and we was all right on her side."

He jerked his head towards Aunt Kate, whose face was
growing pale. She interposed now.

"Can't you leave the dead alone?" she asked in a
voice ringing a little. " Can't you let them rest? Ain't
it enough to quarrel about the living? Cassy'll be
here soon," she added, peering out of the window, " and
if I was you, I'd try and not make her sorry she ever
married a Baragar, It ain't a feeling that 'd make a
sick woman live long."

Aunt Kate did not strike often, but when she did,

she struck hard. Abel Baragar staggered a little under
this blow, for, at the moment, it seemed to him that he
saw his dead wife's face looking at him from the chair
where her sister now sat. Down in his ill-furnished

heart, where there had been little which was companion-
able, there was a shadowed corner. Sophy ^'-ragar
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had been such a true-hearted, bravc-souled woman, andhe had been so impatient and exacting with her, till the
beaut.ful face which had been reprcSuced in Georgehad lost Its colour and its fire, had become careworn and'sweet with that sweetness whic goes early out of theworld^ In all her days the vanished wife had never
hinted at as much as Aunt Kate suggested now, andAbel Haragar shut h.s eyes against the thing which hewas see.ng. He was not all ha-J, after ull.

Aunt Kate turned to Hlack Andy now
"Mebbe Cassy ain't for long," she said. "Mebbeshes come out for what she came out for before Itseems to me it's that, or she wouldn't have come-

because she s young yet. and she's fond of her boy andshe d not want to bury herself alive out here with usMebbe her lungs is bad again."
"Then she's sure to get another husband out here"

said the old man. recovering himself. "She got one
before easy, on the same ticket." With something ofmahce he looked over at Black Andy.
"If she can sing and dance as she done nine years

ago, I shouldn't wonder." answered Black Andy
smoothly. These two men knew each other; they had
said hard things to each other for many a year, yet they

bitternesslT^^''''
""'''^''^" "^^ ^^^"'^ ^^^^^'^ "^ood-^ and

" I'm getting old.-I'm seventy-nine.-and I ain't for
long, urged Aunt Kate, looking Abel in the eyesSome day soon I'll be stepping out and away. Then
things n go to sixes and sevens, as they did after Sophy
died. Someone ought to be here that's got a right tobe here, not a hired woman."
Suddenly the old man raged out.
"Her—off the stage, to look after this! Her, that's
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kicked up her heels for a living! It's—no, she's no
good. She's common. She's come, and she can go.

I ain't having sweepings from the streets living here as
if they had rights."

Aunt Kate set her lips.

" Sweepings I You've got to take that back, Abel.
It's not Christian. You've got to take that back."

"He'll take it back all right before we've done,
I guess," remarked Black Andy. " He'll take a lot

back."

" Truth's truth, and I'll stand by it, and "

The old man stopped, for there came to them now,
clearly, the .sound of sleigh bells. They all stood still

for an instant, silent and attentive, then Aunt Kate
moved towards the door.

"Cassy's corne," she said. "Cassy and George's
boy 've come."

Another instant and the door was opened on the
beautiful, white, sparkling world, and the low sleigh,

with its great warm buffalo robes, in which the small
figures of a woman and a child were almost lost, stopped
at the door. Two whimsical but tired eyes looked over
a rim of fur at the old woman in the doorway, then
Cassy's voice rang out.

"Hello, that's Aunt Kate, I know! Well, here we
are, and here's my boy. Jump, George !

"

A moment later, and the gaunt old woman folded
both mother and son in her arms and drew them into

the room. The door was shut, and they all faced each
other.

The old man and Black Andy did not move, but
stood staring at the trim figure in black, with the
plain face, large mouth, and tousled red hair, and the
dreamy-eyed, handsome little boy beside her.



GEOIUiK's WIFE 197

Black Andy stood behind the stove, looking over at
the new-comers with quizzical, almost furtive eyes, and
his father remained for a moment with n.outh open
gazmg at his dead sons wife and child, as though not
quite comprehending the scene. The sight of theboy had brought back, in some strange, embarrassing
way. a vision of thirty years before, when George was
a little boy in buckskin pants and jacket, and was
beginning to ride the prairie with him. This b..y was
Ike George, yet not like him. The face was George's
the sensuous, luxurious mouth; but the eyes were not
tftose of a Baragar, nor yet those of Aunt Kate's
femily; and they were not wholly like the mother's
They were full and brimming, while hers were small"
and whimsical; yet they had her quick, humorous
Hashes and her quaintness.

"Have I changed so much ? Have you forgottenme? Ca5sy asked, looking the old man in the eyes.You look as strong as a bull." She held out her hand
to him and laughed.

"Hope I see you well," said Abel Baragar mechan-
ically. as he took the hand and shook it awkwardly
"Oh. I'm all right." answered the nonchalant iittle

woman, undoing her jacket. "Shake hands with your
grandfather, George. That's right-don't talk toomuch she added, with a half-nervous little laugh as
the old man. with a kind of fixed smile, and the child
shook hands in silence.

..x,^T".*'^. '^f
'^"^ ^'^'' ^"'^y ^^^'"d the stove.

Well, Andy, have you -n here ever since?" she
asked and. as he came forward, she suddenly caught
him by both arms, stood on tiptoe, and kissed him
Last time I saw you, you were behind the stove at

Lumleys. Nothing's ever too warm for you" she
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1

added. "You'd be shivering on the Equator,
were always hugging the stove at Lumley's."
"Things was pretty warm there, too, Cassy,'

said, with a sidelong look at his father.

She saw the. look, her face flashed with sudden temper,
then her eyes fell on her boy, now lost in the arms of
Aunt Kate, an^ she curbed herself.

" There were plenty of things doing at Lumley's in
those days," she said brusquely. " We were all young
and fresh then," she added, and then something seemed
to catch her voice, and she coughed a little—a hard,
dry, feverish cough. "Are the Lumleys all right?
Are they still there, at the Forks?" she asked, after the
little paroxysm of coughing.

" Cleaned out—all scattered. We own the Lumleys'
place now," replied Black Andy, with another sidelong
glance at his father, who, as he put some more wood
on the fire and opened the damper of the stove wider,
grimly watched and listened.

" Jim, and Lance, and Jerry, and Abner ? " she asked
almost abstractedly.

"Jim's dead—shot by a U.S. marshal by mistake
for a smuggler," answered Black Andy suggestively.
"Lance is up on the Yukon, busted; Jerry is one of
our hands on t1 e place ; and Abner is in jail."

"Abner—in jail!" she exclaimed in a dazed way.
"What did he do? Abner always seemed so
straight."

"Oh, he sloped with a thousand dollars of the
railway people's money. They caught him, and he
got seven years."

"He was married, wasn't he?" she asked in a low
voice.

" Yes, to Phenie Tyson. There's no children, so she's
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..•T^t"'f I^'°"
"^'"^"'^ "^^''y ^^"^'- because he was asaint but because he was a man, I suppose" sherephed gravely. "And the old folks?"

" Both dead. What Abner done sent the old man to

"ZT: ^u'
'^^"'''' '"°^^^'- ^'^^ ^ y--^ before."

What Abner done killed his father," said AbelBaragar with dry emphasis. "Phenie Tyson wa
extravagant-wanted this and that, and nothin' was
00 good for her Abner spoilt his life gettin' her whashe wanted

;
and it broke old Ezra Lumley's heart "

George's wife looked at him for a moment with hereyes screwed up, and then she laughed softly. « Mv
It s curious how some folks go up and some go down i

It must be lonely for Phenie waiting all these years forAbner to get free. I had the happiest time in myhfe at Lumley's. I was getting better of my-coldWhile I was there I got lots of strength stored up to^st me many a year when I needed it ; and. thenGeorge and I were married at Lumley's !

"

Aunt Kate came slowly over with the boy, and laida hand on Cassy's shoulder, for there was an under-
current to the conversation which boded no goodThe very first words uttered had plunged Abel Baraga^
and h.s son s wife into the midst of the difficulty wWchshe had hoped might, after all, be avoided.
"Come and I'll show you your room, Cassy," she

d^v w vl^'^'
'°"'^' ^"^ y°"'" g^* the sun allday. Its like a sun-parlour. We're going to have

TrT%'V u°"P'' °^ ^°"''^' ^"^ y°" "^"^t rest some
nrst. is the house warm enough for you ?

"

.h'^^if k"1^'u^*"'^
'''°"'^" ^'^ "^t '•'^PJy directly, butshook back her red hair and caught her boy to her
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breast and kissed him ; then she said in that staccato
manner which had given her words on ne stage such
point and emphasis, " Oh, this house is a'most too warm
for me, Aunt Kate !

"

Then she moved towards the door with the grave,
kindly old woman, her son's hand in her own.
"You can see the Lumleys' place from your window,

Cassy," said lilack Andy grimly. " We got a mortgage
on it, and foreclosed it, and it's ours now; and Jerry
Lumley's stock-riding for us. Anyhow, he's better off
than Abner, or Abner's wife."

Cassy turned at the door and faced him. Instinct-
ively she caught at some latent conflict with old Abel
Baragar in what Black Andy had said, and her face
softened, for it suddenly flashed into her mind that
he was not against her.

" I'm glad to be back West," she said. " It mea
lot to me when I was at Lumley's." She coughec a
httle again, but turned to the door with a laugh.

" How long have you come to stay here—out West? "

asked the^ld man furtively.

" Oh, there's plenty of time to think of that
! " she

answered brusquely, and she heard Black Andy laugh
derisively as the door closed behind her.

In a blaze of joy the sun swept down behind the
southern hills, and the windows of Lumley's house at
the Forks, catching the oblique rays, glittered and
shone like flaming silver. Nothing of life showed, save
the cattle here and there, creeping away to the shelter
of the foothills for the night. The white, placid snow
made a coverlet as wide as the vision of the eye, save
where spruce and cedar trees gave a touch of warmth
and refuge here and there. A wonderful, buoyant
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peace seemed to rest upon the wide, silent expanse.
1 he birds of song were gone South over the hills, and
the hving wild things of the prairies had stolen into
winter quarters. Yet, as Cassy Mavor looked out upon
.he exquisite beauty of the scene, upon the splendid
outspanninc of the sun along the hills, the deep plan-
gent blue of the sky and the thrilling light, she saw a
world in agony and she heard the moans of the afflicted,
rhe sun shone bright on the windows of Lumley's
house but she could hear the crying of Abner's wife,
and of old Ezra and Eliza Lumley, when their children
were stricken or shamed

; when Abel Baragar drew
ighter and tighter the ch.^ins of the mortgage, which at
^st made them tenants in the house once their ownOnly eight years ago, and all this had happened. And
what had not happened to her, too, in those eight
years

!

^

With George-reckless, useless, loving, lying George-she had left Lumley's with her sickness cured, as it
seemed, after a long year in the West, and had begun
life again. What sort of life had it been? "Kicking
up her heels on the stage." as Abel Baragar had said
but, somehow, not as it was before she went West to
give her perforated lung to the healing air of the plains
and to live outdoors with the men- a man's life. Then
she had never put a curb on her tongue, or greatly on
her actions, except that, though a hundred men quarrelled
openly or in their own minds, about her, no one had
ever had any right to quarrel about her. With a tongue
which made men gasp with laughter, with as comic a
gift as ever woman had. and as equally comic a face,
she had been a good-natured little tyrant in her way.bhe haa given a kiss here and there, and had taken
one, but always there had been before her mind the
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picture of a careworn woman who struggled to bring up
her three children honestly, and without the help of
charity, and, with a sigh of content and weariness, had
died as Cassy made her first hit on the stage and her
name became a household word. And Cassy, garish,
gay, freckled, witty and whimsical, had never forgotten
those days when her mother prayed and worked her
heart out to do her duty by her children. Cassy Mavor
had made her following, had won her place, was the
idol of "the gallery"; and yet she was "of the people,"
as she had always been, until her first sickness came,
and she had gone out to Lumley's, out along the foot-
hills of the Rockies.

What had made her fall in love with George Baragar?
She could not have told, if she had been asked. He
was wayward, given to drink at times, given also to
card-playing and racing ; but he had a way with him
which few women could resist and that made men his
friends

;
and he had a sense of humour akin to her own.

In any case, one day she let him catch her up in his
arms, and there was the end of it. But no, not the end,
after all. It was only the beginning of real life for her.'

All that had gone before seemed but playing on the
threshold, though it had meant hard, bitter hard work,
and temptation, and patience, and endurance of many
kinds. And now George was gone for ever. But
George's little boy lay there on the bed in a soft sleep,
with all his life before him.

She turned from the warm window and the buoyant,
inspiring scene to the bed. Stooping over, she kissed
the sleeping boy with an abrupt eagerness, and made a
little awkward, hungry gesture of love over him, and
her face flushed ho: with the passion of motherhood in
her.
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"All I've got now," she murmured. "Nothing else
left—nothing else at all."

She heard the door open behind her, and she turned
round. Aunt Kate was entering with a bowl in her
hands.

"I heard you moving about, and I've brought you
something hot to drink," she said.

" That's real good of you. Aunt Kate," was the cheer-
ful reply. "But it's near supper-time, and I don't
need it."

"It's boneset tea—for your cold," answered Aunt
Kate gently, and put it on the high dressing-table made
of a wooden box and covered with mui^'-n. " For your
cold, Cassy," she repeated.

The little woman stood still a moment gazing at the
steaming bowl, lines growing suddenly around her
mouth, then she looked at Aunt Kate quizzically.
"Is my cold bad—so bad that I need boneset

?
" she

asked in a queer, constrained voice.

" It's comforting, is boneset tea, even when there's no
cold, 'specially when the whisky's good, and the boneset
and camomile has steeped some days."

" Have you been steeping them some days ? " Cassy
asked softly, eagerly.

Aunt Kate nodded, then tried to explain.
" It's always good to be prepared, and I didn't know

but what the cold you used to have might be come
back," she said. " But I'm glad if it ain't, if that cough
of yours is only one of the measly little hacks people
get in the East, where it's so damp."

Cassy was at the window again, looking out at the
dying radiance of the sun. Her voice seemed hollow
and strange and rather rough, as she said in reply—

" It's 2 real cold, deep down, the same as I had nine
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fri

years ago Aunt Kate; and it's come to stay, I guess.
Thats why I came back West. But I couldn't havegone to Lumley's again, even if they were at the Forks
now, for I m too poor. I'm a back-number no./ Ihad to give up singing and dancing a year ago, after
George died. So I don't earn my hving any more, and
1 had to come to George's father with George's boy"
Aunt Kate had a shrewd mind, and it was tactful,

too. She did not understand why Cassy, who had
earned so much money all these years, should be so
poor now, unless it was that she hadn't saved—that she
and George hadn't saved. But, looking at the face
before her, and the child on the bed, she was convinced
that the woman was a good woman, that, singer and
dancer as she was, there was no reason why any home
should be Closed to her, or any heart should shut its
doors before her. She guessed a reason for this
poverty of Cassy Mavor, but it only made her lay a
hand on the little woman's shoulders and look into her
eyes.

" Cassy." she said gently, "you was right to come here.
There s trials before you, but for the boy's sake you
must bear them. Sophy, George's mother, had to bear
them, and Abel was fond of her, too, in his way He's
stored up a lot of things to say, and he'll say them

; but
you 11 keep the boy in your mind, and be patient, won't
you, Cassy? You got rights here, and it's comfortable,
and there's plenty, and the air will cure your lung a«= it
did before. It did all right before, didn't it ? " She
handed the bowl of boneset tea. « Take it ; it'll do you
good, Cassy," she added.
Cassy said nothing in reply. She looked at the bed

where her boy lay, she looked at the angular face of the
woman, with its brooding motherliness, at the soft grey
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d^:!.;!'!/^ ^"' '^^"' ''^'^y- ^^-- p-^-^ it

.n!l b^
'^°^'"'' ""^^^ *° ^^"^^ "^' ^""t Kate, but I'll tryand keep my temper down. Did he ever laugh in h^

;;

He lauiThs sometimes-kind o' laughs."
1

11 make him laugh real, if I can," Cassy rejoined
I ve made a lot of people laugh in my time." ^

r./ M /""""u"
^^^"^"^ suddenly over, and drew thered, ndiculous head to her shoulder with a ga p ofaffection, and her eyes were full of tears

^

and then she turned and hurried from the room
'

Three hours later the problem was solved in the bi^sit mg room where Cassy had first been received w'hher boy. Aunt Kate sat with her feet on a hassockrockmg gently and watching and listening. bSAndy was behind the great stove with his chair tihed

bvtheTbr^''l'°"^ °'^P^P^= the old man sat rigidby he table, looking straight before him and smackfnghis hps now and then as he was wont to do at meetingwhile Cassy, with her chin in her hands and elC ?„her^knees, gazed into the fire and waited for the storm to

U ^Z ^'f\.^^'^^'
°f humour at dinner had notbrightened things, and she had had an insane desTeto turn cart-wheels round the room, so implacable a'dhighly stramed was the attitude of the master of thehouse, so unctuous was the grace and the thanksgiving

bclore and after the meal. Abel Baragar had storied up

wasXfiTst H "^^rr""P^^^>^ ''' y--' -^ thlwas the first chance he had had of visiting his dis-pleasure on the woman who had "ruined" cLge, and

I'Ki
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who had now come to get "lights." which he was deter-
mined she should not have. He had steeled himself
agamst seeing any good in her whatever. Se'f-will
self-pride, and self-righteuusness were big in him, and so
the supper had ended in silence, and with a little attick
of coughing on the part of Cassy, which made her angry
at herself. Then the boy had been put to bed, and
she had come back to await the expected outburst
She could feel it in the air, and while her blood tingled
in a desire to fight this tyrant to the bitter end, she
thought of her boy and his future, and she calmed the
tumult in her veins.

She did not have to wait very long. The querulous
voice of the old man broke the silence.

" When be you goin' back East? What time did you
fix for goin' ? " he asked.
She raised her head and looked at him squarely

"I didn't fix any time for going East again," she
replied. " I came out West this time to stay."

'' I thought you was on the stage," was the rejoinder.
' I ve left the stage. My voice went when I goi

a bad cold again, and I couldn't stand the draught"?
of the theatre, and so I couldn't dance, either I'm
finished, with the stage. I've come out here for good
and all."

"Where did you think of livin' out here?"
" I'd like to have gone to Lumley's, but that's not

possible, is it? Anyway, I couldn't afford it now
So I thought I'd stay here, if there was room
for me."

" You want to board here ?

"

"I didn't put it to myself that way. I thought
perhaps you'd be glad to have me. I'm handy. I
can cook, I can sew, and I'm quite cheerful and kind.
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like to'^'"''
^^^--S^-''"'- George. I thought you'dlike to have your grandson here with you "

^

"I've lived without him—or his fat.ier-for eiaht
years, an' I could bear it awhile yet. mebb^

"'^^'

There was a half-choking sound from the old woma 1in the rockmg-chair, but she did not speak, thou^h^^eknittmg drorpsd into her lap.
^

better"'- lUnJT "' ^"7' ^'^'^'^ ^^"'^ ''^e usDetter rejomed Cassy gently. "We're both prettyeasy to get on with, and we see the bright side of

Tain'f
has a wonderful disposition, has'^l ge »

°'

I am t gom to like you any better " saM fit i^
man. getting to his feet"^ "l ain^^oi;' to^^^any nghts here. I've thought it ouf. and my min'd'smade up. You can't come it over mc. You Tuned

iTved^^L 1 T/
""' ''" *° ^^-^ ^-- He'd Tavelived to be an old man out here; but you sooiled h.mYou trapped him into marking you. Jth yo'u ktk n"and your comic song., and your tricks of the sta^ran!you parted us_parted him and me for even'' ^

'

"Wir/ouT^Thf Ih""'""^^witn you! The old man's voice rose shrilly thebitterness and passion of years was shooting h gk inthe narrow confines of his mind. The geyser of Wsprejudice and antipathy was furiously ' alile . Tocome back with you that ruined him and broke uomy family, and made my life like bitter aloes ! n" •And If I wouldn't have him with you. do you think
111 W you without him? By the God "If Isr^e"

i^t^tJy^w."^l^.'^'^"°'V'""^'"^ "P ^^^''"^ ^^e stovemtently wa chmg. his face grim a,-.d sombre; AuntKate^sat with both hands gripping the arms' of the

m
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Cassy got slowly to her feet. " I've been as straight
a woman as your mother or your wife ever was," she
said, "and all the world knows it. I'.n poor—and
I might have been rich. I was true to myself before I

married George, and I was true to George after, and
all I earned he shared; and I've got little left. The
mining stock I bought with what I saved went smash,
and I'm poor as I was when I started to work for
myself. I can work awhile yet, but I wanted to see
if I could fit in out here, niul get well again, and have
my boy fixed in the house of his grandfather. That's
the way I'm placed, and that's how I came. But give
a dog a bad name—ah, you shame your dead boy in
thinking bad of me! I didn't ruin him. I didn't kill

him. He never came to any bad through me. I helped
him; he was ha^py. Why, I " She stopped
suddenly, putting a hand to her mouth. "Go on, say
what you want to say, and let's understand once for
all," she added with a sudden sharpness.
Abel Baragar drew himself • "Well, I say this.

I'll give you three thousand u...ars, and you can
go somewhere else to live. I'll keep the boy here.
That's what I've fixed m my mind to do. You can
go, and the boy stays I ain't goin' to live with you
that spoiled George's life."

The eyes of the woman dilated, she trembled with
a sudden rush of anger, then stood still, staring in
front of her without a word. Black Andy stepped
from behind the stove.

"You are going to stay here, Cassy," he said, "here
where you have rights as good as any. and better than
any, if it cornes to that." He turned to his father.
" You thought a lot of George," he added. " He was
the apple of your eye. He had a soft tongue, and
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He gambled, he ^, ante, h^'^' 7" P""> '°°l«'>-

didn't know it. He tXte^.r"''".'''-""''- ^o"

He told her-cLv lo r ^"?' "" "^' ^P^"'"'"'!"!;.

and she took thTmTneTshr '", '"=»' "^^ "'""<^.
give it ,0 him ,0 ^yTo„ bacHn th"

""^- "'^'- ^"^
.he bank. You nevef kTw. bu that's thlT.""?."^"your son George was, and hat's thi 1,^ ^ .

""^ '"'>'

-ndi„rb7G;t?^^^^herd H'-'r-
'•-

while .she shut her eves in h.r ' ^"""^ ^^' ^^"d.

her husband's wrong" ^^^^^ ^^^ -^ ^'^1

str.nding by her. If f? hadn^f h r .
^^^'^ ^^ " ^'"1

dollarsy pa.-d ba^k't G^f ^ ^^^^^
swamped, when the Syndicate3'

I

^'^ ^^"
wouldn't have had Luml^? ;rfce nor\r'

'"' "^
thing. I guess she's got Lhfs hL hJ '

"°' ^"^
any." ^ ^"^^ "^'^^' °ad, as good as

The old man sank slowly into a chair «r.George stole from me-stole mon.lT ^^""'S^-
-hispered. His face was whTe

'^
jj^^

";'" ^^

vainglory were hmW^n S "'^ P"^^ and

figure. ulZlfrZlt
""^^ ^ ^^^^^'^' shaken

«r. ,
seJt-righteousness was levelled in fj,« ^ .

i
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"Don't! Don't feel so bad!" she said. "He was
weak and wild then. But he was all right afterwards.
He was happy with me."

" I've owed Cassy this for a good many years, dad,"
said Black Andy, "and it had to be paid. She's got
better stuff in her than any Baragar."

An hour later, the old man said to Cassy at the door
of her room, " You got to stay here and git well. It's
yours, the same as the rest of us—what's here."
Then he went downstairs and sat with Aunt Kate bv

the fire.
'

" I guess she's a good woman." he said at last. "
I

didn't use her right."

"You've been lucky with your women-folk," Aunt
Kate answered quietly.

"Yes, I've been lucky," he answered. "I dunno
if I deserve it. Mebbe not. Do you think she'll git
well ?

"

"It's a healing air out here," Aunt Kate answered,
and listened to the wood of the house snapping in the
sharp frost.
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the great rafts with their riverine population floating
down to Michelin's mill-yards.

For hours he had sat like this, unmoving, his gnarled
red hands clamping each leg as though to hold him
steady while he gazed ; and he saw himself as a little

lad, barefooted, doing chores, running after the shaggy,
troublesome pony which would let him catch it when no
one else could, and, with only a halter on, galloping
wildly back to the farmyard, to be hitched up in the
carriole which had once belonged to the old Seigneur.
He saw himself as a young man, back from " the States

"

where he had been working in the mills, regarded
austerely by little Father Roche, who had given him
his first Communion—for, down in Massachusetts he
had learned to wear his curly hair plastered down on
his forehead, smoke bad cigars, and drink "old
Bourbon," to bet and to gamble, and be a figure at
horse-races.

Then he saw himself, his money all gone, but the luck
still with him, at Mass on the Sunday before going to
the backwoods lumber-camp for the winter, as boss of a
hundred men. He had a way with him, and he had
brains, had Jacques Grassette, and he could manage
men, as Michelin the lumber-king himself had found in

a great river-row and strike, when bloodshed seemed
certain. Even now the ghost of a smile played at his

lips, as he recalled the surprise of the old liabitants and
of Father Roche when he was chosen for this responsible
post; for to run a great lumber-camp well, hundreds of
miles from civilisation, where there is no visible law,
no restraints of ordinary organised life, and where
men, for seven months together, never saw a woman or
a child, and ate pork and beans, and drank white
whisky, was a task of administration as difficult as



MAHCILE
2

managing a small republic new-created out „f •
ielements of societv R„f m'T ,."'™ °"' °' violent

old Seigneur'sir Henri Lhvn" Z^ "«" ""^ '^e

men, Icn^w he was rfg^t a ^m'TT " '"''' °'
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the point that the ^r^,.

"" °" J^^^^ues. It was more to
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wealth or learning, and as he spoke to throldT"
"'"

gpmg in to Mass, he still thought so for .hi
q^"^""?
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. !

Seigneur's

charm for him. Tteh" " th!,^ ^""^l"'
'""'' ™
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*""^'

and, on the whole, he feit h ms -f rl '"""P

'

old Seigneur, who now was lL enant r'"''"'°''
'° *=

province in which lay BTndonJaT
"'"""" °' '"^

At the door of the Church of St p,,„ • t ,

stretched himself un -..-ti, j
"ancis he liad

he engaged him as boss LvTnf^7^^°" ^^^
one critical time when Mc ^- . ™ °"^y ^^ ^^e

its chance to command ^ /.^"^^ ^'^'" ^"^ ^"^ ^^^v

the strife HeH^ ^"^ ^"^ "^ P^^^°"^J interest intnte. He had been a miracle of coolness then, and



214 NORTHERN LIGHTS

his six-foot-two of pride and muscle was taking natural
tribute at the door of the Church of St. Francis, where
he waited till nearly everyone had entered, and Father
Roche's voice could be heard in the Mass.
Then had happened the real event of his life: a black-

eyed, rose-cheeked girl went by with her mother, hurry-
irig in to Mass. As she passed him their eyes met, and
his blood leapt in his veins. He had never seen her
before, and, in a sense, he had never seen any woman
before. He had danced with many a one, and kissed a
few in (the old days among the flax-beaters, at the
harvesting, in the gaieties of a wedding, and also down
in Massachusetts. That, however, was a different thing,
which he forgot an hour after ; but this was the beginning
of the world for him ; for he knew now, of a sudden*^
what life was, what home meant, why " old folks " slaved
for their children, and mothers wept when girls married
or sons went away from home to bigger things ; why in
there, in at Mass, so many were praying for all the
people, and thinking only of one. All in a moment it

came—and stayed ; and he spoke to her, to Marcile, that
very night, and he spoke also to her father, Valloir the
farrier, the next morning by lamplight, before he started
for the woods. He would not be gainsaid, nor take no
for an answer, nor accept, as a reason for refusal, that
she was only sixteen, and that he did not know her, for
she had been away with a childless aunt since she was
three. That she had fourteen brothers and sisters who
had to be fed and cared for did not seem to weigh with
the farrier. That was an affair of le bon Dieu, and enough
would be provided for them all as heretofore—one could
make little difference ; and though Jacques was a very
good match, considering his prospects and his favour with
the lumber-king, Valloir had a kind of fear of him. and
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could not easily promise his beloved Marcile, the flower

of his flock, to a man of whom the priest so strongly

disapproved. But it was a new sort of Jacques Grassette

who, that morning, spoke to him with the simplicity and
eagerness ofa child ; and the suddenly conceived gift of a
pony stallion, which every man in the parish envied

Jacques, won Valloir over; and Jacques went "away
back " with the first timid kiss of Marcile Valloir burn-
ing on his cheek.

"Well, bagosh, you are a wonder!" said Jacques'
father, when he told him the news, and saw Jacques
jump into the carriole and drive away.

Here in prison, this, too, Jacques saw—this scene ; and
then the wedding in the spring, and the tour through the
parishes for days together, lads and lasses journeying
with them ; and afterwards the new home with a bigger
stoop than any other in the village, with some old
gnarled crab-apple trees and lilac bushes, and four years
of happiness, and a little child that died ; and all the
time Jacques rising in the esteem of Michelin the lumber-
king, and sent on inspections, and to organise camps

;

for weeks, sometimes for months, away from the house
behind the lilac bushes—and then the end of it all, sudden
and crushing and unredeemable.

Jacques came back one night and found the house
empty. Marcile had gone to try her luck with another
man.

That was the end of the upward career of Jacques
Grassette. He went out upon a savage hunt which
brought him no quarry, for the man and the woman had
disappeared as completely as though they had been
swallowed by the sea. And here, at last, he was waiting
for the day when he must settle a bill for a human life

taken in passion and rage.
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uJ^l^^ IT""
'^""^^ °"* °^ P'^^^ '" the small cell,and the watcher sitting near him. to whom he had notaddressed a word nor replied to a question since thewatching began, seemed an insignificant factor in thescene. Never had a prisoner been more self-contained

humlT T'u ""T^^^'^^y
^" ^^°^^ ministrations ofhumanity which relieve the horrible isolation of thecondemned cell. Grassette's isolation was completeHe lived m a dream, did what little there was to do in

fitHnl
^^'*''^^.''°"' ^"^ ^^t hour after hour, as he was

to Ln^nrrr''""^'^'? ^ ^'^'" ^' °"*=^ benumbed
to all outer things and afire with inward things, thoserealms of memory which are infinite in a life of forty
years. '

"Sacr/J" he muttered at last, and a shiver seemedto pass through him from head to foot ; then an uglyTnd
evil oath fell from his lips, which made his watchershrmk back appalled, for he also was a Catholic, andhad been chosen of purpose, in the hope that he ^ighthave an influence on this revolted soul. It had how-
ever, been of no use, and Grassette had refused theadvances and ministrations of the little good priestFather Laflamme, who had come from tircoas" ofpurpose to give him the offices of the Church. Silent,
obdurate, sullen he had looked the priest straight inthe face and had said in broken English. "Nonl pay2 b'll. ^-« ^e liable / I will say m'y o;n Ma^;. li'g^my own candle, go my own way. I have too much "

Now. as he sat glooming, after his outbreak of oathsthere came a rattling noise at the door, the grindingof a key in the lock, the shooting of bolts, and a facfappeared at the little wicket in the door. Then the door

by a white-haired, stately old man. At sight of this
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""" ^°""«

the Governor who tu^ed pak stL i"' ,T ' "'^
was. ^ "^' seeing who the criminal

"Jacques Grassette!" he crit^ri ;«
emotion, for under another name thT ''°T'''^''^^^

-"d
tried and sentenced nor h"!, ^ .'^"''^^'^'" ^^^ been

J-hed-the case wf; "o clear Jh 7f^ '^^" ^^^^^-

M sieu
! was the respectful resDonse /nX rfingers twitched

response, and Grassette's

•^i^tofk^oC,s;isrrr'-
-"I did not know It wa^y"^" "" ^°"""°'- ""' °"
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" Why did you come, m'sieu' ?
"

"Call him 'your Honour,'" said the Sheriff sharply.
Grassette's face hardened, and his look turned upon

fhe Sheriff was javage and forbidding. "I will speak
as it please me. Who are you ? What do I care ? To
hang me—that is your business ; but, for the rest, you
spik to me differcn'I Who are you ? Your father kep'
a tavern for thieves, vous savcz bien !" It was true
that the Sheriff's father had had no savoury reputation
in the West.

