Ny w

THE ARGOSY.

Yol. XLV.

JULY, 1904.

No. 4.

A STRANGE TRICK OF FATE.

BY FREDERICK R. BURTON.

An expedition into the wilderness that witnessed a clash of wills and brought forth awkward
situations for all its members.

(Complete in This Issue.)

CHADPTER L.
OPENING TILE MALL.

OME years ago, a dozen at the most,
the Canadian Pacific Railway Com-
pany built a new siding in the wilder-
ness north of the Great Lakes, that vast
region where a railroad scems an an-
achronism, where the white population
is limited to the lactors at Hudson Bay
Company trading posts and the divell-
ers in widely scparated pioneer set-
tlements along the line of the road.

The siding was placed without any
regard whatever to present or future
population, its purpose being originally
nothing more than a convenience 1o
the running of trains upon the single
track. As a certain west-bound train
was scheduled to halt there and wait
on the siding till a certain cast-bound
train had passed, the place had to have
a name for reference in the company’s
despatehes: and as the road crosses the
little Pahquatasing a short distance
from the siding, the place was called
alter the river; but no slation was
erected, not so much as a switchman’s
hut, for no switchman was condemned
to exile there.

It was the business ol the engineer
of the west-bound train to stop short
of the switch. and of one of the train-
men to run forward and throw it.

Lven at that time there were a few,
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a very few, farms within a half day’s
wagon journey in both directions from
the siding; and there was a rude, gen-
erally passable trail, called by courtesy
a road, that connected them.

It happened that a restless Yankee,
who already had broken into the wil-
derness as a pioncer three times in as
many different States or territories in
his own country, went journcying across
the continent by short stages, or as
nmuch at a time as could be made by
daylight, and noted the stationless, all
hut nameless, stopping place.

fle had {o ask a brakeman what it
was called, for the name was not on the
long list of towns in his time-table.
Jim Toster, that was the Yankee’s
name, told the conductor that he would
stop over at the next town, whatever
it might be, and his ticket was endorsed
accordinglv.

With the exception ef one hour, he
spent all of a long day in driving over
the trail that conuceted the farms.
That hour was put in at the siding.

The result of his obscervations may
be astonishing 1o those who do not
know the ways of the wilderness. Go-
ing back to the scttlement where he
had hired his horse and wagon, he an-
nounced that he wanted to employ men
“for a spell.”

“If T can’t get enongh men, * said he,
“TI'll fill in with Indians.”
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He got both. They hauled a quan-
tity of unscasoned lumber from the
mill at the seltlement Lo Pabquatasing,
and in short order put up a cubieal
structure one story in height, but with
the front end carried by a sham board-
ing to the height ol a second story.

While {his was building, the Indians
broke a road Trom the siding lo the
{rail referred to, about a quarter of a
mile north of the railway. The new
huilding was placed a short stone’s
throw from the switch.

Before it or the road was finished, in
fact just as soon as the shawm front was
up, the Yankee knocked together a lad-
der, took paint pot and brush, and with
his own hand inscribed the following on
the front, in letters two feet high:

J. Foster.
GENERAL STORI.

The calicoes, canued goods, tools,
crockery, overalls, shoes and other mis-
cellany that constitute the stoek of
general store arrived before the car-
pentcrs’ rubbish had been removed.

Tt was the fivst call a train had miade
for 111\ such purpose at Pahquatasing,
and the sccond call was made the (Lu
following. when a passenger lefi the
wost-bound train that regularly {ook
the siding, and had his {ruek put off.

This was one George Bagley, to whom
Toster had written on Hw cwning of
the day when he decided to found the
town of Pahquatasing.

Bagley Tooked the ground over, saw
several farins in the forest surrounding
the general store, saw a mill site at the
river, saw a railroad station, and im-
mediately arranged to employ Foster’s
men when he was through with them
1o put up a hotel across the road from
the store.

Within a vear from that time Pab-
quatasing had Forty inhabitants,

There was a saw mill and a railroad
station with an agent in charge. Sev-
eral acrex of cleared land were turning
imto :f':mm Three dwelling  houses
sheltered a Traction of the ]mpui.x ton,
and the 1(‘\[ lived at the Pahe ]u(xl wing
Hotel, George Bagiey proprietor.

