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HY, you onery little c_uss;,"‘
said Falkner, pausing with a
forkful of beans half way'to

his mouth. “Where in God

A'mighty’s name did you -come from*- “even a dog, for Jim had lost his cne dog . .
It was' agdinst all of Jim's crude but -

honest ethics of the big wilderness to

take the Lord's name in vain, and the’

words he uttered were filled more with
. the softness of a prayer than the harsh-
ness of profanity. He was big, and his
hands’ were hard and kuotred, and his

face was covered with a coarse-réd scrub - not like the mice. Jim had been acais- -

of beard. But his halr was blonde, 'and
his eyes were blue, and just mow thej
were filled with unbounded amazement.
Slowly the fork, loaded with beans de-
scended to his plate, and he said again,
barely above a whisper: - . -, - .

" "Where in God A'mighty's name did
you come from ¥ - Lo
There was nothing human in the one

A

room of his wilderness cabin to speak to,
At the frst glance there was nothing
Blive {n the roca, with the exveption. of
" Jim- Falkner himself, There was not:

weeks before. And yet he spoke, +ad his |
eyes plistened, asd for :a full Jninute
"after that he sat-as motionless as'a Tock,.
Then something moved—at the farther .
end of the rough board’ tzble, Tt was a
mouse—a soft, brewn, bright-éyed little
motse, ot as, large as his thumb. Tt.was

tomed to seerin the North woods, the

larger, - sharp-nosed,  rat-like ' creatures

~which sprung his traps now &nd then, and

“"he gave a'sort of gasp’ through his beard.

" UI'm as’crazy’ss a loon if it im't.a

* sute-enough down-home mouse, just like™ - -

-we tsed to catch.in the kitchen qown‘in
- Ohio,” he told himself, And for s third
time be asked.- "Now: whete in God
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‘ with a touch of fever. It bumned more
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A'mighty's name i you come from>

The mouse made o answer. It had
humped itself up into a lirde ball, and
was eying Jim with the keenest of sus-
picion, .

"You're a thousand miles from home,
old-man,” Falkner addressed it, stili
without a movement. .“"Vou're a clean
thousand miles straight north of the kind
o civilization you was born in, and I
want to know how ¥ou got here. By
George—is” it possible—you got ‘iixed
up in that box of stuff sfe sent up? Did
¥ou come from herd” - T
 He'made a sudden mevement, as if he
expected-an answer, and, In a flash the
mouse had scurried off. the table and had
disappearsd under his bunk. '

“The little cuss!” said Falkner, “He’s
sure got his nerve f—— 7 oL
.. He went on’ €ating his beans, and when

", he had done he lighted 2 lamp, for the

half Arctic darkness was falling early,
and began to clear away the dishes,
When he had done he put o scrap of ban,
nock and a few beans on the corner of
the table. ’

“I'll bet he's hungzry, the little cuss” -

he said. “A thousapd miles—in that
box ! o

He sat down close to the sheet-iron box
stove, which was glowing red-het, and
filled his pipe. Kerosene was 2, precious
tommodity, arnd he had turned down the
lamp wickuntil he was mostly in glogm:
Cutside 2 storm was wailing down across
the Barrens frum the North. He could

- - hear the swish of the spruce-boughs over- .

head, and those moaiing, half-shrieking

- sounds that 2bways came with storm from

out of the North, and semetimes fooled

even him into’ thinking they wete Tm-'
man cries. They had seemed more and.
Tore human to him during the past three '

. days, and he was growing -afraid. Once

or twice'strange thoughts had come into

" his head, and he had tried ta fight them
-down. He had known of men whom lones

liness had driven mad-—and he was-ters
Tibly lonely. He shivered as & _piercing
biast of wind filled with a mourning wail

' swepl over the cabin, .