The Governor turned his head away in pain and
trouble, for the man's rage was not a thing to see—and
they both, came from the little parish of St. Francis, and
had passed many an hour together.

"Never mind, Grassette," he said gently. "Call me
what you will. You've got no feeling against me; and
I can say with truth that I don't want your life for the
life you took."

Grassette's breast heaved. "He put me out of my
work, the man I kill. He pass the word against me, he
hunt me out of the mountains, he ca,\\~h'ie de diable !
he call me a name so bad. Everything swim in my
head, and I kill him."

The Governor made a protesting gesture. "
I under-

stand. I am glad his mother was dead. But do you
not think how sudden it was? Now here, in the thick
of life, then, out there, beyond this world in the dark—
in purgatory."

The brave old man had accomplished what everyone
else, priest, lawyer, Sheriff and watcher, had failed to
do

:
he had shaken Grassette out of his blank isolation

and obdurate unrepentance, had touched some chord of
recognisable humanity.

" It is done—bien, I pay for it," responded Grassette,
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setting his jaw. <'It is two deaths for me VV.itin..and remembering, and then with the Sh'iff th
"

heother—so quick, and all."

The Governor looked at him for some momentswithout speak njT The t^h^rW • *
"'"ments

officiously.
^ ^^"""^ intervened again

to W'?^"''"'" t"l
'°'"" to say something importantto you, he remarked oracularly

to"snit?'^°l~'^r
^"

"f'^ " ^'^^"^*" ^^-^ '^"" ^hen

urne^Jtother
''''"'\'"''^>''"'""^^"*- Then heturned to the Governor. « Let us speak in French "

hesa.d m/...„ "This rope-twister will not understan'He is no good—I spit at him "
unaerstan

.

oro^tes't ttr"°l "°^t"^'
""^' ^^^P'^^ the Sheriff's

protest, they spoke m French. Grassctte with his yesintently fixed on the other, eagerly listening.
'^

I have come," said the Governor, " to say to youGrassette, that you have still a chance of life
"

^

He paused, and Grassette's face took on a look of

"Rep ieve?" he asked in a hoarse voice

is IJ^niri" '^"?
^l

'^""'-
"

-^'"^ y^' '• but theres a chance. Somcthmg has happened. A man's lifeIS in danger, or it may be he is dead ; but more likelyhe IS ahve. You took a life
; perhaps you can sav^one now. Keeley's Gulch, the mine ther^^r'

eves strin'^r'
J°""' it-go!d?" asked Grassctte, his

an^wtat h! wa"^
'''' '''''''''' '^ ^—

^
-'--

hJ^7T' '^ r""^
''' *''^ "'^^ ^'^"^^ ''f^^ '-^ in danger

once Wh^ H
' u^''^'

"'" '''''' '^^^" ^ -^-once While he was there, a landslip came and theopening to the mine was closed up."
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" There were two ways in. Which one did he take ?
"

cried Grassette.

" The only one he could take, the only one he or
anyone else knew. You know the other way in—you
only, they say."

" I found it—the easier, quick way in ; a year aco I
found it."

"Was it near the other entrance ?
"

Grassette shook his head. " A mile away."
" If the man is alive—and we think he is—you are the

only person that can save him. I have telegraphed the
Government. They do not promise, but they will
reprieve, and save your life, ifyou find the man."

" Alive «r dead ?
"

Alive or dead, for the act would be the same I
have an order to take you to the Gulch, if you will go
and I am sure that you will have your life, if you do it'

1 will promise-ah yes, Grassette. but it shall be sc

!

rubhc opmion will demand it. You will do it ?
"

" To go ix^^—altogether ?
"

" Well, but if lur life is saved, Grassette ?
"

The dark f-. flushed, then grew almost repulsive
agam w its su'lv-nness.

"Life—and this, in prison, shut in year after yearlo do always what someone else wills, to be a slave toa warder. To have men like that over me that havebeen a boss of men-wasn't h that drove me to kill ?-
to b. treated like dirt! And to go on with this, while
outs.de there is free life, and to go where you will atyour own price-no! What do I care for life! What
IS It to me! To live like this-ah, I would break myhead against these stone walls, I would choke myself
with my own hands! If I stayed here. I would kill
again, I would kill—kill."
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altogether-that would be the wish

saved VvT' T f"'^
'''^ '"^"'^ ''''' '^ '^ <^«n ^esaved. VV II you not take the chance? We all have tod.e some t.me or other. Grassette. some sooner, some

later; and when you go. will you not w.nt to take toGod m your hands a life saved for a life taken ? Haveyou forgotten God. Grassette r We used to rememberH.rn ,n the Church of St. Francis down there at home •

hJh ^l'
*

T""""'''
'"^""^' '" ^hlch Grassette's

The n^Q i"'"'* ^^T^'
^''' ^y^' ^^^""^ '"to «Pacc.

Ws natre
'^"'"'" """^ '°"''^^ " ^"'"^^^^'^ ^-"^^ '"

Presently he said in a low voice: "To be fr^^
altogether!

. . . What is his name? Who is he?"
H.S name is Bignold." the Governor answered. Heturned to the Sheriff inquiringly. "That is it. is i!not? he asked in English again.

"James Tarran Bignold." answered the Sheriff.
The effect of these words upon Grassette was remark-

able. His body appeared to stiffen, his face became
rigid, he stared at the Governor blankly, appalled, the
colour left h.s face, and his mouth opened with a curious
and revolting grimace. The others drew back, startled
and watched him.

'

" Sa,i^ de Dieu ! " he murmured at last, with a sudden
gesture of misery and rage.

Then the Governor understood : he remembered that
the name just given by the Sheriff and himself was the
name of the Englishman who had carried off Grassette's
wife years ago. He stepped forward and was about
to speak, but changed his mind. He would leave it all
to Grassette

;
he would not let the Sheriff know the

truth, unless Grassette himself disclosed the situationHe looked at Grassette with a look of poignant pity and
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Interest combined. In his own placid life he had never
had any tragic hapjicning, his blood had run coolly, his
days had been blessed by an urbane fate ; such scenes
as this were but a spectacle to him; there was no
answering chord of human suffering in his own breast,
to make him realise what Grassctte was undergoing
now; but he had read widely, he had been an acute
observer of the world and its happenings, and he had
a natural human sympathy which had made many a
man and woman eternally grateful to him.
What would Grassette do? It was a problem which

had no precedent, and the solution would be a revelation
of the human mind and heart. What would the
man do ?

"Well, what is all this, Grassette?" asked the Sheriff
brusquely. His official and officious intervention, behind
which was the tyranny of the little man, given a power
which he was incapable of wielding wisely, would have
roused Grassette to a savage reply a half-hour before,
but now it was met by a contemp^ious wave of the
hand, and Grassette kept his eyes fixed on the
Governor.

"James Tarran Bignold!" Grassette said harshly,
with eyes that searched the Governor's face ; but they
found no answering look there. The Governor, then,
did not remember that tragedy of his home and hearth,'
and the man who had made of him an Ishmael. Still,'

Bignold had been almost a stranger in the parish, and
it was not curious if the Governor had forgotten.

" Bignold
!

" he repeated, but the Governor gave no
response.

"Yes, Bignold is his name, Grassette," said the
Sheriff: "You took a life, and now, if you save one,
that'll balance things. As the Governor says, there'll
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isnt a bad uorld to kick in. so lonjj as you kick withone leg on the grour \, and • ^ ' >"" '^'^'^ ^'^^

bm^a^e^mIrk^..T•''-•*"^^"'^"*^'
upon the Sherin'sbrutal remarks. T ,ere is no time to be lost. GrassetteHe has been ten days in the mine "

^^'''' "^-ttc

Grassette\s was not a slow brain. For a man of suchphysical and bodily bulk, he had mo,e talents thLi aregenerally given. If his brain had been slower, la"also would have been slower to strike. Hut hi „tdgence had been surcharged with hate the>e many ca

to control his act.ons-a passionate and reckless wilful-ness had governed it. But now. after the first shockandstupefac.on,.t seemed to go back to where it wasbefo e Marcjie went from him, gather up the force Tndmtelhgence it had then, and come forward aga to ?hissupreme moment, with all that life's harsh experienceshad do„e for it, with the education that mi.sery andm sdomg g.ve. Revolution, are often the wo'rk of.ns ants not years, and the crucial test and problem bywhich Grassette was now faced had lifted him into anew at sphere, with a new capacity alive in him A
^r h t'rfd : "r '"' "^'^ blocKlshotand swimmingwith hatred avui .,a.ss.on

, now they ^^rew, almostsuddenly, hard ano :urking and quiet,\vith a strange
penetrating force a;ui inquiry in them.
"Bignold-where does he come from, what is he?"he asked the SherifiT.

^
"He is an Englishman; he' only been out here

bu h "'""'''t
"'' '^^" ^^""^'"^ ^"d prospectingbut hes a better shooter than prospector He's a

him If Its pos.4ble. It's pretty nard dying in a strange

m
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land far away from all that's yours. Maybe he's gota wife waiting for him over there
» ^

"Nam de Dieu !" said Grassette with suppressed
mahce, under his breath.

her !!!?vV^f^''^u "V!^ ^*''*"S: for him. and there's
her to hink of The West's hospitable, and this thing
has taken hold of it; the West wants to save this
stranger, and it's waiting for you. Grassette, to do itswork for It you being the only man that can do it. theonly one that knows the other secret way into Keeley's
Gulch. Speak right out, Grassette. It's your chance
for life. Speak out quick."
The last three words were uttered in the old slave-

driving tpne, though the earlier part of the speech had
been dehvertJ oracularly, and had brought again to
Grassette s eyes the reddish, sullen look which had made
them, a little while before, like those of some wounded
angered animal at bay; but it vanished slowly, and
there was silence for a moment. The Sheriff's words
had left no vestige of doubt in Grassette's mind. This
Bignold was the man who had taken Marcile away, first
to the English province, then into the States, where he
had lost track of them, then over to England. Marcile—where was Marcile now?

In Keeley's Gulch was the man who could tell him
the man who had ruined his home and his life Dead
or ahve he was in Keeley's Gulch, the man who knew
where Marcile was; and if he knew where Marcile Was.
and if she was ahve. and he was outside these prison
walls, what would he do to her? And if he was
outs.de these prison walls, and in the Gulch, and
the man was there alive before him. what would
he do?

Outside these prison walls-to be out there in the
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sun. where life would be easier to give up if it h.H . k.given up! An hour ago he had been ^it ^
of apathy, and had had%is fill of Hfe aT """ ' ''^

had had but one desire and th.V
^°"'' ^^° ^^

and he had even pfctuSd to hfm Tf''
'" '" '^^'*'"^'

narrow cell where ^^'1^00^; ftirtfiTi,;V'^and som any case let him escape the rle ITwas suddenly brought face to face wUh th.
"

central issue of his life and th. «T u
^^ ^''^^^

might be. could noJ't^t t fn': :;;LTtr t'might be the same concretely f Tf ^' ^"^^ ''

things be. then Bignold wotlii die ttthere iMf^Gulch, starved, anguished, and alone If h
'^

could save his own lift. k„ - ?.'.
^"^ ""^"t, he

was alive; or he ^^u d „oL ^dlt ''""'i-.

'f "'Snold

or his own
!

What would he do?
" ""^"'"'^ '"=

qufetn'ef.TuTw^rf''''
""' "'" ' '^' ""'^Ikd .0^uicuicbs, out With an anxietv whirh mo^^ u- . .

spite of himself
^ ""^"^^ ^'"^ Pale in

"What will you do, Grassette?" he said at l.«f
•

low votce. and with a step forward to him "W /" ^

not help to clear your conscience by dd^: thi^ hf'^^pYou do ', want to t.y and spite the'v .Hd1.; n t d n'e>t- You can make a lot of your life vet ,r

,

^
free. Give yourself, and give'ihe.tl^lVhrce "vfhaven't used it right. Try again" "" ^ "''^"^^- You

Grassette imagined that the Governor did n..remember who Bignold was. and that this was an

hr:;f Ttt c LXur h^r^
, -r-^sentence. If he wen^to the Gu rh

^PP'^^^ed his
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Where was Marcile? Only Bignold knew. Alive or
dead ? Only Bignold knew.

"Bien, I will do it, m'sieu'," he said to the Governor.
" I am to go alone—eh ?

"

The Sheriff shook his head. " No, two warders will
go with you—and myself."

A strange look passed over Grassette's face. He
seemed to hesitate for a moment, then he said again •

" Bon, I will go."

"Then there is, of course, the doctor," said the
Sheriff.

" Bon .r " said Grassette. " What time is it ?
"

"Twelve o'clock," answered the Sheriff, and made
a motion to the warder to open the door of the
cell.

" By sundown
!
" Grassette said, and he turned with a

determined gesture to leave the cell.

At the gate of the prison, a fresh, sweet air caught
his face. Involuntarily he drew in a great draught of
it, and his eyes seemed to gaze out, almost wonderingly,
over the grass and the trees \ 3 the boundless horizon.
Then he became aware of the shouts of the crowd-
shouts of welcome. This same crowd had greeted him
with shouts of execration when he had left the Court
House after his sentence. He stood still for a moment
and looked at them, as it were only half comprehending
that they were cheering him now, and that voices
were saying, "Bravo, Grassette! Save him, and we'll
save you."

Cheer upon cheer, but he took no notice. He walked
like one in a dream, a long, strong step. He turned
neither to left nor right, not even when the friendly
voice of one who had worked with him bade him.
Cheer up, and do the trick." He was busy working
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out a problem which no one but himself cn„M ^ iHe was only half conscious of his sur rndinr K
'•

moving in a kind of detached worM^?K^ '
^^ "^^^

the warders and the Shedff and tho^^e'whotlWed"'"^almost abstract and unreal figures HrJi ""'^'^

JJ.estio„, Bu. ..psed l^^tl ^.^sl^Zj^,:
c^cibf: "f Tr ""= '"'"S P^--'' through afiatcmcible. In all the years that had gone, he had had JI

h7:rfrth"'"'°'"'
•'°"' «''"°MandM,r ./^ne ever met them, a primitive, sava-e desire to Ki«f^em out of life and being. hIs fingens haTachedfoMarciles neck, that neck in which he had lafn hiface so often in the transient, unforgettable days oftt.e.r happmess. If she was alive now-if she waTstHl

Her story was hidden there in Keeley's Gulch withB.gnold. and he was galloping hard to rea'^h his foe Ashe went, by some strange alchemy of human experienceby that new b.rth of his brain, the world seemeddifferent from what it had ever been before afTastsince the day when he had found an empty home and ashamed hearthstone. He got a new feding toward itand hfe appealed to him as a thing that mi^h^ hivebeen so well worth living! But sinfe that waf not obe. then he would see what he could do to cetcompensation for all that he had lost, to take tdfor the thmg that had spoiled him, and given him a
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savage nature and a raging temper, which had driven
h,m at last to kill a man who, in no real sense,
had injured him.

Mile after mile they journeyed, a troop of interested
people coming after, the sun and the clear sweet air thewavmg grass, the occasional clearings where settlers'had
driven in the tent-pegs of home, the forest now and then
swa lowing them, the mountains rising above them like
a blank wall, and then suddenly opening out before
them; and the rustle and scamper of squirrels and
coyotes; and over their heads the whistle of birds the
slow beat of wings of great wild-fowl. The tender' sap
of youth was in this glowing and alert new world, and
by sudden contrast with the prison walls which he had
just left behind, the earth seemed recreated, unfamiliar
compelling and companionable. Strange that in all the

^f, *^^' /"^"^ ^^^" ''"^^ ^^ ^""^ go"e back to his
abandoned home to find Marcile gone, the world had
had no beauty, no lure for him. In the splendour of it
all, he had only raged and stormed, hating his fellow-
nian, waiting, however hopelessly, for the day when he
should see Marcile and the man who had taken her
from him. And yet now, under the degradation of his
crime and its penalty, and the unmanning influence of
being the helpless victim of the iron power of the law
rigid, ugly and demoralising—now with the solution of
his htes great problem here before him in the hUls with
the man for whom he had waited so long caverned in
the earth, but a hand-reach away, as it were, his wrongs
had taken a new manifestation in him, and the thing
that kept crying out in him every moment was. Where
is Marcile?

It was four o'clock when they reached the pass which
only Grassette knew, the secret way into the Gulch.
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ancien. tribes wikhh:do:ceo,d:.d",h""' 'T''"
"«=

a sudden drop into the ,", ,1, J "^ '
""•" "">=

a dta cave, Lr^afl^ f'^ ^^ •-- through

and"^Setr:f«r ^trird,? ^'°'" ^'o""'

neiio! His voice rang out clear pnri 1-
y^^re?-

then came a silence-a lon^
Piercing, and

the voice rang ouf "SornT '''''''' ^^-n
Bigno-o-ld!"

°' Hello-o-o! Bignold

!

feet h,-3f ^,,,,,*;
-h.

J^u^^^ ,, ^„. .„ ^^^

"We heard nothing-'saidThe siT V ""'" ""

"I hear ver' good^' H^^ ifaHvf I h"°'
l"""""

responded Grassette; and h s face h.H f
^""-^"

look which the other. In. J ^ strange, fixed

'hought tha? he h,^ !:' ".'' '° •« ^'t«i°n « the

Bigild-!and alL thi'h T,
°"" '"'^ '>>' """ing

beyond doubt.
' ^ ""'"''' ?"' •'= °*" ^'vation

Gufch.'Thio*:!;!^,':; 'hT r" """'•«' <^-" «=
the warders dot telS^^^°"'f,''r'^

^f'=^' the Sheriff and
<i.M < T "°

•
hut he outstripped them

-eSng^ttrd '"tV-" .'""• '°°™"^ -
and his hands stri^T; u^ '^"^ ^"" ^^^" ^^^ward

the ..itud^l^-? -Xad^^^^^^^^^^
't was

They were beside him i„ an iL.a„.'a„Law a. his
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feet Bignold worn to a skeleton, with eyes starting
from his head, and fixed on Grassette in agony and
stark fear.

The Sherifif stooped to lift Bignold up, but Grassette
waved them back with a fierce gesture, standing over
the dying man.

" He spoil my home. He break me— I have my bill

to settle here," he said in a voice hoarse and harsh. " It

is so ? It is so—eh ? Spik ! " he said to Bignold.
" Yes," came feebly from the shrivelled lips. " Water

!

Water !

" the wretched man gasped. " I'm dying !

"

A sudden change came over Grassette. "Water

—

queeck !

" he said.

The Sheriff stooped and held a hatful of water to

Bignold's lips, while another poured brandy from a flask

into the water.

Grassette watched them eagerly. When the dying
man had swallowed a little of the spirit and water,
Grassette leaned over him again, and the others drew
away. They realised that these two men had an
account to settle, and there was no need for Grassette
to take revenge, for Bignold was going fast.

"You Stan' far back," said Grassette, and they fell

away.

Then he stooped down to the sunken, ashen face,

over which death was fast drawing its veil.

" Marcile—where is Marcile ? " he asked.

The dying man's lips opened. " God forgive me—
God save my soul

!

" he whispered. He was not
concerned for Grassette now.

" Queeck—queeck, where is Marcile?" Grassette said
sharply. "Come back, Bignold. Listen—where is

Marcile?"

He strained to hear the answer. Bignold was going,
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tongue refustiiStfi;"''
'"""""'"^ "°-' >"" »-

Jr:ror„f„:jr4:;::^Lrr ?-^„^ "-
Grassette felt hastily in thTd'Vt ''' ""

forth a letter, and with ha f blSn t«l<«, drew
lines it contained. It wa j 't.H V''"

'^'^ ""e few

Ne^ York, and was sig„^,^. t'^^e ^a";^,,:
'°'''^' '"

-r„ar w"he"„' ih^ttLr-rtrh-r «
1^=

it "PL ravfne ^ ^'' *"'' "°'=" »»«y "-'th

thelLiff."^"-
'''^""'- ^°"'" •« ^ f- n-an," said

Grassette did not answer. He wa, fhi„u- ,.

long it would take him to ^"10^,.. 5
'"""

was free. ^ Marcile, when <;

Mareile*"'
* •"= "^'°" °f "-^""""g life again wUh
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A MAN, A FAMINE, AND A
HEATHEN BOY

I

ATHABASCA in the Far North is the scene of this
story-Athabasca, one of the most beautiful

countries ,n the world in summer, but a cold, bare land
in wmter Yet even in winter it is not so bleak and
bitter as the districts south-west of it, for the Chinook
winds steal through from the Pacific and temper the
fierceness of the frozen Rockies. Yet forty and fifty
degrees below zero is cold after all. and July strawberri^
in this wild North land are hardly compensation for
seven months of ice and snow, no matter how clear and
blue the sky. how sweet the sun during its short journey
in the day. Some days, too. the sun may not b. seen
even when there is no storm, because of the fine, white
powdered frost in the air.

A day like this is called a poi^dre day ; and woe to
tiie man who tempts it unthinkingly, because the lightmakes the delicate st of frost shine like silver. For
that powder bites t. skin white in short order, and
sometimes reckless men lose ears, or noses, or hands

tn^'^'iM .? f""'-
^"' ^^"" '^ really storms in

that Far North, then neither man nor beast should beabroad-not even the Eskimo dogs ; though times and
seasons can scarcely be chosen when travelling in
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Athabasca, for a storm comes unawares. Upon theplams you will see a cloud arising, not in the sky but

IZh ^^Ttu' ''"""^^ ^"^^ ''
^'••f^-n^' snow; thenanother wh.te h.IIow from the sky will sweep down andmeet it, and you are caught between.

He who went to Athabasca to live a a^n^.of
had .0 ask him^lf if .ho .on" Ztl'T^TlX
ndoors, w,.h, maybe, a little trading wi h *c Indiansmeagre sport and scant sun, savages and half-bre^ ,heonly companions, and out of all touch with the ^ , deworld, letters coming but once a year: with frozen fi^hand meat, always the same, as the staX iterns in apnmitive fare; with danger from starv-atZ !
marauding tribes; with endless monotenr'n whichmen sometmes go mad-he had to ask himilHf TteJ^were to be cheerfully endured becauseT he hort

fish"T S::r
'%'"""'^' "--ersand lakes ar^Mlo^

dol Id n •
"'"*' °^ '^ fur-hunters is pourinJdo™, and all ,s ga.ety and pleasant turmoil; becaujthere ,s good shootmg in the autumn, and the siSlI S

^e'lriL'."^^
''"'"' '"' "-'y '""- -"flowed

HoTlylru^r-L:'"^" "" '-'^ ^""^" ''"f-

William Rufus Holly, often called " Averdoopov "
somet.mes "Sleeping Beauty," always Billy Ruf""'^^'.had a good education. He had been to highS ando college, and he had taken one or two prizesT,!,,o graduation

;
but no fame travelled ZC.Z

dt^Ide' Xf Hi"',T
°f »y™"ege year'

f"
a

t^u .
'' '"'* '"""= P°'""g<^'. which is to sav

whch ,s not to .say that he loved study he hat2getting out of bed, and he was constantly gated fS

Mm
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r"ci;^otrh'-
''""•''^" ""•^^ ^^ ^ad sweetly gone

avZh rM'-V^'l'"'"^''"" P^I^'-''- This is not tosay hat he failed at his examinations-on the contrarvheaUvays succeeded; but he only did enough to paTsand no more; and he did not wish to do more thanpass. H.S gomg to sleep at examinations waTe^dencethat he was e.ther indifferent or self-indulgent Ind ^tcertamly showed that he was without nervousness Remvanably rou.sed himself, or his professor rouid him ahalf-hour before the papers should be handedTand a!It were, by a mathematical calculation he had a?w;vdone just enough to prevent him being plucked
'

wa^^H V^? '"''"'"'• ^" ^^"P* •" h^". he slept as hewaited h.s turn to go to the wicket in a cricket matchand he mvanably went to sleep afterwards. He evend d so on the day he had made the biggest score in Ihbiggest game ever played between hrcoll ge and" tt
cTkeand tea^Trn '"k

'^ ^^' ^°^^^^ ^iLelf with

draLed from J h'
^^ ^' '^^ ^'' "^'^'^^ ^^ ^^^ 'o bedragged from a huge grandfather's chair, and forcer!alongmh.s ragpdgown-«ten holes and t^elvet^^^^^^

ZV .T""" *" '^' convocation hall. He lookedso fat and shmy, so balmy and sleepy when he took hr

Sir?hrth^"'l1-'i '''- forTpoem\n\stjoh

rnX''^aii^r;^tTsi:gi„;^^^^^^ ^'^ -"^^--

" Bye O, my baby,
Father will come to you soooon 1

"

PufhirnT'' T T '"'"' ^"' y^""^^ ^" h'^ ^^^d as he

rc^m and in^ Y""^.^"
'^° '"'""'^^ ^^^ ^^^^ '" hisroom, and m another five was fast asleep

It was the general opinion that William Rufus HolJy
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fat ydlow-haired. and twenty-four years old, was doomed
to failure in hfe, ,n spite of the fact that he had a little
income of a thousand Jollars a year, and had made
a century m an important game of cricket. Great
therefor^ was the surprise of the college, and afterward
of the Provmce, when, at the farewell dinner of the
graduates, Sleeping Beauty announced, between his
httle open-eyed naps, that he was gohi- Far North as
a missionary.

At first it was thought he was joking, but when at
last, in his calm and dreamy look, they saw he meant
what he said, they rose and carried him round the room
on a chair, making impromptu songs as they travelled
They toasted Billy Rufus again and again, some of
them laughing till they cried at the thought of Aver-
doopoy going to the Arctic regions. But an uneasy
seriousness fell upon these "beautiful, bountiful, brilliant
boys, as Holly called them later, when in a simple
honest, but indolent speech he said he had applied for
ordination.

Six months later William Rufus Holly, a deacon in
holy orders, journeyed to Athabasca in the Far North.
On his long journey there was plenty of time to

think. He was embarked m a career which must
forever keep him in the wilds ; for very seldom indeed
does a missionary of the North ever return to the
crowded cities or tal a permanent part in civilised life.

What the loneliness of it would be he began to feel,
as for hours and hours he saw no human being on the
plains; in the thrilling stillness of the night; in fierce
storms in the woods, when his half-breed guides bent
their heads to meet the wind and rain, and did not
speak for hours; in the long, adventurous journey on
the river by day, in the cry of the plaintive loon at



23<5 NORTHKHN IJCiHl'S

he raD.d?' Af '°"^.°' ""= half-breed, as they ran

uijr'.herar",";;. : tere"':,,'"?"
«-' '^">'»

together- butinlLi •
*""*=-*" a^ once and all

.hL p.he^:';:;;wT:,^:;.:™^. - •- '--

-that he would never do anything but Say criSil

W™ilf ?o fat^' "'f'"'^?
^"''"^"'y f™- - bad dream of

oy monkeys, he began to wonder what he should Ho_
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neally did want to make something of his life. Ifc hid

the only thin, fo. hi. t^oVXJ^^.T.y^^r^'^^

ZtTl ''"'•
r"'"^

*"^^ ^^"^ -- ere; ten y:to tell the people in the cities what was bcin.r 1
the wilds. Tlrn there camr fK;" ^ ^ ^ '"*= '"

poem on Sir John Frankirand ^ '"fP'l^i'^" *° ^'^-^'^ his

the college p i.e for "
e^^^^

^^'^ ^T !,''
^'""'"^'

.*»
. f"'"-

•"' poetry. Uut no one had ser»n an«

hZZ"''T !;" "'^l""P°» did not s„X yeirom his comfoi tab 1- sloth.
^

Deen stirred greatly from his ease of body, for thejourney was not much harder than playing 'c' eteven. day. and there were only the thrill ofLi. i*:a.r, the new people, a.d the nev scenes u ,Hs yet there was no gieat revjopsibility. ic
realised what his life must be. .ntil one p. : 1

Ihen Sleeping Beauty waked wide up. ,day lost the name. Till then he had looUd .nhur^lfhke any other traveller, unrecogni^-

,

parson or " m.konaree." He had not had pray.. - n

meetings. He was as yet William Rufus Hollv thocncketer. the laziest dreamer of a college decade W.religion was simple and practical; he had never had

lisc

';r
i V

I
i '
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This is what happened then.

From Fort O'Call, an abandoned post of the Hudson's
Bay Company on the Peace River, nearly the whole
tribe of the Athabasca Indians in possession of the

post now had come up the river, with their chief, Knife-

in-the-Wind, to meet the mikonaree. Factors of the

Hudson's Hay Company, coureurs de bois, and voyageurs
had come among them at times, and once the renowned
Father Lacombe, the Jesuit priest, had stayed with them
three months; but never to this day had they seen a

Protestant mikonaree, though once a factor, noted for

his furious temper, ^is powers of running, and his

generosity, had preached to them. These men, how-
ever, were both over fifty years old. The Athabascas
did not hunger for the Christian religion, but a courier

from Edmonton had brought them word that a mikonaree
was coming to their country to stay, and they put off

their stoical r r .ler and allowed themselves the luxury
of curiosity. That was why even the squaws and
papooses came up the river with the braves, all wonder-
ing if the stranger had brought gifts with him, all eager

for their shares
; for it had been said by the courier of

the tribe that " Oshondonto," their name for the new-
comer, was bringing mysterious loads of well-wrapped
bales and skins. Upon a point below the first rapids

of the Little Manitou they waited with their camp-fires
burning and their pipe cf peace.

When the canoes bearing Oshondonto and his

voyageurs .shot the rapids to the song of the river,

'

' Eh roulaiit, ma bonk roulant.

Ell roulant, via fioule!"

with the shrill voices of the boatmen rising to meet ihe

cry of the startled water-fowl, the Athabascas crowded
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to the high banks. They grunted " How ! " in greeting,
as the foremost canoe made for the shore.
But if surprise could have changed the countenances

of Indians, these Athabascas would not have known
one another when the missionary stepped out upon the
shore. They had looked to see a grey-bearded man
like the chief factor who quarrelled and prayed • but
they found instead a round-faced, clean-sha\en youth
with big, good-natured eyes, yellow hair, and a round-
ness of body like that of a month-old bear's cub. They
expected to find a man who, like the factor, could speak
their language, and they found a cherub sort of youth
who talked only English, French, and Chinook,—that
common language of the North,—and a few words of
their own language which he had learned on the way.

Besides, Oshondonto was so absent-minded at the
moment, so absorbed in admiration of the garish scene
before him, that he addressed the chief in French of
which Knife-in-the-VVind knew but the one word cdche
which all the North knows.

But presently William Rufus Holly recovered himself,
and in stumbling Chinook made himself understood'
Opening a bale, he brought out beads and tobacco and
some bright red flannel, and two hundred Indians sat
round him and grunted « How ! " and received his gifts
with little comment. Then the pipe of peace went
round, and Oshondonto smoked it becomingly.

B'lt he saw that the Indians despised him for his
youth, his fatness, his yellow hair as soft as a girl's, his
cherub face, browned though it was by the sun and
weather.

As he handed the pipe to Knifc-in-thc-VVind an
Indian called Silver Ifassel, with a cruel face, 'said
grimly

:

li 'I

M

r I !
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" Why does Oshondonto travel to us ?
"

William Rufus Holly's eyes steadied on those of the
Indian as he replied in Chinook :

" To teach the way
to Manitou the Mighty, to tell the Athabascas of the
Great Chief who died to save the world."
"The story is told in many ways; which is right?

There was the factor, Word of Thunder. There is the
song they sing at Edmonton— I have heard."