A i 'iwl and m\\(wl the evenings
al J. Foster’s gon weral store. whither also
cane the Tarners Trom botho divections,

with eggs and  buller to  exchange
lor Foster’s miscellany and Bagley’s
whisky.

In due course a post-oflice was es-
tablished in ihe general stove, and tran-
sient guesis were nol unknown at the
hotel. Now and again a commereial
traveler spent the wight with Bagley
and sold goods o Foster

Amateur sportsmen {rom the States
olten made the place a point of depart-
ure fov hunting and fishing expeditions,
and prospectors o one kind and an
other were forever strageling along.
Bagley entertained them all, and Foster
sold them what they lacked in the way
of oulfil and provisions.

The first summer of the twentieth
century found Pahquatasing with elev-
en dwellings, the general sfore corre-
spondingly prosperous, and the hotel
running {ull.

There were new pioncers siaying
there while their acves were clearing,
and transients never were =o plentiful.
Three had been at fhie house for a
week.

I those fellows hang on wuch
longer.” =aid Bagley to Foster, = L shall
Liave Lo double the size of {he hotel”

The early morning mail had  jusi
come in, and  Bagley  had  strolled
across  the road to get what there
might be for him and his people.

< There’s vour whisky bill.” replied
Foster, handing over a letter that Bag-
ley took without comment.  “ Papers
for Macdonald and Stewart. and two
letters for vour transients

Bagley took the mail and leancd
against the counter for a bit of gossip.
There wag no hurry. Macdonald and
Stewart, one an employee at the saw
mill, the ofher a pioncer. had gone to
work, and the transients had not vel
conie down to hreakfast.

“Your transienls going to stay all
sutnmer? 7 asked Fosfer, ax =eriously
a= if he meant it.

=N replied Bagley, in the =awme
tone, = they're only waiting for Don
Robertzon to find ‘e guides. "Then
thevre going to start into the bush.”

“Oh! thats 1, eh?  Sportsmen?”

That donw’t seem lo be their out-
fit.”

s

Fooking for timber belts, webhe.”

" |
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* Yes, mebbe, and that’s as lar as
vou ean get with “em, Jinn They're a
¢lese-mouthed lot—mnot that that’s any-
thing against "em.  Thevre good cus-
fomers for me. and well enough as the
run of travelerg goes.”

* When they first come,” said Foster,
“ 1 thought that Mr. Mavberry was a
vich voung feller out in the woods for
his health. he was so white and thin;
but darmed il he ain’t the liveliest one
of the lot.”

“No he ix. Thix is the first morning
since he's been here that he hasn't gone
for a walk bhelore breakfast. Pleasant
sort of man. though quict.  Hes no
kicker, which p'r'aps is natural, secing
that-he ain’t the head of the party.”

*Mr. Colburn holds up that end,
don’t he?”

“Yes: he =cemx {o take =ome fun
out of letting it be known that he yuns
the outfit, but Stilson pavs the bills.
Kind of funny combination, but they’ve
got a right to keep their business fo
themselves, and 1 don’t care.”

With thisx magnanimous admission,
Bagley gathered himeelf up and strotled
back to the hotel.

He laid the papers and letters on a
talide in the office, as he called the one
general apartment or the house, and
then glanced inte the dining-room. The
table was {reshly taid.

“ T have to rout those fellows ont,”
he muttered, and started to the stairs,
only to sce his three guests coming
down.

“Good morning, genix,” waid hey
“ breaklast’s all ready for vou.”

Mr. Mayberry responded with a cor-
dial ** Good morning, Mr. Bagley,” Stil-
son contented himself with an indif-
ferent  1lowdy,” and Colburn passed
with an almost invisinle nod. Tt was
all the same to the landlord, though he
noted the difference.

= There’s Tetters for vou in ihe of-
fice,” added Bagley.

Stilson, being nearest the door, was
the first in. e glanced at the letters
and went on to the dining-room.

= As Pve got vo girl to write to me.”
he =aid, =1 don’t expect any letters af-
ter the day when we should have left
this God-forsaken place.”

The other two arrived at the table

at the same time, and cach took up a
letter.  lach displaved interest, sur-
prize, and perhaps =omething else at
the very »ight of the envelope he held.

