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CHAPTER 1.0~ h'md reachlng out, ‘T beg pa
The Most Terrible Thing in the World. don, Mac, . It's’this’ fever.: I forgo:,‘
_ for . a- moment that——that you, two—,—-.
4 T Point Fullerton, one thou- had broken—"
sand . miles - straight ~ “That's allright,” sazd MacVelgh, ,
north of civilization, with a quiver in his voice; as he tumed,,"‘; B

Iy #yalll . Something rose up  in -Maé
2 few months more of it and we'll be Veigh'’s throat and choked ham a3’ In
" “changed. And then—thinlk of what 2 gripped Pelletier’s hand. -

heaven yc@ll' be entering. You'll be “My God, Bill, is that the 5un?"
-, --able .to enjoy it more than the other’ suddenly cried Pelletsu‘

HIZA LI . fellows, for they've .never had this. MacVeigh wheeled tawatd’ tlié .one
Serg‘:‘ﬁ“t William for the water, e W ‘And T'm going to bring you back a  window of the cabin. = The sick iy
MacVeigh wrote, with " You -see,” he added returmng L B le‘tter—-—from the little girl— tombled from -his. bunk. Togethe
the stub of a pencil between his fin- with a tin-cup,.’ this. report i§ differ- "~ . “ Peiletier’s face brightened. : they stcod for a moment at the swis
gers, the last words of his semiannual  ent. When you're wrltmg to the big- -

o T God bless her!™ The cxclazmed dow, staring farto the south and eas
© - There'll be letters from her-—a dozen  where a faint red rim of gold shot
-of them. She’s waited a long time for  through the leaden sky.

me, and she’s a true little redecat to “Tt's the sun,” said MacVelgh, lik
the bottom of her dedr heart. You've one speaking a praver.

report™ to the conunissioner  of “the mogul himseif something gets on your
Eoyal Northwest Mounted Police at -nerves. And it has been a bad.year -
TRegina. He concluded: . - with.us, Pelly. We fell down on 7 : 7] b
: ~ Scottie, and let the raiders from-that 7] s

T beg to say that T have made every ef-. whaler get away from us. And%by Lo

rot my letter safe? " “The  first in four' mont]is
(f](;ll-tcrm Iruli;\jlco:rgt Ef:g::ir;);gg; otfh{f:inrg:unrg: Jo, I forgot-to mention the wolves! ™ e Y:t"_,s me breathed Pelletier. i
" " N o . . .

Lim, but I believe that he has gone from. Put in a P. S suggasted Pellc- B (U MacVeigh went back to the rough  Like starving men; the two- gaze
oy tcrrltorly. ﬂ“‘f is probably now some- taerr P. S to hi 1 nib L .-+ litde table and added still further to ~ through the window.. The ‘golden:
e e it °fl the Fore A to his royal nibs,” cried - . = his report to thie conunissioner of the light lingered for a few moments, then:

urchill patrol. ¢ have hunted the NacVeigh,. starmg mcredulously at o] ‘Royal Mounted, the foll died Pelletic t ba k to h
country for three hundred miles south his mate. ¢ There’s n se of feeling -~ - - . oya oun in he following led away. clictier wen ¢k 1o
&long the shore of Hudson Bay to Eski- : ere’s no use of feeling ool oL e wordg: : bunk. .
mo Foint, and as far nortl: as Wagner in- YoUr puise any more, Pelly... The - B P

: s X S : g - Half an hour later four dogs,

' : I«l».t Within three months we have made feverf .got you. You re out of your Lt - s Pelletier I3 sick with o strange trouble in sledge, and a man were moving swift}

three patrols west of the bay, traveling head, . O his head. At times I have been afraid. he through the dead and silent gloom o

wond of N 1 respectolly agise 3 slose 16 spoke.cheerfully, trying to bring - { - vas goiog mad and il he lives Ladviso is- SIS 8 S8 BN S BT 8
e ransfer south at an early date. I am leav-

watch of the patrols south of the Barreu a smile to the other’s pale face.. Pelle I ing for Churchijlf two nﬁ:eks ahead of the on his way to Fort Churchill; m .

. Lands. tier dropped back with a sigh. - - wusual time, in order to get medicines. 1 than four hundred miles away. - ..

; “ No—there isn't any use fﬂdmg' AT .. . -.also wish to add a ward to what I said about This is the loneliest journey in the.
o There! ” said MacVeigh- aloud, my pulse,” he repeated. ““Itisn’t siek- . o 1 - volkes in my last report. We have seen world, the trip down from the solitar

: stralghtemng his rounded shoulders ness,, Mac—not sickness of the ordie Uea L them repeatedly in packs of -froml fifty to 3 1 {

oue thousand. Late this autumn a pack gt- little wind-beaten cabin at Point Fu

‘with a groan of relief. “It's donel” nary sort. I¥'s in my brain--that's “tacked # Iarge herd of traveling caribou lefton to.Fort Churchill. That cabin

On his bunk, in a corner of the little where it is. Think of it—nine months

. . : fifteen miles in from thé bay, and we count-  hag hut one rival in the whole of ‘the
wind-and-storm-beaten  cabin  which . up here and never a glimpse of a white | - - ed the remains of one hundred and sixty Northland—the - othei cabin. at - He
. represented law at the top end 6f the man’s face, except yourss Ninel - - .:jmmals klll]ed. (iwer a distance of ]é:;sttl:ia_‘n schel Tsland. at the n@fith of the Firel
s v . H H . L . iree miles t 15 my opinion”tha e . £
S f:fzi];] P;’;;lz;t q11i£)cslil§]t»lizc1‘1ftecé 2 _léc'ad month,u,, wqhopt\l‘thc sou?d ? f‘- _a; S : R wolves kill at least ﬁvc{hm[:san(! caribou in _where twenty-one woaden - Cross
wwearily 1s.sick-bed, and said . woman’s voice ine months of just . - this putro! cach year. i mark twenty—onc white' men’s rave
I'm bieomin’ glad of jt, Mac. thatdead, gray world out there, with . wi . ' I have the honor to be, sir, But whalers come to Herschel.” Tnlés
Now mebby you'll give me a drink the northern lights hissing at us every:: S T Your obedient servant,

e “WirrraM-MacVeicn, Sergeant,. by accident, or to-break the lawsitl
. In charge of detachment, never come in_the neighborhood.

™ Fullerton; 1t iz at Fullerton that m
: He folded the report, placed it with die of the most terrible thing - in-th

. other treasures in the water-proof-rub-  world—loneliness. .In the l:ttle cahi
“ber bag-which' always went into his -men have gone mad, e
pack, and returned to Pélletier's-side. . -The gloomy. truth oppressed M

R | hdte to leave you alone, Pelly,” Velgh as he guided his dog-team:
-~ he said.”* But Pl make a fast trip of the-ice into the south.’ He-was afi

1 it—four! hundred: and- fifty miles over “for Pelletier.” He prayed that:

of water and shoot that devilish husky night like snakes, and the black rocks, .
- thatgkeeps howling every now and. staring ‘at us as they'vi qtared for a~’
then out 1here s though death was m:lhon centuries. E
after me = _ “'There may be g!ory i it, but that 5"
| “Nervous?.” questioned MacVeigh, all. We're “eroes all right, but there’s -
“stretching  his  strong _young frame no one knows it but ourselves.and. the -
owith  another sigh of satisfaction. - six hundred, and forty-nine other.men. "
“What if you had to write this twice of the Royal Mounted.. . My God, what
a _year?”™ And he :pointed at the T’d give for the s:ght of a mirl's face—

' __report for just a moment’s toueh of her hand ! o
“ It isn't any longer than the letters It would drive out this. fever, for.it's _It)he 11ce’,nzlmd tI I dio Sli{);f:lkterge}gll;)lyshg; : gf :}r:;gi;iécsoelfdtlzgysu?wn(;\t\;p?l% til
yowwrote to that girl of yours—"" the fever of loneliness Billym-a sort of us e ten i~ 78 dy che of fish which ;he had put'is
- Pelletier stopped short. There was madness, and"it's sphttmg my . lead’’’ ‘WCQI\S' and you 1 have the medicines, - cache of fish whic i et

‘the-early, autumn for dog—feed.
stopped at 8- 'second ‘cache on’th
ay, -and spent the. sixth night

j,a moment- of embarrassing  silence.  “ Tush, tush,?, said. Math:tghiL_
7:Then he addcd blunt!y,.and with a' klng his _mate’s “Rand. - Wake. |i

I . . Ll - S L co in e i ot e




Lskimo igloo at Blind Eskimo Point
Late on the ninth day; he came into
Forth Churehill, with .an average. of
fifty miles a day to his credit.

- "From Fullerton men came in nearer

“dead than alive, when they made the.

~ hazard In winter. "MacVeigh's face

was raw from the beat of the wind. -

His eyes were red. He had a touch of
runner’s cramp.  He slept for twenty-

four hours in a warms bed without stir-.

ring. When he awoke'he raged at the
commanding officer of the barrack for
letting him sleep so long; ate three
meals in one, and did up his business in
a hurry.

His heart warmed with pleasure

when he sorted out of his mail nine let-
ters-for Pelletier, ail addressed in the

same small, girlish hand.  There was |

none for himself——none of the sort
which Pelletier was receiving, and thé
sickening loneliness within him grew
almost suffocating, -

He laughed softly as he broke a law.
He opened one of Pelletier’s letters—
ithe Jast ane written, and caimly read
-it. It was filled with the sweet tender-
iness of a girl's love, and tears came in-

_to his red eyes.  Then he sat down and
answered it. e told the gir! ahout
Pelletier, and confessed to her that he
had opened her last letter.