" The Great Chief is the same Chief," answered the
missionary. " If you tell of Fort O'Call, and Knife-in-
the-Wind tells of Fort O'Call, he and you will speak
different words, and one will put in one thing and one
will leave out another; men's tongues are different.

But Fort O'Call is the same, and the Great Chief is the
same."

" It was a long time ago," said Knife-in-thc-Wind
sourly, "many thousand moons, as the pebbles in the
river, the years."

" Tt is the same world, and it is the same Chief, and
it v/as to save us," answered William Rufus Holly
smiling, yet with a fluttering heart, for the first test of
his life had come

In anger Knife-in-the-Wind thrust an arrow into the

ground and said

:

" How can the white man who died thousands of

moons ago in a far country save the red man to-day?

"

"A strong man should bear so weak a tale," broke
in Silver Tassel ruthlessly. "Are we children that the

Great Chief sends a child as messenger ?

"

For a moment Billy Rufus did not knov\' how to

reply, and in the pause Knife-in-the-Wind broke in two
pieces the arrow he had thrust in the ground in token of

displeasure.

Suddenly, as Oshondonio was about to speak, Silver



A MAN, A FAMINE, AND A HEATHEN BOY 24,
Tassel sprang to his feet, seized in his arms a lad of

dTolrJv "'' ^'^""'"^ '-'''' ^"d -""•"/" the bankdropped him mto the swift current.
'

"If Oshondonto be not a rhiM 1^4. u-
lad " said SUver Tassel, staUnfolVr "" '"=

Instantly William Ruf„s HoUy wason his feet H'coat was off before Silver Tassels words wl" out ofhis mouth, and crvinjr «« in fK^ <-

°^

White Chef" h7 !, .
"^""^ °^ the Great

"In the name of ^""^P^t;"^^ ^^^ '""^hing current.

Tassel. " h. ^1 ?
^°."'" ^^"^t°"' ^°"^e o". Silver

L 41 lad
""*^' "P '^^"^ *^^ -t-' -^ struck out

Not pausing an instant. Silver Tassel spran.- into theHood, into the whirling eddies anH ^o„
below th.. fircf ..., -J ^ eaaies and dangerous currentoeiow the first rapids, and above the second.

ri

Then came the struggle for Wingo of the Cree tribea waif among the Athabascas. whose father had l^enslam as they travelled, by a wandering tribe of Blackfeet

^trihiTndir '-'r"
-^'ry. although the oddtw::with the Indian-m ligntness, in bruta! strength Withthe mikonaree, however, were skill, and that sort nfstrength which the world calls "moral," the treneth of a

t^ sstot:rr T°^ K
.^^^°"^°"-^^^me ,ssue of this shameless business -this cruel simrt nf

S.lver Tassel-would depend his future 0™!-'
F aceRrver. As he shot for>vard with strong stroked in ,he

.: kt"^'°"'';JT *= "^'p'^^' '- -ho. ;;,; all

he rrpids'S?: f'l'
""' ""'"^ '"^P' d""" '-ards

theT f K
'"' 5'""'=='' "P '° ">= '='"''< along whichthe Athabascas were running. He saw the .-.r shcolour.s^of their dresses

; he su. the ignoran^meSJd;;!;

i-i is

I i
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'
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man, with his mysterious bag, making incantations

;

he saw the tepee of the chief, with its barbarous pennant
above ; he saw the idle, naked children tearing at the

entrails of a calf; and he realised that this was a deadly-

tournament between civilisation and barbarism.

Silver Tassel was gaining on him, they were both
overhauling the boy; it was now to see which should

reach Wingo first, which should take him to shore.

That is, if both were not carried under before they
reached him ; that is, if, having reached him, they and
he would ever get to shore ; for, lower down, before it

reached the rapids, the current ran horribly smooth and
strong, and here and there were jagged rocks just

beneath the surface.

Still Silver Tassel gained on him, as they both gained
on the boy. Oshondonto swam strong and hard, but
he swam with his eye on the struggle for the shore also

;

he was not putting forth his utmost strength, for he
knew it would be bitterly needed, perhaps to save his

own life by a last effort.

Silver Tassel passed him when they were about fifty

feet from the boy. Shooting by on his side, with a

long stroke and the plunge of his body like a projectile,

the dark face with the long black hair plastering it

turned towards his own, in fierce triumph Silver Tassel

cried " How !
" in derision.

Billy Rufus set his teeth and lay down to his work
like a sportsman. His face had lost its roses, and it

was set and determined, but there was no look of fear

upon it, nor did his heart sink when a cry of triumph
went up from the crowd on the banks. The white man
knew by old experience in the cricket-field and in many
a boat-race that it is well not to halloo till you are out

of the woods. His mettle was up, he was not the

Hwr^jsaesiKii



A MAN, A FAMINE AND A HEATHEN BOV 243
Reverend VVilHam Rnfnc w^n • •

a long game.
"'<:l<eter, the sportsman playing

round h^im, s.^l.^out't tf'Zt "^ZZZve,y strong, and he battled fiercely as BillS no

a^h-'ir
•

"" -^'' - ^'nMoCrihtrerand h,s stroke became splashing and irresular Snrfdenly he struck a rock, which bfuised hta badly and"swen^ng from his course, he lost his stroke an^.'ergt

By this time the mikonaree had sweot bevnnH ,u

X^S"' 's't^k"^
"'

'''r

'°"^ '^'-^--^swqjt below. Stnkmg out for the shore, he swam wifS

^kstSt"' '"V"*"'^"'
^"'•*-"»" "•- -'' P^

hTard aCo?\,?rm"f ^'V^' '""" ^••°- "^

Silver Tassd h. l, k T ''''°"'-'
'' «ncernedSUver Tassel, he knew, but he could not look round

In another moment the boy was dra^.wl un the h- lby strong hands, and liilly Lfus swu^ig rom 5 in the

S% T"'
Silver Tassel, who, in his c'nfused ener^

scarcelv chr„.r^j l-
-^^nvcr lasseis shoulder

Rml P r
' ^" '^''^"Sth was gone. In a flashmy Rufus saw there was but one thin^ to do Ho

XZ^^r'^:"^ '''^'' Tassel-Ve^etsl^

death but no tT '' ' '^^^^ ^^''^"^^ ^'^^ i-- -^

life ft w-n
"'^'^" ' ^y^^ ^^^ ^ better sense for river-i'fe than Wilham Rufus Holly's

How he reached Silver Tassel, and dre^ the Indians

i



244 NORTHERN LIGHTS

1^

arm over his own shoulder ; how they drove down into

the boiling flood; how Billy Rufus's fat body was

battered and torn and ran red with blood from twenty

flesh wounds ; but how by luck beyond the telling he

brought Silver Tassel through safely into the quiet

water a quarter of a mile below the rapids, and was

hauled out, both more dead than alive, is a tale still

told by the Athabascas around their camp-fire. The

rapids are known to-day as the Mikonaree Rapids.

The end of this beginning of the young man's career

was that Silver Tassel gave him the word of eternal

friendship, Knife-in-the-Wind took him into the tribe,

and the boy Wingo became his very own, to share his

home, and his travels, no longer a waif among the

Athabascas.

After three days' feasting, at the end of which the

missionary held his first service and preached his first

sermon, to the accompaniment of grunts of satisfaction

from the whole tribe of Athabascas, William Rufus

Holly began his work in the Far North.

The journey to Fort O'Call was a procession of

triumph, for, as it was summer, there was plenty of

food, the missionary had been a success, and he had

distributed many gifts of beads and flannel.

All went well for many moons, although converts

were uncertain and baptisms few, and the work was

hard and the loneliness at times terrible. But at last

came dark days.

One summer and autumn there had been poor fishing

and shooting, the cAches of meat were fewer on the

plains, and almost nothing had come up to Fort O'Call

from Edmonton, far below. The yearly supplies for

the missionary, paid for out of his private income,—the

bacon, beans, tea, coffee and flour.—had been raided by
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a band of hostile Indians, and he viewed with deep
concern the progress of the severe winter. Although
three years of hard, frugal life had made his muscles
like iron,- they had only mellowed his temper, increased
his flesh and rounded his face; nor did he look an hour
older than on the day when he had won VVingo for his
willing slave and devoted friend.

He never resented the frequent ingratitude of the
Indians; he said little when they quarrelled over the
small comforts his little income brought them yearly
from the South. He had been doctor, lawyer, judge
among them, although he interfered little in the larger
disputes, and was forced to shut his eyes to intertribal
enmities. He had no deep faith that he could quite
civilise them

; he knew that their conversion was only
on the surface, and he fell back on his personal influence
with them. By this he could check even the excesses
of the worst man in the tribe, his old enemy. Silver
Tassel of the bad heart, who yet was ready always to
give a tooth for a tooth, and accepted the fact that he
owed Oshondonto his life.

When famine crawled across the plains to the doors
of the settlement and housed itself at Fort O'Call, Silver
Tassel acted badly, however, and sowed fault-finding
among the thoughtless of the tribe.

"What man- er of Great Spirit is it who lets the food
of his chief Oshondonto fall into the hands of the
Blackfeet?" he said. "Oshondonto says the Great
Spirit hears. What has the Great Spirit to say? Let
Oshondonto ask."

Again, when they all were hungrier, he went among
them with complaining words. « If the white man's
Great Spirit can do all things, let him give Oshon-
donto aod the Athabascas foxl."

-h r

,'ii



246 NORTHERN LIGHTS

ii'

The missionary did not know of Silver Tassel's foolish

words, but he saw the downcast face of Knife-in-the-

Wind, the sullen looks of the people ; and he unpacked
the box he had reserved jealously for the darkest days
that might come. For meal after meal he divided these

delicacies among them—morsels of biscuit, and tinned

meats, and dried fruits. But his eyes meanwhile were
turned again and again to the storm raging without, as

it had raged for this the longest week he had ever spent.

If it would but slacken, a boat could go out to the nets

set in the lake near by some days before, when the sun

of spring had melted the ice. From the hour the nets

had been set the storm had raged. On the day when
the last morsel of meat and biscuit had been given away
the storm had not abated, and he saw with misgiving

the gloomy, stolid faces of the Indians round him.

One man, two children, and three women had died in

a fortnight. He dreaded to think what might happen,
his heart ached at the looks of ^aunt suffering in the

faces of all; he saw for the first time, how black

and bitter Knife-in-the-Wind looked as Silver Tassel

whispered to him.

With the colour all gone from his cheeks, he left the

post and made his way to the edge of the lake where
his canoe was kept. Making it ready for the launch, he

came back to the Fort. Asfjembiing the Indians, who
had watched his movements closely, he told them that

he was going through the storm to the nets on the lake,

and asked for a volunteer to go with him.

No one replied. He pleaded—for the sake of the

women and children.

Then Knife-in-the-Wind spoke. "Oshondonto will

die if he goes. It is a fool's journey—does the

wolverine walk into an empty trap ?
"
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Billy Rufus spoke passionately now. His genial
spirit fled ; he reproached them.

Silver Tassel spoke up loudly. "Let Oshondonto's
Great Spirit carry him to the nets alone, and back again
wjth fish for the heathen the Great Chief died to save

"

" You have a wicked heart, Silver Tassel. You know
well that one man can't handle the boat and the nets
also. Is there nd one of you ?

"

A figure shot forward from a corner. "
I will go with

Oshondonto," came the voice of Wingo, the waif of the
Crees.

The eye of the mikonaree flashed round in contempt
on the tribe. Then suddenly it softened, and he said
to the lad, " We will go together, Wingo."
Taking the boy by the hand, he ran with him through

the rough wind to the shore, launched the canoe on the
tossing lake, and paddled away through the tempest.

The bitter winds of an an/rty spring, the sleet and
wet snow of a belated winter, the floating blocks of ice
crushmg against the side of the boat, the black wa'c,
swishing over man and boy, the harsh, inclement ..o-id
near and far. ... The passage made at last to the nets-
the brave Wingo steadying the canoe-a skilful hand
sufficing where the strength of a Samson would not have
availed; the nets half full, and the breaking cry of joy
from the lips of the waif-a cry that pierced the storm
and brought back an answering cry from the crowd of
Indians on the far shore The quarter-hour of
danger in the tossing canoe ; the nets too heavy to be
dragged, and fastened to the thwarts instead

; the canoe
going shoreward jerkily, a cork on the waves with an
anchor behind

; heavier seas and winds roaring down on
them as they slowly near the shore; and at last, in one

ij
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awful moment, the canoe upset, and the man and the
boy in the water. . . . Then both clinging to the upturned
canoe as it is driven nearer and nearer shore. . . . The
boy washed off once, twice, and the man with his arm
round clinging—clinging, as the shrieking storm answers
to the calling of the Athabascas on the shore, and
drives craft and fish and man and boy down upon the

banks; no savage bold enough to plunge in to their

rescue. ... At last a rope thrown, a drowning man's
wrists wound round it, his teeth set in it—and now, at

last, a man and a heathen boy, both insensible, being
carried to the mikonaree's hut and laid upon two beds,

one on either side of the small room, as the red sun
goes slowly down. . . . The two still bodies on bear-

skins in the hut, and a hundred superstitious Indians
flying from the face of death. . . . The two alone in the

light of the flickering fire ; the many gone to feast on
fish, the price of lives.

But the price was not yet paid, for the man waked
from insensibility—waked to see himself with the
body of the boy beside him in the red light of the
fires.

For a moment his heart stopped beating, he turned
sick and faint. Deserted by those for whom he risked

his life! . . . How long had he lain there? What time
was it? When was it that he had fought his way to

the nets and back again—hours maybe? And the

dead boy there, Wingo, who had risked his life

also dead—how long? His heart leaped—ah! not

hours, only minutes maybe. It was sundown as

unconsciousness came on him— Indians would not stay

with the dead after sundown. Maybe it was only ten

minutes—five minutes—one minute ago since they left

him ! . .
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moisture on the glass.
^"^

Then began another fight with death-Wilh'am

ttt-roftUrrff
"^^° ^"'"^ ^° ^'-^^ ^^-•" Win^o.

the^ m»H°^'^
•*"'' ''"''' '° '^'•'^ """ ^^^--^ ^Jth a rush as

talked to the dumb face, he prayed in a kind nf

^^^Ty: t 5' "°^"' ^^^ ^-' "P -d down as hetilted the body, as he rubbed, chafed and strove Heforgot he was a missionaiy. he almost cursed ".sdfFor them^for cowards. I risked his life, the brave

e s'obtd^ °Wh t ""^^^""V
^'^^ ^'"^ ^-^ '° -'"

theirs? I .H^5 ."^^' ''^^ ^ *° "^"^ ^'^ life for

efused to ^o W " '^°' ^'^ ^^"^^ -^" ^hatrefused to go. . . . W.ngo. speak! Wake up! Come

welknes7%r°" -H^ /T '''" '" ^'^ ^-^9-r.tion andweakness. He said to himself that he had put this

'av^d' thVTad''; '""i"
"•^'^°"* ^^"- "^^

'"
tl^etsaved the lad from the rapids and Silver Tassel'sbru ahty only to have him drag fish out of the la""!death for Silver Tassel's meal ?

It seemed to him that he had been working for hours^ough ,t .as in fact only a short time, when the eye^'

Degan to breathe spasmodically. A cry of joy cameom the IPS of the missionary, and he^worked'^hardcr

the figure bent over him. and the lips whispered,
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" Oshondonto—my master !

" as a cup of brandy was
held to his lips.

Billy Rufus the cricketer had won the game, and
somehow the Reverend William Rufus Holly the
missionary never repented the strong language he
used against the Athabascas, as he was bringing Wingo
back to life, though it was not what is called " strictly
canonical."

He had conquered the Athabascas for ever. Even
Silver Tassel acknowledged his power, and he as
industriously spread abroad the report that the
mikonaree had raised Wingo from the dead, as he had
sown dissension during the famine. But the result was
that the missionary had power in the land, and the belief
in him was so great, that, when Knife-in-the-Wind died,
the tribe came to ask him to raise their chief from the
dead. They never quite believed that he could not
not even Silver Tassel, who now rules the Athabascas
and is ruled in turn by William Rufus Holly: which
is a very good thing for the Athabascas.
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at me. 'From de Healing Springs dey shall rise to

walk,' he say. Bagosh, you not t'ink dat true? Den
you go see."

So Jansen turned out to see, and besides the man
they found a curious thing. At the foot of the knoll, in

a space which he had cleared, was a hot spring that

bubbled and rose ard sank, and drained away into the

thirsty ground. Luck had been with Ingles the Faith

Healer. Whether he knew of the existence of this

spring, or whether he chanced upon it, he did not say

;

but while he held Jansen in the palm of his hand, in

the feverish days* that followed, there were many who
attached mysterious significance to it, who claimed for it

supernatural origin. In any case, the one man who had

known of the existence of this spring was far away from

Janstn, and he did not return till a day of reckoning

came for the Faith Healer.

Meanwhile Jansen made pilgrimage to the Springs

of Healing, and at unexpected times Ingles suddenly

appeared in the town, and stood at street comers ; and

in his "Fatmian voice," as Flood Pawley the lawyer

called it, warned the people to flee their sins, and

purifying their hearts, learn to cure all ills of mind and

body, the weaknesses of the sinful flesh and the

" ancient evil " in their souls, by faith that saves.

"'/y not the life more than meatf "he asked them.

" And if, peradventure, there be those among you who

have true belief in hearts all purged of evil, and yet are

maimed, or sick of body, come to me, and I will lay my
hands upon you, and I will heal you." Thus he cried.

There were those so wrought upon by his strange

eloquence and spiritual passion, so hypnotised by his

physical and mental exaltation, that they rose up from

the hand-laying and the prayer eased of their ailments.
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HEALING SPRINGS AND THE PIONEERS ,„
Others he called upon to He in fK« j,^*
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ing and healing, and folfow^^ hta'^"ro„:e ':d''^*consecrated," as .hough he were a iew MetS 'h

sZ"fJ: f ="'.'" *^"- yo"* -d^ad Tee'nThe

aSus" "•"" '""'^'"'^ -" «-' «»em to the

Then came the great sensation—the Faith H..i

brr'- V^r f°'^- ^P"" wWch /an^'^'d.^^tsbreath painfully; for, while it was willing to bendT.h^msp.rat,on of the moment, and to be sw^ept on a t de rf
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"
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Ssidet-r^'T"' "^ "'^'^^ ""'" " '-- g-» upbeside his ranch; and though he did not acqunc aSmuch permanent wealth from this golden ch^e Z
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might have been expected, and lost much he did make
by speculation, still he had his rich ranch left, and it.

and he, and Laura were part of the history of Jansen.
Laura had been born at Jansen before even it had
a name. Next to her father she was the oldest in-
habitant, and 5he had a prestige which was given to no
one else.

Everything had conspired to make her a figure of
moment and interest. She was handsome in almost a
mannish sort of way, being of such heisrht and straight-
ness, m^ her brown eyes had a depth and fire in which
more than a few mdn had drowned themselves. Also,
once she had saved a settlement by riding ahead of a
marauding Indian band to warn their intended victims,
and had averted another tragedy of pioneer life.'

Pioneers proudly told strangers to Jansen of the girl
of thirteen who rode a hundred and twenty miles
without food, and sank inside the palisade of the
Hudson Bay Company's fort, as the gates closed upon
the settlers taking refuge, the victim of brain fever
at last. Cerebrospinal meningitis, the doctor from
Winnipeg called it, and the memory of that time when
men and women would not sleep till her crisis was past,
was still fresh on the tongues of all.

Then she had married at sqyenteen, and, with'n a
year, had lost both her husband and her baby, a cnild
bereaved of her Playmates—for her husband had been
but twenty years old and was younger far than she
in everything. And since then, twelvef years before, she
had seen generations of lovers pass into ihe land they
thought delectable; and their children flocked to her,
hung about her, were carried off by her to the ranch,
and kept for days, against the laughing protests of their
parents. Flood Rawley called her the Pied Piper of
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':'%''''
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'^'
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had mutely said for years 1"! 1 ^ T'" ^^"^ ^^
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was typical of ^he Wes^ il I ? ^

diamond, and

freedom%nd its force "Ue,^^^^^^^^
>ts courage, its

strenuous to exaeJrat nnT.K ^^^"'^'^^ gentleness.

and the onTSn t' I
''^^"'"'"^^'-^^^uniy religion Tim knew was thai- nf i.

nature. Jansen did not think T^m !,
•"""'"
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"

i\.
^°°'' '"""Sii-not
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""'"^ ""' """=^ '"""S"'

ftom the "protected mee.^ ta^^rfe^t'tlr
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Now the anxiou"^ and the s^t cal and l^"^
'.'"^^^•

ventured out to see ^Ijh. \
*^^ reactionaryout to see and hear; and seeing and hearing



256 NORTHERN LIGHTS

gave them a satisfaction they hardly dared express.

She was more handsome than ever, and if her eyes

glistened with a light they had never seen before, and

awed them, her lips still smiled, and the old laugh came

when she s^^ /kc to them. Their awe increased. This

was "getting religion" with a dffference.

But presently they received a Thock. A whisper

grew that Laura was in love with the Faith Healer.

Some woman's instinct drove straight to the centre ot

a disconcerting possibility, and ' ^ consternation she

told her husband) and Ja^.sen husbands had a free-

masonry of gossip. An hour, and all Jansen knew, or

thought they knew; and the "saved" rejoiced; ard

the rest of the population, represented by Nicolie

Terasse at one end and Flood Rawley at the other,

flew to arms. No vigilance committee was ever more

determined and secret and organised than the uncon-

verted civic patriots, who were determined to restore

Jansen to its old-time condition. They pointed out

cold-bloodedly that the F^ith Healer had failed three

times where he had succeeded once; and that, admit-

ting the successes, there was no proof that his religion

was their cause. There were such things as hypnotism

and magnetism and will-power, and abnormal mental

stimulus on the part of the healed—to say nothing of

the Healing Springs.

Carefully laying their plans, they quietly spread the

rumour that Ingles had promised to restore to health

old Mary Jewell, who had been bedridden ten years,

and had sent word and prayed to have him lay his

hands upon her—Catholic though she was. The Faith

Healer, face to face with this supreme and definite test,

would have retreated from it but for Laura Sloly. She;

expected him to do it, believed that he could, said that
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'
•

power seemed to possess him He felt t^^ th^'^Ti
entered into him something that ctlfl^X-dSt
outdoor hfe and a temperament of great emotLn^

r;; Srst tn-r -s^-tion--annL?rn;

'

aUnt fdeliism v''"'"'^'
^^"^^' •^^'"^ ''"-controllfd;

sn nt .inf • ;" ^""' ^^''''"^ °" ^ latent poetry andspintuahty m her, somciiow bringinj; her intn L.
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^

lover „T °" "" """^ °' '"^ O"" ^ addJ another

r;idtr.Trirutr-.rd
. ..eved m the man and in his healing. W^ afereanything more than that?

The day of the ^reat test came, hot, brilliant vividThe «r was of a dehcate shar ne.s, and aT i
' Ze^wards evening, the glamour of an August when t"e

7^'Zl^'V """ "P"" J""^'" and its pip e^'heJed

SbrvtRln;h .K "^ "'"' ''^'^ peripatetic samt at

betve^fnt^ ^r.f'
^"' intolerable; women mustoe saved m spite of themselves.

Laura was now in the house by the side of the bed-

«, -
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ridden Mary Jewell, waiting, confident, smiling, as she

held the wasted hand on the coverlet. With her was a

minister of the Baptist persuasion, who was swimming

with the tide, and who approved of the Faith Healer's

immersions in the hot Healing Springs ;
also a medical

student who had pretended belief in Ingles, and two

women weeping with unnecessary remorse for human

failings of no dire kind. The windows were open, and

those outside could see. Presently, in a lull of the

singing, there was a stir in the crowd, and then, sudden

loud greetings

—

"My, if it ain't Tim Denton! Jerusalem 1 You

back, Tim I

"

These and other phrases caught the ear of Laura

Sloly in the sick-room. A strange look--d flashed

across her face, and the depth of her eyes was troubled

for a moment, as to the face of the old comes a tremor

at the note of some long-forgotten song. Then she

steadied herself and waited, catching bits of the loud

talk which still floated towards her from without.

"What's up? Someone getting married— ' a

legacy, or a saw-off? Why, what a lot o. Sunday-

go-to-meeting folks to be sure!" Tim laughed

loudly.

After which the quick tongue of Nicolle Terasse:

"You want know? Tiens, be quiet; here he come.

He cure you body and soul, ver' queeck—yes."

The crowd swayed and parted, and slowly, bare head

uplifted, face looking to neither right nor left, the Faith

Healer made his way to the door of the little house.

The crowd hushed. Some were awed, some were over-

poweringly interested, some were cruelly patient.

Nicolle Terasse and others were whispering loudly to

Tim Denton. That was the only sound, until the
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to thtr.l°df
''^'- '"'-''' ^" '- '''^'' '^ --^

"Peace be to you all, and upon this house," ..e saidand stepped through the doorwa>'.

hJM f
^"^''"' 75° ^'^'^ ^^" •''^^''"S «t the face of

the Healer, stood for an instant like one .vith all his

«UVn r'^"'f' ,T^'" ^" ^"•'^P"^' -'"^ exclaimcc!.

laugh, which uas at first mirt^flil, and then becameommous and hard.

"Oh, mapnificent-magnificent-jerickety!" he said
into the sky above h-'m.

^ '«»>o

fo^'V'iu"'^'''''^'*'^''^
"°' " saved," closed in on himto find the meaning of his words, but he pulled him-

self together looked blankly at them, and Lked them
questions They told him so much more than h^cared to hear, that his face flushed a deep red-the
bronze of ,t most like th'- colour of Laura Sloly's hair-^en he turned pale. Men saw that he was rous^'beyond any feeling in themselves.

" 'Sh
!

" he said. « Let's see what he can do." With^e many who were silently praying, as they had beenbidden to do. the invincible ones leant forward, watch"

7J A
'°°^

''^T
healing-or tragedy-was

sawtL^' "?. ^ P)^*"'-^. f'-amed by the window, theysaw the kneehng figures, the Healer standing with out-
stretched arms. They heard his voice, sonorous and
appealmg, then commanding-and yet Mary Jewell didnot nse from her bed and walk. Again, and yet again.

Thenrr"/^';,"".'
'''" »he woman lay motionless.'

L.Z ^u '' ^^""^^ "P°" ^^'' ^"d ^g^'" be com-manded her to rise.

nJ^T7xT^ ^ '"^'"* "^o^-e'nent, a desperate struggle toobey, but Nature and Time and Disease had theif way.
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Yet again there was the call. An agony stirred the

bed. Then another great Healer came between, and

mercifully dealt the sufferer a blow—Death has a gentle

hand sometimes. Mary Jewell was bedridden still

—

and for ever.

Like a wind from the mountains the chill knowledge

of death wailed through the window, and over the heads

of the crowd. All the figures were upright now in the

little room. Then those outside saw Laura Sloly lean

over and close the sightless eyes. This done, she came

to the door and ppened it, and motioned for the Healer

to leave. He hesitated, hearing the harsh murmur from

the outskirts of the crowd. Once again she motioned,

and he came. With a face deadly pale she surveyed

the people before her silently for a moment, her eyes all

huge and staring. Presently she turned to Ingles

and spoke to him quickly in a low voice ; then, descend-

ing the steps, passed out through the lane made for her

by the crowd, he following with shaking limbs and

bowed head.

Warning words had passed among the few invincible

ones who waited where the Healer must pass into the

open, and there was absolute stillness as Laura ad-

vanced. Their work was to come—quiet and swift and

sure ; but not yet.

Only one face Laura saw, as she led the way to the

moment's safety—Tim Denton's ; and it was as stricken

as her own. She passed, then turned, and looked at

him again. He understood ; she wanted him.

He waited till she sprang into her waggon, after the

Healer had mounted his mule and ridden away with

ever-quickening pace into the prairie. Then he turned

to the set, fierce men beside him.

"Leave him alone," he said, "leave him to me. I
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know him. You hear? Ain't I no rights ? I tell you
I knew him—South. You leave him to me."
They nodded, and he sprang into his saddle and rode

away. They v/atched the figure of the Healer growing
smaller m the dusty dist:;uce.

"Tim'll go to her," one said, "and perhaps they'll let
the snake get off. Hadn't we best make sure ?

"

"Perhaps you'd better let him vamoose," said Flood
Rawley anxiously. « Jansen is a law-abiding place •

"

The reply was decisive. Jansen had its honour to
keep. It was the home of the Pioneers-Laura Slolv
was a Pioneer. '

Tim Denton was a Pioneer, with all the comradeship
which lay m the word, and he was that sort of loverwho has seen one woman, and can never see another—
not the product of the most modern civilisation Before
Laura had had Playmates he had given all he had to
give; he had waited and hoped ever since; and when
the ruthless gossips had said to him before Mary
^wells house that she was in love with the Faith
Healer, nothing changed in him. For the man
for Ingles, Tim belonged to a primitive breed, and
k)ve was not in his heart. As he rode out to Sloly's
Ranch he ground his teeth in rage. But Laura had
called him to her, and
"Well, what you say goes, Laura," he muttered at

the end of a long hour of human passion and its
repression. " If he's to go scot-free, then he's got to
go

;
but the boys yonder'll drop on me, if he gets away

Lan t you see what a swab he is, Laura ?
"

The brown eyes of the girl looked at him gently
Ihe struggle between them was over; she had had
ner way-to save the preacher, impostor though he
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was ; and now she felt, as she had never felt before in

the same fashion, that this man was a man of men.
" Tim you do not understand," she urged. " You say

he was a landsharp in the South, and that he had to

leave
"

" He had to vamoose, or take tar and feathers."

" But he had to leave. And he came here preaching

and healing; and he is a hypocrite and a fraud—

I

know that now, my eyes are opened. He didn't do

what he said he could do, and it killed Mary Jewell

—

the shock ; and there were other things he said he

could do, and* he didn't do them. Perhaps he is all

bad, as you say—I don't think so. But he did some

good things, and through him I've felt as I've never

felt before about God and life, and about Walt and the

baby—as though I'll see them again, sure. I've never

felt that before. It' was all as if they were lost in the

hills, and no trail home, or out to where they are. Like

as not God was working in him all the time, Tim ; and

he failed because he counted too much on the little

he had, and made up for what he hadn't by what he

pretended."

" He can pretend to himself, or God Almighty, or

that lot down there "—he jerked a finger towards the

town—" but to you, a girl, and a Pioneer
"

A flash of humour shot into her eyes at his last words,

then they filled with tears, through which the smile

shone. To pretend to "a Pioneer"— the splendid

vanity and egotism of the West I

" He didn't pretend to me, Tim. People don't usually

have to pretend to like me."

" You know what I'm driving at."

" Oh, yes, I know. And whatever he is, you've said

that you will save him. I'm straight, you know that.
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Somehow, what I felt from his preaching—well, every-
thing got sort of mixed up with him, and he was—was
different. It was like the long dream of Walt and
the baby, and he a part of it. I don't know what I
felt, or what I might have felt for him. I'm a woman—
I can't understand. But I know what I feel now. I
never want to see him again on earth—or in Heaven.
It needn't be necessary even in Heaven ; but what
happened between God and me through him stays,
Tim

; and so you must help him get away safe. It's in
your hands—you say they left it to you."

" I Jon't trust that too much."
Suddenly he pointed out of the window towards

the town. "See, I'm right; there they are, a dozen
of 'em mounted. They're off, to run him down."
Her face paled; she glanced towards the Hill of

Healing. -' He's got an hour's start," she said ;
" he'll

get into the mountains and be safe."

" If they don't catch him 'fore that."

"Or if you don't get to him first," she said, with
nervous insistence.

He turned to her with a hard look; then, as he
met her soft, fearless, beautiful eyes, his own grew
gentle.

"It takes a lot of doing. Yet I'll do it for you,
Laura/' he said. " But it's hard on the Pioneers."
Once more her humour flashed, and it seemed to

him that "getting religion" was not so depressing after
all—wouldn't be, anyhow, when this nasty job was
over.