Mavberry wax quick to hand to the
other the letter he had picked up, for
it was addressed to = Mr. John A. Col-
burn ™ in a  strongly  characteristie,
feminine hand.

Colburn was slower about the ex-
change.  He took his own letter, but
held the other, looking at it as if it
were necessaryv that he should read for-
ward and backward the  Mr. Howard
Mavberry 7 that constituted the most
important part of the address. Then
he looked at hix own, and his {ace
flushed.

“This i vours” said he shortly,
handing Mavherry's Ietter across the
table.

Mayberry's face tlushed, too, wlhien he
took it. and the cyves of the two men
met in a »wift glance of deep and com-
plex significance.  Bach of the letters
hore the same postmark, and were ad-
dressed in the sam - characteristie, femi-
nine hand.

* Thank you,” said Mavherry quictly.

tle put his letter in a pocket and
went to the dining-room.

Colburn stared after him a moment
with a puzzled frown, and then hastily
tore open fhe envelope of his letter
and read cagerly.

The flush died away from his face
and the frown of perplexity lingered.
At the end of the letter the frown
deepened, and after looking hard at
the signature he read again from the
heginning.

This {ime, though no flush returned
the frown gradually cleared. He looked
toward the door through which May-
berry had gone, putl away his letter, and
followed with firm tread.

By the time he came to the door there
wag a broad smile betokening satisfac-
tion on his face. e kept it there all
through breakfast with oeccasional in-
fervals of unwonled jocularity.

Mayberry scemed unaffected hy it
hut Stilson was moved to comment.

“ Great Scott!” quoth he, “ if a let-
ter stirs you up =0, what would be the
result if she were fo come on? Tf her
presence would make you steadily

b

B




580 THE ARGOSY.

agrecable, by all means telegraph her to
take the next train.”

Colburn haw-hawed as if this sally
atused him to the very depths of his
heing. Mayberry’s attention scemed to
be concentrated on his coffee cup.

“ A lew days’ turther delay won't
inatter any,” added Stilson discontent-
edly.  *“As you've managed to get us
stuck here indefinitely, you might as
well secarc up a parson—there must be
one somewhere in the wilderness—put
in” your honeymoon at Pahquatasing,
and let us begin our work next year.”

There was allusion in this calculated
under ordinary conditions to affect Col-
burn disagrecably. Indeced, his eyes
glinted resentfully, just a flash, but his
hilarious humor held sway and he
laughed again.

“ Cheer up, Stilson,” said he: “vou
may get a letter some day. Many a
woman has put up with a worse look-
ing man than vou are. Therc’s a chance
for you yet.”

At this distance of time. and in
knowledge of subsequent events, it
secms fairly certain that Colburn’s con-
fident jocularity was put on for the
benefit of the man who had received a
letter in the same feminine hand. Iet
us sce if the letter itself justified him.

“ Dear Mr. Colburn,” it began, “I
cannot bring myself to wound your
feelings by saying a positive no to the
question you asked me just before you
went away. Neither can I please vou
by saying yes. I am in painful doubt.
and yvou would not want mc to say ves
unless I was sure.

“1 csteem you as a friend and want
always to be your friend. It scems a
dreadful pity that the human heart is
such, or shall T limit it and admit that
it 1s a woman’s heart that is so prone
to indecision? T am trying to say that
I am sorry I could not give you a defi-
nite answer, and now I fear that I have
delayed this word so long that it will
not reach you hefore you return from
vour perilous journey. If it does reach
vou, please wunderstand that I shall
think of you every day, hoping for your
success and safety, and that I shall want
{o see you when you return.  Until then
T give vou at least this promise, that 1
will not say vex to any other””

There was more in a pleasant, friend-
Iv spirit, and the letter was signed,
* Rose Osborne.”

*“ T hope Robertson will come to-day,”
said Mayberry, at a lull in Colburn’s
jocularity.

Stilson responded at once with fer-
vent curses on a country where one
heard {rom New York more speedily
than from the nearest village.

< Robertson,” said he, *mav have
sunk in a bog or heen scalped by In-
dians.  We may stick here all summer,
and be none the wiser. He ought to
send us some sort of word.”