And that day, too, he had been taken

hotly in his blood t-night, and he knew
that it was the loneliness—the emptiness

Ttle more into. the light, The mouse did

‘mouse. was looking 74 hm, and - yet
y
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of the world about him, the despair and
black forebeding that. came to him with
the first carly twilights of- the- Long.
-Night. For he was in the edge’of that
Long Night. For weeks he would enly
~now and then caich a glimpse of the sup,
He shuddered. oL :
A hundred and fifty miles to the'south .
and east there was a Hudson's Bay Post.
.Eighty miles south was the nearest trap-
. per's cabin he knew of.  Two months be-
fore he-had gone down to the Post, 'with
- 2 thick heard to civer i3 s, 2nd had
- brought back sipplies—and the  box.’
His wife had sent up the box to him, * -
. "only it bad come tg him as “John ‘Blake" . -
s Instead of Jim Falkner, his right nae,
“There were things.in it for him to wesr,
and pictures of thé sweet:faced wife who
was still. filled with prayer and hope’ for
+ him, and of the kid, their boy.-"He is
walking now,” she had written io, him,
“and 4 dozen times 2 day he £085 to your
picture and says, ‘Pa-pa-—Pa-pa’-aid
every night we talk about you before we
g0 1o bed, ‘and pray God to sead you .
back t0-118 soon.” .t N N
"*God biess ‘em ™ hreathed Jim,
He had not lighted his Ppipe, and: there
‘was something:in his eyes. that shim-
mered and glistened in the dulllight, And
then, a5 he sat silent, his eyes clearing, he
saw that the.little mous¢ fiad _climbed
back to the edge of the table. J{ did mot
-eat the food he had placed there-for'it,

but humped itself up in a-tiny ball
-and its t{ny shinifig eyes looked
direction; -, . - s

"o "You're not hungry," said Jim, and hé
spake aloud. “You're | nely, toc—that"

I R A

i A strange thrill shot threigh him at
the thought, and he wandered. again if
ke was mad at the longing that filled him
—the desire to reach out and snuggple the
Hetle: creature in his hand, and hold it
close up to his beardéd face, and tafd o'
¢/ He laughed, arid drew his stool a lit-

not run. He edged nearer;and nearer, un
til his elbows rested on, the table, and 2
curious feeling of pleasute ook the plage
of his loneliness when saw that the.

seemed unafraid, : -
“Don't be scairt™ he 'said softly, _




" 4L llod a tnds he ¢
old man, an' yeu'd
A

have done the sams

epoated; *1 killed his) -

’

1

s s rmean s, i T

" speaking directly to it. 1 wont hurt-you.

Nao sir, 'd-—1"¢ cut off a hand before 1'd -
do that. I aini had any ¢ompadiy but you
for fwe months. [ aint seen a hwnan face,
or heard a human voice—nothing—
nothing but them shrieks 'n' wails '
baby-cryings cut there in the wind. 1
wont hurt you—" :

His voice was almost pleading in its

gentleness. And for the tenth time that
day he felt, with his fever, a sickening
dizziness in-his head. For a moment or
two his vision was blurred, but he could

still scc the mouse—farther away, it

seemed to him.

T don't s'pose you've killed anyone—
or anything,” he said, and his voice
seemed thick apd distant to him. “wice
don't kill, do they? They live on—<heese.
But I have—I've killed. I killed a man.

“That's why I'm here.”

i "His dizziness alost overcame him,

and he leaned heavily against the tabie

Sl the litsle mouse did not move. Sl

he could see it through the strange gauzy’
veil before his eyes. .

#1 killed—a man,” he repeated, and
now he was wondering why the muouse
did not say something at that remarkable
confession. “T killed him, old man, an’
you'd have done the same if you'd been
in my place. I didn't mean to. I struck
too hard. But I found 'tm in my cabin,
o' she was fighting—fghting him until
her face was scratched, an' her clothes
torn,—God bless her dear hearti—fight-
ing him to the last Dreath, an’ T core just
in tigte ! He didn's think I'd be back fora

-day—a black-hearted devil we'd fed when

he came to owr-door hungry. I kitled him.
And they've hunted-me ever since. They'll

- put a Tope round my neck, aw’ cheke me

to death if they catch me—because I
came In time to save heel That's Jaw !
“But they wont find me. I've been up

“here a yeat now,iand in the spring I'm

going down there—where you come from

_—back te the Girl and the Kid. The
" poticemen wont be looking for me then.