^^

"The Pioneers will get over it, Tim," she rejoined.
" They've swallowed a lot in their time. Heaven's gate
will have to be pretty wide to let in a real Pioneer," she
added. "He takes up so much room—ah, Timothy
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Denton !

" she added, with an outburst of whimsical

merriment.
" It hasn't spoiled you—being converted, has it ? " he

said, and gave a quick little laugh, which somehow did

more for his ancient cause with her than all he had ever

said or done. Then he stepped outside and swung into

his saddle.

It had been a hard and anxious ride, but Tim had
won, and was keeping his promise. The night had
fallen before he got to the mountains, which he and the

Pioneers had seen the Faith Healer enter. They had
had four miles' start of Tim, and had ridden fiercely,

and they entered the gulch into which the refugee had
disappeared still two miles ahead.

The invincibles had seen Tim coming, but they had
determined to make a sure thing of it, and would
themselves do what was necessary with the impostor,

and take no chances. So they pressed their horses,

and he saw them swallowed by the trees, as darkness

gathered. Changing his course, he entered the familiar

hills, which he knew better than any pioneer of Jansen,

and rode a diagonal course over the trail they would
take. But night fell suddenly, and there was nothing

to do but to wait till morning. There was comfort in

this—the others must also wait, and the refugee could

not go far. In any case, he must make for settlement

or perish, since he had left behind his sheep and his

cow.

It fell out better than Tim hoped. The Pioneers were

as good hunters as was he, their instinct was as sure,

their scouts and trackers were many, and he was but

one. They found the Faith Healer by a little stream,

eating bread and honey, and, like an ancient woodlander.
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drinking from a horn—relics of his rank imposture.
He made no resistance. They tried him formally, if

perfunctorily; he admitted his imposture, and begged
for his life. Then they stripped him naked, tied a bit of
canvas round his waist, fastened him to a tree, and were
about to complete his punishment, when Tim Denton
burst upon them.

Whether the rage Tim showed was all real or not

;

whether his accusations of bad faith came from so
deeply wounded a spirit as he would have them believe,
he was not likely to tell ; but he claimed the prisoner
as his own, and declined to say what he meant to do.
When, however, they saw the abject terror of the Faith
Healer as he begged not to be left alone with Tim—
for th^ had not meant death -ind Ingles thought he read
death in Tim's ferocious eyes—they laughed cynically,
and left it to Tim to uphold the honour of Jansen and
the Pioneers.

As they disappeared, the last thing they saw was Tim
with his back to them, his hands on his hips, and a knife
clasped in his fingers.

"He'll lift his scalp and make a monk of him,"
chuckled the oldest and hardest of them.
"Dat Tim will cut his heart out, I t'ink—da£-osA\"

said Nicolle Terasse, and took a drink of white-
whisky.

For a long time Tim stood looking at the other, until
no sound came from the woods, whither the Pioneers
had gone. Then at last, slowly, and with no roughness,
as the terror-stricken impostor shrank and withered, he
cut the cords.

" Dress yourself," he said shortly, and sat down beside
the stream, and washed his face and hands, as though to
cleanse them from contamination. He appeared to take
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no notice of the other, though his ears keenly noted
every movement.

The impostor dressed nervously, yet slowly; he
scarce comprehended anything, except that he was not
in immediate danger. When he had finished, he stood
looking at Tim, who was still seated on a log plunged
iu meditation.

It seemed hours before Tim turned round, and now
his face was quiet, if set and determined. He walked
slowly over, and stood looking at his victim for some
time without spiking. The other's eyes dropped, and
a greyness stole over his features. This steely calm
was even more frightening than the ferocity which had
previously been in Lis captor's, face. At length the tense

silence ."as broken.

"Wasn't the old game good enough? Was it

played out? Why did you take to this? Why did
you do it, Scranton ?

"

The voice quavered a little in reply. " I don't know.
Something sort of pushed me into it."

" How did you come to start it ?
"

There was a long silence, then the husky reply came.
" I got a sickener last time "

" Yes, I remember, at Waywing."
" I got into the desert, and had hard times—awful for

a while. I hadn't enough to eat, and I didn't know
whether I'd die by hunger, or fever, or Indians—or

snakes."

" Oh, you were seeing snakes ! " said Tim grimly.

"Not the kind you mean; I hadn't anything to

drink "

"No, you never did drink, I remember—just was
crooked, and slopped over women. Well, about the

snakes ?

"
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" I caught them to eat, and they were poison-snakes
often. And I wasn t quick at first to get them safe by
the neck—they're quick, too."

Ti.ii laughed inwardly. "Getting your food by the
sweat of your brow-and a snake in it, same as Adam !

Well, was It m the desert you got your taste for honey
too, same as John the Baptist-that was his name if I
recomember?" He looked at the tin of honey on the
ground. '

" Not in the desert, but when I got to the grass-country."
" How long were you in the desert ?

"

" Close to a year."

Tim's eyes opened wider. He saw that the man was
speakmg the truth.

"Got to thinking in the desert, and sort of willinp
tomgs to come to pass, and mooning along, you, and
the sky, and the vultures, and the hot hills, and the
snakes, and the flowers—eh ?

"

"There weren't any flowers till I got to the erass-
country."

^

" Oh, cuss me, if you ain't simple for your kind » I
know all about that. And when you got to the grass-
country, you just picked up the honey, and the flowers,
and a calf, and a lamb, and a mule here and there'
•without money and without price,' and walked on—
that it?"

The other shrank before the steel in the voice, and
nodded his head.

"But you kept thinking in the grass-country of what
youd felt and said and done-r.nd willed, in the desert.
I suppose?"

Again the other nodded.
" It seemed to you in the desert, as if you'd saved

your own life a hundred times, as if you'd just willed
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food and drink and safety to come; as if Providence
had been at your elbow ?

"

" It was like a dream, and it stayed with me. I had
to think in the desert things I'd never thought before,"
was the half-abstracted answer.

" You felt good in the desert ?
"

The other hung his head in i^shame.

"Makes you seem pretty small, doesn't it? You
didn't stay long enough, I guess, to get what you were
feeling for

; you started in on the new racket too soon.
You never got really possessed that you was a sinner.
I expect that's it."

The other made no reply.

" Well, I don't know much about such thing?. I was
loose orought up; but I've a friend "—Laura was
before his eyes—" that says religion's all right, and long
ago as I can remember my mother used to pray three
times a day—with grace at meals, too. I know there's
" lot in it for them that need it ; and there seems to
be a lot of folks needing it, if I'm to judge by folks
down there at Jansen, specially when there's the laying-
on of hands and the Healing Springs. Oh, that was a
pigsty game, Scranton, that about God giving you the
Healing Springs, like Moses and the rock! Why, I

discovered them springs myself two years ago, before
I went South, and I guess God wasn't helping me any
—not after I've kept out of His way as I have. But,
anyhow, religion's real ; that's my sense of it ; and you
can get it, I bet, if you try. I've seen it got. A friend
of mine got it—got it under your preaching; not from
you

;
but you was the accident that brought it about,

I expect. It's funny— it's merakilous, but it's so.

Kneel down !

" he added, with peremptory suddenness.
** Kneel, Scranton I

"
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In fear the other knelt.

"You're going to get religion now—here. You're
going to pray for what you didn't get—and almost got
—in the desert. You're going to ask forgiveness for all

your damn tricks, and pray like a fanning-mill for the
spirit to come down. You ain't a scoundrel at heart—a fiiend of mine says so. You're a weak vessel,
cracked, perhaps. You've got to be saved, and start
right over again—and 'Praise God from whom all

blessings flow!' Pray—pray, Scranton, and tell the
whole truth, and get it—get religion. Pray like .jlazes.

You go on, and pray out loud. Remember the desert,
and ?<Iary Jewell, and your mother—did yon have a
mother, Scranton—say, did you have a mother, lad ?

"

Tim's voice suddenly lowered before the last word,
for the Faith Healer had broken uown m a torrent of
tears.

" Oh, my mother—O God ! " he groaned.

"Say, that's right -that's right—go on," said the
other, and drew back a little, and sat down on a log.

The man on his knees was convulsed with misery.
Denton, the world, disappeared. He prayed in agony.

Presently Tim moved uneasily, then got up and
walked about; and at last, with a strange, awed ?ook,

when an hour was past, he stole back into the shadow
of the trees, while still the wounded soul poured out
its misery and repentance.

Time moved on. A curious shyness possessed Tim
now, a thing which he had never felt in his life. He
moved about self-consciously, awkwardly, until at last

there was a sudden silence over by the brook.

Tim looked, and saw the face of the kneeling man
cleared, and quiet and shining. He hesitated, then
stepped out, and came over.
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" Have you got it ?
" he asked quietly. " It's noon now."

" May God help me to redeem my past," answered the
other in a new voice.

•• You've got it—sure ? " Tim's voice was meditative.
" God has spoken to me," was the simple answer.
"I've got a friend'll be glad to hear that," hi said;

and once more, in imagination, he saw L?.uva Sloly
standing at the door of her home, with a light in her eyes
he had never seen before.

"You'll want some money for your journey?" Tim
asked.

" I want nothing but to go away—far away," was the
low reply.

"Well, you've lived in the desert— I guess you can
live in the grass-country," came the dry response.
" Good-bye—and good luck, Scranton."
Tim turned to go, ' loved on a few steps, then looked

back.

" Don't be afralJ -they'll not follow," he said. "
I'll

fix it for you all right."

But the man appeared not to hear ; he was still on
his knees.

Tim faced the woods once more.
He was about to mount his horse when he heard

a step behind him. He turned sharply—and faced
Laura.

" I couldn't rest. I came out this morning. I've seen
everything," she said.

" You didn't trust me," he said heavily.
" I never did anything else," she answered.
He gazed half-fearfully into lier eyes. "Well?"

he asked. " I've done my best, as I said I would."
" Tim," she said, and slipped a hand in his, " would

you mind the religion—if you had me?"



THE LITTLE WIDOW OF JANSEN

HER advent to Jansen was propitious. Smallpox
in its most virulent form had b/oken out in the

French-Canadian portion of the town, and, coming with
some professional nurses from Ihe East, herself an
amateur, to attend the sufferers, she worked with such
skill and devoJon that the official thanks of the Corpora-
tion were offered her, together with a tiny gold watch,
the gift of grateful citizens. But she still remained on
at Jansen, saying always, however, that she was *' going
East in the spring."

Five years had passed, and still she had not gone
East, but remained perched in the rooms she had first
taken, over the Imperial Bank, while the town grew up
swiftly round her. And even when the young bank
manager married, and wished to take over the rooms,
she sent him to the right-about from his own premises in
her gay, masterful way. The young manager behaved
well in the circumstances, because he had asked her to
marry him, and she had dismissed him with a warning
against challenging his own happiness—that was the
way she had put it. Perhaps he was galled the less
because others had striven for the same prize, and had
been thrust back, with an almost tender misgiving as to
their sense of self-preservation and sanity. T f
them were eligible enough, and all were of some -f jn
in the West. Yet she smiled them firmly away, to the

«7«
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|l 4 wonder of Jansen, and to its satisfaction, for /as it not a
tribute to all that she would dir* 'nguish no particular
unit by her permanent favour ? 1 for one so sprightly
and almost frivolous in manner at times, the self-denial

seemed incongruous. She was unconventional enough
to sit on the side-walk with a half-dozen children round
her I '^vving bubbles, or to romp in any garden, or in the
streei,

^
aying Puss-in-the-ring

; yet this only made her
more popular. Jansen's admiration was at its highest,
however, when she rode in the annual steeplechase with
the best horsemen of the province. She had the gift of
doing as well as of being.

" 'Tis tht< light heart she has, and slippin' in and out
of things like & humming-bird, no easier to ketch, and
no longer to stay," said Finden, the rich Irish landbroker,
suggestive'y to Father Bourassa, the huge French-
Canadian priest who had worked with her through all

the dark weeks of the smallpox epidemic, and who
knew what lay beneath "he outer gaiety. She had been
kjuoyant of spirit beside the beds of the sick, and her
words were full of raillery and humour, yet there was
ever a gentle note behind all; and the pr .st had
seen hvr eyes shining with tears, as she bent over
i'ome stricken sufferer bound upon an interminable
journey,

"Bedad! as bright a little spark as ever struck off

the steel," added Finden to the priest, with a side'ong,

inquisitive look, " but a heart no bigger than a marrow-
fat pea—selfishness, t.!l ^elf. Keepin' herself for herself

when there's manny a good man needin' her. Mother
o' Moses, how manny! From Terry O'Ryan, brother
of a peer, at Latouche, to Bernard Bapty, son of a

millionaire, at Vancouver, there's a string o' them.
All pride and self; and as fair a lot they've been as
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ever entered for the Marriage Cup. Now. isn t that
so, father?"

Finden's '^rogue did not come from a plebeian origin.
It was part of his commercial equipment, an asset of
his boyhood spent among the peasants on the family
estate in Galway.

Father Bourassa fanned himself with the black
broad-brim hat he wore, and looked benignly but
quizzically on the wiry, sharp-faced Irishman.
"You t'ink her heart is leetla. But perhaps it is

your mind not so big enough to see—Aeinf" The
priest lauched noiselessly, showing white teeth. " Was
it selfish in Madame to refuse the name of Finuen
—H'es/-cg pasf"

Finden flushed, then burst into a laugh. •' I'd almost
forgotten I was one of them—the first almost. Blessed
be he that expects nothing, for he'll get it, sure. It
was my duty, and I did it. Was she to feel that
Jansen did not price her high? Bedad, father, I rose
betimes and did it, before anny man should say he
set me the lead. Before the carpet in the parioui
was down, and with ti.e bare boards soundin' to my
words, I offered her the name of Finden."
"And so—the first of the long line! Bten, it is an

honour." The priest paused a moment, looked at
Fmden with a curious reflective look, and then said

:

"And so you t'ink there is no one; that she will say
yes not at all—no ?

"

They were sitting on Father Bourassa's verandah,
on the outskirts of the town, above the great river,
along which had travelled millions of bygone people,'
fighting, roaming, hunting, trapping; and they could
hear it rushing past, see the swiriing eddies, the im-
petuous currents, the occasional rafts moving majestic-

18
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ally down the stream. They were facing the wild

North, where civilisation was hacking and hewing and

ploughing its way to newer and newer cities, in an

empire ever spreading to the Pole.

Finden's glance loitered on this scene before he

replied. At length, screwing up one eye, and with a

suggestive smile, he answered :
" Sure, it's all a matter

of time, to the selfishest woman. 'Tis not the same

with women as with men ;
you see, they don't get

younger—that's a point. But"—he gave a meaning

glance at tl^e priest—"but perhaps she's not going to

wait for that, after all. And there he rides, a fine

figure of a man, too, if I have to say it
!

"

" M'sieu' Varley ? " the priest responded, and watched

a galloping horseman to whom Finden had pointed,

till he rounded the corner of a little wood.

"Varley, the great London surgeon, sure! Say,

father, it's a hundred to one she'd take him, if
"

There was a curious look in Father Bourassa's face,

a cloud in his eyes. He sighed. " London, it is ver'

far away," he remarked obliquely.

"What's to that? If she is with the right man,

near or far is nothing."

" So far—from home," said the priest reflectively,

but his eyes furtively watched the other's face.

" But home's where man and wife are."

The priest now looked him straight in the eyes.

" Then, as you say, she will not marry M'sieu' Varley

—kern?"
The humour died out of Finden's face. His eyes

met the priest's eyes steadily. "Did I say that?

Then my tongue wasn't making a fool of me, after

all. How did you guess I knew—everything, father ?

"

" A priest knows many t'ings—so."
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'AS PURTY A WOMAN, TOO—AS PURTY AND AS
STRAIGHT BEWHILES"
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There was a moment of gloom, then the Irishman
brightened. He came straight to the heart of the
mystery around which they had been manoeuvring.
"Have you seen her husband—Meydon—this year*"?
It isn't his usual time to come yet"
Father Bourassa s eyes drew those of his friend into

the light of a new understanding and revelation. They
understood and trusted each other.

"Helas! F.^ is there in the hospital," he answered,
and nodded towards a building not far away, which
had been part of an old Hudson's Bay Company's
fc It had been hastily adapted as a hospital for
tliw smallpox victims.

"Oh, it's Meydon, is it, that bad case I heard of
to-day?"

The priest nodded again and pointed.
Madame Meydon, she is coming. She has—her hoosban'."

Finden's eyes followed the gesture. The little widow
of Jansen was coming from the hospital, walking slowly
towards the river.

"As purty a woman, too—as purty and as straight
bewhiles. What is the matter with him—with Meydon?"
Finden asked, after a moment.

" An accident in the woods—so. He arrive, it is las'

night, .from Great Slave Lake."
F'nden sighed. " Ten years ago he was a man to

look at twice—before he did It and got away. Now
his own mother wouldn't know him—bad 'cess to him !

I knew him from the cradle almost. I spotted him
here by a knife-cut I gave him in the hand when we
were lads together. A divil of a timper always both
of us had, but the good-nature was with me, and I

didn't drink and gamble and carry a pistol. It's ten

" Voiid,

seen him

1
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years since he did the killing, down in Quebec, and
I don't suppose the police will get him now. He's

been counted dead. I recognised him here the night

after I asked her how she liked the name of Finden.

She doesn't know that I ever knsw him. And he

didn't recognise me—twenty-iSve years since we met
before ! It would be better if he went under the sod.

Is he pretty sick, father?"
" He will die unless the surgeon's knife it cure him

before twenty-four hours, and "

"And Doctor Brydon is sick, and Doctor Hadley
away at Winnipeg, and this is two hundred miles from

nowhere! It looks as if the police '11 never get him,

eh?"
" You have not tell anyone—never ?

" '

Finden laughed. "Though I'm not a priest, I can

lock myself up as tight as anny. There's no tongue

that's so tied, when tying's needed, as the one that

babbles most bewhiles. Babbling covers a lot of

secrets."

" So you t'ink it better Meydon should die, as Hadley
is away and Brydon is sick

—

Aein f
"

"Oh, I think
"

Finden stopped short, for a horse's hoofs sounded on

the turf beside the house, and presently Varley, the

great London surgeon, rounded the comer and stopped

his horse in front of the verandah.

He lifted his hat to the priest. " I hear there's a bad

case at the hospital," he said.

" It is ver' dangerous," answered Father Bourassa

;

" but, voi/d, come in ! There is something cool to drink.

Ah yes, he is ver' bad, that man frcn the Great

Slave Lake "

Inside the house, with the cooling drinks, Varley
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prised his questions, and presently, much interested,
told at some length of singular cases which had
passed through his hands-one a man with his neck
broken, who had lived for six months afterwards
"Broken as a man's neck is broken by hanging-

dislocation, really - the disjointing of the medulla
oblongata if you don't mind technicalities," he said
But I kept him living just the same. Time enough

for him to repent in and get ready to go. A most
interesting case. He was a criminal, too. and wanted
10 die; but you have to keep life going if you can, to
the last inch of resistance."

The priest looked thoughtfully out of the window
Finden s eyes were screwed up in a questioning way.
but neither made any response to Varley's remarks,
mere was a long minute's silence. They were all
three roused by hearing a light footstep on the
verandah.

*^

Father Bourassa put down his glass and hastened into
the hallway. Finden caught a glimpse of a woman's
figure, and, without a word, passed abruptly from the
dining-room where they were, into the priest's study
leaving Varley alone. Varley turned to look after him
stared, and shrugged his shoulders.

'

"The manners of the West," he said good-humouredly
and turned again to the hallway, from whence came
the sound of the priest's voice. Presently there was
another voice—a woman's. He flushed slightly and
involuntarily straightened himself.

" Valerie," he murmured.
An instant afterwards she entered the room with the

priest. She was dressed in a severely sin- >le suit of
grey, which set off advantage h - slim, graceful figure
There seemed r ,son why she should have been

K
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called the little widow of Jansen, for she was not small
but she was very finely and delicately made, and tht

name had been but an expression of Jansen's paterna
feeling for her. She had always had a good deal o
fresh colour, but to-day she seemed pale, though hei
eyes had a strange disturbing light. It was not thai

they brightened on seeing this man before her; they
had been brighter, burningly bright, when she left the

hospital, where, since it had been built, she had beer
the one visitor of authority—Jansen had given her that

honour. She had a gift of smiling, and she smiled
now, but it came from grace of mind rather than from
humour. As Finden had said, " She was for ever acting,

and never doin' any harm by it."

Certainly she was doing no harm by it now ; never-
theless, it was aC ing. Could it be otherwise, with what
was behind her life—a husband who had ruined her
youth, had committed homicide, had escaped capture,

but who had not subsequently died, as the world believed
he had done, so circumstantial was the evidence. He
was not man enough to make the accepted belief in

his death a fact. What could she do but act, since the
day she got a letter from the Far North, which took
her out to Jansen, nominally to nurse those stricken

with smallpox under Father Bourassa's care, actually

to be where her wretched husband could come to her
once a year, as he had asked with an impossible
selfishness ?

Each year she had seen him for an hour or less,

giving him money, speaking to him over a gulf so wide
that it seemed sometimes as though her voice could
not be heard across it; each year opening a grave to

look at the embalmed face of one who had long since

died in shame, which only brought back the cruellest
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of all memories, that which one would give one's best

"^n '; r°'^T--
"^''^ ^ ^°^''*"^« beyond descr pdonshe had faced it. gently, quietly, but firmly face7 -

firmly, because she had to be firm in keeping himw, hm those bounds the invasion of which would hav^
killed her And after the first struggle with hi!
unchangeable brutality it had been easieff for into hdegenerate bram there had come a faint understandin"

of h! '"f/r"'?"
""^ ^^ ^^'- "^ ^^^ J^-Pt his sideof the gulf, bu gloatmg on this touch between the old

luxurious, indulgent life, with its refined vices, and this
present coarse, hard life, where pleasures wer^ few and

notrefi ?'v
"" ^^''^^''' ''^" °^ *°" ^"d hardship hadnot refined him He greedily hung over this treasure

mrJS T \ur^ ^" ^^^ ^°^^^^ °^ "^°"^y which hemight not withdraw.

^ri^A T ^^^'^ ^^^ ^°"^ ^"' ^'^'^ tJ^^'r recurrent
dreaded anniversaries, carrying misery almost too great
to be borne by this woman mated to the loathed
phantom of a sad, dead life; and when this black dayof each year was over, for a few days afterwards shewent nowhere, was seen by none. Yet. when she did
appear again, it was with her old laughing manner,
her cheerful and teasing words, her quick response to
the emotions of others.

So it had gone till Varley had come to follow the
open-air life for four months, after a heavy illness due
to blood-poisoning got in his surgical work in Londonbhehad been able to live her life without too great a
scruggle till he came. Other men had flattered her

ZTuL .
^^""^ ^^' ^ '^"'^ °^ P^^'^"-' h^d made

her understand her possibilities, but nothing more-
nothing of what Varley brought with him. And before
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three months had gone, she knew that no man had

ever interested her as Varley had done. Ten years

before, she would not have appreciated or understood

him, this intellectual, clean-shaven, rigidly abstemious

man, whose pleasures belonged to the fishing-rod and

the gun and the horse, and who had come to be so

great a friend of him who had been her best friend

—

Father Bourassa. Father Boruassa had come to know

the truth— not from her, for she had ever been a

Protestant, but from her husband, who, Catholic by

birth and a renegade from all religion, had had a

moment of spurious emotion, when he went and con-

fessed to Father Bourassa and got absolution, pleading

for the priest's care of his wife. Afterwards Father

Bourassa made up his mind that the confession had a

purpose behind it other than repentance, and he deeply

resented the use to which he thought he was being

put—a kind of spy upon the beautiful woman whom
Jansen loved, and who, in spite of any outward flippancy,

was above reproach.

In vital things the instinct becomes abnormally acute,

and, one day, when the priest looked at her com-

miseratingly, she had divined what moved him.

However it was, she drove him into a corner with

a question to which he dare not answer yes, but to

which he might not answer no, and did not; and she

realised that he knew the truth, and she was the better

for his knowing, though her secret was no longer a

secret. She was not aware that Finden also knew.

Then Varley came, bringing a new joy and interest in

her life, and a new suffering also, for she realised that '/

she were free, and Varley asked her to marry him, she

would consent.

But when he did ask her, she said no with a pang



THE LIITLE WIDOW OF JAXSEN 281

monr' ^^'-^^'^ •" '''°' "^ ^^^ ^t^y^d his fourmonths, and .t was now six months, and he was goinfj

LVr;:
''°''-

."" "^"^ ^'"y^'^ *° g'^*^ her time toearn to say yes and to take her back with him toLondon
;

and she knew that he would speak again
to-day and that she must say no again; but she hadkept him from saymg the words till now. And theman who had ruined her life and had poisoned her true
spirit was come back broken and battered. He washanging between life and death ; and now-for he wasgoing to-morrow-Varley would speak again
The half-hour she had just spent in the hospital withMeydon had tried her cruelly. She had left the buildingm a vortex of conflicting emotions, with the call of duty

and of honour ringing through a thousand other voices
of temptation and desire, the inner pleadings for a little
happiness while yet she was young. After she married
Meydon. there had only been a few short weeks of joy
before her black disillusion came, and she had reali edhow bitter must be her martyrdom
When she left the hospital, she seemed moving in adream as one, intoxicated by some elixir, might move

unheeding among event and accident and vexing lifeand roaring multitudes. And all the while the river

n^w"!fK "I""^^
'^^ ^"^^^'^ P""^'"^^' high-banked, en-

nobled by living woods, lipped with green, kept surgingm her ears, inviting her, alluring her-alluring her with
a force too deep and powerful for weak human nature
to bear for long. It would ease her pain, it said ; it
would still the tumult and the storm , it would solve her
problem, ,t would give her peace. But as she moved
along the river-bank among the trees, she met the littlemece of the priest, who lived in his house, singing asthough she was bom but to sing, a song which Finden
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had written and Father Bourassa had set to mi

Did not the distant West know Father Boura!

irift and did not Protestants attend Mass to hear

play the organ afterwards? The fresh, clear voic

The child rang through the trees, stealing the stn.

heart away from the lure of the river

:

•• Will you come back home, where the young larks are singin'?

The door is open wide, and the l)ells of Lynn are rmgm ;

There's a little lake I know,

And a boat you used to row
. , . ,

To the shore beyond that's quiet-will you come back home?

••Will you .meback, darlin'? Never heed the pain and bligh

Never treble that you're wounded, that you bear the «

fightin'

;

Here's the luck o' Heaven to you,

Here's the hand of love will brew you

The :up of peace-ah, darlin', will you come back home?

She Stood listening for a few moments, and,

the spell of the fresh, young voice, the homely,

searching words, and the intimate sweetness <

woods, the despairing apathy lifted slowly away.

started forward again with a new understandmi

footsteps quickened. She would go to Father Bm

He would understand. She would tell him all

would help her to do what now she knew she mi

ask Leonard Varley to save her husband's life—L<

Varley to save her husband's life

!

When she stepped upon the verandah of the
]

house, she did not know that Varley was mside

had no time to think. She was ushered mto th^

where he was, with the confusing fact of his pi

fresh upon her. She had had but a word or tv

the priest, but enough for him to know what she

to do, and that it must be '"-^e at once.

V' (
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Varlcy advanced to meet her. She shuddered in-

wardly to think what a difference there was between
the fallen creature she had left behind in the hospital

and this tall, dark, self-contained man, whose name was
familiar in the surgeries of Europe, who had climbed
from being the son of a clockmaker to his present dis-

tinguished place.

"Have you come for absolution, also?" he asked,
with a smile; "or is it to get a bill of excommunica-
tioii against your only enemy—there couldn't be more
than one ?

"

Cheerful as his words were, he was shrewdly observing
her, for her paleness, and the strange light in her eyes,

gave him a sense of anxiety. He wondered what
trouble was on her.

" Excommunication ? " he repeated.

The unintended truth went home. She winced, even
as she responded with that quaint note in her voice
which gave humour to her speech. " Yes, excommuni-
cation," she replied ;

" but why an enemy ? Do we not
need to excommunicate our friends sometimes ?

"

" That is a hard saying," he answered soberly.

Tears sprang to her e>es, but she mastered herself,

and brought the crisis abruptly.

" I want you to save a man's life," she said, with her
eyes looking straight into his. " Will you do it ?

"

His face grew grave and eager. " I want you to save
a man's happiness," he answered. " Will you do it ?

"

"That man yonder will die unless your skill saves
him," she urged.

" This man here will go away unhappy and alone,

unless your heart befriends him," he replied, coming
closer to her. " At sunrise to-morrow he goes." He
tried to take hv.r hand
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"Oh, plea«, please," she pleaded, with a ouick

r„«f f„?"-
"^'"""' " '" off but .he mTn':

lor unctor Hadley » away, and Dweor Brydon isand in any case Doctor B^-don dare not attemoloperafon alone^ It is ,00 critical and d.fficuU he s-Sol have heard," he answered, with a „L„„;

hf^lf. Who,,.h,s™„, What interests yo,

«; f Well, I cannot give to strangersNvhat vou h«.v«. t- «, many, but I can help in iy own »» •

••Kyoril,r'°^*'
"""'"'-'•

cirluT^inii"
"*""'

'
"""^ °' "" «-«"« -« '

She hesitated for an Instant, then said '• H, 1. ™iiDraper-a trapper and woodsman " '
' ""

her/his passion swi.^fntVhV^^-a'^r •'""'^

Hi^^-'shTpSeSr'rh,: nT tm'Lri:.r
,-

mastery and its depth.
^'^ '°°''' '

Her heart had almost leaped with iov »f f»suggestion that he could not sSy- but ^ ll
self-reproach and shame filWl iT • ? '"'''^^"'

challenged him so X ^ef wL^nVh^'hV't
'^

sacrifice this man she loved t.^K ^ ' ^"^"^ ^^^ *



THE LIITLE WIDOW OF .1ASSES 285

right of justice and humanity she was no more the wife

had forfeited every claim upon her. dragged in the mireher unspotted life-unspotted, for in au'temptaL „her defenceless position, she had kept the who ecommandment; she had. while at the mercy o7herown emperament. fought her v ay through all. with a

frrifttt'T"' '.^"^^'"^''P- H^'' «h'e not' longedfor a little home with a great love, and a strong trueman? Ah. it had been lonely, bitterly lonely l"^' Yet

could not free herself without putting him in the graspof the law to atone for his crime. She was punLed
for his crimes; she was denied the exercise of her

bered that once she had loved him, those years ar^o

than he, who loved her so much more honestly; andh^rnemory had helped her in a way. She had tried
to be true to it. that dead, lost thing, of which this manwho came once a year to see her, and now, lying with

ghost
"' ''"'" '" '^' '°^P'*"'' "^ '^^ ^-^"-"t

" Ah, you will not see him die? " she urged

man^" h?"" •^*°k"'T
^°" ^'^^'^y ^*^^* ^^PP^"« *« thisman he said, his determined dark eyes searching hers

for sh baffled him. If she could feel so much^for a
casual why not a little more feeling for him?

Suddenly, as he drew her eyes to him again^ there camethe conviction that they were full of feeling for himihcy were sending a message, an appealing, passionate
message, which told him more than he had ever heard

Without a spoken word she had told him so. What

1'-
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then, held her back ? But women were a race by thei
selves, and he knew that he must wait till she chose
have him know what she had unintentionally convey
but now.
"Yes, I am moved," she continued slowly. "Wl

can tell what this man might do with his life, if it

saved ! Don't you think of that ? It isn't the'impoi
ance of a life that's at stake ; it's the importance
living

; and we do not live alone, do we ?
"

His mind was made up. « I will not, cannot promi
anything t^U I have seen him. But I will go ar
see him, and I'll send you word later what I can d
or not do. Will that satisfy you ? If I cannot do it,

will come to say good-bye."

Her face was set with suppressed feeling. She hel
out her hand to him impulsively, and was about 1

speak, but suddenly caught the hand away again froi
his thrilling grasp and, turning hurriedly, left the roor
In the hall she met Father Bourassa.