“ It mever occurs to a man like Rob-
ertson,” responded  Colburn, © that
there is such a thing as time, or lack of
it. He went away to find us guides.
When he gets them he’ll come in with
them.  That will bre time enough, as he
nnderstandx it.”

“ And meantime his wages run on af
so much per diem.”

“ Oh, well ”

“Tt isn’t well!” intervupted Stilson
sharply.  “ We haven’t got unlimited
mouey. I'm not here to stand for
waste, and a good deal of this ix un-
necessary expense.  You might have
made arrangements for guides before
leaving Montreal. The C. P. R. peoplc
would have fixed it for you.”

Mayberry rose and left the room.
The conversation had come to its ac-
custoned stage, and he cared neither to
take part in it nor listen to it.

He could share Stilson’s disappoint-
ment at the delay, could admit that
there had been hlunders in the prepara-
tions, but it was now too late to wipe
out past errors by anything except
iresh endeavor. Morcover, he was in-
clined, when he faced the impossible.
to shrug his shoulders and waste no
words about it

To start without guides was impos-
sible; therefore, why debate the thing
acrimoniously ?

So he quictly left the room, and per-
haps it was more to the point that ke
had not yvet read his own letfer. To
be free from interruption or ohserva-
tion, he went to his chamboer.

His fingers shook a little as he care-
fully tore off an end of the cuvelope.

“ Dear Mr. Mavberry.” his letter he-
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can, ~ L cannol hring myxelf 1o wound
vour feelings by saying a positive no
to the question vou asked me just be-
fore vou went away,” and zo forth.

Word for word, the Tetter was an ex-
act duplicate of that addressed 1o Col-
burn, with one exception.  Miss Rose
did not metude in her letter to Mayv-
berry that sentence about not saving
*ves o any other.” but he did not know
the difference, and the last thing that
would have occurred fo him was the
fact that the voung lady had written a
substantially 1dentical letter to her rvi-
val Tovers.

Mayberry did not smile as he read
and reread the shect.

Ite derived no profound =atisfaction
from Miss Rose’s manifestly sincerc
declarations of {riendship. There was
a painful pleasure in gazing at hev
handwriting, in realizing that these gra-
cious words were addressed to him; and
for such rearons the letter was put care-
fully away, where it might be referred
to readily, and where it would be =afe
from loss: but there was no <timulus
to jocularity in it.

On the contrarv. unable fo shut his
memory to the fact that the other man
had received a letter from the same
person, he found it difficult {o suppress
the bitterness he knew to he the hreed-
ing place of jealousy and hostility.

CHAPTER 1.
A BELATED TELEGRAM,

Bacrry's transients constituted an
exploring expedition sent out by a syn-
dicate of Eastern capitalists to hunt
for mining locations. It was taken for
granted that they would come upon an
abundance of copper in that region, pos-
sibly silver, and perhaps gold.

They planned fo search in hitherto
unexplored Tands, of which theve are
large tracts in middle Canada. There
i= many a lake there that has not vet
been seen by a white man.

[t was an ill-assorted irio, which may
he accounted for by the fact that they
had not been brought together hy their
own wills or inclinations. The idea
was Colbhurn’s.

1fe had roughed it <omewhat on the
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Western plains of the United States,
and this gave him an advantage of at
Jeast alleged experience. Colburn never
had been a miner, but he had been in
mining camps, and was of an adven-
turous disposition.

('oming to New York from a leisurely
railway journey through Canada, he had
begun at once to talk mines to such
rich men as he knew, telling them with
great cmphasis and perfect sincerity
what he had heard and secen of Canada’s
mineral resources.

There were fortunes hidden in the
woods up there, and he knew it.  Per-
sixtence usually bears its fruit, and in
this insztance the fruit was the expe-
dition under bis charge.

A number of men put up small sums
caclh to pav the costs of exploration.
stilson went aJong as theiv diveet rep-
resentative.  He carried the money and
paid the bills, and was keenly alive to
the responsibilities of his position.

He had never met Colburn until they
were introduced in New York by one
ol the members of the syndicate.

Mayberry was but a vear from a post-
graduate study ol geology at Harvard.
Diuring that vear he had been instructor
in physics at an academy whose pupils
included Tlarry, son of the wealthy
William F. Oshorne. It had been in
Mavberry's way to he of special service
to the boy, and a [riendship stronger
than is usual between teacher and pu-
pil sprang up hetween them.