The chief of what he said was that
it would be a glorious surgéxc to a
man who was going m;j uly he
used loneliness in place of madness—
if she would come up to Churchill
the following spring, and marry him

there.” He told her that he had opened
her letter because he loved Pelle-

stier more than most men loved their
brothers. Then he resealed the letter,
gave his mail to the superintendént,
packed his medicines and supplies, and
made ready to return,

On this same day there came into
Churchill 2 half-breed who had been
hunting white foxes near Blind Fski-

mo,and who now and then did scout

work for the department. . He brought

the information that he had “seey a*

. white man and 2 white wo

: | Euse
news thrilled-MacVeigh.

“Fll.stop at the-Eskimo camp,” he -
sald to the - superintendent.. -* It's -

worth investigating, for I never knew
of a white woman -north of Sixty in

this . country. Tt might” be  Scottie °

Deane.”

- " Not very likely,” replied fhe super-
" Scottie is.'a ‘tall . man,

straight and powerful. ~ Counjag says:
this man was no taller than -hjmself, -

intendent.

and walked like 4 hunchback, But if

there are white people out: there, their -

history is worth-knpwing.”

The following mniorning. MacVeigh

started north. He reached the-half
dozen’ iglobs which made wup. . the
Eskimo village late  the third, day.
Bye-Bye, the chief man, offered him no
encouragement. MacVeigh: pave him
a pound- of bagen, and in-returs. for
the magunificent- present,. Bye-Bye told’
him that he had seen no white people.

MacVeigh gave him another pound, =

and Bye-Bye added that he had not
heard of any white people. He lis-

-tened with the lifeless stare of a walrus

while MacVeigh impressed upon him

that be -was going inland the next '

morning to search for white people
whon he had heard were there. That
night, in a blinding snowstorm, - Bye-
Bye disappeared from camp.’

MacVeigh ieft his cogs to rest up af-'. .
the igloo village and-swung northwest -
o snow-shoes with the break of arétic .

dawn, which was but little better than
the night itself. He planned to con-

tinve in~this direction until he strick

the barren, then patrol in a wide ¢ircle

that wauld bring‘hhq back to-the Es-
kimo camp the next might. .- ‘
_From the first .he ‘was' handicapped

Ly thestorm.,  He lost Bye-Bye’s snow~ )
shoe tracks a hundred ‘yards from the =
igloos. . All that day he searched in ~~
-sheltered places for signs of a camp o -
trail. In the afternoon the wind died:”
-away, the sky.cleared, and in the wake
- of the calm the cold becam

that-trees * cracked
pistol-shots:

. pulse” Téat fastér.

He rosg. to'h ] little
augh, partly of joy and partly of pain,

i:iéd.,tb'-bu.ild;a' fird of seru

-brush and ‘eat his supper on the edge-

‘of the barren, just as’the cold stars be-
‘gam blaz#f over his head. It was a
white, still night.” The southern tim-
her-line lay -far behind him, and to the
/north there was no timber for three
hmnidred - miles.  Between those lines
there was no life, and so there was no
.sound. On the west the barren thrust

" itself down in a long finger ten miles in

widtl, and across that MacVeigh |

"o would have to strike to reach the -
“wooded country beyond. — :

It was over there that he had the

_greatest  hope of discovering a trail.

After he had finjshed his supper he
loaded his pipe, and sat hunched close

- up to his fire, staring out over the bar-

ren, For some reason, he was filled
with . & strange .and uancomfortable
emation, and he wished that he had

- brought along one of his tired dogs to

keep him compamy. -

He was accustomed to loneliness;
he had laughed in the fice of things
‘that had driven other men mad, But
to-night there seemed to be something
about him that he had never known .
before, something that wormed its way
deep down into his soul and made his
He thought ~of
Pelletier on his fever-bed, of Scottie
Deane, and then of himself. = After
all, was there nmch to choose between
they three?.’ ’ .

A picture rose slowly before him in
(the bush fire, and in that picture he

" "saw’ Scottie,- the man-hunted man,

fghting a great fight to keep himself
" from being hung by the neck until he
was dead; and then he saw Pelletier,

dying of the sickhess which comes of |

loneliness—and beyond these two, like

-a.pale cameo appearing for a moment -

out of gloom, he saw:the picturg 6fa
face. It was a girl’s face, and it was

gone in an instant. e had hoped .
“against hope’ that she would write to

- But she had failed him. ;-

him again, i He
) - his” feet. with a- ljttle

hought.“of - the ‘true heart that

barren. He moved swiftly, looki
“of the anrora in the northern sk

"His shadow beckoned and grimacé

‘and yet some umisual nstinct mov

“(YUT of the gloom & sledg:

JBaw that it wonld passivery

was waiting for Pelletier, ‘He tiad o
tis snow-shoes and 'struck out over- thi

sharply ahead of him. The night gecw
brighter, the stars more brilliant, * T
zip, Zip, -zip of the tails of his smow
shoes was' the only sound he heard, |

cept the first faint, hissing monotane

which "came to him like the shiveriiy
glide of steel sledgesrunmers on har
snow, . L
In place of sound the night abon
him began to Al with ghostl}y-_}ife

zhead- of him, and the stinted brdh
seemed to ‘move. His eyes were alert;
and’ questing.  Within  himself. “He
reasonted that he would see nothing

¥

him to cantion. At regular intervaf
he stopped to listen, and to sniff 'the
air for an odor of smoke. More and
more he became lfke a beast of prey
He left the last bush behind him
Ahead of hinp the starlit space was now
nnbroken by a single.shadow. - Weird
whispers came with, a low wind' tha
was gathering in the north.. -
:Suddenly he stopped,-and swung hi
rifle into the crook of his arm. Sorne-
thing that was not th¥wind had come
up out of the night. e lifted his fur
cap- from his ecars and listened, H
heartdt it .again—{faintly—the frosty
singing of sledge-runners. )
The. sledge was . approaching. frof
the open barren, and he cleared ‘£
action. He took off his heavy fur m
‘tens and snapped themt to his belf, 1
placed them with his’ !ipiht gervie
gloves, and examined his revolver:t
see that the cplinder was not frozen
Then he stocd silent, and. waited.-

CHAPTER IL.
Billy Meets the Wm.'uan:f

proached.slowly. " It'tock form
last in a dirt shadow, and MacVei




him. He made out ofie’after anothe

a human figure] three dogs; and the to-.

boggan. There was something appal-
ling in the quiet of this specter of life
looming up out of the night. |

He could no longer hear the sledge,
~ihough it was within fifty paces of him,
The figure in advance walked slowly
‘and with bowed head, ard the dogs and
the sledge followed in a ghostly line .
"Human leader and animals were ob-
livious to MacVeigh, silent and staring
in the white night, They were oppo-
site him hefore he moved.

Then he strode out quickly, with a
loud halloo, At the sound of his voice
there followed a low cry, the dogs
stopped in their traces, and the figure
ran back to the sledge MacVeigh
grasped his revolver. ~ Half a dozen
long strides and he had reached the
sledge. - A white face stared at him in
the shimmering. light. MacVeigh
stared back in. utfer astonishment, for

" the great, dark, frightened eyes that
looked across at hlm and the pale face,
were the eyes and thc face of 2 woman.
-7 For a moment he was unable to
. “move or speak, and the woman raised
“. her hands and pushed-back her fur
-+ hoad, so that he siw her hair shining
" in the starlight. She was a white wom-
-an. Suddenly he saw something in her
face that strack him with a chill, and
_ he Jooked down at the thing under his
--hand. It was a long, rough box. He
drew back a step.

“ Good God!™ he- said
alone?’

She bowed her head,. and he heard
her voice in a half-sob.

“ Yes—alone.”

He stepped quickly to her side. “1I
am Sergeant MacVeigh, of t_he Royal

. Mounted,” he said gently.. * Tell me,
.- Where are you going—and how does it .
. happen that you are out here in the
: barren—alene? ™ |
Ter hood had fallen upon her shou]»—
.der, and she lifted her face full to Mac-
27Veligh, The stars shope in her eves,
. They were wonderful eyes,and now

“ Are you

. fell upon it

.To him woman was all that was glorx-‘

they were filled WJth pam And it was 7 hi

acg—to Mae g
had not seena white woman’s face: for
nearly a year. "She was. young —$o
young that in the pale glow-ofthe n:ght

.she looked almostlike a girl—and in"~

her eyes and mouth, and the uptum of
her chin,- there ‘was something so. like
that. other face .of | which “he_ha

dreamed that he reached ouf and too

her twao. hesrtatmg hangds in hls own
and asked again: -

“ Where are you gomg, and why

are you out here—alone? * -

“T am going—down there,”" she sazd
turmng her head’ toward the hmbcr— ‘
line. “I am going — with him — my
husband—

Her voice choked her, and, drawmg o

her hinds suddenly from h:m, she went

to the'sledge and stood facing him, For
a moment there was a glow of defiatice

_in her eyes, as though she feared him,

and was ready to fight for herself and.
her dead. The dogs slunk in at. her
feet, and, MacVeigh saw the gleam. of-
their fiaked fangs in the starhght

“ He 'died three days ago,” she fin-
ished quietly, “
!éacl]c to my people, dOWn on the Little

ea, »” -

“ Tt is two hundred mlles. said Mac- S

Veigh, 1ookmg at her as if she 'were.

the woman. “ I amgoing on.’