" Go with him to the hospital," she whispered, an
disappeared through the doorway.

Immediately after she had gone, a man came drivin
hard to bring Father Bourassa to visit a dying Catholi
in the prairie, and it was Finden who accompanie
Varley to the hospital, waited for him till his examin
ation of the " casual " was concluded, and met hin
outside.

" Can it be done ?
" he asked of Varley. "

I'll tak(
word to Father Bourassa."

" It can be done—it will be done," answered Varle)
absently. "I do not understand the man. He ha;
been in a different sphere of life. He tried to hide it

but the speech—occasionally ! I wonder."
" You wonder if he's worth saving ?

"
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imr-tiently. "No.

it a difficult case ?
"

it has been my

Varley shrugged his s' ou'ders
that's not what I meant."

Finden smiled to himse.f. • i:
he asked.

"Critical and delicate; but
specialty."

'I

One of the local doctors couldn't do it. I suppose ?
"

They would be foolish to try."

"And you are going away at sunrise to-morrow?"
Who told you that?" Varley 's voice was abrupt,

impatient. ^ '

" I heard you say so—everybody knows it. That's
a bad man yonder, Varley." He jerked his thumb
towards the hospital. "A terrible bad man, he's beenA gentleman once, and fell down-fell down hard'Hes done more harm than most men. He's broken a
woman's heart and spoilt her life, and, if he lives, there's
no chance for her, none at all. He killed a man, and
the law wants him; and she can't free herself without
ruining him

; and she can't marry the man she loves
because of that villain yonder, crying for his life to be
saved. By Josh and by Joan, but it's a shame, a dirty
shame, it is

!

"

' /

Suddenly Vadey turned and gripped his arm with
fingers of steel.

" His name—his real name ?

"

"His name's Meydon—and a dirty shame it is
Varley. '

Variey was white. He had been leading his horse
and talking to Finden. He mounted quickly now. and
was about to ride away, but stopped short again. " Whoknows—who knows the truth ? " he asked.

" Father Bourassa and me-no others," he answered.
1 knew Meydon thirty years ago."

]:

if

%}«

I r^

If

•4 k



288 NORTHERN LIGHTS

There was a moment's hesitation, then Varley sai

hoarsely, " Tell me—tell me all."

When all was told, he turned his horse towards tt

wide waste of the prairie, and galloped away. Finde
watched him till he was lost to view beyond tl

bluff.

" Now, a man like that, you can't guess what he'll do
he said reflectively. " He's a high-stepper, and there

no telling what foolishness will get hold of him. It'

be safer if he got lost on the prairie for twenty-fo!
hours. He said that Meydon's only got twenty-foi
hours, if the trick isn't done ! Well "

He took a penny from his pocket. " I'll toss for i

Heads he does it, and tails he doesn't."

He tossed. It came down heads. "Well, there
one more fool in the world than 1 thought," he sai

philosophically, as though he h^d settled the questior

as though the man riding away into the prairie wit

a dark problem to be solved had told the penny whi
he meant to do.

Mrs. Meydon, Father Bourassa, and Finden stood i

the little waiting-room of the hospital at Jansen, or
at each window, and watched the wild thunderston
which had broken over the prairie. The white heli(

graphs of the elements flashed their warnings across th

black sky, and the roaring artillery of the thunder cam
after, making the circle of prairie and tree and streai

a theatre of anger and conflict. The streets of Janse
were washed with flood, and the green and gold thing

of garden and field and harvest crumbled beneath th

sheets of rain.

The faces at the window of the little room of th

hospital, however, were but half-conscious of the storm
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it seemed only an accompaniment of their thoughts totypify the ele. ents of tragedy surrounding them '

For Varley there had been but one thing to do. Ahfe might be saved, and it was his duty to save it. Hehad ndden back from the prairie as the sun w^s settingthe night before, and had made all arrangements at the
hospital, givmg orders that Meydon should have nofood whatever till the operation was performed the next

and-watS
"° "^ *° '^""'^ ^''''^^^ ^ ""'^ ^''^"^y-

The operation was performed successfully, and Varlevhad issued from the operating-room with the look of aman who had gone through an ordeal which had taxed
his nerve to the utmost, to find Valerie Meydon waiting

r^^H^r^'l'r' '°°' ^" ^^^ ^>'-- But this lookpassed when she heard hi ~ ,-. " Al' right !

"

The words brought a se... - - ^lief, for if he had failed
It would have seemed almo . unbearable in the circum-

dregf
"""^ °^ trembling must be drunk to the

Few words had passed between them, and he hadgone while she remained behind with Fathf r Bourassa

ieh w/'n'^'"'u^°'il^
wake from he sleep into whichhe had fallen when Varley left.

But within two hours they sent for Varley again, forMeydon was in evident danger. Varley had come, andhad now been with the patient for so^e time
At last the door opened and Varley came in quicklyHe beckoned to Mrs. Meydon and to Father Bourassa'

is HttlT tt'e.'^
'^^^ ^''^ ^°"'" ^^ ""^^ '° ^^'' " Tl^^re

Her eyes scarcely saw him, as she left the room andpassed to where Meydon lay nerveless, but with wide-open eyes, waiting for her. The eyes closed, however
19

. ^

I
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before she reached the bed. Presently they ope
again, but the lids remained fixed. He did not h

what she said.

In the h'ttle waiting-room, Finden said to Var
" What happened ?

"

" Food was absolutely forbidden, but he got it fr

another patient early this morning while the nurse 1

out for a moment. It has killed him."
" 'Twas the least he could do, but no credit's due h

It was to be. I'm not envying Father Bourassa nor
there with him."

Varley made no reply. He was watching the reced

storm with eyes which told nothing.

Finden spoke once more, but Varley did not h
him. Presently the door opened and Father Boura
entered. He made a gesture of the hand to signify t

all was over.

Outside, the sun was breaking through the cloi

upon the Western prairie, and there floated through 1

evening air the sound of a child's voice singing bene;

the trees that fringed the river

:

" Will you come hack, darlin' ? Never heed the pain and blightin'

Never trouble that you're wounded, that you bear the scars

fightin'

;

Here's the luck o' Heaven to you,

Here's the hand of love will brew you

The cup of peace—ah, darlin', will you come back home?"



WATCHING THE RISE OF ORION

" T N all the v/ide border his steed was the best" and
1 the name and fame of Terence O'Ryan wereknown from Strathcona to Qu'appelle. He had am-

bifon of several kinds, and he had the virtue of notcanng who knew of it. He had no guile, and littlemoney
;
but never a day's work was too hard for himand he took bad luck, when it came, with a jerk of theshoulder and a good-natured surprise on his clean-

shaven face that suited well his wide grey eyes and largeuxunous mouth. He had an estate, half ranch. h!lffarm with a French Canadian manager named Vigon
an old prospector who viewed every foot of land in'
the world with the eye of the discoverer. Gold, coal"
iron, oil. he searched for them everywhere, making
sure that sooner or later he would find them. OnceVigon had found coal. That was when he wo.ked for aman called Constantine Jopp, and had given him
great profit; but he, the discoverer, had been put off
with a horse and a hundred dollars. He was now as
devoted to Terence O'Ryan as he had been faithful

sL in"'*^"^'"^
•^°^^' '^''°"' ^^ ''"''^'^ "^^^'"^ ^"^

In his time O'Ryan had speculated, and lost; he had
floated a coal mine, and "been had"; he had run for

n„! ^,^,^V^?1^*"'-^'
had been elected, and then

unseated for bribery com: -itted by an agent; he had
291

if



292 NORTHERN LIGHTS

\ H

f i'

run races at Regina, and won—he had won for three

years in succession ; and this had kept him going and

restored his finances when they were at their worst.

He was, in truth, the best rider in the country, and, so

far, was the owner also of the best three-year-old that

the West had produced. He achieved popularity

without effort. The West laughed at his enterprises

and loved him ; he was at once a public moral and a

hero. It was a legend of the West that his forbears

had been kings in Ireland like Brian Borhoime. He
did not contradict this ; he never contradicted anything.

His challenfTe to all fun and satire and misrepresentation

was, " What'll be the differ a hundred years from now I

"

He did not use this phrase, however, towards one

experience—the advent of Miss Molly Mackinder, the

heiress, and the challenge that reverberated through the

West after her arrival. Philosophy deserted him then
;

he fell back on the primary emotions of mankind.

A month after Miss Mackinder's arrival at La Touche

a dramatic performance was given at the old fort, in

which the officers of the Mounted Police took part,

together with many civilians who fancied themselves.

By that time the district had realised that Terry O'Ryan
had surrendered to what they called " the laying on of

hands " by Molly Mackinder. It was not certain, how-

ever, that the surrender was complete, because O'Ryan
had been wounded before, and yet had not been taken

captive altogether. His complete surrender seemed

now more certain to the public because the lady had a

fortune of two hundred thousand dollars, and that

amount of money would be useful to an ambitious man
in the growing West. It would, as Gow Johnson said,

" Let him sit back and view the landscape o'er, before

he puts his ploughshare in the mud."
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There was an outdoor scene in the play produced by
the impetuous amateur? and dialogue had been inter-
polated by three " imps of fame " at the suggestion of
Constantine Jopp, one of the three, who bore malice
towards O'Ryan, though this his colleagues did not
know distinctly. The scene was a camp-fire—a starlit

night, a colloquy between the three, upon which the
hero of the drama, played by Terry O'Ryan, should
break, after having, unknown to them, but in sight of
the audience, overheard their kind intentions towards
himself.

The night came. When the curtain rose for the third
act there was exposed a star-sown sky, in which the
galaxy of Orion was shown with distinctness, each star
sharply twinkling from the electric power behind—

a

pretty scene evoking great applause. O'Ryan had
never seen this back curtain—they had taken care
that he should not—and, standing in the wings awaiting
his cue, he was unprepared for the laughter of the
audience, first low and uncertain, then growing, then
insistent, and now a peal of ungovernable mirth, as one
by one they understood the significance of the stars
of Orion on the back curtain.

O'Ryan got his cue, and came on to an outburst of ap-
plause which shook the walls. La Touche rose at him,
among them Miss Molly Mackinder in the front row
with the notables.

He did not see the back curtain, or Orion blazing in
the ultramarine blue. According to the stage directions,
he was to steal along the trees at the wings, and listen
to the talk of the men at the fire plotting against him,
who were presently to pretend good comradeship to his
face. It was a vigorous melodrama with some touches
of true Western feeling. After listening for a moment,

;
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O'Ryan was to creep up the stage again toward the bad

curtain, giving a cue for his appearance.

When the hilarious applause at his entrance hac

somewhat subsided, the three took up their parable, bu

it was not the parable of the play. They used dialogue

not in the original. It had a significance which th(

audience were not slow tc appreciate, and went far t<

turn " The Sunburst Trail " at this point into a comedy

farce. When this new dialogue began, O'Ryan coul<

scarcely trust his ears, or realise what was happening.

" Ah, look," said Dicky Fergus at the fire, " as fine :

night as ever I saw in the West ! The sky's a picture

You could almost hand the stars down, they're s>

II

near.

" What's that clump together on the right—what ar

they called in astronomy?" asked Constantine Jopf

with a leer.

"Orion is the name—a beauty, ain't it?" answer©

Fergus.

"I've been watching Orion rise," said the third-

Holden was his name. " Many's the time I've watche

Orion rising. Orion's the star for me. Say, he wipe

'em all out—right out. Watch him rising now."

By a manipulation of the lights Orion moved up th

back curtain slowly, and blazed with light nearer th

zenith. And La Touche had more than the worth c

its money in this opening to the third act of the plaj

O'Ryan was a favourite, at whom La Touche loved t

jeer, and the parable of the stars convulsed them.

At the first words O'Ryan put a hand on himself am

tried to grasp the meaning of it all, but his entrance an

the subsequent applause had confused him. Presentlj

however, he turned to the back curtain, as Orion move

slowly up the heavens, and found the key to th
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situation. He gasped. Then he listened to the
dialogue, which had nothing to do with " The Sunburst
Trail."

"What did Orion do, and why does he rise? Has
he got to rise? Why was the gent called Orion in them
far-off days? "asked Holden.

"He did some hunting in his time—with a club."
Fergus replied. " He kept making hits, he did. Orion
was a spoiler. When he took the field there was no
room for the rest of the race. Why does he rise?
Because it is a habit. They could always get a rise out
of Orion. The Athens Eirenicon said that yeast might
fail to rise, but touch the button and Orion would rise
like a bird."

At that instant the galaxy jerked up the back curtain
again, and when the audience could control itself,

Constantine Jopp, grinning meanly, asked

—

" Why does he wear the girdle ?

"

" It is not a girdle—it is a belt," was Dicky Fergus's
reply. " The gods gave it to him because he was a
favourite. There was a lady called Artemis—she was
the last of them. But he went visiting with Eos, another
lady of previous acquaintance, down at a place called
Ortygia, and Artemis shot him dead with a shaft Apollo
had given her; but she didn't marry Apollo neither.
She laid Orion out on the sky, with his glittering belt
around him. And Orion keeps on rising."

"Will he ever stop rising? " asked Holden.
Followed for the conspirators a disconcerting moment

;

for, when the laughter had subsided, a lazy voice came
from the back of the hall, " He'll stop long enough to
play with Apollo a little, I guess."

It was Gow Johnson who had spoken, and no man
knew Terry O'Ryan better, or could gauge more

H
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the course he would take. He had been in many
enterprise, many a brush with O'Ryan, and his Iriendsl

would bear any strain.

O'Ryan recovered himself from the moment he s:

the back curtain, and he did not find any fun in t

thing. It took a hold on him out of all proporti

to its importance. He realised that he had come

the parting of the ways in his life. It suddenly cai

upv^i* him that something had been lacking in h

in the past; and that his want of success in ma
things had not been wholly due to bad luck. 1

had been eager, enterprising, a genius alTiost at seei

good things; and ve* thers had reaped where

had 30wn. He had believed too much in his fello

man. For the first time in his life he resented t

friendly, almost affectionate satire of his many frien

It was amusing, it was delightful; but down benes

it ail there was a little touch of ridicule. He h

m.ore brains than any of them, and he had kno

it in a way; he had led laem someti.-nes, too, as

raids against cattle-stealers, and in a brush w
half-breeds and Indians; as when he stood for 1

legislature; but he felt now for the first time tl

he had not made the most of himself, that there v

something hurting to self-respect in this prank play

upon him. When he came to that point his resei

ment went higher. He thought of Molly Mackind

and he heard all too acutely the vague veiled referen<

to her in their satire. By the time Gow Johnson spc

he had mastered himself, however, and had made

his mind. He stood still for a moment.
" Now, please, my cue," he said quietly and satirica

from the trees near the wings.

He was smiling, but Gow Johnson's prognosticati
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was right; and ere long the audience realised that
he was right. There was standing before them not
the Terry O'Ryan they had known, but another. He
threw himself fully into his part—a young rancher
made deputy sheriff, who by the occasional exercise
of his duty had incurred the hatred of a small floating
population that lived by fraud, violence, and cattle-
stealing. The conspiracy was to raid his cattle, to
lure him to pursuit, to ambush him, and kill him.
Terry now played the part with a naturalness and
force which soon lifted the play away from the farcical
element introduced into it by those who had inter-
polated the gibes at himself. They had gone a step
too far.

^
"He's going large," said Gow Johnson, as the act

drew near its close, and the climax neared, where
O'Ryan was to enter upon a physical struggle with
his ar " its. "His blood's up. There'll be hell to
pay.'

To Gow Johnson the play had instantly become
real, and O'Ryan an injured man at bay, the victim of
the act—not of the fictitious characters of the play,
but of the three men, Fergus, Holden, and Constantine
Jopp, who had planned the discomfiture of O'Ryan

;

and he felt that the victim's resentment would fall

heaviest on Constantine Jopp, the bully, an old
schoolmate of Terry's.

Jopp was older than O'Ryan by three years, which
in men is little, but in boys, at a certain time of life,

is much. It means, generally, weight and height, an
advantage in a scrimmage. Constantine Jopp had
been the plague and tyrant of O'Ry.nn's boyhood.
He was now a big, leering feiiow with much money of
his own, got chiefly from the coal discovered on his

li
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place by Vigon, the half-brocd French Canadian. 1

had a sense of dark and malicious humour, a lo

horse-like face, with little beady eyes and a hu
frame.

Again and again had Terry fought him as a b
at school, and often he had been badly whipped, b
he had never refused the challenge of an insult wh
he was twelve and Jopp fifteen. The climax to th(

enmity at school had come one day when Terry w
seized with a cramp while bathing, and after havii

gone down twice was rescued by Jopp, who dragg(
him out by the hair of the head. He had been reston
to consciousness on the bank and carried to his hoir
where he lay ill for days. During the course of tl

slight fever which followed the accident his hair w
cut close to his head. Impetuous always, his fit

thought was to go and thank Constantino Jopp f

having saved his life. As soon as he was able 1

went forth to find his rescuer, and met him sudden
on turning a corner of the street. Before he cou
stammer out the gratitude that was in his heart, Jop
eyeing him with a sneering smile, said drawlingly—

•

"If you'd had your hair cut like that I couldr
have got you out, could I? Holy, what a sigh

Next time I'll take you by the scruff, putty face-

bah !

"

That was enough for Terry. He had swallowed tl

insult, stuttered his thanks to the jeering laugh of tl:

lank bully, and had gone home and cried in shame an
rage.

It was the one real shadow in his life. Ill luc

and good luck had been taken with an equabl
mind ; but th t fact that he must, while he lived, o\v

the supreme debt of his life to a boy and afterward
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to a man whom he hated by instinct was a constant
cloud on him. Jopp owned him. h'or some years they
did not meet, and then at last they ajjain were thrown
together in the West, when Jopp settled at La Toiichc.

It was gall and wormwood to Terry, but he steeled

himself to be friendly, although the man was as great
a bully as the boy, as offensive in mind and character

;

but withal acute and able in his way, and with a
reputation for commercial sharpness which would be
called by another name in a different civilisation. They
met constantly, and O'Ryan always put a hand on
himself, and forced himself to oe friendly. Once when
Jopp became desperately ill there had been—though
he fought it down, and condemned himself in every
term of reproach—a sense of relief in the thought
that perhaps his ancient debt would now be cancelled.

It had gone on so long. And Constantine Jopp had
never lost an opportunity of vexing him, of torturing

him, of giving veiled thrusts, which he knew O'Ryan
could not resent. It was the constant pin-prick of
a mean soul, who had an advantage of which he could
never be dispossessed—unless the ledger was balanced
in some inscrutable way.

Apparently bent on amusement only, and hiding his

hatred from his colleagues, Jopp had been the instigator

and begetter of the huge joke of the play ; but it was
the brains of Dick Fergus which had carried it out,

written the dialogue, and planned the electric appliances
of the back curtain— for he was an engineer and
electrician. Neither he nor Holden had known the
old antipathy of Terry and Constantine Jopp. There
was only one man who knew the whole truth, and that

was Gow Johnson, to whom Terry had once told all.

At the last moment Fergus had interpolated certain

Si !
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points in the dialogue which were not even included

rehearsal. These referred to Apollo. He had a shrev

notion that Jopp had an idea of marrying Mol
Mackinder if he could, cousins though they were ; ar

he was also aware that Jopp, knowing Molly's Hkir

for Terry, had tried to poison her mind against hii

through suggestive gossip about a little widow
Jansen, thirty miles away. He had in so far succeed(

that, on the very day of the performance, Molly hj

declined tq be driven home from the racecourse I

Terry, despite the fact that Terry had won the chi

race and owned the only dog-cart in the West.

As the day went on Fergus realised, as had Go
Johnson, that Jopp had raised a demon. The air w;

electric. The play was drawing near to its climax—

j

attempt to capture the deputy sheriff, tie him to a tre

and leave him bound and gagged alone in the wast

There was a glitter in Terry's eyes, belying the li]

which smiled in keeping with the character he presente

A look of hardness was stamped on his face, and tl

outlines of the temples were as sharp as the chin was s

and the voice slow and penetrating.

Molly Mackinder's eyes were riveted on him. SI

sat very still, her hands clasped in her lap, watching h

every move. Instinct told her that Terry was holdir

himself in ; that some latent fierceness and iron fon

in him had emerged into life; and that he meant i

have revenge on Constantine Jopp one way or anothe

and that soon; for she had heard the rumour flyir

through the hall that her cousin was the cause of tl

practical joke just played. From hints she had ha

from Constantine that very day she knew that tl

rumour was the truth ; and she recalled now wil

shrinking dislike the grimace accompanying the suj



WATCHING THE RISE OF ORION 301

gestion. She had not resented it then, being herself

angry with Terry because of the little widow at Jansen.
Presently the silence in the hall became acute; the

senses of the audience were strained to the utmost.
The acting before them was more realistic than any-
thing they had ever seen, or were ever likely to see
again in La Touche. All three conspirators, Fergus,
Holden, and Jopp, realised that O'Ryan's acting had
behind it an animal anger which transformed him.
When he looked into their eyes it was with a steely

directness harder and fiercer than was observed by the
audience. Once there was occasion for O'Ryan to

catch Fergus by the arm, and Fergus winced from the
grip. When standing in the wings with Terry he
ventured to apologise playfully ^ \ the joke, but Terry
made no answer; and once again he had whispered
good-naturedly as they stood together on the stage;
but the reply had been a low, scornful laugh. Fergus
realised that a critical moment was at hand. The play
provided for some dialogue between Jopp and Terry,
and he observed with anxiety that Terry now inter-

polated certain phrases meant to warn Constantine, and
to excite him to anger also.

The moment came upon them sooner than the text
of the play warranted. O'Ryan deliberately left out
several sentences, and gave a later cue, and the struggle
for his capture was precipitated. Terry meant to make
the struggle real. So thrilling had been the scene that
to an extent the audience was prepared for what
followed; but they did not grasp the full reality

—

that the play was now only a vehicle for a personal
issue of a desperate character. No one had ever seen
O'Ryan angry ; and now that the demon of rage was on
him, directed by a will suddenly grown to its full height,

I'
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they saw not only a powerful character in a powerf

melodrama, but a man of wild force. When tl

three desperadoes closed in on O'Ryan, and, with

blow from the shoulder which was not a pretence, 1

sent Holden into a far corner gasping for breath ar

moaning with pain, the audience broke out into wi

cheering. It was superb acting, they thought. J

most of them had never seen the play, they were n

surprised when Holden did not again join the attack c

the deputy sheriff. Those who did know the drama-

among them Molly Mackinder—became dismayed, th(

anxious.

Fergus and Jopp knew well from the blow O'Ryj
had given that, unless they could drag him down, tl

end must be disaster to some one. They we
struggling with him for personal safety now. Tl

play was forgotten, though mechanically O'Ryan ar

Fergus repeated the exclamations and the few phras

belonging to the part. Jopp was silent, fighting with

malice which belongs to only half-breed, or half-bre

natures ; and from far back in his own nature tl

distant Indian strain in him was working in savaj

hatred. The two were desperately hanging on

O'Ryan like pumas on a grizzly, when suddenly, wii

a twist he had learned from Ogami the Jap on tl

Smoky River, the slim Fergus was slung backwai

to the ground with the tendons of his arm strained ar

the arm itself useless for further work. There remainc

now Constantine Jopp, heavier and more powerful ths

O'Ryan.

For O'Ryan the theatre, the people, disappeare

He was a boy again on the village green, with t\

bully before him who had tortured his young day

He forgot the old debt to the foe who saved his lif(
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he forgot everything, except that once again, as of old,
Constantine Jopp was fighting him, with long, strong
arms trying to bring him to the ground. Jopp's
superior height gave him an advantage in a close grip

;

the strength of his gorilla-like arms was difficult to
withstand. Both were forgetful of the world, and the
two other injured men, silent and awed, were watching
the fight, in which one of them, at least, was powerless
to take part.

The audience was breathless. Most now saw the
grim reality of the scene before them; and when at
last O'Ryan's powerful right hand got a grip upon the
throat of Jopp, and they saw the grip tighten, tighten,
and Jopp's face go from red to purple, a hundred people
gasped. Excited men made as though to move toward
the stage; but the majority still believed that it all

belonged to the play," and shouted, " Sit down !

"

Suddenly the voice of Gow Johnson was heard-
" Don't kill him—let go, boy !

"

The voice rang out with sharp anxiety, and pierced
the fog of passion and rage in which O'Ryan was
moving. He realised what he was doing, the real sense
of it came upon him. Suddenly he let go the lank
throat of his enemy, and, by a supreme effort, flung him
across the stage, where Jopp lay resting on his hands,
his bleared eyes looking at Terry with the fear and
horror still in them which had come with that tighten-
ing grip on his throat.

Silence fell suddenly on the theatre. The audience
was standing. A woman sobbed somewhere in a far
comer, but the rest were dismayed and speechless.
A few steps before them all was Molly Mackinder,
white and frightened, but in her eyes was a look of
understanding as she gazed at Terry. Breathing hird,
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Terry stood still in the middle of the stage, the red f

not yet gone out of his eyes, his hands clasped at 1

side, vaguely realising the audience again. Behind h
was the back curtain in which the lights of Ori
twinkled aggressively. The three men who had attack
him were still where he had thrown them.
The silence was intense, the strain oppressive. E

now a drawling voice came from the back of the hall.

" Are you watching the rise of Orion ? " it said,

was the voice of Gow Johnson.
The si ri in was broken ; the audience dissolved

laughter : but it was not hilarious ; it was the nervo
laughter of relief, touched off by a native humour alwa
present in the dweller of the prairie.

"I beg your pardon," said Terry quietly and a

stractedly to the audience.

And the scene-shifter bethought himself and let dov
the curtain.

The fourth act was not played that night. Tl

people had had more than the worth of their mone
In a few moments the stage was crowded with peop
from the audience, but both Jopp and O'Ryan h;

disappeared.

Among the visitors to the stage was Molly Mackind(
There was a meaning smile upon her face as she sa

to Dicky Fergus

—

^ " It was quite wonderful, wasn't it—like a scene o
of the classics—the gladiators or something ?

"

Fergus gave a wary smile as he answered, "Ye
I felt like saying Ave Ccesar, Ave! and I watche

to see Artemis drop her handkerchief."
" She dropped it, but you were too busy to pick it u

It would have been a useful sling for your arm," si

added with thoughtful malice. "It seemed so real-
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you all acted so well, so appropriately. And how youkeep ,t up! she added, as he cringed when some one
knocked against his elbow, hurting the injured tendons

Fergus looked at her meditatively before he answered.
Oh. I thmk we'll hkely keep it up for some time,"

he rejomed ironically.

^

"Then the play isn't finished?" she added. "There
IS another act; Yes. I thought there was; the
programme said four."

"Oh yes, there's another act," he answered, "but
It isnt to be played now; and I'm not in it."

•' No, I suppose you are not in it. You really weren'tm the last act. Who will be in it ?

"

Fergus suddenly laughed outright, as he looked at
Holden expostulating intently to a crowd of people
round him. « Well, honour bright, I don't think there'll
be anybody in it except little Conny Jopp and gentle
Terry ORyan; and Conny mayn't be in it very long
But hell be in it for a while. I guess. You see, the
curtain came down in the middle of a situation, not
at the end of it. The curtain has to rise again."
"Perhaps Orion will rise again—you think so?"

She laughed in satire; for Dicky Fergus had made love
to her during the last three months with unsup-
pressed activity, and she knew him in his sentimental
moments; which is fatal. It is fatal if, in a duet, one
breathes fire and the other frost.

"If you want my opinion," he said in a lower voice
as they moved toward the door, while people tried
to listen to them-" if you want it straight, I think
Orion has risen—right up where shines the evening
star— Ch, say, now," he broke off, "haven't you had
enough fun out of me? I tell you, it was touch and
go. He nearly broke my arm—would have done it

20
'
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if I hadn't gone limp to him ; and your cousin Con

Jopp, little Conny Jopp, was as near Kingdom Co
as a man wants at his age. I saw an elephant go m
once in India, and it was as like O'Ryan as putty

to dough. It isn't all over either, for O'Ryan \

forget and forgive, and Jopp won't. He's your cou:

but he's a sulker. If he has to sit up nights to do

he'll try to get back on O'Ryan. ^e'll sit up nights, 1

he'll do it, if he can. And whatever it is, it won't

pretty."

Outside the door they met Gow Johnson, excitemi

in his eyes. He heard Fergus's last words.

"He'll see Orion rising if he sits up nights," G
Johnson said. " The game is with Terry—at last."

Then he called to the dispersing gossiping crov

" Hold on—hold on, you people. I've got news

you. Folks, this is O'Ryan's night. It's his in the sta

firmament. Look at him shine
!

" he cried, stretch

out his arm toward the heavens, where the glitter

galaxy hung near the zenith. "Terry O'Ryan,—

i

O'Ryan—he's struck oil—on his ranch it's been stru

Old Vigon found it. Terry's got his own at 1j

O'Ryan's in it—in it alone. Now, let's hear the prai

whisper," he shouted, in a great raucous voice. " L
hear the prairie-whisper. What is it ?

"

The crowd responded in a hoarse shout for O'R)

and his fortune. Even the women shouted—all exc

Molly Mackinder. She was wondering if O'Ryan ri:

would be the same to her as O'Ryan rising. She

into her carriage with a sigh, though she said to the i

friends with her

—

"Ifit's true, it's splendid. He deserves it too. Oh, 1

glad—I'm so glad." She laughed ; but the laugh wa

little hysterical.
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ii ^^^ ^^^ ^^^"^ ^""^ '""y- Y^t as she drove home
over the praine she was silent Far off in the east was
a bright hght. It was a bonfire built on O'Ryan's ranch
near where he had struck oil-struck it rich. The
hght grew and grew, and the prairie was alive with
people hurrying toward it. La Touche should have
had the news hours earlier, but the half-breed French
Canadian, Vigon, who had made the discovery, and had
started for La Touche with the news, went suddenly off
his head with excitement, and had ridden away into the
prairie fiercely shouting his joy to an invisible world
The news had been brought in later by a farm-hand.

Terry O'Ryan had really struck oil, and his ranch was
a scene of decent revelry, of which Gow Johnson was
master But the central figure of it all, the man who had
in truth, risen like a star, had become to La Touche all'
at once its notoriety as well as its favourite, its great man
as well as its friend, he was nowhere to be found He
had been seen riding full speed into the prairie towards
the Kourmash Wood, and the stariit night had swallowed
him. Constantine Jopp had also disappeared; but at
first no one gave that thought or consideration.
As the night went on, however, a feeling began to stir

which It is not good to rouse in frontier lands It is
sure to exhibit itself in forms more objective than are
found in great populations where methods of punish-
ment are various, and even when deadly are often
refined. But society in new places has only limited
resources, and is thrown back on primary ways and
means. La Touche was no exception, and the keener
spirits, to whom O'Ryan had ever been "a white man "

and who so rejoiced in his good luck now that they
drank his health a hundred times in his own whisky
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and cider, were simmering with desire for a pub
reproval of Constantine Jopp's conduct. Though it w
pointed out to them by the astute Gow Johnson th

Fergus and Holden had participated in the coloss

joke of the play, they i.ad learned indirectly also t

whole truth concerning the past of the two men. Th(

realised that Fergus and Holden had been duped 1

Jopp into the escapade. Their primitive sense of justi

exonerated the humorists and arraigned the one irn

icious man. As the night wore on they decided on tl

punishment to be meted out by La Touche to the mi
who had not " acted on the square."