AD' we'te going to some other part of
the world, an’ live happy. She's waitin’
for me, she an’ the kid, an' they know -
I'm coming in the spring. Yessir,.I killed

“a man. An’ they want to kill me for it

That's the law—~Caradian law-—tite Jaw
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for a tooth, an’ where there aint no ex--
teuuatin'  circumstance.  They call it
muorder. But it wasn't—was it?"”

He waited for an answer. The mouse
scemed going farther and farther away
frem him. He léamed more heavily on
the table. ;

“It wasn't—was it?" Tie persisted.

His arms reached vut ; his head dropped /
forward, and the littie mouse scurried to
the floor. But Falkner did not know that
it had gone. .

“] killed him, an' T guess I'd do it
ragain,”” he said, and his words were only’
a whisper. “An’ to-night they're prayin’
for me down thers—she ' the kid—an’
he's savin’, ‘Pa-pa—FPa-pa;’ an’ they
sent you up—io keep me comp'ny—"

His head dropped wearily upon his
arms, The red stove crackled, and turned
stowly black. In the cabin it grew darker,
except where the dim light burned ea
the table. Outside the stonn wailed and
screeched down asross the Barren. And
after a time the mouse came back. 1t
Tlooked at Jim . Falkner. Tt came nearer,
until it touched the unconscious man's
sleeve. More daringly it ran over-his
arm. It smelied of fingers, Then it
returned to the cotner of the table, and
Legan eating of the food that Fordney
had placed there for it

Il

The wick in the lamp had Lurned low
when Falkner raised his head. The stove
was black and cold. Qutside, the storm
still raged, and it was the shivering shriek
of it over the cabin that Falkmer first
heard. He feit terribly dizzy, and there
was a sharp, knife-like pain just back of

_his eyes. By the gray light that.came
through the one window he knew that’
what was left of Atctic day had come.”
He tose to his (eet, and staggered about
Jike a drunken man as he rebuilt the fire,
and he tried to laugh as the truth dawned
upon hint that he had been sick, 2nd that
ke had rested for hours with his head on
the teble. His back seemed broken. His
legs were numb, and hurt him when. he
stepped on them. He swung his arms 2
littlg to bring back circulation, and -
rubbed his hands over the fire that began .

that wants an eye for an eye and a tooth  to crackle in the stove.
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It was the sickness that had overcome
him—he knew that. But the thought of
it did not appall him as it had yesterday,
and the day before. There seemed to he
something in the cabin now that com-
forted and soothed him, something that
took away a part of the loneliness that
was driving him mad, Even as he
searched abput him, peering intc the
dark .corners and. at- the- bare .walls, a

smiled. It was a woman's name—Hester,
And a warmth entered jnto him. The
pain left his head. For the first time in
weeks he felt different. And slowly he
began to realize what had wrought the
change. He was net alone, A message had
come to him from the one who was wait-
ing for him a thousand miles away:
something that lived, and breathed, and
was a5 lonely as himself, It was the little
rouse, B

He locked -about eagerly, his eyes
brightening, but the motse was gone. He

could not hear it. There seemed nothing -

unusual te him in the words he spoke
zleud to himself, i C

“I'm goin' to call it alter the Kid,” he
chuckled, “I'm “goin’ to call it Little
Jim, T wonder if it's 2 gir} mouse—or a
boy mouse > .

Fle placed a pan of snow-water on the
siove and began making his simple prep-
arations for breakfast. For the first time
in nany days he felt actually hungry.
And then all at once he stopped, and a
low ery that was half joy and half won-
der broke from his lips. With ‘tensely
gripped haunds and eves that shone with
a strange light ke stared straight at the
blank surface of the log wall—through
it—and a thousand miles away. He re-
membered  that  Jay—years  ago—the
scenes of which came te him mow zs
though. they had been but yesterday. It
was afterroon, in the glorious, summer,
and he had gone to Hester's home. Only
the day before Hester had promised to
be his wife, and he remembered. how
fidgety and uneasy and yet wondrously
happy he was as he sat out on the big
white veranda, waiting for her to put on
“her pink muslin dress, which went so well
with the gold of her hair and the blue of
‘her eyes. And as he sat there, Hester's
‘maltese pet came up the steps, bringing

word formed on his 1ips; and he half-
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in fits jaws a tiny, quivering brown mouse,
It was playing with the almost lifeless
little creature when Hester came through
the door. =~ v