= “Two days—across the barrenl S

MacVeigh looked at the box, grim-
and terrible in the ghostly radiance that =
- Then he.logked at the -
woman. She had bowed her head upon
her breast, .and her shmmg hair-fell-
Ioose and disheveled: - He saw- the pa-
thetic droop of her tired. shoulders and -
knew that’she was erying.

In that momenta thrilling warmth
flooded. severy fiber of hiis body; and the: .
glory of this that’ had'come to him -
from ont of the harren hield him mute,.

ous and good. ‘T'he-pitiless Jonelines
of his llfc had Placed. them next toian-
gcls in’his’ code of

and’ T-am taking him "~

mad., “ You will die.” " T
“T have traveled. two days ” rep]icd R

< dreamed of inl the love and loyalty of

“sledge.

“her His rifie )
“straight at hitn with a tense, white face

“womanhood and of wifehood.
The bowed little fipure before hzm
was fac 1g death for the man she had
loved, it who was dead. In a way,
he knew that she was mad. - And yet
her madness. was the madness of a de-

votion that was beyond fear; of a faith- -
" fulness that made no measure of storm

and cold and -starvation, and he was.
filled with a desire to go up to her as

. she stood “crumpled and - exhausted

against the box; to take her close in his
arms and tell her that of such a love he

. had built for himself the visions which

had kept ltim alive in his loneliness, She
looked pathetically Hke a child,

“ Comne, little girl,” he said. “ We'll
. gaon. T'H see you safely on your way -

to the Little Seal! You mustn’t go
alone.- You'd.mever reach your people
alive. My God, if T were he—""

He stopped at the frightened look in
the white face she lifted to him.

“What? " she asked. .

“ Nothing—only it's hard for amman
to die and lose 1 woman like you,” said
MacVeigh, 'I‘hcre—lct me kit you
upon the box."”

“* The dogs cannot pull the load,” she.

objected. “ T have helped them—""
"“Tf they can't, T can,” he laughed
softly, and with a quick movement he
picked her up. and seated hér on the
He stripped off his pack ‘and
placed it behind her, and then he. gave
The woman- looked

as she placed the weapon actoss her
Tap.

* You can shoot me if T don t do my
duty,”. said MacVeigh, " He tried . to
hide the happiness that came to him in

this companionship of . worman, but: it

trembled jirhis voice,
He stopped suddenly, Ilstemng
“ What was that?” - ! ’
“I heard nothmg, -said thc “wornan.
Her face was dcadly white.  Her cyes

kad grown black."
‘MacVeigh turned with a-word to the ;
ige,. He, ptckcd up the cnd of the bax . b

h .

- assxsted them- to drag their- !oad
* set off across the barren. The presefic

- when she ‘spolee to the dags was lilke i,

-dered how the woirman and the dogs ha

- strength, Now and then he pause

“The load is too heavy

“blood was running like fire throug

’ {'rced itself from undcr her hood

of the dead had always been oppress
to him, but to-night it was otherwise,
Hls fatxgue of the day was gone; and
m “spite of the thing he was helping t
drag behind him, he was filled with:;
strange elation—he was in. thc presenc
of 2 woman.

Now and then he turned his head f
look at her. He could feel hch}einn
him, and the sound of her low vpic

sac to him. He wanted to burst fort
in the wild song with which he and"
Pelletier had kept up their-courage-in
the Ifttle cabin, but he-throttied his de—
sire, and whistled instead. He- wor

dragged .the sledge.. It sank deep'i
the soft drift-snow, and taxed:

rest, and- at last the woman jump
from the sledge and came to his'sidé
"I am going ta walk”’ she szud

“The snow is soft,” replied’ Mac
Ve1g11 “ Come.” :

- He held ont hiy hzmd to her an
with the sdme strange white looi;: i
her face the woman gave him her owy

box, and Mac‘\leigunderstoodm

pressed her fingersi® little tightery
drew her nearer to Rim. Hand n l

ren.  MacVeigh said nothmg, bt}

body. The little hand he held'tg
bled -and started uneasily.. Oncc' ;
twice it tried to draw itself: -away, an
he held it closer. After that :t

see the proﬁle of the. woman's fac .
A long, shining tress of her hair’

across his arm. Likea thleﬁ he; r;us
it'to his Hpy, while the -Wonan - look




~half with tumudtuous joy. Then he

straightened his shoulders and shook
the Hoating trees fron: his arm.:

Three-quarters of an hour later they

- came to the first of the timber. e still

~held her hand.  He was still holding it,

with the briltignt starlight falling upon

* them, when his chin shot suddenly into

the air again, alert and fighting, and he

cried soltly:
“VWhat was that? ” :
“ Nothing," said the woman. “T.-

- heard nolhmg-—unless it was ;he wind
in the trees.’

She drew away from him, The dogs
whined and slunk close to the box.
Across the barren came a low, wailing

- wind.
- “The storm is commg back,” said
Billy. “Tt must have been the wind
that I heard.’

CHAPTER - IIL

* v Honor of the Eiving.™

“Then we ‘will ranp in the timber,”

They went on, until they came -to a’™
so dense. that ‘it ;.

growth- of spruce,
formed a shelter from both snow and
wind, with-a thick carpet of brown
needies under foot. They were shut -
out from the stars, and in the darkness
MacVeigh began to whistle cheérfully,
He unstrapped his pack and spread out .
one ‘of his biankets-close to the box,-

and wrapped the other abotit the wom- .
- an’s shoulders.

“You sit here iwhile I make a2 ﬁre
he said.

ITe piled up dry needlcs over a pfe-
cious bit of his birch-barks and struck a~
flame. " In the glowing light he found .
other fuel, and added to the fire until
the crackhng blaze leaped as high as
his head.. The woman's face was hid-
den, and she looked as though she bad
Jallen asleep in the warmth of -the fire.
Tor half an hour MacVeigh dragged in.
fuel until he had a great pile of it in’

- readiness.

OR a few moments after utteting
those werds Billy stood*silent, lis-

tening for a sound that was not the low -

“moaning of the wind from out on the
“harren, He was sure that he had heard
jF—something very near, almost at his
feet, and yet it was a sound which he
" ecould not place or understand... He
locked at the woman., She was gazing

* steadily at him,
T hear it now,”
. the wind.
makes such terrible sounds at times—
out on the barren. A little while ago

she said. ‘“Tt-is.

I thought—u—l heard——a child cry~'

ing—"

Billy saw her clutch a hapnd-at. her'

“threat, and there were both terroe and
o ogrief in the eyes that never for an in-
sstant left his face, He understood.
5 She was almost ready to give way-
under the terrible strain;of the ban’en

. tlml‘he might have used to a little child..
o “You are tired, little gifl?
Y es~—~yes-I am tired—"
' And hungry and cold?”’

It has—{frightened me. It

_with her eyes upon’ MacVeigh, Then:

~‘opposite - hier, ':cross—legged

Then he forked out a deep bed of

burning coals and soon the odor of cof-

fee arid frying bacon aroused his com-
panion. She raised her head and thraw
back the blanket with. which he had -
covered her shoulders. It was warm'
where shé sat, and she took off her
hood, while he smiled at her compan-~
1onably from over. the fire. Her red-’
dish brown hair tumbled - about her -
stioulders, rippling "and glistening in..

the ﬁre-glow and: for a few moments .- i

she sat with it'falling looseiy abous her,

she gathered it between her fingers, and-

" Billy watched her while she divided it
into shiring strands and plaltad it mto

a big braid..
o Supper is. ready,” he sald
you eat it there? ™~ -

“ V\hlI'

She nodded “and- for the ‘firs€ time

_she.smiled-at hsm ~He brought bacon-
He smriled at her, and spoke in a voice ..

and bread and coffee. and other thmgs
from his pacl, and: placed ‘thern on;
folded blanket’ between them, ~ He: Et'

first time he_n

th

RS

-":looked.at her; dnd shc sm:lcd “at him -

'6f her eyes, set his,heart leaping, and’
- for'a little while-he was uncoriscious of

.. dying of loneliness.

T oyou
" letters.
' J}ust like you,” he sald

"~ they'll bring himr round; _It’s not medi-=’

- tolch of her hand:”" : -

ters.~ In. the firelight he saw. that. her
- hand was trembling.. )

L « No, but they're: goin’- to be,”” he
“eried. tnumphantly i
* beautiful thing i the world, next to—

yours

: : BOPpe
The flush: deepéned as he: came

again.”,.” ©
The Smxlé&the momentary drooping -

taste in the food he swallowed.” He
told her of his post away up at Point -~ we
Fullerton, and of Pelletier, WhO‘WaS woman.’

“It's been a long’ time'since F've seen - pocket,
a woman like you,” he confided. “ And
it seems like heaven. You don’t know .
how lonely L.am!"” His voice trem-
bled. *I wish that Pelletier could see
you——just. for a2 motnent,” he added.
“ It would make him live agzin.” ~
- Bomething in the soft glow of her
eyes urged other words to his lips.

“ Mebby you don't know what it
means not to see 2 white woman in—
in--~all this time,” he went o] - “ You
won't think that I've gone mad, will~
you—or that I'm saying ar doing any-
thing that’s wrong? I'm trying to hold
myself-back, but I fegl like shouting,
I'm that glad Ii Pefletier could’ see

and gentle.