Gow Johnson saw, too late, that he had roused a spii

as hard to appease as the demon roused in O'Ryi
earlier in the evening. He would have enjoyed t]

battue of punishment under ordinary circumstances ; b
he knew that Miss Molly Mackinder would be humiliat(

and indignant at the half-savage penalty they meant
exact. He had determined that O'Ryan should mar
her ; and this might be an obstruction in the path,

was true that O'Ryan now would be a rich man—oi

of the richest in the West, unless all signs failed ; b
meanwhile a union of fortunes would only be an add(

benefit. Besides, he had seen that O'Ryan was
earnest, and what O'Ryan wanted he himself wante

even more strongly. He was not concerned greatly f

O'Ryan's absence. He guessed that Terry had ridd<

away into the night to work off the dark spirit that w;

on him, to have it out with himself. Gow Johnson w;

a philosopher. He was twenty years older than O'Rya
and he had studied his friend as a pious monk his miss:

He was right in his judgment. When Terry left tl

theatre he was like one in a dream, every nerve in h

body at tension, his head aflame, his pulses throbbin
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For miles he rode away into the waste alonff the
northern trail, ever away from La Touche and hisown home. He did not know of the great good fortune
that had come to him

; and if. in this hour, he had known,
he would not have cared. As he rode on and on remorse
drew him mto its grasp. Shame seized him that he had
let passion be his master, that he had lost his self-control
had taken a revenge out of all proportion to the injury
and msult to himself. It did not ease his mind that heknew Constantine Jopp had done the thing out of
meanness and malice

; for he was alive to-night in the
light of the stars, with the sweet crisp air blowing in his
face, because of an act of courage on the part of his
schooldays' foe. He remembered now that, when hewas drowning, he had clung tc Jopp with frenzied arms
and had endangered the bully's life also. The long
torture of owing this debt to so mean a soul was on hin
still, was rooted in him; but suddenly, in the silenc
searching night, some spirit whispered in his ear thft
this was the price which he must pay for his life save J
to the world, a compromise with the Inexorable Thing
On the verge of oblivion and the end, he had been
snatched back by relenting Fate, which requires some-
thmg for something given, when laws are overriden anddoom defeated. Yes, the price he was meant to pay
was gratitude to one of shrivelled soul and innate
antipathy

;
and he had not been man enough to see

the trial through to the end! With a little increased
strain put upon his vanity and pride he had run amuck
Like some heathen gladiator he had ravaged in the
ring. He had gone down into the basements of human
life and there made a cockpit for his animal rage, till
in the contest, brain and intellect had been saturated
by the fumes and sweat of fleshly fury.
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How quiet the night was, how soothing to the fever

mind and body, how the cool air laved the heated he;

and flushed the lungs of the rheum of passion I I

rode on and on, farther and farther away from home, 1

back upon the scenes where his daily deeds were doi

It was long past midnight before he turned liis hors

head again homeward.

Buried in his thoughts, now calm and determint

with a new life grown up in him, a new streng

different from the mastering force which gave him
strength in the theatre like one in delirium, he notic

nothing. He was only conscious of the omniscie

night and its warm penetrating friendliness; as, in

great trouble, when no words can be spoken, a cool kii

palm steals into the trembling hand o^ misery and sti

it, gives it strength and life and an even pulse. He w
now master in the house of his soul, and had no fear

doubt as to the future, or as to his course.

His first duty was to go to Constantine Jopp, ai

speak his regret like a man. And after that it wou
be his duty to carry a double debt his life long for t

life saved, for the wrong done. He owed an apoloj

to La Touche, and he was scarcely aware that t

native gentlemanliness in him had said throiigh 1

fever of passion over the footlights, " I beg yo

pardon." In his heart ' felt that he had offered

mean affront to every person present, to the tov

where his interests lay, where his heart lay.

Where his heart lay—Molly Mackinderi He kne

now that vanity had something to do, if not all to d

with his violent acts, pnd though there suddenly sh

through his mind, as he rode back, a savage thrill at tl

remembrance of how he had handled the three, it w
only a passing emotion. He was bent on puttii
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himself right with Jopp and with La Touche. With
the former his way was clear ; he did not yet sec his

way as to La Touche. How would he be able to make
the amende honorable to La Touche ?

By and by he became somewhat less absorbed and
enveloped by the comforting night. He saw the
glimmer of red light afar, and vaguely wondered what it

was. It was in the direction of O'Ryan's Ranch, but he
thought nothing of it, because it burned steadily. It

was probably a fire lighted by settlers trailing to the
farther north. While the night wore on he rode as
slowly back to the town as he had galloped from it

like a centaur with a captive.

Again and again Molly Mackinder's face came before
him

; but he resolutely shut it out of his thoughts. He
felt that he had no right to think of her until he had
"done the right thing" by Jopp ant. Dy La Touche.
Yet the look in her face as the curtain came down,
it was not that of one indifferent to him or
to what he did. He neared the town halfway
between midnight and morning. Almost unconsciously
avoiding the main streets, he rode a roundabout way
towards the little house where Constantino Jopp lived.

He could hear loud noises in the streets, singing, and
hoarse shouts. Then silence came, then shouts, and
silence again. It was all quiet as he rode up to Jopp's
house, standing on the outskirts of the town. There
was a bright light in the window of a room.

Jopp, then, was still up. He would not wait till

to-morrow. He would do the right thing now. He
would put things straight with his foe before he slept

;

he would do it at any sacrifice to his pride He had
conquered his pride.

He dismounted, threw the bridle over a post, and,
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going into the garden, knocked gently at the door

There was no response. Me knocked again, and listenec

intently. Now he heard a sound—like a smotherec

cry or groan. He opened the door quickly and entered

It was dark. In another room beyond was a light

From it came the same sound he had hc;ird before, bul

louder; also there was a shuffling fooi ;lcp. Springing

forward to the half-open door, he pushed it wide, anc

met the terror-stricken eyes of Constantine Jopp—th<

same look that he had seen at the theatre when hii

hands were on Jbpp' throat, but more ghastly.

Jopp was bound to a chair by a lasso. Both arm;

were fastened < the chair-arm, and beneath them, on th«

floor, were Vxivvls into which blood dripped from hi;

punctured wrists.

He had hardly taken it all in—the work of an instani

—when he saw crouched in a corner, madness in hi;

eyes, his half-breed Vigon. He grasped the situatior

in a flash. Vigon had gone mad, had lain in wait ir

Jopp's house, and when the man he hated had seatec

himself in the chair, had lassoed him, bound him, anc

was slowly bleeding him to death.

He had no time to think. Before he could ad

Vigon was upon him also, frenzy in his eyes, a knif<

clutched in his hand. Reason had fled, and he onl>

saw in O'Ryan the frustrator of his revenge. He hac

watched the drip, drip from his victim's wrists with

a dreadful joy.

They were man and man, but O'Ryan found in thi*

grisly contest a vaster trial of strength than in the

fight upon the stage a few hours ago. The first lunge

that Vigon made struck him on the tip of the shoulder

and drew blood ; but he caught the hand holding the

knife in an iron grasp, while the half-breed, with super-
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human strength, tried in vain for the lon^ brown throat
of the man for whom he had struck oil. As they
struggled and twisted, the eyes of the victim in the
chair watched them with agonised emotions. For him
it was life or death. He could not cry out—his mouth
was gagged

; but to O'Ryan his groans were like a distant
echo of his own hoarse gasps as he fought his desperate
fight. Terry was as one in an awful dream battling
with vague impersonal powers which slowly strangled
his life, yet held him back in torture from the final
surrender.

For minutes they struggled. At last O'Ryan s strength
came to the point of breaking, for Vigon was a
powerful man, and to this was added a madman's
energy. He felt that the end was coming. But all at
once, through the groans of the victim in the
chair, Terry 1 came conscious of noises outside—such
noises as he had heard before he entered the house,
only nearer and louder. At the same time he heard a
horse's hoofs, then a knock at the door, and a voice
calling, "Joppljopp!"
He made a last desperate struggle, and shouted

hoarsely.

An instant later there were footsteps in the room,
followed by a cry of fright and amazement.

It was Gow Johnson. He had come to warn Con-
stantine Jopp that a crowd were come to tar and
feather him, and to get him away on his own horse.
Now he sprang to the front door, called to the

approaching crowd for help, then ran back to help
O'Ryan. A moment latt-r a dozen men had Vigon
secure, and had released Constantine Jopp, now almost
dead from loss of blood.

As they took the gag Irom his mouth and tied
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their handkerchiefs round his bleeding wrists, Jop

sobbed aloud. His eyes were fixed on Terry O'Rya
Terry meet the look, and grasped the limp hand lyir

on the chair-arm.

" I'm sorry, O'Ryan, I'm sorry for all I've done to you

Jopp sobbed. " I was a sneak, but I want to own it.

want to be square now. You can tar and feather me,

you like. I deserve it." He looked at the others. "

deserve it," he repeated.

" That's what the boys had thought would be appropi

ate," said Gow Johnson with a dry chuckle, and the croM

looked at each other and winked. The wink was kindl

however. " To own up and take your gruel " was tl

easiest way to touch the men of the prairie.

A half-hour later the roisterers, who had meant
carry Constantine Jopp on a rail, carried Terry O'Ryj
on their shoulders through the town, against his wi

As they passed the house where Miss Mackinder live

someone shouted

:

" Are you watching the rise of Orion ?
"

Many a time thereafter Terry O'Ryan and Moll

Mackinder looked at the galaxy in the evening sky wil

laughter and with pride. It had played its part wit

Fate against Constantine Jopp and the little widow i

Jansen. It had never shone so brightly as on the nigl

when Vigon struck oil on O'Ryan's ranch. But Vigc

had no memory of that Such is the irony of life.



THE ERROR OF THE DAY

The "Error of the Day" may be defined as "The difference between
the distance or range which must be put upon the sights in order to hit the
target and the actual dbtance from the gun to the iaxcei."—Admiralty
Note.

A great naval gun never fires twice alike. I varies from day to day,
and expert allowance has to be made in sighting every time it is fired.

Variations in atmosphere, condition of ammunition, and the wear if the
gun are the contributory causes to the ever-varying " Error of the Day."

"QAY, ain't he pretty?"O "A Jim-dandy—oh, my !

"

" What's his price in the open market ?
"

"Thirty millions— I think not."

Then was heard the voice of Billy Goat—his name
was William Goatry

—

"Out in the cold world, out in the street;

Nothing to wear, and nothing to eat.

Fatherless, motherless, sadly I roam.

Child of misfortune, I'm driven from home."

A loud laugh followed, for Billy Goat was a popular
person at Kowatin in the Saskatchewan countrj'. He
had an inimitable drollery, heightened by a cast in his

eye, a very large mouth, and a round, good-humoured
face ; also he had a hand and arm like iron, and was
altogether a great man on a " spree."

There had been a two days' spree at Kowatin, for no
3>S

1
;
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other reason than that there had been great excitem
over the capture and the subsequent escape of a prai
rover, who had robbed the contractor's money-ch
at the rail-head on the Canadian Pacific Railro
Forty miles from Kowatin he had been caught
and escaped from, the tall, brown-eyed man with
hard-bitten face who leaned against the open wind
of the tavern, looking indifferently at the jeering cro
before him. For a police officer he was not unpopu
with them, but he had been a failure for once, and,
Billy Goat had said, " It tickled us to death to set

rider of the plains off his trolley—on the cold, a
ground, same as you and me."
They did not undervalue him. If he had been les

man than he was, they would not have taken the troul
to cover him with their drunken ribaldry. He h
scored off them in the past in just such sprees as tl

when he had the power to do so, and used the pov
good-naturedly and quietly—but used it.

Then, he was Sergeant Foyle of the Royal North-W(
Mounted Police, on duty in a district as large as t

United Kingdom. And he had no greater admii
than Billy Goat, who now reviled him. Not witho
cause, in a way, for he had reviled himself to tl

extent, that when the prairie-rover, Halbeck, escaped (

the way to Prince Albert, after six months' hunt f

him and a final capture in the Kowatin district, Foj
resigned the Force before the Commissioner ecu
reproach him or call him to account. Usually so exa(
so certain of his target, some care had not been take
he had miscalculated, and there had been the Error
the Day. Whatever it was, it had seemed to hi

fatal; and he had turned his face from the barracl

yard.
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Then he had made his way to the Happy Land
Hotel at Kowatin, to begin life as "a free and independ-
ent gent on the loose," as Billy Goat had said To
resign had seemed extreme; because, though the
Commissioner was vexed at Halbeck's escape Foyle
was the best non-commissioned officer in the Force.He had frightened horse thieves and bogus land-agents
and speculators out of the country ; had fearlessly
tracked down a criminal or a band of criminals when
the odds were heavy against him. He carried on his
cheek the scars of two bullets, and there was one white
lock in his brown hair, where an arrow had torn the
scalp away as, alone, he drove into the Post a score of
Indians, fresh from raiding the cattle of an immigrant
traihng north.

^

Now he wa. out of work, or so it seemed; he had
stepped down from his scarlet-coated dignity, from the
place of guardian and guide of civilisation, into the
Idleness of a tavern stoop.

As tne little group swayed round him, and Billy Goat
started another song, Foyle roused himself as though tomove away-he was waiting for the mail-stage to take
him south—

"Oh, father, dear father, come home with me now,
The clock in the steeple strikes one;

You said you were comin- right home 'from the shop
As soon as your day's work was done.
Come home—come home "

The song arrested him, and he leaned back against
the window again. A curious look came into his
eyes, a look that had nothing to do with the acts of
the people before him. It was searching into a scene
beyond this bright sunlight and the far green-brown
grass, and the little oasis of trees in the distance
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marking a homestead, and the dust of the waggon-whee'
out on the trail beyond the grain-elevator—beyond th

blue horizon's rim, quivering in the heat, and int

regions where this crisp, clear, life-giving, life-saving a
never blew.

"You said you were coming right home from the shop
As soon as your day's work was done.

Come home—come home "

He remembered when he had first heard this song i

a play called Ten Nights in a Bar-room^ many yeai

before, and how it had wrenched his heart and soul, an
covered him w*ith a sudden cloud of shame and ange
For his father had been a drunkard, and his brother ha
grown up a drunkard, that brother whom he had n(

seen for ten years until—until

He shuddered, closed his eyes, as though to shut 01

something that the mind saw. He had had a roug

life, he had become inured to the seamy side of things-

there was a seamy side even in this clean, free, wid

land ; and he had no sentimentality ; though somethin

seemed to hurt and shame him now.

" As soon as your day's work was done.

Come home—come home "

The crowd was uproarious. The exhilaration ha

become a kind of delirium. Men were losing their heads

there was an element of irresponsibility in the nei

outbreak likely to breed some violent act, which ever

man of them would lament when sober again.

Nettlewood Foyle watched the dust rising from th

wheels of the stage, which had passed the elevator am
was nearing the Prairie Home Hotel far dov/n the street

He would soon leave behind him this noisy ribaldry c
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which he was the centre. He tossed his cheroot away.
Suddenly he heard a low voice behind him.

" Why don't you hit out, sergeant ? " it said.

He started almost violently, and turned round. Then
his face flushed, his eyes blurred with feeling and deep
surprise, and his lips parted in a whispered exclamation
and greeting.

A girl's face from the shade of the sitting-room was
looking out at him, half-smiling, but with heightened
colour and a suppressed agitation. The girl was not
more than twenty-five, graceful, supple, and strong.
Her chin was dimpled ; across her right temple was a
slight scar. She had eyes of a wonderful deep blue;
they seemed to swim with light. As Foyle gazed at her
for a moment dumfounded, with a quizzical suggestion
and smiling still a little more, she said

:

"You used to be a little quicker, Nett." The voice
appeared to attempt unconcern ; but it quivered from a
force of feeling underneath. It was so long sirice she
had seen him.

He was about to reply, but, at the instant, a reveller

pushed him with a foot behind the knees so that they
were sprung forward. The crowd laughed—all save
Billy Goat, who knew his man.
Like lightning, and with cold fury in his eyes, Foyle

caught the tall cattleman by the forearm, and, with a
swift, dexterous twist, had the fellow in his power.

" Down—down, to your knees, you skunk," he said in
a low, fierce voice.

The knees of the big man bent,—Foyle had not
taken lessons of Ogami, the Jap, for nothing—they bent,
and the cattleman squealed, so intense was the pair. It

was break or bend; and he bent—to the ground and
lay there. Foyle stood over him for a moment, a
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hard light in his eyes, and then, as if bethinking hims<

he looked at the other roisterers, and said

—

" There's a limit, and he reached it. Your mouths i

your own, and you can blow off to suit your fancy, t

if anyone thinks I'm a tame coyote to be poked wiii

stick ! " He broke off, stooped over, and helped t

man before him to his feet. The arm had been strainc

and the big fellow nursed it.

" Hell, but you're a twister
!

" the cattleman said witli

grimace of pain.

Billy Goat was a gentleman, after his kind, and
liked Sergeant Foyle with a great liking. He turned

the crowd and spoke.

" Say, boys, this mine's worked out. Let's leave t

Happy Land to Foyle. Boys, what is he—what—is

he ? What—is—Sergeant Foyle—boys ?
"

The roar of the song they all knew came in reply,

Billy Goat waved his arms about like the wild leader

a wild orchestra

—

" Sergeant Foyle, oh, he's a knocker from the West,

He's a chase-me-Charley, come-and-kiss-me tiger from the zc

He's a dandy on the pinch, and he's got a doubl; cinch

On the gent that's going careless, and he'll soon cinch youi

And he'll soon—and he'll soon—cinch you !

"

Foyle watched them go, dancing, stumbling, calHi

back at him, as they moved toward the Prairie Hon
Hotel—

"And he'll soon—and he'll soon—cinch you!"

His under lip came out, his eyes half-closed, as I

watched them. " I've done my last cinch. I've dor

my last cinch," he murmured.
Then, suddenly, the look in his face changed, the ey<
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swam as they had done a minute before at the sight of
the gjrl m the room behind. Whatever his trouble was,
that face had obscured it in a flash, and the pools of^hng far down m the depths of a lonely nature had
been stirred. Recognition, memory, tenderness, desireswam m his face, made generous and kind the hard
lines of the strong mouth. In an instant he had swung
himself over the window-sill. The girl had drawn away

rZrZ U-
"'°'-",,^^'^^^d. '°"'^' of the room, and she

J^arded h,m with a mingled anxiety and eagerness.Was she afraid of something? Did she fear that-sheknew not quite what, but it had to do with a long ago
It was time you hit out, Nett," she said, half shyly.You re more patient than you used to be, but you're

surer. My, that was a twist you gave him, Nett. Aren'tyou glad to see me?" she added hastily, and with an
ettort to hide her agitation.

He reached out and took her hand with a strange
shyness, and a self-consciousness which was alien to his
nature. The touch of her hand thrilled him. Their

Zu\"'^':u
^^^

i?^^"^
^^''- "^^^^ ^^ gathered him-

elf together « Glad to see you ? Of course, of course,

where you are? You're a thousand miles from home.
1 can t get it through my head, not really. What brinesyou here? It's ten years-ten years since I saw youand you were only fifteen, but a fifteen that was asgood as twenty."

He scanned her face closely. "What's that scar onyour forehead, Jo ? You hadn't that—then."
" I ran up against something," she said evasively her

ey^^ghttering, "and it left that scar. Does it look so

" No, you'd never notice it, if you weren't looking
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close as I am. You see, I knew your face so well te

years ago."

He shook his head with a forced kind of smile,

became him, however, for he smiled rarely; and tl

smile was like a lantern turned on his face; it ga\

light and warmth to its quiet strength—or hardness.

" You were always quizzing," she said with an attem]

at a laugh—" always trying to find out things. That

why you made them reckon with you out here. Yc
always could see behind things; always would ha\

your own way ; always were meant to be a success."

She was beginning to get control of herself again, w;

trying hard to keep things on the surface. " You wei

meant to succeed—you had to," she added.
" I've been a failure—a dead failure," he answerc

slowly. " So they say. So they said. You heai

them, Jo."

He jerked his head toward the open window.
" Oh, those drunken fools

!

" she exclaimed indignant!

and her face hardened. " How I hate drink ! It spoi

everything."

There was silence for a moment. They were bol

thinking of the same thing

—

0/ the same man. V.

repeated a question.

" What brings you out here, Jo ? " he asked gc.itly.

" Borland," she answered, her face setting into dete

mination and anxiety.

His face became pinched. "Dorl!" he said heavil

" What for, Jo ? What do > a want with Dorl ?
"

" When Cynthy died she left her five hundred dolla

a year to the baby, and "

" Yes, yes, I know. Well, Jo ?
"

" Well, it was all right for five years—Borland pai

it in ; but for five years he hasn't paid anything. He

f1.

If!
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taken it, stolen it from his own child by his own honest
wife. I've come to get it-anyway, to stop him from
domg It any more. His own child—it puts murder inmy heart, Nett ! I could kill him."
He nodded grimly. "That's likely. And youVe

kept Dorl's child with your own money all these
years ?

"

" I've got four hundred dollars a year, Nett, you know

;

and I've been dressmaking—they say I've got taste," she
added, with a whimsical smile.

Nett nodded his head. " Five years. That's twenty-
five hundred dollars he's stolen from his own child. It's
eight years old now, isn't it ?

"

•• Bobby is eight and a half," she answered.
"And his schooling, and his clothing, and everything-

and you have to pay for it all ?
"

"Oh, I don't mind, Nett, it isn't that. Bobby is
Cynthy's child

; and I love him—love him ; but I want
him to have his rights. Dorl must give up his hold on
that money—or "

He nodded gravely. " Or you'll set the law on him ? "

" It's one thing or the other. Better to do it now
when Bobby is young and can't understand."

II

Or read the newspapers," he commented thoughtfully.

^

" I don't think I've a hard heart," she continued, " but
I'd like to punish him, if it wasnt that he's' your
brother, Nett; and if it wasn't for Bobby. Dorland
was dreadfully cruel, even to Cynthy."

'^
How did you know he was up here ? " he asked.

" From the lawyer that pays over the money. Dor-
land has had it sent out here to Kowatin this two years.
And he sent word to the lawyer a month ago that he
wanted it to get here as usual. The letter left the same
day as I did, and it got here yesterday with me, '
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HeI suppose. He'll be after it—perhaps to-day.

wouldn't let it wait long, Dorl wouldn't."

Foyle started. " To-day—to-day "

There was a gleam in his eyes, a setting of the lips,

a line sinking into the forehead between the eyes.

" I've been watching for him all day, and I'll watch

till he comes. I'm going to say some things to him

that he won't forget. I'm going to get Bobby's money,

or have the law do it—unless you think I'm a brute,

Nett." She looked at him wistfully.

" That's all righ^ Don't worry about me, Jo. He's

my brother, but I know him— I know him through and

through. He's done everything that a man can do and

not be hanged. A thief, a drunkard, and a brute—and

he killed a man out here," he added hoarsely. " I found

it out myself—myself. It was murder."

Suddenly, as he looked at her, an idea seemed to

flash into his mind. He came very near and looked at

her closely. Then he reached over and almost touched

the scar on her forehead.

"Did he do that, Jo?"
For an instant she was silent and looked down at the

floor. Presently she raised her eyes, her face suffused.

Once or twice she tried to speak, but failed. At last

she gained courage and said

—

"After Cynthy's death I kept house for him for

a year, taking care of little Bobby. I loved Bobby so

—he has Cynthy's eyes. One day Dorland—oh, Nett,

of course I oughtn't to have stayed there, I know it

now ; but I was only sixteen, and what did I under-

stand! And my mother was dead. One day—oh,

please, Nett, you can guess. He said something to me.

I made him leave the house. Before I could make

plans what to do, he came back mad with drink. I
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went for Bobby, to get out of the house, but he caught
hold of me. I struck him in the face, and he threw me
against the edge of the open door. It made the scar."

Foyle's face was white. " Why did you never write
and tell me that, Jo? You know that I

" He
stopped suddenly.

" You had gone out of our lives down there. I didn't
know where you were for a long time ; and then—then
it was all right about Bobby and me, except that Bobby
didn't get the money that was his. But now "

Foyle's voice was hoarse and low. " He made that
scar, and he—and you only sixteen Oh mv
God!"

^

Suddenly his face reddened, and he choked with
shame and anger. "And he's my brother!" was all

that he could say.

" Do you see him up here ever ? " she asked pityingly.
" I never saw him till a week ago." A moment, then

he added, " The letter wasn't to be sent here in his own
name, was it ?

"

She nodded. "Yes, in his own name, Dorland W.
Foyle. Didn't he go by that name when you saw him ?

"

There was an oppressive silence, in which she saw
that something moved him strangely, and then he
answered, " No, he was going b>' the name of Halbeck
—Hiram Halbeck."

The girl gasped. Then the whole thing burst upon
her. "Hiram Halbeck! Hiram Halbeck, the thief,
—I read it all in the papers—the thief that you
caught, and that got away. And you've left the
Mounted Police because of it—oh, Nett!" Her eyes
were full of tears, her face was drawn and grey.
He nodded. " I didn't know who he was till I

arrested him," he said. " Then, afterwards, I thought of
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his child, and let him get away ; and for my poor old

mother's sake. She never knew how bad he was even

as a boy. But I remember how he used to steal and

drink the brandy from her bedside, when she had the

fever. She never knew the worst of him. But I let

him away in the night, Jo, and I resigned, and they

thought that Halbeck had beaten me, had escaped. Of

course I couldn't stay in the Force, having done that.

But, by the heaven above us, if I had him here now,

I'd do the thing—do it, so help me God I

"

" Why should you ruin your life for him ? " she said,

with an outburst of indignation. All that was in her

heart welled up in her eyes at the thought of what

Foyle was. " You must not do it You shall not do it.

He must pay for his wickedness, not you. It would be

a sin. You and what becomes of you mean so much."

Suddenly with a flash of purpose she added, " He will

come for that letter, Nett. He would run any kind of

risk to get a dollar. He will come here for that letter-

perhaps to-day."

He shook his head moodily, oppressed by the trouble

that was on him. "He's not likely to venture here,

after what's happened."
" You don't know him as well as I do, Nett. He is

so vain he'd do it, just to show that he could. He'd

probably come in the evening. Does anyone know

him here? So many people pass through Kowatin

every day." Has anyone seen him ?
"

" Only Billy Goatry," he answered, working his way

to a solution of the dark problem. " Only Billy Goatry

knows him. The fellow that led the singing—that was

Goatry."
" There he is now," he added, as Billy Goat passed the

window.
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She came and laid a hand on his arm. " We've got
to settle things with him," she said. " If Dorl comes.
Nett

"

There was silence for a moment, then he caught her
hand in his and held it. " If he comes, leave hun lo
me, Jo. You will leave him to mc?" he added
anxiously.

"Yes," she answered. "You'll do what's r.-rbt—by
Bobby?"
"And by Dorl, too," he replied strangely.

There were loud footsteps without.
" It's Goatry," said Foyle. " You stay here. Ill toll

him everything. He's all right; he's a true frieaii.

He'll not interfere."

The handle of the door turned slowly. " You keep
watch on the post-office, Jo," he added.

Goatry came round the opening door with a grin.

"Hope I don't intrude," he said, stealing a half-

leering look at the girl. As soon as he saw her face,

however, he straightened himself up and took on
different manners. He had not been so intoxicated
as he had made out, and he seemed only " mellow " as
he stood before them, with his corrugated face and
queer, quaint look, the eye with the cast in it blinking
faster than the other.

" It's all right, Goatry," said Foyle. " This lady is

one of my family from the East."
" Goin' on by stage ? " Goatry said vaguely, as they

shook hands.

She did not reply, for she was looking down the
street, and presently she started as she gazed. She
laid a hand suddenly on Foyle's arm.
"See—he's come" she said in a whisper, and as

though not realising Goatry's presence. " He's come."

I

t>'l
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Goatry looked as well as Foyle. " Halbeck—the

devil 1 " he said.

Foyle turned to him. "Stand by, Goatry. I want

you to keep a shut mouth. I've work to do."

Goatry held out his hand. " I'm with you. If you

get him this time, clamp him, clamp him like a tooth in

a harrow."

Halbeck had stopped his horse at the post-office door.

Dismounting he looked quickly round, then drew the

reins over the horse's head, letting them trail, as is the

custom of the West.

A few swift words passed between Goatry and

Foyle.

"I'll do this myself, Jo," he whispered to the girl

presently. "Go into another room. I'll bring him

here."

fi

In another minute Goatry was leading the hoT^

away from the post-office, while Foyle stood waiting

quietly at the door. The departing footsteps of the

horse brought Halbeck swiftly to the doorway, with a

letter in his hand.

"Hi, there, you damned sucker!" he called after

Goatry, and then saw Foyle waiting.

"What the hell !" he said fiercely, his hand on

something in his hip pocket.

" Keep quiet, Dorl. I want to have a little talk with

you. Take your hand away from that gun—take it

away," he added with a meaning not to be misunderstood.

Halbeck knew that one shout would have the town

on him, and he did not know what card his brother was

going to play. He let his arm drop to his side.

" What's your game ? What do you want ? " he asked

surlily.
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"Come over to the Happy Land," Foyle answered,
and in the h'ght of what was in his mind his words had
a grim irony.

With a snarl Halbeck stepped out. Goatry, who had
handed the horse over to the hostler, watched them
coming.

" Why did I never notice the likeness before ? " Goatry
said to himself; " But, gosh ! what a difference in the
men. Foyle's going to double cinch him this time, I

guess."

He followed them inside the hall of the Happy Land.
When they stepped into the sitting-room, he stood at

the door waiting. The hotel was entirely empty, the

roisterers at the Prairie Home having drawn off the

idlers and spectators. The barman was nodding behind
the bar, the proprietor was moving about in the back-

yard inspecting a horse. There was a cheerful warmth
everywhere, the air was like an elixir, the pungent smell

of a pine-tree at the door gave a kind of medicament
to the indrawn breath. And to Billy Goat, who
sometimes sang in the choir of a church not a hundred
miles away—for people agreed to forget his occasional

sprees—there came, he knew not why, the words of a

hymn he had sung only the preceding Sunday

:

"As pants the hart for cooling streams,

When heated in the chase
"

The words kept ringing in his ears as he listened to

the conversation inside the room—the partition was
thin, the door thinner, and he heard much. Foyle had
asked him not to intervene, but only to stand by and
await the issue of this final conference. He meant,
however, to take a hand in, if he thought he was
needed, and he kept his ear glued to the door. If he
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Mm

thought Foyle needed him—his fingers were on the
handle of the door.

"Now, hurry up! What do you want with me?"
asked Halbeck of his brother.

"Take your time," said ex-Sergeant Foyle, as he
drew the blind three-quarters down, so that they could
not be seen from the street.

" I'm in a hurry, I tell you. I've got my plans. I'm
going South. I've only just time to each the Canadian
Pacific three days from now, riding hard."

" You're not going South, Dorl."

"Where am I going, then?" was the sneering

reply.

" Not farther than the Happy Land."
" What the devil's all this ? You don't mean you're

trying to arrest me again, after letting me go ?
"

"You don't need to ask. You're my prisoner.

You're my prisoner," he said in a louder voice—" until

you free yourself

^

" I'll do that damn quick, then," said the other, his

hand flying to his hip.

" Sit down," was the sharp rejoinder, and a pistol was
in his face be:ore he could draw his own weapon.
"Put your gun on the table," Foyle said quietly.

Halbeck did so. There was no other way.
Foyle drew it over to himself. His brother made a

motion to rise.

" Sit still, Dorl," came the warning voice.

White with rage, the freebooter sat still, his dissipated

face and heavy angry lips looking like a debauched
and villainous caricature of his brother before him.

"Yes, I suppose you'd have potted me, Dorl," said

the ex-sergeant. "You'd have thought no more of

doing that than you did of killing Linley, the ranchman

;
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than you did of trying to ruin Jo Byndon, your wife's

sister, when she was sixteen years old, when she was
caring for your child—giving her life for the child you
brought into the world."

" What in the name of hell—it's a lie
!

"

" Don't bluster. I know the truth."

" Who told you—the truth ?

"

" She did—to-day—an hour ago."

"She here—out here?" There was a new cowed
note in the voice.

" She is in the next room."
" What did she come here for ?

"

"To mmke you do right by your own child. I

wonder what a jury of decent men would think about

a man who robbed his child (or five years, and let that

child be fed and clothed and cared for by the gir) he

tried to destroy, the girl he taught what sm there w»s
in the world."

"She put you up to this. She was always in love

with you, and you know it."