He heard again the low cry that came
from her lips then. In an instant she had
snatched the tiny, limp thing from be-

- tween the cat's paws, and had faced him.
He was laughing af her, but the glow in -

her biue eyes sobered him. *I dide’t think
Fou would ‘take pleasure in that, Jim,;"

- she said.™'It's enly a mouse, but'it’s alive, .

and I can feel its poer little heait beat-

ing i :

They had saved it, and he, a little’

ashamed at the smallness of the act, had
gone with Hester to the bam and made
a nest for it in the hay. But the wonder-
ful words that he remembered were
“these: “Perhaps some day a little mouse
will help you, Jim!" Hester had spoken
laughingly. And her words had come

true! - .
All the'time that Falkner was prepar-
Ing and eating his breakfast he watched
for the mousé, but it did not appear.
-‘Then he went to the deor. It swung out-
viard, and it tock all his weight to force
it open. On-one side of the cabin the
snow was drifted almost to the roof.
Ahead of him he could barely make out
the dark shadow of the scrub spruce
forest beyond the little clearing he had
made, He could hear the spruce-tops
wailing and twisting in the storm, and

the snow and wind stung his face, and

half blinded him. - - .

It was dark-—dark with that gray and
maddening gloom that yésterday would
have driven him stiil nearer to the verge
of madness, But this morning he laughed

-as he lstened to the wailings in the air
and “stared out into the ghostly chaos, -

It was not the thought of his loneliness
- that came to him now, but the thought
© that he was safe. The Law- could .not

Teach him now, even if it knéw where he,
was. And before it began its hunt for him -

again in the spring he would he hiking
southward, to the Girl and the baby, and
it would still be hunting for him when
they three would be making a new home

for themselveés ir some:other part of the . * :
world., For the first,tinie in months he'-7

was almost happy, He closed and bolted
_.t‘u'e_doxgr, and began td;w.fsi.r!{e I_‘Ie) was

He sumbled aver a stool and fell fo he foor.
Beforc he could fis= a sirangs wWeight wes upan hir




THE MOUSE _ 807

ampzed at the change in himself, and
wonderingly he stared at his refiection in
the cracked bit of mirror against the
wall, He grinned, and addressed him-
self alond.

“You need a shave,” he told himself.
“You'd scare fits out of anything alive!
Now that we've got compny we've got
to sprace up, ‘v’ look civilized.” s

Tt took him an hour to get tid of his
heavy beard. -His face looked almost
boyish again, He was inspecting him-
self in the mirror when he heard a
sound that turned him slowly toward the
table. The little mouse was nosing about
his tin plate. For & few moments Falkner
watched it, fearing to move. Then he

cautious}y began to approach the table.

“Helle there, old chap,” he said, try-
ing to make hLis voice soft and ingrati~
ating. “Pretty late for breakfast, aint
you?" . i

At his approach the mouse humped it-
self into a motianless -ball and watched
him. To Faikner's delight it’did not ran
away when he teached the table and sat
down. He laughed softly.

“You aint afraid, are you?” he asked,
“We're goin” to be chums, aint we? Yes-
sir, we're goin' to be chums!"