He reached suddenly inhis pocket .
and drew out the precious packet of
" He's got a girl down south—
' Thege-are .
rom her. . If I.get ’em-up in’ time,
while ago.’

“ Al
askcd

cine. he wants.  It's woman—just a -
sxght af -her, and sound of hery and a

She reachéd across and took the let-

“'Are they—married? " she asked

“ She’s the .most |

. Hé paused, dndshe finished for him,
“ Nc\(t to. onq other gtrl—who is

“No, I wasn’t going t6 say that, Voi -

breathe

her word.

If - you dlsappcared now‘ k)
never saw you again, I'd. go back A
fight the rest 6f my time out, an!dream®
of pleasant things,
know—a man has to be put up here be
fore he. knows that life isp't the
an’ the moon an’ the stars. an’ tlig"ai
waman — jus

Gawd — d6 yo

He was. returning the letters to: by
The woman's voice vras cls
To Billy it rose like ayyee
est music above the crackling of the fix
and the murmuyring of the wmd m' th
sprucc»tops
‘Men like you—ought to have.
woman to care for,”
was tike that.”
* ¥You mean—’
long, dark box.
“"Yes—he was like that.”
“T know how you feel,” heé said, an
for 2 moment he did not look at he
“I've gone through-—a .lot. of i
Father an’ mi iste
Mother was the last, and I wasn't much
more than a kidw—eighteen, I guess—
but it' dorn’t scem much more than yes- .-
terday.  When you come up hiere, and
you don’t see the sun for months, nor :
a white face for a
bringa.up all those thi
as though thcy lmpp

- she said.

His cj{es sought t\h
and a

yegr or more, it
s pretty miuch,
¥d only a little

them arc—‘-dead ? ”.

“ All but one:- She wrote to 'me for:

a long time, and I thought.she’d keep .
Pelly——that's . Pelletier-
thinks we've just had a mlsum!erstand-
ing, and that “she'll. Writg" agam :
havcnt told him that she: turned- hire:
“down to .marry another . fellow.
- didn’t want to'make him think-an
pleasant things about: his. ovni.gi

- You're apt to do-that when you're gl
most dying of loneliness.t . .
The woman’s eyes-were . shining: Shi
“won’ 't thmk I mean wrong,mﬂl you, it Ieaned a little toward lnm
? e You should be g]ad




She wasn't a true woman. If she had"
Been her love wouldn't have grown cold
because you were awiy. It mustn't
apoil your faith, because that is—heau-

. tifal.” "

"+ He had put a hand into his pocket
again, and drew out now a thin. pack-
age wrapped in buckskin,  His faee

- was hke a boy's.

. Ik might have—if I hadn’t mef

©oyon,” he said. “I'd like to let you
* know--some way—what you've done

for me. You—and this.” y
He had unfotded the buckskin and
. Bave it to her. In it were the big, blue
petals and dried stem of a blue flower,
* A blae flower!” she said,
Yo" ¥Yes. You know what it means.
The Indians call it I-o-waka, or some-
thing like that, because they helieve
that it is the flower-spirit of ithe puresf
and most beautiful thing in the world.
1 have calied it—woman.” S
He lavghed, and there was 2 Jovous

sothof note n the Jaugh. :
“)You may think me a little mad,”
he daid, * bat do you care if T tell You
about that blue Aower?

- The woman nddded. There was. a
- little quiver at her throat which Billy

. did not see, E

"1 was away up on the Great Bear,”
he said, “and for ten days.and -ten |

- mights I was in camp—alone—Iaid up

. with a sprained ankle. It was a wild

and gloomy place, shut in by barren

© ridge - mountains, with stunted black
sprace all about, and those spruce were:

haunted by owls that made my blood ' -

.turt cold nights. The second day I -
foumd company. It was 4 blue flower.
. ¥t grew close to my tent, as hight as my
knee, and during the day I used to
- spread out my blanket close to it, and
e there and smoke. Aud the blue -
flower would wave on its slender stet,
an’ bob at me, an’ talk in sign language .-
_that I imagined I understood— ..
" Sometimes it was so funny and
Vivacious that I laughed, and: them it
se¢tned. to be inviting . me to a dance.
Aund at other times it was just beauti-
ful- and stifl, and seemed listening ¢

.

M Yo do “~—whiat you will*
do—

vhat ‘the forest was ‘sayig-Land: once:
or twite——I thought—it might be pray-

_ing.  Lonelineds makes a fellow fool~

ish, you kiow. . With the going.of the

*sun my blue flower would always fold

its ‘petals and go to sleep like a little

child ‘tired out hy the day's- play, and -

after that 1 would fecl terribly ionely.
“But #t was always awake again

when 1 rolled out in the mérning. . At™

last the tirig came whien I was well

enough to leave, On the 'ninth night I

watched my blue flower go to sleep for
the Tast time. Then 1 packed:
sttn was up when I went away the next

morning, and from a litte distance 1

turned and looked back, I suppose I
was foolish and weak for a man, but

I felt like crying. Blue fAower had’

taught ‘we many things I hady not
known before: It had made me think.

And when I looked back it was 4 z ..

pool of sunlight, waving at me!

“ It seemel] to me that it was calling -

—calling me back—and I ran to jt—
and picked it-from the stem——and it
hag been-with me ever since that hour:
It has been my Bible an’ my comrade,
an’ I've known it was the spifit of the
purest and the most beantiful thing in
the world—a woman, T—~" His voice
broke a little. " I--I may be foolish,

but I'd like to- have you take it, an’.

keep it-—always—ifor me.”
. He could see now:the quiver of her
lips as she looked across at him. ‘

“Yes, I will take it,” she said. “T .

wilt take it, and keep it—always.”
“T've been keeping if——for a woman,

“ He died—that's all,":she replied.”

“ I promised {0 take hirm back—to my , -

people.  And when I get there—T don't
kmow—what I shall—dom? - . .0

broke from:her Iips, -~

The

—somewhere, " he.said,” “Foolish idea, - =~
wasi't it? -And I'vé beeu telling you . -
alt this, when I wanted to hear what" '
happenéd back there, and what you are.
going to do when yoir reach-your peo-
ple. Do you mifnd—telling me?” -

- She caught- her breath.. A_]lbylv:mb'-

Db

--- - mass of crimson-flowers. The woman

ovice -gounded “strange,

“to 'i'.gimé'elf.ll'-" He rose_to his feet, and;’

" looked down. into her upturmed face,
. hig hands clenched, his body trembling.
- with. the fight he was making. - Words
2 catne to. his lips, and wete forced back
- again — words- which “aliiost won . in
. their struggle to teil Ler again that she

"+ “had come to him from out of the bar-
© " 'ren like an angel; that within the short.

¢ -space since their meeting he had lived
a lifetime, and that he loved her a$ no

man_had ever loved a woman before. .

Her blue eyes looked at him question--
“ingly as he stood above her.-

And then he-saw the thing which for”
© a moment he had forgotten—the long,.
" rough bex at the woman's back.- His
" fingers dug deeper into his palms, and
~with a gasping breath he turned away.

-~ & huyndred paces back-in-the spruce,
he had found a bare rock with' a red
bakneesh vine growing over it. With

- his ‘knife he cut off .an . armiful, and
_when he returned with it into the light
“of-the fire, the bakneesh glowed like a

. had riseit to her feet, and looked at him

- specchlessly as hLe scattered the vine
- aver, thé box.
said softly: _ .

Leeo = 1In honor of the dead!”

- . The color had faded from her face,

- ' " but her eyes shone like stars. Billy ad-

-+ yanced “toward her,- with hié'f-h;i‘nds
reaching out. . But suddenly he stopped
and stood listening. - After a moment

- he turped and asked again:
“ What was that? ™" -

- “I heard the dog§—~and the: wind,”

;'she replied. - . R
CLIEs something . cracking in my
head, I guess,” said MacVeighs

- sounded like—" . 7

He. passed a hand over his forehead,

" and looked at the dogs huddled in deep

" sleep beside the sledges The womman’

“'did not see-the shiver that passed
“thirough him. - He laughed. cheerfully,
cand-seized his ax. . - cor
“ ¥ Now-for the camp,” lie annqt_srgcggl_;

HIE e get the ‘storm, Wwithin

" with cedar and balsam boughs.