There was a dangerous look in Foyle's eyes, and his

jaw set hard. " There would be no shame in a decent

woman caring for me, even if it was true. I haven't put

myself outside the boundary as you have. You're my
brother, but you're the worst scoundrel in the country

—

tlM worst unhanged. Put on the table there the letter

in your pocket. It holds five hundred dollars belonging

to your child. There's twenty-five hundred dollars

more to be accounted for."

The other hesitated, then with an oath threw tiie

letter on the table. " I'll pay the rest as soon as I can,

if you'll stop this damned tomfoolery," he said sullenly,

for he saw that he was in a hole.

" You'll pay it, I suppose, out of what you stole from
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the C.P.R. contractor's chest. No, I don't think thai

will do."

" You want me to go to prison, then ?
"

" I think not. The truth would come out at the tria

—the whole truth—the murder, and all. There's youi
child Bobby. You've done him enough wrong already
Do you want him—but it doesn't matter whether you
do or not—do you want him to carry through life the

fact that his father was a jail-bird and a murderer, just

as Jo Byndon carries the scar you made when you
threw her against the door ?

"

" What do you want with me, then ? " The man
sank slowly and heivily back into the chair.

" There is a way—^have you never thought of it ?

When you threatened others as you did me, and life

seemed such a little thing in others—can't you think ?
"

Bewildered, the man looked around helplessly. In
the silence which followed Foyle's words his brain was
struggling to see a way out. Foyle's further wordi
seemed to come from a great distance.

"It's not too late to do the decent thing. You'll

never repent of all you've done; you'll never do
different."

The old reckless, irresponsible spirit revived in the

man; he had both courage and bravado, he was not

hopeless yet of finding an escape from the net. He
would not beg, he would struggle.

"I've lived as I meant to, and I'm not going to

snivel or repent now. It's all a rotten business, anyhow,"
he rejoined.

With a sudden resolution the ex-sergeant put his own
pistol in his pocket, then pushed Halbeck's pistol over

towards him on the table. Halbeck's eyes lighted

eagerly, grew red with excitement, then a change
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them. They now settled on the pistol,
passed over

and stayed.

He heard Foyle's voice. " It's with you to do what
you ought to do. Of course you can kill me. My
pistol's in my pocket. But I don't think you will.

You've murdered one man. You won't load your soul
up with another. Besides, if you Icill me, you will never
get away from Kowatin alive. But it's with you—
take your choice. It's me or you."

Halbeck's fingers crept out and found the pistol.
" Do your duty, Dorl," said the ex-sergeant as he

turned his back on his brother.

The door of the room opened, and Goatry stepped
inside softly. He had work to do, if need be, and his
face showed it. Halbeck did not see him.
There was a demon in Halbeck's eyes, as his brother

stood, his back turned, taking his chances. A large
mirror hung on the wall opposite Halbeck. Goatry
was watching Halbeck's face in the glass, and saw the
danger. He measured his distance.

All at once Halbeck caught Goatry's face in the
mirror. The dark devilry faded out of his eyes. His
lips moved in a whispered oath. Every way was
blocked.

With a sudden wild resolution he raised the pistol to
his head. It cracked, and he fell back heavily in the
chair. There was a red trickle at the temple.
He had chosen the best way out.
" He had the pluck," said Goatry, as Foyle swung

round with a face of misery.

A moment afterwards came a rush of people. Goatry
kept them back.

"Sergeant Foyle arrested Halbeck, and Halbeck's
shot himself," Goatry explained to them.

'i:x.'t~!pa
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A white-faced girl with a scar on her temple made

her way into the room.
" Come away—come away, Jo," said the voice of th«

man she loved ; and he did not let her see the lifeless

figure in the chair.

Three days later the plains swallowed them, as the>

made their way with Billy Goatry to the headquarter;

of the Riders of the Plains, where Sergeant Foyle waj

asked to reconsider his resignation : which he did.
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''And thou Shalt be brought down and shalt speak out of the grcund
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THE harvest was all in, and, as far as eye could
observe, nothing re aained of the golden sea of

wheat which had covered the wide prairie save the
yellow stubble, the bed of an ocean of wealth which had
been gathered. Here, the yellow level was broken by
a dark patch of fallow land, there, by a covert of trees
also tinged with yellow, or deepening to crimson and
mauve—the harbinger of autumn. The sun had not
the msistent and intensive strength of more southerly
dimes; it was buoyant, confident and heartening, and
It shone in a turquoise vault which covered and endeared
the wide, even world beneath. Now and then a flock
of wild ducks whirred past, making for the marshes, or
the innumerable lakes that vitalised the expanse or
buzzards hunched heavily along, frightened from some
tar resort by eager sportsmen.
That was above

; but beneath, on a level with the
unhfted eye, were houses here and there, looking in the
vastness like dolls' habitations. Many of the houses
stood blank and staring in the expanse, but some had
trees, and others little oases of green. Everywhere
prosperity, everywhere the strings of life pulled taut
signs that energy had been straining on the leash.
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Yet there was one spot where it seemed that dead

ness made encamprrtent. It could not be seen in th

sweep of the eye, you must have travelled and looke(

vigilantly to find it ; but it was there—a lake shimmer

ing in the eager sun, washing against a reedy shore

a little river running into the reedy lake at one en<

and out at the other, a small, dilapidated house ha)

hid in a wood that stretched for half a mile or so upoi

a rising ground. In front of the housd, not far fron

the lake, a man was lying asleep upon the ground, i

rough felt hat drawn over his eyes.

Like the house, the man seemed dilapidated also:

slovenly, ill-dressed, demoralised figure he looked, evei

with his face covered. He seemed in a deep sleef

Wild ducks settled on the lake not far from him witl

a swish and flutter; a coyote ran past, veering as i

saw the recumbent figure ; a prairie hen rustled by witl

a shrill cluck, but he seemed oblivious to all. If asleef

he was evidently dreaming, for now and then he startec

or his tody twitched, and a muttering came fron

beneath the hat.

The battered house, the absence of barn or stable o

garden, or any token of thrift or energy, marked th

man as an excrescence in this theatre of hope an(

fruitful toil. It all belonged to some degenerate lane

some exhausted civilisation, not to this field of vigou

where life rang like silver.

So the man lay for hour upon hour. He slept a

though he had been upon a long journey in which th

body was worn to helplessness. Or was it that sleej

of the worn-out spirit which, tortured by remembranc

and remorse, at last sinks into the depths where th

conscious vexes the unconscious—a little of fire, a littl

of ice, and now and then the turn of the screw ?
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The day marched nobly on toward evening, growings
out of its blue and silver into a pervasive golden gleam

,

the bare, greyish houses on the prairie were transformed
into miniature palaces of light. Presently a girl came
out of the woods behind, looking at the neglected house
with a half-pitying curiosity. She carried in one hand
a fishing rod which had been telescoped till it was no
bigger than a cane; in the other she carried a small
fishing basket. Her father's shooting and fishing camp
was a few miles away by a lake of greater size than this
which she approached. She had tired of the gay
company in camp, brought up for sport from beyond
the American border where she also belonged, and she
had come to explore the river running into this reedy
lake. She turned from the house and came nearer to
the lake, shaking her head, as though compassionating
the poor folk who lived there. She was beautiful. Her
hair was brown, going to tawny, but in this soft light

which enwrapped her, she was in a sort of topaz flame
As she came on, suddenly she stopped as though trans-

fixed. She saw the man—and saw also a tragedy afoot.

The man stirred violently in his sleep, cried out, and
started up. As he did so, a snake, disturbed in its

travel past him, suddenly raised itself in anger. Startled
out of sleep by some inner torture, the man heard the
sinister rattle he knew so well, and gazed paralysed.

The girl had been but a few feet away when she first

saw the man and his angry foe. An instant, then, with
the instinct of the woods and the plains, and the
courage that has habitation everywhere, dropping her
basket she sprang forward noiselessly. The short,

telescoped fishing rod she carried swung round her head
and completed its next half-circle at the head of the
reptile, even as it was about to strike. The blow was

22
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sure, and with half-severed head the snake fell dea

upon the ground beside the man.

He was like one who has been projected from or

world to another, dazed, stricken, fearful. PresentI

the look of agonised dismay gave way to such a

expression of relief as might come upon the face of

reprieved victim about to be given to the fire, or to th

knife that flays. The place of dreams from which Y

had emerged was like hell, and this was some worl

of peace that he had not known these many year

Always one had been at his elbow—" a familiar sptr

out of the ground"—whispering in his ear. He ha

been down in the,abysses of life.

He glanced again at the girl, and realised what si

had done : she had saved his life. Whether it had bee

worth saving was another question ; but he had bee

near to the brink, had looked in, and the animal in hii

had shrunk back from the precipice in a confused agon

of fear. He staggered to his feet.

" Where do you come from ? " he said, pulling his coj

closer to hide the ragged waistcoat underneath, an

adjusting his worn and dirty hat—in his youth he ha

been vain and ambitious and good-looking also.

He asked his question in no impertinent tone, but i

the low voice of one who " shall whisper out of the dust

Me had not yet recovered from the first impression «

his awakening, that the world in which he now stood m
not a real world.

She understood, and half in pity and half in conquere

repugnance said

—

" I come from a camp beyond "—she indicated th

direction by a gesture. " I had been fishing"—she too

up the basket—"and chanced on you—then." SI"

glanced at the snake significantly.
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"You killed It In the nick of time," he said, in rt voice
that still spoke of the ground, but with a note of half-
shamed gratitude. " I want to thank you," he added.
" You were brave. It would have turned on you if you
had missed. I know them. I've killed five." He
spoke very slowly, huskily.

"Well, you are safe—that is the chief thing," she
rejoined, making as though to depart. But presently she
turned back. " Why are you so dreadfully poor—and
ever>'thing?" she asked gently.

His eye wandered over the lake and back again, before
he answered her, in a dull, heavy tone: "I've had bad
luck, and, when you get down, there are plenty to kick
you farther."

" You weren't always poor as you are now— I mean
long ago, when you were young."
"I'm not so old," he rejoined sluggishly—"only

thirty-four."

She could not suppress her astonishment. She looked
at the hair already grey, the hard, pinched face, the
lustreless eyes.

"Yet it must seem long to you," she said with
meaning.

Now he laughed—a laugh sodden and mirthless. He
was thinking of his boyhood. Everything, save one
or two spots all fire or all darkness, was dim in his
debilitated mind.

"Too far to go back." he said, with a gleam of the
intelligence which had been strong in him once.
She caught the gleam. She had wisdom beyond her

years. It was the greater because her mother was dead,
and she had had so much wealth to dispense, for her
father was rich beyond counting, and she controlled his
household, and helped to regulate his charities. She saw
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that he was not of the labouring classes, that he hiknown better days; his speech, if abrupt and cheerle^was grammatical.
^ccnc.

"If you cannot go back, you can go forward," sF

bt' t M^r ; ^'^^i.^h-'d you be the only man in th
beautiful land who lives like this, who is idle when the,
js so much to do, who sleeps in the daytime when thet
IS so much time to sleep at night ?

"

« lVnl^\ ^""'^'^""f T '^^ ^'^y'''^' ^^'^"'•less fac<

.,.Z \^^^ ^* "'^^^' ^^ '^^"'•"ed moodily.Why don't you sleep ? " she asked.
He did not answer, but stirred the body of the snak,with his foot. The tail moved; he stamped upon th

htslug^thlr
^^^""^^ ^'^'--'- ofUngViti

She turned away, yet looked back once more-she felltragedy around her. « It is never too late to mend »
shaid. and moved on. but stopped ; for ayoung man camrunning from the woods towards her.

"I've had a hunt—such a hunt for you," the vounpman said eagerly, then stopped short when he saw t^whom she had been talking. A look of disgust clmeupon his face as he drew her away, his hand ofher arm

h. "^ .f^^"
'
"^T^'

^^y ^'^ y°" ta'J^ to that man ?
"

he^said. You ought not to have trusted yourself near

•;
What has he done ? " she asked. " Is he so bad ? "
I ve heard about him. I inquired the other day.He was once ma better position as a ranchman-ten

years ago
;
but he came into some money one day. and

even before he got his money he used to gamble andwas getting a bad name. Afterwards he begfn^rfnCand he took to gambling harder than even Presently
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3^,

hiirhTJrai::^::!^^ T v°^^ '• ^- ^^^

^'^^

mouth. sornJZlZu^^t^ '^'^^ ^-^^ ^«

for months. There's scml^h
"'?' ^^'^^t^'^^s fdle

there's some mysTe' forn ' f
'"'"' ^^°"' h''"'

he doesn't drink'muTh nt^^^u^^rmlf V^^^^^"^

pomt which her compan.Would Lrrealt"
'.,'''"'

also trying to verify something in he J.eL,f'"r'years ago, so her lover had just said th
^ ^^"

behind them had been a cUfr .
' ^ P""""" "^'^^^^

shot into her mind the face oTT """u'
'"' ^^^''^ ^^^

with her father the raHwl 1?
''^"'^'"'" ^'^^ ^^^ ^^e"

"special " h^d ;topued rr F'
°"" "^""'"^ ^'^^" ^is

through MontaSen yeL't'^^f^.V".''^
^^"^

the ranchman which had'fixedreif oYS''
'^ '''''''' °^

because he had come on th^.
'^r'^^"^^'- memory then.

had spoiled it for h"r Zvtt^rV' r'['''''''''''y ^"^
her for an hour-wiy dTl^^t"

^^^^

What had it to do wfth the face of .v^"""
'° ^'' "°^^'^

just left?
^''^ °^ ^^'^ °"tcast she had

;;

What is his name? "she asked at last.

^^

Roger Lygon." he answered
Koger Lygon," she repeated mechanically qthing m the man chained her thoS h ^f T'moment when her hand =o„J J- ^ "''^ ^^"^^ that

lefthim.andaXmeronSttr^^^^^^ ^^'^"' ^-
But her lover beside . J'f"\''^T

'"^^ ^'^ eyes.

happy with hir EvervtSr ^''^'^l
'"*« «°"^- He v.as

her wealth, heLiT He ^T' ^^°''" ^•'"' ^^^ ^^-"ty.
'
^''''^^- "^ ^°"'^ "ot dwell upon disma

1 i

I
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tKm^wKmju

11 things
; his voice rang out on the sharp sweet evening

U air :

'•
' Oh, where did you get them, the bonny, bonny roses

That blossom in your cheeks, and the morning in your eyes?'
'I got them on the North Trail, the road that never closes.

That widens to the seven gold gates of paradise.'

'O ci.me, let us camp in the North Trail together.

With the night-fires lit and the tent-pegs down.'"

Left alone, the man by the reedy lake stood watching
them until they were out of view. The song came back
to him, echoing across the waters

—

"O come, let us camp on the North Trail together,

With the night-fires lit and the tent-pegs down."

The sunset glow, the girl's presence, had given him
a moment's illusion, had absorbed him for a moment,
acting on his deadened nature like a narcotic at once
soothing and stimulating. As some wild animal in a
forgotten land, coming upon ruins of a vast civilisation,

towers, temples and palaces, in the golden glow of an
Eastern evening, stands abashed and vaguely wonder-
ing, having neither reason to understand, nor feeling
to enjoy, yet is arrested and abashed, so he stood.
He had lived the last three years so much alone, had
been cut off so completely from his kind—had lived

so much alone. Yet to-night, at last, he would not be
alone.

Someone was coming to-night, someone whom he
had not seen for a long time. Letters had passed, the
object of the visit had been defined, and he had spent
the intervening days since the last letter had arrived,

now agitated, now apathetic and sullen, now struggling
with some invisible being that kept whispering in his

ear, saying to him, " It was the price of fire, and blood,
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^^^

and shame. You did it -you-you-you
! You aredown, and you will never get up You can nl

lower still-fire, and blood. fndshLe." '' ^"

hf^hT^\^'u^ ""^ ^^ ^^"^ "^^^'^ ^con^e hardenedhe had on y become degraded. Crime was not his'vocation. He had no gift for it; still the crime hehad committed had never been discovered- le crimeAat he d.d w,th others. There were hi. .self LDupont and another. Dupont was coming to-ni"ht- Dupont who had profited by the crime andhad not spent his profits, but had'^built upoTthem "ofurther profit; for Dupont was avaricious a'^d prudentand a bom criminal. Dupont had never had anvcompunctions or remorse, had never lost a ni^h 's sleeobecause of what they two had done, instigated the eo^y^the other, who had paid them so well for the dark

The other was Henderley. the financier. He was

sphere of life, was rich beyond counting, and had beenearly nurtured in quiet Christian surrounding.' Thespmt of ambition, rivalry, and the methods of a de!generate and cruel finance had seized him. mastered

hdT 'VhrV^'^^'r^^^'
of power-as k toreador

tf. K K M ^ ""^"^ *^" '"^ *^^°'^ ^f^re his enemy the/...-he held a sword of capital which did crud andVICIOUS things, at last becoming criminal alsa He"'derley had incited, and paid: the others. Dupont andLygon. had acted and received. Hender];y had hL noremorse, none at any rate that weighed upon him forhe had got u^d to ruining rivals, and seeing strong men

or borrow of him m the end. He had seen more thanone commit suicide, and those they loved go down anS
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farther down, and .le had helped these up a little, bu
not enough to put them near his own plane again ;'anc
he could not see—it never occurred to him—that h<
had done any evil to them. Dupont thought upon hi-
crimes now and then, and his heart hardened, for h(
had no moral feeling; Henderley did not think at all
It was left to the man of the reedy lake to pay tht
penalty of apprehension, to suffer the effects of crime
upon a nature not naturally criminal.
Again and again, how many hundreds of times, had

Roger Lygon seen in his sleep—had even seen awake
so did hallucination possess him—the new cattle tfail
he had fired for scores of miles. The fire had destroyed
the grass over millions of acres, two houses had been
burned and three people had lost their lives; all to
satisfy the savage desire of one man, to destroy the
chance of a cattle trade over a great section of country
for the railway tvhich was to compete with his own-an
act which, in the end, was futile, failed of its purpose.
Dupont and Lygon had been paid their price, and had
disappeared, and been forgotten,—ibcy were but pawns
in his game, -and there was no proof against Henderley
Henderley had forgotten. Lygon wished to forget, but
Dupont remembered, and meant now to reap fresh
profit by the remembrance.
Dupont was coming to-night, and the hatchet of

crime was to be dug up again. So it had been planned.
As the shadows fell, Lygon roused himself from his

trance with a shiver. It was not cold, but in him there
was a ner/ous agitation, making him cold from head to
foot; his body seemed as impoverished as his mind
Looking with heavy-lidded eyes across the prairie, he
saw in the distance the barracks of the Riders of the
Plains and the jail near by. and his shuddering ceased.
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There was where he belonged, within four stone walls-

C^m:^'':^''^ ^° ^° \'^^^ '^ ^'"'^^- *° 'i- as'

h.mT TK ^^^ "P°" ^''"- ^Vith no eye uponh.m? There was no eye. but there was the Whispererwhom he could never drive away. Morning and rfg"

finH > rJ ,"^ ^^^ '"^'^^^^ ^^^^P vvhen he couldfind ,t. after long, long hours of tramping over theplams. ostensibly to shoot wild fowl, but in truth tobnngon a great bodily fatigue-and sleep. Hs sleeponly carne then in the first watches of th^e m^ht Asthe mght wore on the Whisperer began again as thecloud of weariness lifted a little from him and thesenses were released from the heavy sedaL of ^nnatural exertion.
""

The dusk deepened. The moon slowly rose Hecooked h.s scanty meal, and took a deep dLght from

HeTJ ^:i^'""
"^"^^^^ ^ ^°-^^" the^floo n^He had not the courage to face Dupont without it noyet to forget what he must forget, if he was to do ?hework Dupont came to arrange-he must forget hegirl who had saved his life and the influe^nce ofhose strange moments in which she had spoken dov.nto h,m. m the abyss where he had been lying

he drank n the good air as though his lun-s were

ttta rr '^Not
"\''^

T''
^""'^^^^^^ --" "Ponlii^ water. Not a breath of wind stirred and the

fidnfted't
*'' "°°" "'^'^ "P- '^^ -d^ 'atfascmated h.s eye. Everything was so still evceptthat^wh.sper louder in his ear than it had ever "S

Suddenly, upon the silver path upon the lake there
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shot a silent cance, with a figure as silently paddling
towards him. He gazed for a moment dismayed, and
then got to his feet with a jerk.

" Dupont," he said mechanically.
The canoe swished among the reeds and rushes,

scraped on the shore, and a tall, burly figure sprang
from it, and stood still, looking at the house.

" Qui teste Z^—Lygon ? " he asked.
" Dupont," was the nervous, hesitating reply.
Dupont came forward quickly. " Ah, ben, here we are

again—so," he grun,ted cheerily.

Entering the house they sat before the fire, holding
their hands to the warmth from force of habit, though
the night was not cold.

"Ben, you will do it to-night—then ?
" Dupont said

" Sacr^, it is time !

"

" Do what ? " rejoined the other heavily.

An angry light leapt into Dupont's eyes. " You not
unnerstan' my letters—bah ! You know it all right, so
queeck."

The other remained silent, staring into the fire with
wide, searching eyes.

Dupont put a hand on him. "You ketch my idee
queeck. We mus' have more money from that
Henderley—certainlee. It is ten ye .rs, and he t'ink it

is all right. He t'ink we come no more becos' he give
five t'ousan' dollars to us each. That was to do the
t'ing, to fire the country. Now we want another ten
t'ousan' to us each, to forget we do it for him—
heinf"

Still there was no reply. Dupont went on, watching
the other furtively, for he did not like this silence. But
he would not resent it till he was sure there was good
cause.
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ni"i'lr''T%*\'"'' "'• "^ '' °^*^'- ^^^'^ ^t the
Old Man Lak

,
where you can get at him easy, not likem the city where he liP. Over in the States, he lauLih

mebbe. becos' he is at home, an' can buy off the lav-
But here-.t is Canadaw, an' they not cart; eef he have
hurJer meellion dollar. He know that—sure Eef
you say you not care a dam to go to jail, so you
can put him there, too. becos' you have nofing
an so dam seeck of ever>-t'ing, he will t'.nk ten
tousan dollar same as one cent to Nic Dupont—

Lygon nodded his head, still holding his hands to the
blaze. With ten thousand dollars he could get away
into—into another world somewhere, some world where
he could forget; as he forgot for a moment this afternoon
when the girl said to him. "It is never too late to
mend."

Now as he thought of her, he pulled his coat
together, and arranged the rough scarf at his neck
involuntarily Ten thousand dollars-but ten thousand
dollars by blackmail. husi--money, the reward of fire
and blood, and shame I Was it to go on ? Was he to
commit a new crime ?

He stirred, as though to shake off the net that he felt
twisting round him, in the hands of the robust and
powerful Dupont, on whom crime sat so lightly who
had flourished while he, Lygon, had gone lower and
ower. Ten years ago he had been the better man, had
taken the lead, was the master, Dupont the obedient
confederate, the tool. Now. Dupont, once the rou</h
river-dnver, grown prosperous in a large way for him-
who might yet be mayor of his town in Quebec-he
held the rod of rule. Lygon was conscious that the
hlty dollars sent him every New Year for five years by

I

1 A

\ r
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Dupont had been sent with a purpose, and that he wjnow Dupont's tool. Debilitated, demoralised, how coul
he. even ,f he w shed, struggle against this powerf,
confederate, as powerful in will as in body? Vet if h
had his own way he would not go to MenderlejHe had lived with "a familiar spirit" so long h
feared the issue of this next excursion into the fens c
crime.

Dupont was on his feet now. « He will be here onb
three days more-I haf find it so. To-night it m is' h
done. As we go 1 will tell you what to say. I wil
wait at the F-rks,,an' we will come back togedder Hi'
cheque will do. Eef he gif at all, the cheque is all rightHe will not stop it. Eef he haf the money, it is beUe,
~sacr/-yes. Eef he not gif-well, 1 will tell you
there is the other railway man he try to hurt, how wouldhehke-— But I will tell you on the river. Maintenam—queeck, we go."

Without a word Lygon took down another coat, and
put it on. Doing so he concealed a weapon quickly
as Dupont steeped to pick a coal for his pipe from the
blaze Lygon had no fixed purpose in taking a weapon
with him; It was only a vague instinct of caution thatmoved him.

In the canoe on tne river, in an almost speech-
less apathy, he heard Dupont's voice giving him
instructions. & s xi

Henderley, the fi.iancier, had just finished his game of
whist and dismissed his friends-it was equivalent to
dismissal, rough yet genial as he seemed to be, so did
immense wealth and its accompanying power affect his
relations with those about him. In everything he was
considered." He was in good humour, for he had won
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over a coin he ha» foundt he ,.1T7' '""t''^'heard a ru.«le of the inner ent „"ai„ 'T>'
'"^

round He fa„d .he „,a„ fron, .he rec^Tiak
""'"=

In» ,nct,vely he glanced round for a wcl „ m,.hally his hands firmly prasr».d ,i,„ I
"'.'-'}""• mechanic-

danger: life .o him was only a game
"' '"" "^

his^v^si^Tln'.t";'::''
'^ ''" ""' "" -^ ^« '~ked

said"""'
"" •'"" '°"« ""«' Wh" a« you?" he

feeling oP^prt:?, ^ rhirnesl'r„"-%H
^'"""="

nr ^^etLT:.r:£rdr- -^'^ •" •^-
of .he afternoon, ^f .t rfe;': .h Dutm' xf"Tof the robus., healthy financier .vrhkeacWm 7 '"°^
It maddened him

"* '" * ""'""<'
:

held'^t^ngt; T4i^rnr
•• ^"^^ ^^^=^' «^

arm":h5;xrcSX.'t";:,en!?; ^"^'^'^

Sfher-rheI ^r -
--^"-'

aiu iiere, and he also thought that if r^r,^« u
yielded to blackmail there would never ^ an enH^ fHe made no pretenc- h„t r^m! . • f

^"^ *° '^•pretence, but came straight to the point.
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f

"You can do nothing ; there Is no proof," he sai
with firm assurance.

" There is Dupont." answered Lygon doggedly
"WhoisDupont?" ^^ ^'

"The French Canadian who helped me— I divide
with him."

" Vou said the man who helped you died. You wrot
that to me. I suppose you are lying now."

Henderley coolly straightened the notes on the tabl,
smoothmg out the wrinkles, arranging them accordin
to their denommations with an apparently interestei
eye; yet he h^s vigilantly watching the outcas
before him. To yield to blackmail would be fatal
not to yield to it-he could not see his way H.
had long ago forgotten the fire, and blood, and shame^o Whisperer reminded him of that black page in th.
history of his life

; he had been immune of conscience
He could not understand this man before him It wai
as bad p. case of human degradation as ever he hac
seen-he remembered the stalwart, if c» jipated. ranch.
man who had acted on his instigation. He knew now
that he had made a foolish blunder then, that the
•scheme had been one of his failures; but he had never
looked on It as with eyer reproving crime. As a hundred
thoughts tending towards the solution of the problem by
which he was faced, flashed through his mind, and he
rejected them all. he repeated mechanically the phrase
" I suppose you are lying now."

'

"Dupont is here-not a mile away," was the reply.
He will give proof. He would go to jail or to the

gallows to put you there, if you do not pay. He is a
devil—Dupont"

Still the great man could not see his way out. He
must temporise for a little longer, for rashness might

-
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~: "^*tz -:;;
, r,:-- --

.«rnsneering y and coollv -r^. .

ne askedS7 anu tcx)ljy. Coi! HOW, how much ? "

"Daddy, Daddyr ^ '""'' ^ ""i"-" ""inK.

'he^^dySe .he Z« h""'"
"P°" ""^ ground b;

" May I come in ? " she wiH «•k . .

astonished, seeing Lygon. ' "'^" ' '^^ ^^"J

"Oh !

" she exclaimed. " Oh—you '

"

as a fllinr-^
'°?^ '^'"" '"'° ^^'- ^^^- ^'hich stirred itfs a fly ng msect stirs the water of a oooJ On ?»,;nsta« ,he „„e„bered .ha. .she had\r„'- .he".t

birlhday. '
He'r'fa^heThad h^™'Tr '"= "•'^•" "^ "er

k; .
^^^"^'^ "ad been cal ed avvav to fill- »,;*u

Lygon, dumfounded, loolced from her to her f.^u

It



n- ?

1 -''•:'i

352 NORTHERN LIGHTS

him. Lygon Could see that he was stunned. The
great financier was in his power. He looked back again

to the girl, and her face was full of trouble.

A sharp suspicion was in her heart that somehow or

other her father was responsible for this man's degrada-

tion and ruin. She looked Lygon in the eyes.
" Did you want to see me ? " she asked.

She scarcely knew why she said it; but she was
sensible of trouble, maybe of tragedy, somewhere ; and
she had a vague dread of she knew not what, for hide it,

avoid it, as she had done so often, there was in her

heart an unhappy doubt concerning her father.

A great change had come over Lygon. Her presence

had altered him. He was again where she had left him
in the afternoon.

He heard her say to her father, " This was the man
I told you of-—at the reedy lake. Did you come to see

me ? " she repeated.

" I did not know you were here," he answered. " I

came"—he was conscious of Henderley's staring eyes

fixed upon his helplessly—" I came to ask your father if

he would not buy my shack. There is good shooting at

the lake; the ducks come plenty, sometimes. I want
to get away, to start again somewhere. I've been a

failure. I want to get away, right away south. If he

would buy it, I could start again. I've had no luck."

He had invented it on the moment, but the girl

understood better than Lygon or Henderley could

have dreamed. She had seen the change pass over

Lygon.

Henderley had a hand on himself again, and the

startled look went out of his eyes.

" What do you want for your shack and the lake ?

"

he asked with restored confidence. The fellow no doubt
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tZlLr"'
^'^^ '" '''''''- '^^ -ved his life, he

"Five hundred dollars." answered Lygon quici<lv

been hit hard Here « fh?
^^ ^=™ 'o have

deeds to-.orrow-"o.mo;„'^
"'°"=^- "^""^ me the

Before they reahsed t ' thl^ ^°"' ^."-"'=""< >'°""

and he was gone tothe'nth. "" "" *="•

kfe^^'JrtheraX'Th '" '"' ^'•^''^ "^^^ ^ ^"e

wished her a gol^^nlgh^ " '" "'^^"""^ ^'"^'•""-.

=t^™ratti™„^^.f .^^^'-^^^ '"- ^ -an of

Lygon found Dupont at the Forks.
-CA den, it is all right—ves ? " Dlm^^nf 1 ..

as Lygon joined him.
^ "P°"' ^''^"^ ^^g^^^-^y

- rj?' '^ '^ ^" "g^h^" answered Lygon

push::? m'TairVnd'th"
"'^^^-^ °''-' ^-p™'

.T.oonlight No word ;r •
t.'*" T '""^ '"'° '"=

but D„u .ept gi:tyr;„rx.^ -r
*^'^"-

I ve got nothing," answered Lygon
Dupont dropped his paddle with a curse

^Jou got not'ingi You said eet was all right," he

23
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^' It is all right. I got nothing. I asked for nothir
1 have had enough. I have finished."
With a roar ot rage Dupont sprang on him, and caughjm by the throat as the canoe swayed and dipi^He was blind with fury.

^
Lygon tried with one hand for his knife, and gotbut the pressure on his throat was growing terrible
tor minutes the struggle continued, for Lygon wj

fighting with the desperation of one who makes his la
awful onset against fate and doom.
Dupont also had his knife at work. At last it dran

blood but as he got it home, he suddenly reeled blindh
,Iost his balance, and lurched into the water with'
groan.

Lygon. weapon in hand, and bleeding freely, waite
for him to rise and make for the canoe again
Ten twenty, fifty seconds passed. Dupont did no

rise. A minute went by, and still there was no stir, n(
sign. Dupont would never rise again. In his wild rag
he had burst a blood vessel on the brain
Lygon bound up his reeking wound as best he couldHe did It calmly, whispering to himself the while
I must do It. I must get there if I can. I will noi

be afraid to die then," he muttered to himself.
Presently he grasped an oar, and paddled feeblyA slight wind had risen, and, as he turned the boat in

to face the Forks again, it helped to cany the canoe to
the landing-place.