For a full minute the mouse and the
man looked steadily at each other. Then
the mouse moved deliberately to a crumb

of banneck and began nibbling at its

breakfast. E
I -

For ten days there was, only an oc-
casional Jull in the storm that came from
out of the North. Before those terd days
were half over, Jim and the mouss un-
dersteod each other.. The little mouse it~

self solved the problem of their nearer *

acquaintance by running up Falkner's
leg one morning while he was at break-
fast, apd coolly investigating him from
the strings. of his moccasin to the collar -

of his blue $hirt, After tharitishowed ne °

fear of him, and a few days later would

nestle n the hollow of his big hand and

nibble fearlessly at the banmock which
Falkr_ler would offer it,. Then Jim tack to
carrying it about with him io his coat
pocket. That seemed to suit the mouse
immensely, and when Jim went to bed

nights, or it grew too warm for him in
the cabin, he would hang the ceat over
his bunk, with the mouse still in it, so
-that it was not long before the little
_crezture made up its mind to take fuil
possession of, the pocket. It intimated as
much to- Falkner on the tenth and last
day of the storm, when it began very
business-like operations of | building a
nest of paper and rabbits’ fur in the coat-
pocket. Jim's heart gave a big and sudden
jump of delight when he saw the work
going on. -

“Bless my soul, I wonder if wsagirl

mouse an’ we're goin' to have babies!”

he gasped, - . . . o7
-After that he did not wear the coat,
" two became more and more friendly, un-
til finally the mouse would sit on Jim's
shoulder at meal time; and nibble at
bannock. What little trouble the mouse
caused only added to Falkner’s love for
it v -

“Hie's_a human little cuss,” he told

through fear of disturbing the nest” The

himeelf oue day, as he svatched the mouse,

“busy at work caching- away scraps of

" food, which it .carried through a crack

in the sapling floor. “He's that human
T've got to put all my grib in the tin
cans or we'll go short before springi”
. His chief trouble was to keep his snow-
‘shoes out of his tiny companion's reach.
The mouse had deveioped an unholy pas-
sion for badicke, the caribon skin thengs
used in the web of the shoes, and one of

. the webs was half eaten away before

Falkner. discovered what was going on,
(At last he was compelled to suspend the
shoes from a nail driven il one of the
roof-beams, -+ :

In the” y
hot, and a cotton wick sputteréd ih a pan
of catibou grease on the table, Falkner's.
chief diversion was to tell the mouse 2l .
about his pians, and. hopes, and what had

I .

_ happened in the past.'He took an almost

boyish pledsure in these one-sided enter-
teinments—and yet, after all, they were
nat entirely one-sided,. for "the mouse
would keep its biight, serious-looking
Iittle eyes.on Falkner's face; it seemed
to understand, if it could not talk,-.”" "

Falkmer loved.to tell the little fellow
of the wonderful days of four or five

?\A

'ening;‘,whle_r'x the st('_)'\_'e_ gi_dwed B

years ago away down in-the sunny Ohig

i
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valley where he had courted the Girl and
where they lived before they moved o
the farm in Canadz. He tried to umpress
wpon Little Jim's mind what it meant for
a great big, unhandsome fellow like him-
salf 1o be loved by a tender slip of a girl
whase hair was like gold and whose eyes

were as blue as’the wood-viclets, One

evening he fumbled for a minute under
his bunk and came back te the table with

. a worn and fnger-marked manila en-’

velope, from which he drew tenderty
and with almest Lrembling care a long,
shining tress of golden hair. '

“That's her's,” he said proudly, phac-
ing it on the table close to the movse.
Ay she’s got so much of it you can't
see her to the hips when she takes it

_down; an' out in.the sun it shines like—

like—glory I” .
- The stove door crashed open, and 2

~“humber of coals fell out upon the Boor.

For a few minutes Falkner.was busy,
and ‘when he returned to the table e
gave a gasp of astonishment. The curl

" and the mouse were gone! Little Jim had

almost Teached its mest with its lovely
burden when Falkner captured it.

“You little cuss ! he breathed rever-
ently. “Now I krow you come from her!
I know it!”