He turned to her, and

It

. the fire.” Thé wind came ‘up ‘stron

small tent; and he pitched it close to the:
fire; filling” the interior two feet dIt'Icp
LS
own silk service-tent he put up back in
the.deeper  shadows of the spruce. -
When he had finished he looked ques-
tioningly at the woman, and then at the
box. = - R
" If there is room—I would like jt
in there—with me,” she said, and while
she stood- with her face to the fire:he
dragged the box into, the, tent: * Theni
he piled fresh fuel upon the fire, and
came to bid her good night.  Her face:
-wis pale and haggard now, but she
smiled at him, and to MacVeigh she”
was the most beautiful thing in the.
world. Within himself he felt that he
had known her for years and years, and
he tool her hands-and looked down-
into her blue ¢yes, and said almost in'z
whisper:  ° o
“ Will you forgive me if I'm doing
wrong? You don't know how-lofe;
some I've been—and how lonesome. I
am—arx] what it means to me td log
once more into 2 woman's” face.
don't want to hurt yoy, and I'd
F'd-—" his voice broke a littlg<~
-give tim back life if 1 could, justb
‘cduse I've seen you; and know. ¥
and—and love you." .. "=,
She started, and degy & quick; sha
breath that came almg#t in a low cry:,
“ Forgive me, little gitl,” he went'on
LI may be a little mads 1 guess ¥ am
Bat I'd die for you, and I'm going’
see you safely down to your peopl
and—and—I  wonder—I  wonder
- you'd kiss me good might—" - .
Her eyes never left his facer I‘h
" were dazzlingly blue in tHe. firelight
~.Slowly.she drew her hands away from
Timn, stil] looking straight into his ey

- ‘and then she placed them against ea

. of his arms, and Tifted her face-toHii

~.Reverently he bent and; kissed her

" God bless youl! he whispered
" For Thours- after - that: hé*saé, b

bro




204

fresly from the north; the spruce and
tire Dalsanr wailed over his head, and
he could hear the moaning sweep of
the blizzard out in the open spaces.
Buaz the sounds came to him now like
@ new kind of music, and his heart
throbbed land his sou) was warm with
Joy as he looked at the little tent where-
in there lay sleeping the woman whom
he loved, )

He still felt the warmth of her Hips;
he saw again and again the blue soft-
ness that had come for an instamt into
her eyes, and he thanked God for the
wonderfol happiness that had come to
Bim, TFor the sweetness of the wom-
an’s Iips and the greater sweetness of

- her blue eyes told him what life held

for him now. :

A day’s journey to the south was
an Indian camp. He would take her
there, and would hire runners to carry
up Pelletier’s medicines and his fetters.
Then be would go or—with the wom-
an—and he laughed softly and joy-
ously at the glorions news which he
would take back to Pelletier a ltile
later. For the kiss bumned an his lips,
the bine eyes -smiled at him stifl from

-out of the firelit gloom, and he knew
- nothing but hope,

It was late—almost midnight—

. when he went to bed, With the sterm
-wailing and twisting ‘more fiercely

about him, he fell asteep. And it was
late when he awoke. The forest was
filled with a moaning sound., The fire
was low. Beyond it the flap of the

wonran's tent was still down, and he

put- on fresh fuel quietly, so that he
would not awaken her,
his watch, and foimd that he had been

.slegping for nearly seven hours, Then

he returned to his tent té get the things
for breakfas;, Half a dozen -paces
from the door-flap he stopped in sud-
den astonishment.

Hanging to his tent, in the forin of
a great wreatl, was the red hakneesh

which he had cut the night hefore, and -

over it, scrawled i charcoal on the

silk, there stared at him the crodely
© written. words e el

He looked at

. we saw you, we'changed places, and 10 you
 metege’ with- my. ~dead. He, could

“Tn’honor of the living.”

With a low cry, he sprang back {0~ "

wilrd the other tent; and thew, as snd-
den as his movement, there -faghed
uponr him the significance of the bak-
neesh wreath. The womnan was saying

to him what she had not spoken in
words.  She Imd come oat in the night,
while Ire was asleep, and bad hung the -
wreath where he would see it in the
merning.

The blood rushed warnr and joyous
through his body, and with something
which was not a laugh, ut whicht was
an exultant breath from the soul itseif,
he straightened himself and his hand
fell in its old trick to his revolver-
holster. It was empty. . e
Re dragged out his blankets; but
the weapon wasg not between thern. He
looked mto the' corner where he had -

placed his rifle; that, too, was gone.

His face grew tense and white as he
walked slowly beyond the fire to the
wornan's tent.  With his ear at the flap
he lstened. There was no sound with-
in—mno sound of movement, of life, of
a sleeper’s breath; and, like one who
feared to reveal a terrible pictare, e -
drew back the Bap. The balsam bed
which he had made for the woman wih
empty, and’acress it had been drawn
the big roigh hox. e stepped inside.

. The box was open—and empty, cx-=
-cept for a mass of worm and hard- -

packed balsam bomghs in the - bottom. -
In another instant the truth burst in

-all its force/uponm MacVeigh. . The box

had held life, and the woman—

. Something on the side' of the-hox

caught his eyes. It was a folded bit

of paper, pinged where he must see it. .
He tore it off, and_ stapgered with it

Dback into the light'of day.’ A low,

hard cry came from his lips as Ye read
what the womman had wittten to him;

HMay God bless you fof being good te me.. o -
In the storm we have gone—my huasband - -
and I ‘Word cime to us that you wereon « ...

our trail, and we saw your fire from out on'’
the barren. My husband made. the box for
e, to keep me: from «cold and. storm. When

~u -

o and. that. Stottie. Déane could ‘easily
- have killed him. = . . .

o u gou ‘were’
good: to' me, and so-you live. -

love you as'I love him, He killed a man,-
but htling.j&not always murder. We have
~taken your~weapons, and the storm will
cover our trail. "Ruat you would not follow.
I know that. For you know what if means.
1o, love a woman, and so you know what
life means to a woman. when she loves a
man. Mus. IsosEr, Deaxs.

N e

CHAPTER IV.
The MamHu;ltc;s.

IKE one dazed by a blow, Billy read

.. once more the words which Isobhél

- Deane had left for him, He made no
sound after that first cry that had
broken from his lips; but steod locking -
into the ecrackling flames of the fire

‘until  a sudden lashk of the wind:

E .whipped the note from between his

fingers and sent it scurrying away in

g white volley of fine snow. .

_The loss of the note awoke him ti
"action. He started to pursue the bit
of _paper, then stopped and laughed.

It was a-.short, mirthless laugh—the -
- kind of:4"laugh with_which a strong

‘man’ covers pain.”’ He returned to the
tent-again and logked in, - He- flung
- back the tent-flaps so-that the light
could enter and he, could see into the
‘box.. A few hours before that “box

E had hidden " Scottie - Deane, the miur:

- derer. And she was his wifel |
He tutned bacle tp the fire; and he
saw -again the red. baknéesh hanging

‘over his: tent-flap: and: the. words. she
- “had.scrawled with the end of:a ¢harred . ‘ :
- stick, * In Honoz of the living.” That. “Deane; “ Gawd—if it wasn't {for her
- meant him, . Semething thick and un-- .
" .,comfortable- rose. in his throat,. and: a, -
- blur that was not caused by snow.or*
- ‘wind filled his eyes.” She had made a”
magnificent fight'" And she bad won.”
""And i suddénly occirred to hitn that-

-what she had said inthe note was trise,

- The next;
“he had-not:

: ] - Some daf(
may God give you u good woman who will

.presence of his wife.. He could: stil
follow and overtake thern. They had

" be the first time. that hie hid gone.afie

" had been: - Then he went stowly back-

Ndife—if I could,”. hé
‘guess I'm going ta

-He feli into his 6ld habit of talking t
‘himseli—a habit that eomes easily .

laughed as he stood hefore the firean

-For more thar 2 year he'had besr
elusive as the little whife erming

‘tnen in the service, and.his name wa

live: They had only 2 few hours’ stary
of:him, and their trail could nq
tirely obliterated by the storm. : Deane
would be hampered in his Aight by the

taken his weapons—but thiz would nps

his man without weapons.. =~
Swiftly the reaction worked in-him
He ran heyond the fire, and -ircled
quickly until he came’upon the frai
of the outgeing sledge. .5t
quite distingt. Deeper in the fores
could be easily followed., Somethir
Aattered at his feet. Tt was Tsobel
Deane’s note,. . o Tl
He picked it up, and again his eyey
fell upon’ those last words that she hag
written: “ But you would not follow
T know that. For you know what
means to love a. woman, and s, yoit
know_ what life means to 2. woma
when she loves z man.” -
That. was. why Scottiec Deane had:
not killed him.. It was because of the’
woman — and- she had faith in him.
This time he folded the note and placed
it in his pocket, where the blue Hower

tor the fire. o~
"1 told you I'd give him back his”
Gaid. ““ And I

iep my - word |’

ane’ in. the big, open . spaces—and-

loaded his pipe. = “If 'it- wasn't.:fo
her,” he added, thinking .of Scottie

He finished loading his pipe ‘a
lighted it, staring off inte the thicke
spruce forest into which’ Scottie
‘his“wife had fled. . The entire “for
was on the lookout-for Scottie De:

thz‘woods. ~He had outwitted the b

known to every man’ of thei Roya
Mounted from Calgary to: Herichel
Island.
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There was a price on his head and
fame for the man who'captured him,

Those who dreamed of promotions:
also dreamed of Scottie Deane, and
- a5 Billy thought of these things some-.

thing that was not the man - hunting
instinct rose in him, and his blood

warmed with a strange feeling of
brotherhood. Scottie Deane was more
than an outlaw to him now, more than.

a mere man. Hunted like a rat, chased

from place to place, he must be more

than those things for a woman like Tso-

bel Deane stilt to cling to, He recalled

the genteness of her voice, the sweet-

» ness of ber face, the tenderness of her

blue eyes, and for the first time the

thought came to him that such a

woman could not love a man who was
wholly bad. ) ‘

And she did fove him. A twinge of

pain came with that truth, and yet withr

it a thrill of pleasure. Her loyalty was

a triumph—even for him. She had

. come to him like an angel out of the
storm, and she had gone from him like
an angel. He was glad, A living,

, breathing reality had taken the place

. of the dream-vision in his heart.—a
woman who was flesh and blood, and

who was as true and as beautiful as the

hlie flower he had carried against his
breast.