So it came about in a perfectly natu-
ral manner that Mavberry spent a part
ol the holidays as a guest of the Os-
hornes, on which occasion he mect
Harry’s <ister Rose. 1t was all up with
him from the first moment, but he did
net declare himself i1} nearly half a
vear had passed.

Meantime the svndicate had heen
formed and Williiin F. Osborne had
joined it.

e it was who suggested that Mav-
berry be commissioned to go with the
expedition as the scientifie member,
The young instructor aecepted {he com-
mission with enthusiasm that was hy
no means less because it provided for
a summer that micht otherwise have
been decidedly short, financially con-
sidered.
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Tiach member of the expedition had
a share in the prospective profits of the
enterprise.

Colburn, as the originator, was (o
have a targer share than the others, hut
the possibilities for Mayberry were so
bright, granting that they found joca-
tions of value, that he felt that he could
properly  make lis passion known to
Rose, and axk her to marry him. e
had spoken in a manly way, admitted
frankly his dependence upon the results
of the expedition Tor means to set up a
home ol even the most modest deserip-
tion: awind she had said neither vea nor
nay. but she had, with appavently equal
Trankness, assured him that her fover's
means, real or prospective, would have
nothing to do with her decision.

Circumstances about this tinie gave
him intimation that Colburn, whom he
had but recently met. was prospeciing
matrimonially in the same quarter, and
the same circumstances opencd Col-
buen’s eyes to a possible rival in the
quiet man of science.

Of course nothing passed openly be-
tween them on the subject, and the re-
ceipt by each of a letter from Miss Rose
was the first certain informatiou eithev
had of fthe other’s relation (o her.

The trio had arrived imperfectly
equipped at Pahquatasing because Col-
burn had been go certain that there they
would find guides and  camp-helpers
tambling over cach other tor opporiu-
nity of employment. e had obscrved
several Indians and some apparvently
idle whites at the station when his train
called there months before.

Moreover, he had learned that the vii-
lage was the point of departure for
many amateur sportsmen who were am-
bitious to push to unknown parts of the
wilderness.

e had failed to take into account
the shifting nature of the population:
the fact that at any time the inaugura-
tion of a new cnterprise was caleulaled
to empty a dozen villages.

Tn this instance all the Indians he
had scen there were with a surveyving
party two hundred miles distant, and
not a white was left but was up to his
neck with work.  Tiven Don Robertron
was busy, o Baglev informed Colburn,

This man. Donald Robertson. had

Been o lladson Bay Company factor,
and why he was no longer in the employ
of that conservative company was to be
attributed to nothing more serious than
hiis love of the very wilds wherein his
services were wanied.

Scotch by name and by the greater
part of his ancestry, he was Indian by
nature. There was In hig features
many a hold suggestion of the Indian
stramn that wax said fo be in his blood.
e never admitied the taint, bat it was
undoubtedly there.

A great hunter and wanderer was
Don Bobertson.  Before he was thivty-
{ive he had killed more than a hundred
moose, amd alter that number he
stopped counting.

“ And not one of themn, sir. he would
say, *“ for mere purposes of sport. Al
{for necessity.”

e knew the country as well ax did
any Indian; spoke Ojibway lluently, and
could *“get along™ in anv of the
nunierous Indian dialects of the woods;
was as tuch at home on the water as
on the Tand, and vet never had scen a
rowhoat.

Sueh a man conld not possibly be con-
tent to trade company stufl for the pelts
the Indians brought in: to keep himsel?
cooped up in a post, with not more than
a county or two to roam in; and so at
last the company reluctantly removed
itseli as an obstacle to his desire for
wandering, which is a delicate way of
saving that Robertron was dismissed
from itz employ.

From that time he had hunted.
guided hunters. attempted spasmodi-
cally 1o break a farm out of the wilder-
ness, and now was engaged, in the inter-
estx of his rather large family, in just
that-underfaking at Pahquatasing.

The family was temporarily installed
in a shack construeted of ceveral poles.
a few waste glabs from the mill, a mini-
mum of canvas and a maximum  of
thateh—the  family always had been
thus installed zince its oldest mem-
her could recall—with open air kitchen
and mother carth for bedstead: and
Robertson was hewing the logs destined
to he the foundation of a =quare hou-c
when the Colhurn expedition arrvived.