Tn the weeks that followed the storm
Falkner again foliowed his trap-line,
and scattered poison-baits for the white
foxes on the Barren. Early in January
‘the steond great storm of thab ysar came
from out of the North. It gave no wara-
ing, aud Falkner was caught ten miles
from camp. He was making a struggle
Yor life before he reached the shack. He
was exhausted, and half blinded. He
could hardly stand on his feet when he
staggered up against his own dour. He

- could see nothing when he entered. He

stumbled over a siool, and-fell 1o the
floor.. Before he could rise a strange
weight was upon him. He made ne Te-
sistance, for the storm had driven the
Tast ounce of strength from his body.
“Iys been a long chase, but I've got
you new, Falkuer” he heard a triwn-
phant voice say. And then came the

dreaded formula, feared to the uttermost |

Tlimits of the great Northern wilderness
4T warn you | You are my prisoner, in the
pame of Wis Majesty, the King”

v

“Corporal Carr, of the Royal North-
west Mounted. was a man without human
sympathies. He was thin faced, with 2
square, bony jaw, and lips that formed .
a straight line. His eyes were greenish,
like 2 cat's, and were constantly shift-
ing. He was a beast of .prey, as much as
the wolf, the lynx, o7 the fox—and his
prey was men. Gnly such a man as Carr,
alone, would have braved the treach-
erous-snows and the intense cold of the
Arctic winter te run him down, Falkner
knew- that, .as an-hour_later he Tocked
aver the toaring stove at his captor.
About Carr there was something of the
unpleasant guickness, the siminus move-
ment, of the ittt white ermine—the out-
taw of the wilderness. His eyes were as
merciless. At times Falkner caught the
same red glint-in them. And above his
despair, the urter hopelessness of his
situation, fhere rese in him an intense
hatred and loathing ef the man.

Falkner's hands wete securely tied be-
hind him. = - - :

“T'g put the irons on you," Carr had
explained in a hard, emotionless voice,
“only I Tost them somewhere back there.”

Beyond that he had not said a dozen
words, He had built up the fire, thawed
himself out, and helped himseif to food.
Naw, for the first time, he loosened up a
bit. - -
“T've-had & devil of a chase,” he said ~
bitterly, a cold glitter in his eyes as he
‘logked at Falkuer, “I've been after you
“three months, and now that I've got you
this accursed. storm Is going to hold us
up! And T left my dogs and outfit a mile
back in the serub™ - .

. “Better go after 'em,” replied Falkner.
“If you dor’t there wont be any dogs an’
outfit by morning.” .

Corporal~Carr rose to his feet and
went to the windsw. Jn a moment-he
turned.’ . .

. 11 do that,” he said. “Stretch your-

self ‘out on the bunk. I'll have to lace

- you down pretty tight to keep you from

playing a ttick on me."
There was something so merciless and

*.brutal in his eyes and voice that Falkper

“felt like leaping upon him, gven with his
hands tied behind, his back, - -




THE

He was glad, however, that Carr had
decided to go. He was filled with an
overwhelming desite to be rid of him, if
only for an hour, =~ -

He went *o.the bunk and ay down.
Corporal Carr approached, pulling a roll
of stout babiche cord from his pocket,

“If you don’t mind you might tie my
hands in front instead-of behind," sug-
gested :Falkner. . e R
“It's goinl to be’

. mighty unfieas~
ant to P-ve ‘em
under v, if I've
- got to" lay here for
an Pour or two.”

“Not-on your

life I lwont tie
ety in fromt!”

" snapped Carr, his

little eyes glitters
ing. And then he: -
gave a cackling
laugh, and
eyes Were d5_
green as -4 tat’s.
faw it wont he
half so unpleas-
ant as having
something ‘round
vour neck!” he
joked, .
I wish I was
free,” breathed
Falkner, his chest
heaving. “I wish
we could fight,
man ' man. -I'd
be willing to |
hang then; just
have the chance
to break your
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door he locked back at Falkner, and his
face was not like 2 man's, but like that of
some 1errible death-spirit, ghostly, and
thin, and exultant in the dim glow of
the Tamp. As he opened the door the roar
of the blizzard and a gust of snow filled
- Ahe cabin. Then it clesed, and a groan-

ing curse fell from Falkner’s lips. He

“straim;d fiercely  at the—-thongs that

-bound chim, -but
after the first few
minutes he lay
5ti11, breathing
hard, knowing
_that every effort
he made only
tightened the
caribou-skin cord
that bound him.
Om his back, he
listened to the
storm It was
filled with the
same sirange cries
and meaning

sound that had -~
almost drivenhim .