In that moment he would have liked
16 grip Scottie Deane by the hand, be-
cause he’was her husband and because

he ‘was man enough 1o make her love ..

hin.  Perhaps it was Deane who had
hung the wreath of hakneesh on his
tent and who had scribbled the words
in"charcoal.  And Deane surely knew,
- of the note his.wife had written. The
fecling of brotherhood grew stronger
in Billy, and the thought of-their faith
in him filled him with a strange elation.
The fire was growing low, and he
turned to add fresh -fuel. His eyes
*weaught sight of the hox in the tent:
and he dragged it out, Fle was about.
tg throw it on’the fire when he hesita-
ted and examined it more closely. How

- far had they come, he wondered. 1t
must have been from the other.side of .

‘the Barren, for Deane Had built. the
box to protect Isobel from the ferce
winds of theopen. C

It was built of Light, dry wood, hewn
with. a belt-ax; and the corners were
fastened - with -babiche ,cord made of
caribou skin, in-place of nails, ‘The
balsam that liad been placed in it fér
Isobel was still in the box; and Biily’s

beart beat a little mare guickly as he '

drew it out. It had beeri Isobel's bed,
IHe could see where the Dbalsam was

thicker,” where her head had rested. .

With a sudden, breathless ¢ry he thrust
the box on the fire,

He was not hungry, but be made

himself a pot of coffee and drank it, °

Uptil now he had not chserved that the,
storm was growing steadily worse,
- The thick, low-hanging spruce broke

ttie force of it. Beyond the shelter of
the forest he could hear the roar of T
it as.it swept-through- the thin scrub ' 7.

and open spaces of the edge of the
barren. It recalled him once miore to
Pelletier. - L

In the excitement of Isohef's pres-
ence and the shock and despair that
had followed her flight he had been
guilty of partly forgetting Pelletier.

By the time he-reached the Fskimo
igloos there would be two days lost,
These two days might mean everything
to his sick comrade, He jumped to his
feet, felt in his pocket to see that the
letters were safe, and began to afrange

lated sugar. A sudden' blast'of it stung
his eyes, and, leaving his pack and tent,

* he made his way anxjously toward the
more open timber and scrub, .

A few hundred yards fromthe camyp
he was forced to bow his head against
the snow volleys and-pull thé broad
flaps of His cap down over his’cheeks
and cars. A hundred yards more and
he stopped; sheltering himself behind a

grarled and stunted  banskian, e . -

looked outinto the beginning of -the
open.
chaps

into’'w

could not ‘see-the

T ing them hack?

his pack, Fhrough the trees there came .
now fine, white volleys of blistering "
snow, It was like the hardest grann-.

It was a -white and secthing -

1stanfeto -p_:s?;oi—s}ib T he TRk
mo iglods were twenty miles across the
barren, and’ Billy's heart’sank. . He

" could not make it - o

-No man®*ould five in the storm-that

.- was sweeping straight down from the
-"Arctic, and he tarned back to the camp.

He had scarcely made. the move when

- he was startled: by a strange spund
- coming with the wind. He faced the
. ‘white, blur again, a2 hand dropping to
“his empty pistol - holster. It came
again, and this tine he recognized ‘it...
. It was a shout—a man’s voice.. In-.
" stantly his mind leaped to Deane and

Isobel. What miracle could be bring-

-~ A shadew grew out of the twisting

" blur of the storm. It quickly separated:
" itself - into - definite parts — a team of
.- dogs—a.sledge—three men.: A minute,
. more and the dogs stopped in a snarling

tangle as they saw Billy. Billy stepped .
forth. Almost® instantly he -found a
revolver leveled at his breast.

“Put that up, Bucky Smith!" he
called. It you're looking for 2 man,
you've found the wrong onet”

The man.advanced. His eyes were

‘red -and - staring. - His Cpistol'~arm

dropped as he came within & vard of
Bilty. ‘ o 3
“ By ——, it’s yon, i§-it,. Billy Mac-
Veigh!” he exclaimed.. =~ 5
His laugh was harsh and unpleasant.
Rucky was a..corporal in the service,
and when Billy had last heard. of him
he- was stationed . at. “Nelson. House.

" 'For ‘a-year-the two men had been -in

the -same patrol, and there was bad

" blood between them. -Billy had fiever
-+ told of a certain affair down at Nor-.
" way, the knowledge of ‘which at head- =
“quarters “would have  meant Bucky's

disgraceful retirement from the‘ forc_e.
But he had ecalled Buocky-out in fair

" fight and had whipped hin within an
“inch of higlife. = =, 0.

The old hatred burned in the corpd-

- ral's eyes as he stared inta:Billy's face.
i he look,, ‘aud shook

ren. .One-of

. sheiter,” gasped Walker as théy shook™

- Deane, and we ain’t_losing a minst

Sy and the. -othemwa Canstab
Walker, from: Churchill; -
“ Thought. we'd never live 1o’ rea

‘hands. ““We're' out-. after + Sco

We're going to get him, too,"Hig trail
is s0-hot we can smell jt. ~ My God;
'm bushed!” - S
The dogs, with the conipany man‘a
“their head, were already malking .- for
the camp. Billy grinned at the corpos
ral as they followed. «  ~° "
*Had a ‘pretty good change to”get
me—if you'd been alone, dida't yod,
Bucky?” he asked in a vojce’ that
Walker did not hear. ‘‘You. see,: T
haven't forgotten your threat” . &
There Was a steely hardneds behind
. his laugh. He knew that Bucky Smith
was a scoundrel whose- good: fortune
was that he had never been found oiff
" in some of his evil work, In-a flash’
his mind traveled back to that day &gy
Norway when Rousseau, the hali
Frenchman, ‘had come to him from.a -
sick-bed to.tell him that Bucky had
- ruined his young wife. Rousseaun,who -
should have been in bed with his fever,”
- died two days later. o ..
Billy could still hear the taunt {n
Bucky's voice when he had cornered”
him with Rousseau’sgfitcusation, and
the fight had- followe - The . thought
that this man was now close after Iso:
‘bet and.Deane filled him with- a sort
- of rage, and as Walker went ahead:hg
laid a hand on Bucky's arm.,.. =
“I've been thinking a2bout you:of
late, Bucky,” he said:- I"'.'r‘e.« bce:@_
* thinking a-lot about that affair down
“at Norway, an' I've been kicking my-
-self for not reporting-it:. I'im gomg.tg
 do it—unless you _cut'a._,;‘r:ghtg.anglc
- track to the Bne you're: taking. .1
" after Scottie Deane myself.” "
‘In the next breath he could have cu
out his tongue for having uttcrqd;thg
words. . A.gleam of tTiumph shot fnfo
- Bueky’s eyes. - | I
S T thought we was right,” he sai
.+ *We sort of lost the trail in the storn
Glad” we found:yous &




that squaw thar's traveling with him? ”

Billy’s mittened hands clenched
fiercely. He made no reply, but fol-
lowed quickly after Walker.” His mind
worked swiftly. As he came in to the
fire he saw that the dogs had. already

dropped down in their traces, and that.".

they were exhausted. Walker's' face
was pinched, his eyes half closed by the
sting of the snow.

The driver was half stretched out '
~on the sledge, his feet to the fire. In
a glance he had assured himself that
bath degs and men had gone through
4 leng and desperate struggle in the
stormn.  He looked at Bucky, and this
time there was neither rancor nor
threat in his voice when he spolke.

" You fellows have had a haid time
of it,” he said. * Make yourselves at
home. I'm net overburdened with

. grub, but if you'll dig out spme of your .
own rations I'l get it ready while you
thaw out.” '

Bucky was looking curiousiy at the
two tents. ’

“ Who's with you? " -he asked.

Billy shrugged his shoulders,
voice was almost affable,

“Hate to tell you who was with
me, Bucky,” he laughed. 1 came in
late Jast night, half dead, and found:a
Lalf-breed camped here—in that silk
tent. He was quite chummy—mighty
fine chap. Young feliow, {co—almast

-akid. When I got up this morning "—
Billy shrugged his shoulders again, and
pointed to his empty holster—" every
thing was gone — dogs, sledge, extrz
tent, even my rifle and automatic, He-
wasn't quite bad, though, for he left
me my grub. He was a funny cuss, too!
Look at that!* . _i

He pointed to the bakneesh wreath
that stiil hung to the front of his tent.

"~ “*In honor of the living,” 7 he read

“..aloud. “ Justa sort of a reminder, you

know, that he might have hit me on -
the head with a club if he’d wanted to.” .
He came nearer to Bucky, and said’ -
‘goodrnaturedly: “1 guess- you've. got -
me heat this' time, Bucky.. Scottie’

His

How much of a start of ws has he and

“companion ‘with a low laugh. .

Bucky.

b is. 1 haven’t evert got 2 gunl™

“He must have left. a trail,” re.

marked Bucky, eying him shrewdly.
" He- did—out there!” ¥

As Bucky went to examine what was

left of the trail Billy thanked Heaven
that Deane had.placed Ische! on the

sledge before he left camp.  There was. - :
nothing to betray tier presence. Walker °
had unlaced their outhit, and Billy was .
busy preparing a meal when Bucky re- ..
turned. There was a'sneer on his lips. .~
you was that easy,”.

“Didn't know
he said. * Wonder why he didn’t4ake
histent! Pretty good tent, isn’t jt? »

He went inside. A minute later he
appeared at the flap, and-called to Billy.

“Look here!” he said. And there
was a tremble of excitement in his
voice. His eyes were blazing with an
ugly triumph. “ Your half-breed had
pretty long hair, didn't he? ™ o

He pointed to a splinter on one of

the light tent-poles, ;Billy's heart gave |

a sudden jump. .. :
A tress of Ischei’s long, loocse hair
had caught inthe spiinterand a dozen

golden brown strands had remained to -

give him awzy. For a moment he for-
got that Bucky Smith was watching
hifr. .