Lygon dragged himself out. He did not try to draw
the canoe up but began this journey of a mile back to
the tent he had left so recently. First, step by step,
leaning against trees, drawing himself forward, a journey
as long to his determined mind as from youth to age.Would It never end ? It seemed a terrible climbing up
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THE WHISPERER
the sides of a cliff anH u

^^^

Whisperer was no longer tw Tk
"'"^'' *»' ">=

d'd not torture, they LlJ^^^ ^^ """"''s he heard
•-« like the murmV; '^^ '"

^.f
"•^,""8 <•«'• Th^

forest and soft, bcoml S p"'\"""'^ »f "•«on^ the beatings of hi3hf,„^^
But 'he bells we„

He was on his kne« „ " ^o loud, so swift.

-' the. ca„,e t UgU^ZTrr-^"-""- At
f-om a tent, he was so ^el'r rti ^""'"S °" him
agam, and fell forward on his Ti^e" fi""^"

^"^ '=^'=<i
a voice above him. It was ll •.

^'" "ow he heard
struggled on to die nearhe^nL°"\ "" *^ ""'""y
*" « pitiful and good.

' ^' "'""^ ^he was, she
He had accorinlJsheH k;. •

'peaking above Mm ThLJ «*'' ^"^ ^" «>ice was
"^ o^y hers that he hel!^"

""'' ""^' ™c«. but ft

Helwt l^nT;::;;.*!!';!"'
'"•" '

•' *=- -ying
«id clearly. « ^""""reath.

" I will sleep now^' he
He would hear the Wh«perernomo,e.
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"XA/"^'^ ''^" ^ ^°' ^^"^ ^'"^ b''o'<e, too. r
V V last dollar went to pay my last debt todi

I ve nothmg but what I stand in. IVe got prospec
but I cant discount prospects at the banks " T
speaker laughed bitterly. " IVe reaped and I'm sowir
the same as you, Dan."
The other made a nervous motion of protest " N

not the same as me, Flood—not the same. It's si,
or sw.m with me, and if you can't help me-oh^
take my gruel without whining, if it wasn't for'

D

Its that knocks me over. It's the shame to hi

u^u^l ^
?.T'!,^''

^"^ fool-and thief, I've been !

"

Inief—thief?

Flood Rawley dropped the flaming match with whic
he was about to light a cheroot, and stood staring, h
dark blue eyes growing wider, his worn, handsom
face becomir^ drawn, as swift convi ion mastere
him. He felt tiiat the black words which had falle
from h.s friend's lips-from the lips of Diana Welldon'
brother-were the truth. He looked at the plun.|
face, the full amiable eyes, now misty with fright, a
the characterless hand nervously feeling the golde.
moustache, at the well-fed. inert body; and he knev
tha whatever the trouble or the peril. Dan Welldor
could not surmount it alone.

"What is it?" Rawley asked rather sharply, his
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-•f .hi. thing could h^^Di'we^S:;:' "", ^^"-^ -"
necessary, he „us. regain ^ "°vVha" she

°" "^
n'm, Heaven and he onlv l.n«

\^ "^ '^^^ *«
or hin.. perhaps neither uLs^^^^^

^'^^ ^^^ cione
•s It-quick ?

" he added and Tf ^^" ^'"'' " ^^^'
^harp grip upon Dan Wdldon T't ^"'"^ '''^^ ^
-cards?" WeJldons shoulder. "Racing
Dan nodded " Vpc

on Jibway. the f^vou^X ^f:};^':^ 'T'
^^""^^^^

five hundred at poker with Nick Filn !,
^^'' ^""^^'

'"land speculation at Edmonton '
""^ « ^^ou.and

thing went wrong."
'''^'"^"'o"' on margin. Every-

n.o^e^'^Z^^^
'"' '^^'' ^-^ - the railway company's

"It seemed such a d^^i ^ . •

•he Edmonton corne.!blocks tT'rl':'!!'^''^-
"""

N.CIC before. but-weiUht'itFo^d'" '"" "**

knoL'??
""""-"^ ""-X PeopTelshaughnessy

Th}^U,X'h:fht,t7he
:?i:i«

^^'^^ "o„.
m.dnight to pay „p, J, go ,o j^^"" '° p- me ,i,|

me now. I can't stir. There', „' ^'^ watching
"» one I can ask for heln hn,

^'"'*' ""^ 'here's
come, Flood." * *"" X™- That's why iVe

" Lord, what a fool I Coulrln'f ,

would be. if your plung^n
"

d"d'
f" '"= "''« '"- end

you oughtn't ,o be^or^spfc-jl „ '7' '"^' ^'"'~
"Ot clever enough. YouVe cl! h ".^^ cards, you're

"' ^-ppo^^i wo:rhtir::rbri"c.„„,
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explain." The weak face puckered, a lifeless kind
tear gathered in the ox-like eyes.

" Yes, she probably would help you. She'd probabl
give you all she's saved to go to Europe with ar
study, saved from her pictures sold at twenty p(
cent, of their value; and she'd mortgage the litt

income she's got to keep her b, other out of jail. (
course she would, and of course you ought to b
ashamed of yourself for thinking of it." Rawle
lighted his cigar and smoked fiercely.

" It would be better for her than my going to jail

stubbornly replied the other. " But I don't want t

tell 'ler, or to ask her for money. That's why I'v

come to you. You needn't be so hard, Flood
; you'v

not been a saint ; and Di knowj it."

Rawley took the cheroot from his mouth, threw bac
his head, and laughed mirthlessly, ironically. The
suddenly he stopped and looked round the room til

his eyes rested on a portrait-drawing which hung oi

the wall opposite the window, through which the su:

poured. It was the face of a girl with beautiful bronze(
hair, and full, fine, beautifully modelled face, witl
brown eyes deep and brooding, which seemed to hav
time and space behind them—not before them. Th(
lips were delicate and full, and had the look suggestinj
a smile which the inward thought has stayed. It wa
like one of the Titian women—like a Titian that hang
on the wall of the Gallery at Munich. The head anc
neck, the whole personality, had an air of distinctior
and destiny The drawing had been done by i

wandering duchess who had seen the girl sketchiri|
in the foot-hills, when on a visit to that " Wild Wes;

'

which has such power to refine and inspire minds nol
superior to Nature. Its replica was carried to a castle
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had made a pW« „T"?
«ep. when Flood Rawley

to Dan Welldon now
"*"' ''"""' *"« "<="

.he w^^bi^? ;-•";;-<' D,- .no... ;, „p,,.,.
West; whose n.n,..'^^:'Zj{'Zll""f1 ,'"

""^

whose buoyant hurtioi.r . j "cheerful looks:

gained her^n™^:X
fri^'driTd

"'

Z*""""^^'understood by few mv,T *''°'" "le"'.

lifting her a little a;affrLT. " '^"'*''" Protection,

provincial life around her
' """"'""> '^"'"^ ^"1

and''et,^e':l:Lr^-'J-;'^ """ ^=>»>e-tion.

knows it, a, you say, Dan ta th^l'
' '""'• """ "«

as yet, and it isn't on you^' Tt, • \ " °" "">• ^"'''^

"Vou used to ramWev
"'"""'= "iference."

tough, and you oShtfv T^t'' ''°" ""' P^^ty
hobnailed bc«ts."

""'"' "P "V "^ck with

duZriiefrMyV^:;^^"'' '
'^'"''' '"«

•
"-'

»

"idn't lay my hand^sTtteTk T/'th"""^-^ «•" '

whose inscription is rZ, oT /.
" ''°"''' "«nanl,

why I'm poor but proud anH
"'"."''"'• ""<' ""afs

round J corned, TnTe ^ryou"
°"'' """''"'^ •--

••Cft„e^::!^ri^„renH^--r-
sudden burst of anguish • "Oh .

"' """^ ^
somehow!" ^^' ^^' '"e out of this

siste"°"'
''- ^°^"o money. By speaH , to your

The other was silent

"Shali I .0 itr. Rawley pee«da„.,-ou.,y..„.„^.
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other's face, and he knew that there was no real

security against the shameful trouble being laid bare
to her.

" I want a chance to start straight again,"

The voice was fluttered, almost whining; it carried
no conviction ; but the words had in them a reminder
of words that Rawley himself had said to Diana
Welldon but a few months ago, and a new spirit stirred

in him. He stepped forward and, gripping Dan's
shoulder with a hand of steel, «;aid fiercely

—

" No, Dan. I'd rather take you to her in your coffin.

She's never known you, never seen what most of us
have seen, that all you have—or nearly all—is your
lovely looks, and what they call a kind heart. There's
only you two in your family, and she's got to live with
you—awhile, anyhow. She couldn't stand this business.
She mustn't stand it. She's had enough to put up
with in me ; but at the worst she could pass me by on
the other side, and there would be an end. It would
have bee., said that Flood Rawley had got his deserts.

It's different with you." His voice changed, softened.
" Dan, i made a pledge to her that I'd never play cards
again for money while I lived, and it wasn't a thing
to take on without some cogitation. But I cogitated,
and took it on, and started life over again—me!
Began practising law again—barrister, solicitor, notary
public—at forty. And at last I've got my chance in a
big case against the Canadian Pacific It'll make me
or break me, Dan. . . . There, I wanted you to see
where I stand with Di ; and now I want you to promise
me that you'll not leave these rooms till I see you again.
I'll get you clear; I'll save you, Dan."
"Flood! Oh, my God, Flood!" The voice was

broken.



AS DKEF AS THE liEA 361

n.» y l\^ r ?
'**y ''^'*'' *"^ y^"'^'^ ^° remember

not to get the funk, even if I don't corr- Jvfore midnight
I II be here then, if I'm alive. If you don't keep your
»vord-but. there, you wil' " Both hands grip,Vthe
graceful shoulders of the luiscreant like a vice

reDlv°. nl^ T' V'"'"^'"
'"^' '^"^ frightened, whispered

reply, I II make it up to you somehow, some day I'llpay you back."
''

Rawley caught up his cap from the table
"Steady-steady! Don't go at a fence till you're

sure of your seat. Dan," he said. Then with a long

which" h.r'^?!! °" '^' ^'""' ^"'^ ^" exclamation
which the other did not near, he left the room with a
set. determined face.

"Who told you? What brought you. Flood? '

the
girl asked, her chin in her long, white hands, her head
turned from the easel to him, a book in her lap, the sun
breaking through the leaves upon her hat, touching the
Titian hair with splendour.
"Fate brought me, and didn't tell me," he answered,

with a whimsical quirk of the mouth, and his trouble
lurking behind the sea-deep eyes.

« Wouldn't you have come if you knew I was here ? "

she urged archly.

1
1^?/°^^° thousand dollars," he answered, the

look of trouble deepening in his eyes, but his lips were
smiling. He had a quaint sense of humour, and at his
last gasp would have noted the ridiculous thinL^ And
surely it was a droll malignity of Fate to bring himhere o her whom in this moment of all moments in
his life, he wished far away. Fate meant to try hirn
to the rttermost. This hurdle of trial was high
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"Two thousand dollars-nothing less ?" she inquired
gaily. You are too specific for a r-al lover."

" Fate fixed the amount " he added drily
"
^f

*<^-y°; talk so ch of Fate,"" she replied
gravely, and her eyes looked into the distance. "Youmake me think of it too. and I don't want to do so
I don t want to feel helple.., to be the child of Accidentand Destiny.

.uy^'JZ^""^
^^"^ ^"''^ ^''•"K '» the 'fore-ordination-

that old Minister M'Gregor preaches ever> Sunday^ elect or be damned.' he says to us all. Names
aren t important

;
but, anyhow, it was Fate that led me

•'Are you sure it wasn't me?" she asked softly.
Are y. a sure I wasn't calling you. and you had tocome ?

" Well, it was ^^ r«./^. anyhow; and you are always
calling, If I must tell you," he laughed. Suddenly hebecame grave. "I hear you call me in the night
sometimes, and I start up and say 'Yes, Dil' out of my
sleep. Its a queer hallucination. I've got you on the
brain, certainly." ^ ^

the!lrr/,° ^^V°^~*^^'^^'"^y'"
^'' said, opening

the book that lay m her lap, " and your eyes trouble me

fToJ'J '^
K /°' ^ ^"^^ '^^' "^^^ *^ ^ •" them.

Flood, before-before yor promised; and another look
I dont understand and don't like. I suppose it's
always so The real business of life is trying to under-
stand each other."

"You have wonderful thoughts for one that's had so
little chance, he said. « That's because you're a genius
I suppose. Teaching can't give that sort of thing-the
msight. ^

"What is the matter. Flood?" she asked suddenly
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again, her breast heaving, her delicate, rounded finders
interlacing. " I heard a man say (,nce that you were '

asdeep as the sea.' He did not mean it kindly, but I doYou are in trouble, and I want to share it if I r-.'
Where were you going when you came across ...j

"To see old Bu.sby, the quack-doctor up there," he

MIiT'^k"!?'!!"^
*^^"''^''

" ^'^^"^'^d *"d wooded
hillock behind them.
"Old Busby!" she rejoined in amazement. "Whatdo you want with him-not medicine of that old quack

that dreadful man ?

"

4"«^k,

" He cures people sometimes A good many out hereowe him more than they'll ever pay him."
" Is he as rich an old mi.ser as they say ?

"

ans^^r.'''^'"''
^°°^ "'^' ^"^^ *''^" ^*' '^^ <^nigmatical

"Does anyone know his real history? He didn'tcome from nowhere. He must have had frie , Is onceSomeone must once have cared for him, though heseems such a monster now."
"Yet he cures people sometimes," he rejoined ah

««otedly ..probably .hc^'.s some good JnTetat
1 m going to try and see."

wl^f^^' ^,''- .^^,'' '' ^°"'" '^"^^"^^•'' ^'th him?Won t you tell me ? Is it so secret ?
"

Ac\iZT\^'"''
'°-^^'P

""""J"
^ '^^ ^'^^ got in hand.A client of mine is in trouble-you mustn't ask about

It, and he can help, I thinlc-I think so." He eot to
h.sfe«t. "I must be going. DiV he added. Suddenlya fl"fh s'vept over his face, and he reached out and

l^ f 'T. 'r'".
" ^'' ^'^^ ^'^ ^ -"««" times toogood for me

!
he said. '< But if all goes well. I'll do mybest to make you forget it."

^
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" Wait—wait one moment," she answered. " Before
you go, I want you to hear what I've been reading over
and over to myself just now. It is from a book I got
from Qi ebec. called When Time Shall Pas,. It is a
story of two like you and me. The man is writing to
the wornan, and it has things that you have said to me—m a different way."
"No, I don't talk like a book, but I know a star in a

dark night when I see it," he answered, with a catch in
his throat,

"Hush !

" she said, catching his hand in hers, as she
read, while all around them the sounds of summer
—the distant clack of a reaper, the crack of a whip the
locusts droning, the whir of a young partridge, the
squeak of a chipmunk-were tuned to the harmony of
the moment and her voice :

"'Night and the sombre silence, oh, my love, and one star shining!

wS '''"°' T '^ '"P* ^"'^ '''"" '^'^ •1"''^^' •^"•^' ^^''ing to your voicewhich seems to call me. Is it-is it you that calls? Do you sometimes

the"sr°" ^T"'' '^^. '° "^ ' ^^' ^^"^^•'^ unconsciousness is t^er;he summons of your spirit to me ? . . . I like to think so. I like tothink that this thing which has come to us is deeper, greater than we arSomaimes day and night there flash before my eyeslmy mind's ^yes-pictures of you and me in places unfamiliar, landscapes never before seen
activities uncomprehended and unknown, bright, alluring glimpses of sor^;second being, some possible, maybe never-to-be-realiscd future alas - Telhese swift-moving shutters of the soul, or imagination, .. reality-who
shall say which ?-g.ve me a joy never before felt in life. If I am not abetter man for this love of mine for you, I am more than I was. and shallbe moi. than I am. Much of my Hfe in the past was mean and smal somuch that I have said and done has been unworthy-my love fryo^istoo sharp a light for iny gross imperfections of the past ! Come what willbe what must, I stake my life, my heart, my soul on you-that beautTfui;beloved face

;
those deep eyes in which my being is drowned ; those lucid

perfect hands that have bound me to the mast of your destiny. I canno;go back I must go forward : now I must keep on loving yo^ or be shipwrecked. I did not know that this was in me, this tkle of lov^. tWscurrent of devotion. Destiny plays me beyond my ken, beyond my
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sea of your forge,rur„ess now- t^^ ^"'
TJr' "^T '"" '''^

your love is great enouch if I hHnr ' " ' ,"
. ^^P '"^'

'**''^^P ""«. if

to my uttermost nmeof life/" ^ '" '"^ ''«'' "'J^y' for I am yours

ugly my hfe was .i„ y„u „ade ™e over ! , Tas a bad

" So much hung on one little promise," she said and

then,,vith an arm sweeping the universe, • Oh isn't itall good, and isn't it all worth livin" ?
"

H.S face lost its glow Ove°r in the town herbrother faced a ruined life, and the girl be Me htaa dark hum.hation and a shame which woul.I poHonher I,fe hereafter, unless-his look turned to ,he 1 tiehouse wher. the quack-doctor lived. He loosed hi
" Now for Caliban," he said

said' '"R
^ '^™'/"''

f""""
y™-'" -"y heart," she

hfHfe"!h/,JS T^r^^, "'"' ""' y™ ">= ^""y of

hair'thifd^rertrs"" ' ""''' ^' "' ""•' ^^"^'"^

shetfd%ZdSVe;^^.rst?. ^''^ '°"-'^'^-

..tu^ ^
""T^"^,

'^^ ^^^^^ • " ^"^ he was once agambler, until, until " she glanced at the open book,then with sweet mockery looked at her hands-" until
those lucid, perfect hands bound me to the mast of>our destmy O vain Diana ! But they are rather

beautiful." she added softly, "and I am rather happy."

I
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;
I

s

There was something like a gay little chuckle in her
throat.

" O vain Diana !

" she repeated.

Rawley entered the door of the hut on the hill

without ceremony. There was no need for courtesy,
and the work he had come to do could be easier done
without it.

Old Busby was crouched over a table, his mouth
lapping milk from a full bowl on the table. He scarcely
raised his head when Rawley entered—through the
open door he had seen his visitor coming. He sipped
on, his straggling beard dripping. There was silence
for a time.

" What do you want ? " growled at last.

" Finish your swill, and then we can talk," said Rawley
carelessly. He took a chair near the door, lighted a
cheroot and smoked, watching the old man, as he tipped
the great bowl towards his face, as though it were
some wild animal feeding. The clothes were patched
and worn, the coat-front was spattered with stains of all

kinds, the hair and beard were unkempt and long,
giving him what would have been the look of a mangy
lion, but that the face had the expression of some beast
less honourable. The eyes, however, were malignantly
intelligent, the hands, ill-cared for, were long, well-
shaped and capable, but of a hateful yellow colour like

the face. And through all was a sense of power, dark
and almost mediseval. Secret, evilly wise and inhuman,
he looked a being apart, whom men might seek for help
in dark purposes.

"What do you want—medicine?" h*e muttered at
last, wiping his beard and mouth with the palm of his

hand, and the palm on his knees.
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Rawley looked at the ominous-looking bottles on the
shelves above the old man's head

; at the forceps, knives,
and other surgical instruments on the walls,—they at
least were bright and clean,-and, taking the cheroot
slowly from his mouth, he said:

" Shin-plasters are what I want. A friend of mine has
caught his leg in a trap."

The old man gave an evil chuckle at the joke, for a
"shm-plaster" was a money-note worth a quarter of a
dollar.

" I've got some," he growled in reply, "but they cost
twenty-five cents each. You can have them for your
friend at the price."

" I want eight thousand of them from you. He's hurt
pretty bad," was the dogged, dry answer.
The shaggy eyebrows of the quack drew together

arid the eyes peered out sharply through half-closed lids'
"There's plenty of wanting and not much getting in
this world," he rejoined, with a leer of contempt, and
spat on the floor, while yet the furtive watchfulness of
the eyes indicated a mind ill at ease.
Smoke came in placid puffs from the cheroot—Rawley

was smoking very hard, but with a judicial meditation
as it seemed. '

" Yes, but if you want a thing so bad that, to get it
you'll face the devil or the Beast of Revelations, it's
likely to come to you."

"You call me a beast?" The reddish-brown face
grew black like that of a Bedouin in his rage
"I said the Beast of Revelations-don't you know the

Scriptures ?
"

u- " I »"T *^^* * ^°°' '^ *° ^^ answered according to
his folly, v/as the hoarse reply, and the great head
waggr^ to 2nd fro ir Js smarting rage.
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I :1

i^ifl

f,
"7^y"».,f°'"&mybest; and perhaps when thefo

IS all out, well come to the revelations of the Beast"

shifted heavily in his seat, while a hand twitched acn
the mouth, and then caught at the breast of the threa
bare black coat abstractedly.

Rawley leaned forward, one elbow on a knee t
cheroot in his fingers. He spoke almost confidential
as to some ignorant and misguided savage—as he h;
talked to Indian chiefs in his time, when searching f
the truth regarding some crime—

"I've had a lot of revelations in my time. A lawy
and a doctor always do. And though there are foilwho say I m no lawyer, as there are those who say wii
greater truth that you're no doctor, speaking technicall
we ve both had ' revelations.' You've seen a lot that
seam: and so have I. You're pretty seamy you
self. In fact, you're as bad a man as ever saved lives-
and lost them. You've had a long tether, and you'v
swung on it—swung wide. But you've had a lot of luc
that you haven't swung high, too."
He paused and flicked away the ash from his cheroo

while the figure before him swayed animal-like fror
side to side, muttering.

"You've got brains, a great lot of brains of a kind-
hovvever you came by them," Rawley continued; "an.
you ve kept a lot of people in the West from passing ii

their cheques before their time. You've rooked 'eni
chiselled 'em out of a lot of cash, too. There was ohLamson—fifteen hundred for the goitre on his neck
and Mrs. Gilligan for the cancer-two thousand, wasn'
It? Tincture of Lebanon leaves you called the medicine
didn t you ? You must have made fifty thousand or sc
in the last ten years."
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aniire Ulorir";
''"

'fP'" "^^ '"^^ ^""-'—er,and the talon-hke fingers clawed the table

dfed-and yo"didnv'
"' "'"" "" P"'""'

The face of the old man became mottled with asudden fear, but he jerked it forward once or twIcTwithan effort at «=lf-con,rol. Presently he s.eadiS To ,he

"WhitdoerhTr' """k^
"^ '''P' ^y'"S 'o him»dfw nat does he know—what—which ?

"

T
"
Y^^P'^'i''^

'^'"^''"& '" death-that was poor JimmyTearle; and something else resulting in death-Ta^

wr'w\era"^"' ^''- ^"' ^^^ '- --^ ^-^ - 'hWest where a woman's in the case-quick and hardYes. you ve swung wide on your tether; look out thatyou don't swing high, old man."
"You can prove nothing; it's bluff!" came the replym a tone of malice and of fear.

^^
"You forget. I was your lawyer in Jimmy Tearle'scase and a letter's been found written byXs^'chman s w^ to her husband. It reached L the nSht"

to mfh f ^^ ''^ ^"^^^"^'^^- '' -- handed^t

away." ^ "" ^* ^ives you

"I wasn't alone." Fear had now disappeared andthe old man was fighting.
cippearea. and

switchman s wife weren't dead and out of it all
• and Tf

wouWn't ^
-"d hadn't a family that does matter"^ Iwouldn t be asking you peaceably for two thousand
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dollars as my fee for getting you off two cases
might have sent you to prison for twenty years,
maybe, hung you to the nearest tree."
The heavy body pulled itself together, the hs

clinched. " Blackmail—you think I'll stand it ?
"

"Yes, I think you will. I want two thousand dol
to help a friend in a hole, and I mean to have it if
think your neck's worth it."

Teeth, wonderfully white, showed through the sha-
beard. " If I had to go to prison—or swing, as you

'

do you thinkyl'd go with my mouth shut? I'd
pay up alone., The West would ctack-holy Hea^
I know enough to make it sick. Go on and see ! ]

got the West in my hand." He opened and shut
fingers with a grimace of cruelty which shook Rawlev
spite of himself. '

Rawley had trusted to the inspiration ol the momei
he had had no clearly defined plan; he had believ
that he could frighten the old man, and by force of v
bend him to his purposes. It had all been more diffic
than he had expected. He kept cool, imperturbah
and determined, however. He knew that what the c
quack said was true-the West might shake wi
scandal concerning a few who, no doubt, in remorse ai
s^ret fear, had more than paid the penalty of th<
offences But he thought of Di Welldon and of h
criminal brother, and every nerve, every faculty w
screwed to its utmost limit of endurance and capacity.
Suddenly the old man gave a new turn to the everHe got up and, rummaging in an old box, drew out

dice-box Rattling the dice, he threw them -ut on tl
table before him, a strange, excited look a. ing h

"I'lay for it," he said in a harsh, croaking voio

ii
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"Play for the two thousand. Win it if you can You
want it bad. I want to keep it bad. It's nice to have •

It makes a man feel warm—money does. I'd sleep in
ten-dollar bills, I'd have my clothes made of them, if I
could

;
I'd have my house papered with them ; I'd eat

^x?'u^^^'^
*'"°'*''' know about you-and her—Diana

Welldon
! You've sworn off gambling, and you've kept

your pledge for near a year. Well, it's twenty years
since I gambled—twenty years. I gambled with these
then. He shook the dice in the box. "I gambled
everything I had away—more than two thousand dollars
more than two thousand dollars." He laughed a raw'
mirthless laugh. " Well, you're the greatest gambler in
the West. So was I-in the East. It pulverised me at
last, when I'd nothing left—and drink, drink, drink. I
gave up both one night and came out West. I started
doctoring here. I've got money, plenty of money—
medicine, mines, land got it for me. I've been lucky
Now you come to bluff me—me ! You don't know old
Busby." He spat on the floor. " I'm not to be bluffed
I know too much. Before they could lynch me I'd
talk. But to play you, the greatest gambler in the
West, for two thousand dollars—yes, I'd like the sting
of it again. Twos, fours, double-sixes—the gentleman's
game!" He rattled the dice and threw them with a
flourion out on the table, his evil face lighting up
"Come! You can't have something for nothing!" he
growled.

As he spoke, a change came over Rawley's face It
lost its cool imperturbability, it grew paler, the veins on
the fine forehead stood out, a new, flaring light came
into the eyes. The old gambler's spirit was alive. But
even as it rose, sweeping him into that area of fiery
abstraction where every nerve is strung to a fine tension
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and the surrounding world disappears, he saw the ftof Dmna Welldon, he remembered her words xo him ran hour before, and the issue of the conflict, other cc
siderations apart, was without doubt. But there w
her brother and his certain fate, if the two thousai
dollars were not paid in by m-dnight. He w
desperate. It was in reality for Diana's sake. I
approached the table, and his old calm returned

• I have no money to play with," he said quietly.
With a gasp of satisfaction, the old man fumbled

the inside of his coat and drew out layers of ten. fiftand hundred-dpllar bills. It ^vas lined with them h^sed a pile over to Rawley-two thousand dollarKc -Jlaced a similar pile before himself.
As Rawley laid his hand on the bills, the Ihougl

rushed through his mind. "You have it-keep it!
but he put it away from him. With a gentleman h
-night have done it. with this man before him, it wa
impossible. He must take his chances; and it was th
only chance in which he had hope now. unless h
appealed for humanity's sake, for the girl's sake. an.
told the real truth. It might avail. Well, that would b
the last resort.

"For small stakes?" said the grimy quack in -,

gloating voice.

^

Rawley nodded and then added, "We stop at elever
o clock, unless I've lost or won all before that."

" And stake what's left on the last throw?"
" Yes."

There was silence for a moment, in which Rawley
seemed to grow older, and a set look came to his mouth-a broken pledge, no matter what the cause, brinesheavy penalties to the honest mind. He shut his eyes
for an instant, and, when he opened them, he saw that
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his fellow-gambler was watching him with an enig-
matical and furtive smile. Did this Caliban have some
understanding of what was at stake in his heart and
soul?

"Play!" Rawley said sharply, and was himself
again.

For hour after hour there was scarce a sound, save
the rattle of the dice and an cKcasional exclamation
from the old man as he threw a double-six. As dusk
fell, the door had been shut, and a lighted lantern wasnung over their heads.

Fortune had fluctuated. Once the old man's pile
had dimmished to two notes, then the luck had changed
and his pile grew larger ; then fell again ; but. as the
hands of the clock on the wall above the blue medicine
bottles reached a quarter to eleven, it increased steadily
throw after thrc.v.

Now the player's fever was in Rawleys eyes. His
face was deadly pale, but his hand threw steadily
calmly, almost negligently, as it might seem. All at
once, at eight minutes to eleven, the luck turned in his
favour, and his pile mounted again. Time after time hedropped double-sixes. It was almost uncanny. Ifc
seemed to see the dice in the box. and his hand threw
them out with the precision of a machine. Long after-
wards he had this vivid illusion that he could see the
dice m the box As the clock was about to strike
eleven he had before him three thousand eight hundred
dollars. It was his throw.
"Two hundred," he said in a whisper, and threw,

xie won.

With a gasp of relief, he got to his feet, the money
n his hand. He stepped backward from the table,then starrorered. and a faintness passed over him He
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had sat so long without moving that his legs b
under him. There was a pail of water with a dipim It on a bench. He caught up a dippcr-fuU of wal
drank it empty, and let it fall in the pail again wit)
clatter.

"Dan," he said abstractedly, "Dan, you're
safe now."

Then he seemed to wake, as from a dream, p
looked at the man at the table. Busby was leaning
it with both hands, and staring at Rawley like soi
animal jaded and beaten from pursuit. Rawley walk
back to the table and laid down two thousand dollars.

" I only wanted two thousand," he said, and put t
other two thousand in his pocket.

The evil eyes gloated, the long fingers clutched t:

pile, and swept it into a great inside pocket. Then tl

shaggy head bent forward.

"You said it was for Dan," he saiJ -" Dj
Welldon?"
Rawley hesitated. "What is that to you?" 1

replied at last

With a sudden impulse the old impostor lurcht
round, opened a box, drew out a roll, and threw it c

the table.

" It's got to be known sometime," he said, " and you
be my lawyer when I'm put into the ground—you'i
clever. They call me a quack. Malpractice—bah
There's my diploma—James Clifton Welldon. Rigl
enough, isn't it ?

"

Rawley was petrified. He knew the forgotten stor
of James Clifton Welldon, the specialist, tume
gambler, who had almost ruined his own brother—th
father of Dan and Diana—at cards and dice, and ha
then ruined himself and disappeared. Here, wher
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his brother had died, he had come years ago, and
practised medicine as a quack.

^^

" Oh. there's plenty of proof, if It's wanted ! " he said

.. WK T. '^
}'''''•" "'^ **PP^^ ^^"^ ^'^ behind him.

VVhy did I do ,t? Because it's my way. And you'regomg to marry my niece, and '11 have it all some day
But not till I've finished with it-not unless you win
It from me at dice or cards But no "-something
human came i-.to the old, degenerate face-" no more
gambling for the man that's to marry Diana. There's

"Sr-lltl ^"k \ ^T^^" "*= ^^"^"^'^^ t° himself.
She 11 be rich when I've done with it. You're a luckvman—ay, you're lucky."

^

^^^"^'77.^ ^^"* *° **^" *he old man what the two
thousand dollars was for. but a fresh wave of repugnance
passed over him. and. hastily drinking another dipper-
iul of water, he opened the door. He looked backThe old man was croucning forward, lapping milk from
the great bowl.h^ beard dripping In disgust he swung
round agam. The fresh, clear air caught his face.
With a gasp of relief he stepped out into the nightclosmg the door behind him. ^ '