to madness, and
uow- they sent
through him a
shivering chill
that he had’ not
felr beforé, even
in the darkestand
most hopeless
hours of his lone-
liness anddespair.
A breath that was
almost a sob
i broke from his
lips as a vision of
the Girl and the

neck. You aint a - From the door he looked back &t Foikaer, and Kid came to shut

man of the Law,
You're a devil”
Carr laughed =~ -, Lo
the sort of laugh that sends a chill ap
ane's back, and drew the caribou-skin
¢ord tight about Falkner's: ankles.
“Can't blame me for ‘being & little
ﬁareful," he said in his revolting way.
By your hanging I become a- Sergeant.
That's my reward -for mmning you
Gawn et -
He lighted the lamp and filled the
stove before he left the cabin, From the

"~ his face was not like a man's, but like out from his ears
et of some 1erible death spirit.

the moaning. tu-
. mult of the wind:
A few hours before he had been filled
with_hope—.dmost happiness, and now
_he as lost. From such & man as Carr
‘theére was no hope for mercy, or of escape.
Flat on his back, he clesed his eyes, and
tried to think—to scherue something that
might happen in his favor, to foresee an
.oppartunity that might give him one last

chance. And then, suddenly, he heard a -

sound, It traveled over the blanket that
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formed a pillow for his head. A cool, soft
Jittle nose touched his ear, and then uny
fect Tan swiftly over his shoulder, and
halted on his breast. He opened his eyes,
and stared.

v

yon little cuss! breathed Falkner.

A hundred times he had spoken. those

words, and each time they were of in-
creasing wonder and adaration. “You lit-
e cuss!" he whispered again, and 'he
chuckled aleud. .

The mouse was humped on his breast
in that curious littie ball'that it rade of
itsell, and was eying him, Jim thought,

in a questioning sort of way. “YWhat's the

matter with you?” it seemed to ask
“Where are your hands?” i

And Jim answered:

“They've got me, old man. Now what
the dickens are we going to do?"

The mouse began ~investigating. It

’ examined his'_shoulder, the ¢nd of his

chin, and Tan along his arm as far as’
it could go. .-

“Now what do you think of that!”
Falkner exclaimed softty.” ‘The litte
cuss is wondering where my hands are!”
Gently he rolled over on his side, "There
they are,” he said, “hitched tighter'n
bark to a tree!” o

He wiggled his fingers, and in 2 mo--

ment he jeit the mouse. The little crea-
ture ran across the opened palm of his
hand to his wrist, and then every muscle
in Falkner's body grew tense, and one
of the strangest cries that ever fell from
human tips came from his. The mouse

~had found gnce more the dried hide-flesh

of which the snewshoe webs were made.
It'had found babi':_ﬂ'e. And it had begun

b ghaw!

1n the minutes that fellowed Falkner
scareely breathed. He could feel the
mouase when it worked. Above-the stified

" beating of his heart he could hear its tiny
“jaws. In thoss moments he knew that his

Jast hope of life hung in the balance.

*Five, ten minutes passed, and not until
. then did he strain at the thongs that

bound his wrists. Was that the bed that
had snapped? Ot was it the breaking of
one of the babiche cords? He strained
barder. The thangs were loosening; his
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wrists were freer; with a cry that sent
the mouse scurrying to the foor he
doubled himself half erect, and fought
like a madman. Five minuies later and
he was free.