Bagtey advised Colburn o =ee Baoh-
erfeon,
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* Don’s pretty busy,” said the land-
lord;  he’s trying to settle down, and
prebably won't go with you at any
prive; hes swore that he'll never go out
with a party till he’s got his folks
housed and comfortable, but he can tell
vou where Indians are to be had. He
knows more than all the rest of the
town put together about that sort of
thing, which might not be saving much,
for the rest ol us don’t know a dummed
thing.  But Don knows it all. aund if
vou could have the luck to get him as
vour head guide, yowd have the he~t
man in that line in all Canada.™

C'olburn sought for Robertson with
the fixed intention of making him the
head guide: and so successful was Col-
bhurn ordinarily in having his way ihat
he had come to regard such an intention
as much the same thing as an accom-
plished fact.

1is persistence was untiring when ol-
stacles presented themselves, and he
masked the irritation they caused so
successfully that he was often referred
to as a man of extraordinary patience;
but once his purpose was accomplished,
and it was merely a matter of admin-
istering an undertaking, his subordi-
nates would scldom suspect that he and
palience were acquainted.

Robertson  desisted  hewing and
Teaned on his ax when Colburn ac-
costed him and began to talk about a
trip.

* How many are there?
woodsman.

* Three.”

“Ye'll want a man for ecach.”

* Clertainly ; vou and a couple of good
Indians.”

“ And three canoes.”

e had an odd way of pronouncing
this word with the accent strongly on
the first syllable.

“ Yex,” replied Colburn; * canoes are
to be had here, I suppose?”

* No. there’s none in the place.”

* Except vour own, you mean.”

* 1 sold mine to a party that went up
to Pahquatasing Lake for fishing.”

- Do vou nmean to say vou haven’t
one for your own use?”

“Yes; Pm done with camping.
oot to build this house.”

So saying, Robertzon took up his ax,

b8

asked the
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“Well,” =aid Colburn, with no sign
of disappointment, = Bagley says you
can tell me where to get guides.”

“1 dunno ”—the ax went down again;
“there’s an Indian village about twen-
{v miles up {rom here, and another
thivty miles further.  Might be a man
or two in either place. But they’re
mostly busy this time of year”

Then Colburn made rather a long
speech.  Without stating the precise
parpose ol the expedition, he intimated
that it was important for him and his
companions to iraverse a country not
vet explored by whites; that they need-
ed just such a man as Robertson, he-
cause none of them had had experience
in dealing with Indians; and he hinted
that money was no object.

*“ Of course,” Colburn concluded, “if
vou're out of it, 'm sorry, but 1I'd like
to have you name a man who will be
vour equal for the purpose. And I'll
be glad to pay vou well for finding that
man and engaging him for us.”

Robertson stood listening, with onc
foot on the ground. the other on the
log; he rested an elbow on the bent
knee and his fingers unwittingly curved
around the handle of an imaginary
paddle.

The decp scent of far-away pines
filled his greedy nostrils. He seemed
to see the eyes of a startled but not
[rightened stag taking his first look at
a human being.  Impertinent squirrels
chased over his feet, and hencath his
boot glowed the soft phosphorescence
of a forest centuries dead.

“I'm thinking yvou do need a good
man,” said he vacantly.

Colburn’s battle was won. It was not
the suggestion of pay that interrupted
the work on Roboertson’s house; it was
the temptation of the journcy itself.

The unknown forest called to this
man of the wilds in a tone that he could
not resist.

So the ax was flung aside and that
very day Robertson set forth to pick up
Indians and canocs.  He had heen gonc
long, more than a week, and no word
had been received from him, but he
returned on the day when Colburn and
Mayberry  received  their identiecal
letters.

With him were two Indians, which




[ It o

b&4 THE ARGOSY.

was promising of an immediate start;
hut there were only two canocs.

“ Have you made ap your mind that
we can get along with two ¥ 7 asked Col-
harn.

* No,” replied Robertson, © we'll have
to have another.”

“ Where can you get it?

“ Make it.”