He saw Tsobel again, as she had last
entered the tent, her beautiful hair

flowing in a firelit glory abouf her, her - . -

eyes still filled with tender gratitude.
Once more he felt the warmth of. her
lips, the touch of her hand, the thrill
of her presence nean him. Perhaps

- these emotions covered any sispicions _
movement or word hy which he ‘might -
otherwise have betrayed himseif. By .-

the time they were gone he had re- .
covered himself, and ‘he turped to his

_ right,
He'told me all sorts. of nice
things about a girl back home.
must have been true.” !

The eyes of the two.men: met, une"
flinchingly,, There was a sheer 'on’
Bucky’s-lips; Billy was-smiling. -

“I'm going: to . follow this Fren

“It’s a2 woman’s . hair all-

Deane is pretty safe from me, wherever :

They -

o marafter we've had a little rest,” said
"| . the'corporal, trying to cover a certain

‘noteof exeltément and triumph in his

“voice. “ There’s a woman traveling

with Scottfe Deane, . you  know—a
- white wotnin—and there’s only one
- ‘other north of .Churchill. Of course

you're anxious to get Ldele your stolen

Touthtr ™ L L e

“You bet-I am!™ exclaimed Billy,

“concealing the effect of the bull's-eye

“shot Bucky had made. . “ I'm not par-

ticularly happy in the thought of fe-
. porting myself stripped in this sort of

way. The haif-breed will hang to thick
cover, and it won't be difficult to foilow.
his trail.” : S

He saw that Bucky was a little ta-

ken: back by his ready acguiescence,
‘and before the other could reply. he
. hurried’out to join Walker in the prep-
- aration of breakfast. He made a gal-
lon .of tea, fried bacon, and brought
out and toasted his own stock of frozen;
bannock. . . : ’

He made a second kettle of tea while
the others were eating, and shook out
the blankets in his own tent. Walker-
liad told him- that they had traveled
nearly all night. - ’

“ Better have an hour. ér two »f

sleep before you go on” Billy
" invited.

The driver’s name was Conway. He
was the first to accept Billy’s invita--
tion. When he had finished eating
Walker  followed him into the tent.
When they werg gone Bixky looked
hard at Billy. ‘

“Y'What's your game?” he asked. -

- “Fhe golden rule, that'sall,” replied -
" Billy, . proffering - his tobacco.. “The

half-breed treated me square and made
.me comfortable, even:if he did take his
. pay afterward.” I'm’doing the same”-
- And-what do_you expect to take—"
o afterward?” T The S o
" Billy's'eyes narrowed as he returned
the other's searching look, " w7
“““Bucky, ¥ didn't" think ‘you wer
wite a’foel,” b
ittle ~decetic

48 up here without a gun. T expect yo
to contribute one—-when you go'afte
the haff-breed, you or Walker:. Hé}
do it if you won't. Better go in wid
the others. I'l keep up the fire”
Bucky rose sullenly. "He was still:
suspicious of Billy's hospitality, but at’
ithe Same time he cobld see the strength’
of Billy’sargument and the importanc
of the price he was asking, He joine
Walker and Conway. - ;o
Fifteen |minutes. later Billy .ap
proached the tent and locked in.  The
three men were in the deep sleep o
exhaustion. . Instantly Billy's actions
changed. He had thrown his pack out~
side the tent to make more roomn, and
he quickly slipped a spare blanlket in
with his provisions. Then he entered
the other tent, and a flush spread. over”
khis face, and he felt his blood  grow
~WAarnier., . s
“You may be a fool, Billy Mac
Veigh,” he laughed softly. Ve
may be a fool—but we're going to do
HEE B
. Gently he disentangled the long;
silken strands of golden _brown from -
the tent pole.  He ~wound the hair:
about his fingers, and it made a soft :
ang shining ring. It was all that he
would ever ‘possess of Isobel Deane,
and his breath came pore quickly as.
he pressed” it- for a@poment to hig’
rough and storm-beateén face: He put
it in his potket, carefully wrapped in:
Tsobel’s note, and then once more b
went-back to the tent in which' the’
three men-were sleeping.  ‘They had
not moved, - . .
Walker’s holster was within reac
of his hand.. For a moment the temp~
tation to reach .out and pluck the pun
from it was strong. He pnlled him
self away.-: He would win it this' fight
“with Bucky as surely as he had won in
the other, and he  woutd win: without:
theft: - Quickly he threw his pack ove
+ his.shoulder, and struck the trail made
" by Deane in his flight. On his snow
shoes he’ folfowéd it in'g'
afe.

'
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Then ke turﬁé(j; afd hié fé.cc

‘was grim
and set. S

“If vou've got-to be caught if’s ndt.

gomng to be by that outfit bick there,
Mr. Scottie Deane,” he said to him-

seli.  “I's up to yours truly,” and

Biliy hacVeigh is the man who can
do the trick if he hasn’t got 2 gunl”

CHAPTER V..
Billy Follows Isobel, .
F—ROM the first Billy could sec the
difficulty with which Deane and

Lis dogs had made thelt way through
the soft drifts of snow piled up by the

blizzard.  Tn plices, where the trees

had thinned out, Deane had fRoundered
ahead and pulled with the team. Qnly
once in the first mile had Isobel
climbed from the sledge, and that was

where traces, toboggan and team had .

all become mixed up in the snow-
covered top of a fallen tree.

The fact that Deance was compelling
his wife to ride added to Billy’s liking
for the man, Tt was probable that
Iscbel had not gone to sleep at all after

-her hard experience on the barren, but
had lain awake, planning with her hus-
band until the hour of their flight. If
Ysobel had been able to travel on snov-
shoes, Billy reasoned . that TDeanc
would have left the dogs behind, for
in the deep, soft snow he ecould have
mude Detter time without them, and
snow-shoe trails would have been ob-
literated by the storm hours ago,

As it was, he cowdd not lose them.
He kuew that he had no time to waste
if-he ‘wished to make sure of beating
out Bucky and his men. The sus.

- picious corpeoral would not steep long.

WWhile he had the advantage of being -

comparatively. fresh, Rilly’s snow-
shoes were smoothing and packing the
wtrail, and the others, if they followed,
would be able to travet a mile or two
.an hour faster than he. That Bucky

~moment.-. The corporal was alteady
‘half-convinced 'that Scottie Deane’had

. the hair be had f ; 1
splinter on . the’ tentipole’ belonped: to_
the outlaw’s wife. And Séottie Deane

vould follow, he did not doubt for a-

T o, an
ound entangled-i

the

was too big a prize to lose.

Billy’s” mind ‘worked rapidly as hes

bent more determinedty to thé pursiit:

He knew that there were only two -~
things that Bucky could do tnder the -
_ circumstances.  He would: either fol-

low after him with Walker ané. the

driver, or he would' come alone. Tf

Walleer " and Conway accompanied
him, the fight for Scottie Deane’s cap-

ture would be a fair one, and the man®

who first put manacles about the out-

- law’s wrists would be the victor.” But _
if he left his two companions-in camp, «

and came after him alone— ' .
The thought was not a pleasant one.
He was almost sorry that he had not

. taleen. Walker's gun.  If Bucky came

alone it would be with but one. purpose
in mind ~~to make sure of Scottic
Deane by squaring up with him first.

Billy was sure that he had measured

the man right, and.that he would not.

hesitate to carry out his old threat by
putling a buliet into him at the firse

opportunity, The storm would cover -

up any foul work he might accomplislh,
and his reward would be Scottie Deane

“—unless Deane playéd too good a hand

for him,

At thought of Deane Billy chuckled.
Unutil now he had not taken hirn fulty
into consideration, and suddenly it
dawned npon him that there was a bit
of humor, as well as. fragedy in the
situation. . He cheerfully concedéd to

himsetf that for a lopg time Deane had .

proved himself a better” man - than
cither Bucky or he, and that; after=all,

he was the man who held the, situation”’ :
well in hand even now, ) SR
" He-was well armed.  ¥le was as_ -

cautious as a fox, and would not be

caught napping. And yet this thought .- -
filled  Billy with - satisfaction _rather
Than fear. Deane would be more thian
a match. ‘for Bucky alone if he failed:
(in beating. out 'the corporal- Bat if b
« did -beat him: ot

Hy' s
Awas’a ha

} and there
his ¢yes as he
glanced back over his shoulder. He
would ngf only beat him out, but he

“would - capture_ Scattie " Deane. It
. would be a game of fox against fox;
antd he would -win. No one would ever

know why he was playing. the- game
a3 he.had planned to play it. Bucky
would never know. Down at head-
quarters.- they would never - know.
And yet, deep down -in his heart; he

To save Deane, to save Isobel, he
must keep them out of the hands of
Bucky Smith, and to do that he must

B  make ‘them hjs own prisoners, It
-would be a terrible ordeal at first. A

picture of Ysobel rose before him, her
faith and trust in bim broken, her. face:
white and drawn.with prief and de-
spair, her blue eyes flashing at him—

“hatred. Rut he {elt now that he eould

stand those things. One moment—

the final moment-—when she would un--

derstand,. and know that he had re-
mained true, would repay him' for
what he might suffer. N

He traveled swiftly for an hour, and
paused then to get his wind where the’

partly covered trail dipped down inte

a {rozen swamp. Here Isgbe! had
climbed from the sledge and had fol-
lowed in the path of the toboggan.” In
places where the spruce and balsam

‘were thick overhead, Billy could make

out the imprints .of her moccasins.
Deane had led the dogs in the dark-

ness of .the storm, and twice Billy~
. foond the burned ends of matches, -

where he had stopped. to look at his

compass.  He was striking a course al-J

most due west.