He staggered to his feet, and looked
at his wrists. They were torn and bleed-
ing. His secend thought was of Cerporal
Carr——and a weapon,” The man-hunter
had tzken the precaution to empty the
chambers of Falkner's revolver and rifle
and throw his cartridges out in the snow.
But his skinning-knife was still in its
sheath and belt, and he buckled it about
fhis waist. He had no thought of killing
Cary, though he hated the man almost to
the point of inurder. But his iips set in a
grim smile as he thought of what he
would do. i

e knew that when Carr returned he
would not énter at once into the cabin.
He was the sort of man wheo would never
take an unnecessary chance, He would
go first to the little window—and -look
im. Falkner.turned the lamp-wick lower,
and placed the lamp on the table directly
between the window and the bunk. Then
he rolled his blankets into something
like # human form, and went to. the

, window to see the effect. The bunk was
in deep shadow. From the window Cor-
poral Carr could not see beyond the
iamp. Then Falkner waited, out of range
of the window, and close to the deor. -

Tt was not long before he heard some-
thing abeve the wailing of the storm. It
was the whine of a dog, and he knew that
4 moment later the Corperal's ghostly
face was peering in at the window, Then .
there came the sudden, swift opening of
the door, and Carr sprang in like 2 cat,.
his hand on the butt of his revolver, still

pheying that first governing law of his -7

merciless life—caution. Falkner was so
near that he could reach out and touch
Carr, and in an instant he wias at his
enemy’s throat.. Not a cry feil from
Carr's lips. There was death in the ter-

rible grip of Falkner's hands, aud like :

one whose neck had been broken Carr

sank to the floor. Falkner's grip tight-_

.¢ned, and he did not lgosen it until Carr
was black in the face and his jaw fell
open,, Then Falkner bound him hand.
and foot with the babicke thongs, and
draggad,{ﬂm to the bunk.. PR




He oxamined tho pocket cataflly. .
" T wouldn't went 10 loge you" he chuckled

e

R
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Through theé open door one of the
sledge-dogs had  thrust his head and
shoulders. Tt was a Barracks team, ac.
customed 10 warmth and shelter, and
Felkner bad no difficulty in getting the
leader and his three mates inside. Te
make friends with them he fed them
chunks of raw caribon meat, and when

- Carr opened his eyes he was busy pack-

mg. He laughed jovously when he saw
that the man-hunter had regained con-

* sctousness, and was staring at him with

evident malice. oo
“Hello, ~Carr,” he greeted afably.

“Feeling better? Tables sort of turned, |

aint they " Lo,
Carr made ne answer. Fis white. lips
were set like thin bands of steel,
“I'm getting ready to leave you,”
Falkner expiained, as he rolled up -
blanket and shoved it into his rubber

pack-pouch. “And you're going to stay

here—until -spring. Do, you. get conto

“that? You've go! to stay. I'm going to

leave you marconed, so te speak.. You

-~ couldn’t travel a hundred yards out there

without snowshoes, and I'm goin' to take
your snowshoes. And I'm goin’ to take
your guns, and burn your pack, your

"coat, mittens, cap an’ moccasing. Catch

‘on? I'm nat goin’ to kill you, and I'm
goin” to leave you envugh grub to last
untll spring, but you wont dare risk your-
self very far out in the cold and snow.
If you de, you'll freeze off your tootsiss,

and make vour lungs sick. Don't vou feel
sort of pleasant—you—you—davil I

Six hours later Falkner stood outside
the cabin. The dogs were in their traces,
and ihe sledge was packed. The storm
kad Liown itself out, and a warmer tem.
peratute had followed in the path of the
Llizzard. He wore his coat now, apd
gently he felt of the bulging pocket, and
taughed joyously as he faced the South,

"“It's goin’ to be a long hike, vou litle
cuss,” he said softly. “It's goin' to be a
darned long hike. But we'll make ir. Yes-
sir, we'll make it. And wont they be
s'prised when we fall in on 'ém, six
months ahead of time?’

He examined - the pocket carefully,
making sure that he had buttoned down
the Aap.  _ :

“T wouldn't want to lose you” he
chuekled. “Next to her, an’' the kid, 1
wouldn't want to lose you!”, . -

Then, slowly, a strange smile passed
over his face, and he gazed questioningly
for 2 moment at the pocket which he held
in his hand.

“You nervy little cuss? he grinned.
“I wonder if you're a gir} mouse, an’ if

[we're goin’ io have a fam'ly on the way

heme! Apn'—an'—what the dickens do |
you feed baby mice 2"

He lowered the pocker, and with a
sharp command to the w iting dogs
tormed his face into the Scuth,