At the farther edge of the swaﬁqp"

the trail- struck a lake, and straight

_atross this’ Deane had led his team.

T'he worst of the storm was ovér now,
The wind-ivas slowly shifting to the
sonth and east, ‘and ‘the fine,  steely
snow had given place to a thicker and
softer” downfall.” . Billy. shuddered ‘as

“have been” a Sew 71:10[.1}5' before

" forest. He picked up the trail easil
hoped and believed that -Isobel would—

" guess and understand, o

1 _shutting ot what was left of the win

~made a pot of boiling tea, and had’

“greater than death in being 4 witness

_ . render everything, even to his own
e thought of. what this Take™ must -

when
Isobel and Deane-had crossed "i; lin
the thick blackness of the blizzard that
liad swept it like a hurricane. ™ 45

It was balf a mile across the lake;
and here, fifty yards from shore, the”
trail was completely covered. Billy
lost' no time by endeavoring. to find
signs of it in the open, but struck di-
rectly for the opposite timber-line,~and
swung along in the shelter of the scrub

Half an hour later he stopped.. Spruce
and balsam grew - thick abaut' him

Here Scottie Deane had stopped ta:
build a fire., Close to the charred em-
bers was a mass of balsam boughs,-on
which Tsobel had rested. Scottie had "

afterward thrown the grounds on the.
Snow, ’ . S

The warm bodies of the dogs had .
made smooth, round pits in the snow,
and Billy figured that the fugitives
had rested. for a couple of , hours,
They had traveled eight miles through .
the blizzard without a fire, and his :
heart was filled with a sickening pain .
as he thought of Tsobe! Deane and the
suffering he had brought to her. Faor-
a few moments there swept over him -
2 revulsion for thaffthing which he
stood for—the Jaw ¢ B

More than once-in his experience he
had thought that its punishmert had
been greater than the crime.- - Isobél
had suffered-—and was suffering—far
more than if Deane had been captured
a year before, and hanged. And
Deane himself had paid a penalty

of the suffering of the woman who had
remzined loyal to him. Billy's hea)
went out to them in a low, yearning cr
as he’locked at the balsam bed and th
black char of the fire, - - " &

He wished that he could give them
life, and freedom, and happiness, and
his' ‘hands clenched. tightly "as h )
thought, that he’ was willing to su

lionor, for the woman whom he love




then you must kiss little Tsohé

. And'we’ may - - s oS Lo
) R e : Wh timents will lead the most##id newspaper. reporters wete. listk i
don’t want you to go very far away— She raiged her.faé e ich sen R P e . : .
- ' : e TR SRR, AT : : F s t ere “the
again. It's so lonely—terribly lonely welcome. - . . casual-reader: to surmise that Sida was: -aliout ‘where "they were not wanted

all by ourselves in the city—and we're
glad you've come, so glad—" . pered, & you may stay,” .
~ Her voice broke in a sobbing whis- - . At last lie believed, Buthe conld nol
per, and as Billy opened his great, speak, - e bent his face .td.hers, and’
ragged arms and caught her to him, for a moment they. siood thus, while’

“young.”” She was.-” She cast an'ihtxo- eager to print thi_ngs that were no
spective thought across the span of - body’s business. Sida saw at onee tha
-, . three yearg that separated- her from a great deal of notoriety must follow
T maturity—afid her share of her late ther marriage in New York. Erpo, she.
© father's estate... And. she dreamed - and Tom would slip off to Philadelphia;

“ T your' want’ 1ﬁe—.stiit-,’§. “she’ wh

he heard that whisper again, saying:
“ Were glad—glad—glad you've come
back to us.”

(The’

from behind the shrubbery there came !
" the sound ‘of. little Isobel’s joyous. .

Jaughter. S
end) i "

“dreams that the intérim should-be spent

in a rose-covered, vine-clad cottage, |
with Tom: She even harbored the no-

tion that, when she should come into
possession of her wealth, she might
gladden the hearts—and fatten the

pockets — of the directors of some.

worthy charity, and continue to sip the

nectar that the kind gods showld be--

stow on her pastoral dove-cdte. _

where they were not'known, there to .
be hound together with the bonds of
Hymen. . And to make secrecy even’
more secure, they would enter the C
of Brotherly Love by separate traims

Oh, it was a fine scheme, althougl
by no means a remarkable, one. . Only
a dénbuement not down on the books
was remarkable; but Sida, not bein,
gifted with powers of divination;:hai

THE ELOPERS -

RN Which goes to prove that Sida also no suspicion that fate had stacked th

A" SERIAL _ S

BY ROTHVEN WALLACE -

CHAPTER 1.
Sida’ Elopes.

f T Sida Stirling hadn't dropped
wmm her gloves in a_taxicab;
. #f Peachy "La Folatre

wine when it was. pale
amber, and hada’t told tales ouf of-

schoot to the wrong person; if Ricky

Fanshawe hadn’t entertained a party’
of bachelor friends on-the eve of an in-"
portant event in his life, to wit: his ins-
tended marriage; if Tom ~Gamble .
hadn’t tried to put a finjshing touch on
his,already tarnished reputation —if,
indeed, these things had not happened
at the unfortunate psychological mo-
ments when they did, there would be

no oceasion for this biographical ‘expo- .

goes again—one might venture to para-
phrase the immortal versifier of ‘Avon,
one miglht -observe that all the warld's = -
an if, and'the people only interrogation

points..

But to begin“at the beginning—no, >
hadn’t looked on the=1ibt: at the begimning exactly, because
“beginpings usually are stupid, - . . .
We'll begin, then; with an interest-
“ing anticlimax, after'Sida Stirli
called “Lady "

n —
by her. mother——ghad—
- been winged, retrieved, bagged, roped, " .-
and hog-tied, by that ‘mereiless litele . =
heart-hunter—Cupid. .| Sida just knew -
that she loved Tom Gamble better than =
anything.-else- in the -world.: She was
-equally positive “that-Tom, “in turn, ™. .
-adored her quite -as profoundly, and -
that the fact that she was a ten-mil- .
lion-dollar heiress didn’t make the least- ¥

was remantic. .Likewise,. it would - deck, and was holding a joker up !

seemn to indicate that Tom had no more
of the world’s goods than were neces-
sary to the adequate maintenance of a
glaringly lurid career, ‘

Well, Sida was not a bit sory that

~Tem was poor, nar that he posed as a
horrible example hefore all the other

- adolescent males of her set.. She felt

that kind fate, in some way, would pro-

- "vide the rose-covered cottage, and then

she meant to reform Tom. Yes, she
should make that. her life work—re-

" - forming Tom. The fact that all of her

“friends were oppesed to him only made
her the more determined to marry him
and make 2 new man of him. ..
¢ She had almost divine confidence in
the charm and potency of the marriige-

tie.  Which is further evidence that .
Sida was young and romantic — and

foolish, :

Of course, being romantic, there:ﬁasﬂ
. only one way for, Sida ta gain the joy

‘of her heart, Indubitably, she and

- .. Tom must élope. She was: a little bit

timorous at first, but whenr Tom point-

. pear natural and nonchalant. . -

- mysterious things in that ultra fashion
- able, pinkish-gray shade. And whe

_Mlection in the cheval glass.  She pat

-claimed Margot, clasping her own sleni~i

Sida smugly.

sleeve. : S

Consequently, one blissful mornin
found Sida Stirling, with the assist:
ance of a capable-maid, costuming her:
self with particular care. R

“T'll wear the taupe,” Margot,” Sics
had said, with a strained effott to ap-.

“ Oui, mademoiselle,” Margdt had
answered. . Whereupon she brought:
forth slippers, stockings, and. other.

each had found its preper place on her-
trim little figure, Sidg¥pazed-through -
viplet eyes at quite tisfactory re-.
ted a wastrel blond curl-to give it th
appearance of..careless "abanden, a
turned toward the door. L

“ Mademotselle ees beautifull™ e

der hands rapturously.. _
“Yes, I thi\nk "T'fl do,” remarked
Which would indicate:
that Sida also possessed the feminine+s

sition of their adventureg. - o bit of Wifference to him: .. L
But in the words of .the taménted . " She even wished, at timies, that _she

bard, “the best laid schemes o' mice * had only. matrimony, without patr
and men gang aft agiee,” and the hy- mony, to look forward to — just:to
'pothetical conjunction of two letters prove to her shallow, mercenary world

- plays a more important part in our lives: . th Swe

—ed out to her that the only daughter of and mascaliné =~ foible of vaaity, and
. the great Peter Stirling ecowld  not ‘be- - had-an ego all her own. _She flashed
. 'married secretly in New York, she saw- - farewell glance at the mirror, and- g
-+ the wisdom of his argyment. ~ - ded from the.rcom on tremhling legs
In the first"place, it ‘Would be heces- - In the hall, Sida.met her, devoted?
sary, under-the law, for her to accom-. mother, 2 fifty-year-old ‘matron,” who

) es. - that Tom loved her. for her own 'sw
.o than most of tis imagine.. If-there:it. '

- pary- hint- when
‘marri 1se ;

he should ‘go. for .th

‘dressed- like - twenty: and " looked .1k
thirty—when one did .not. obsérve to