Ntilson fell at once to grumbling.
More time wasted, doubtless more ex-
pense. Certainly the wages of Rob-
ertson and the Indians must go on dur-
ing all the process of manufacture. All
of which might have been avoided if
Colburn had {laken ordinary precau-
tions.

“Well,” exelaimed Colburn, exasper-
ated, < why not make the best of it?
We've got to have the canoe, and the
Tess words wasted over it the quicker
we'll get it. Go ahead, Robertson; slap
her together as fast as you can.”

“It won’t take so very long,” said
Robertson; “we stopped this morning
and stripped a tree for the bark, which
we've got with us, and Mukwa brought
the caribou thongs with him {rom
liome.” -

Mukwa was one of the Indians. Ilis
full name was Gitchemukwa, meaning
(ircat Bear, but it was never used even
by his tribes people.

e was a small, slender man, prob-
ably about fifty vears old, hut his age
was not to he inferred frown his appear-
ance.  The whites put him down as
<omewhere in the thirties until one dav
he casually mentioned his granddaugh-
ter, when they revised their estimate.

The other Indian, Takumegezhik.
was certainly younger.  1lis name, sig-
nitying Clouded Sky, was promptly ab-
hreviated to Gezhik.,  Both spoke Eng-
lish, Mukwa fluently, if incorreetiy,
tiezhik slowly, and with considerable
uncertainty.  Mukwa wag forever smo-

s

“King:; Gezhik sometimes went for an

hour without lighting up.

They were industrious fellows 1In
their way, Mukwa toiling steadily, but
with a woderation of movement that
drove Colburn and Stilson {rantic with
irritation; but Mukwa was a race horse
compared with (ezhik.

Robertson worked with the Indians
at canoe making. and the sununer was

but little older when it was ready.  So
one fine morning the expedition actu-
ally started, Colburn and Robertson in
one canoe, Stilson and Gezhik in an-
other, Mayvherry and Mukwa bringing
up the rear.

Their first objective was Lake Pab-
quatasing. which they reached by pad-
dling up the river, a short day’s journey.

This lake lies upon the height of land
and has two outlets. One, the river of
the same name that finds its devious
wav to Lake Superior; the other, a
channel connecting with another lake
{urther north, that in ifs turn connect=
with another, and o at last pours out
by way of a river that empties into Hud-
son’s Bay.

The course described is known to
whites, and iz a favorite trip for those
who seek big game.

It was Colburn's idea that they
should portage from Pahquatasing, or
the lake beyond, to another river sys-
tem, and so enter uncxplored land, a
procedure that Robertson advized him
would he the simplest thing in the
world.

Two things happened in the town
founded by J. Foster” when the expedi-
tion had been about twelve hours on ats
way.

One was the arrival of a telegran
for Colburn: the other the arrival of a
party of Indians with canoes. They
came from down the river and went
into camp till the summer should hring
them emplovment from sportsmen or
tourists.

The telegram was brought to the ho-
tel by the station agent after supper.

“Of course vou know he’s gone.” «aid
Baglev.

“Yes, but he ought to have this
nessage,” replied the agent.

“TImportant, i it?”

“ Well, nvonly saying he'd he better
ofl if he had it. T've no right 1o tell
what’s i it.”

“And I've no right fo open it. Don’t
see as boean do anything about it.”

* Might send it after him by one of
the Tndians. Plenty of “em here now.”

“Who's to pay the Indian? You? ™

“That ain’t my business.”

“And it ain’t mine. TFrom the way
that {ellow Stilson kicked aboutl chargoes
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I’ not thinking of running up any
bill that 1 may have to mect myseld.
If it was for Mr. Mayberry, now, I'd
take the chance of sending an Indian on
with it, for he'd settle like a gentleman.
Jut Colburn—that’s the same as Stil-
son, so far as the hills go—I reckon it
ain’t mv business.”

CHAPTER HIL

AN INDIAN CRBSIS.

Duriva the making of the canoe, the
three men who comprised the expedi-
tion had had the precaution to prac-
tise handling the graceful craft.

Not one of them had had a paddle
in his hauds before, and the trick of
using it had to he learned; for not one
could go as a passenger.

Colburn took his lessons with Rob-
ertson in the stern, the head guide
finding many occasions when he could
leave the Indians to go on with the
work without him; and under his in-
struction Colburn speedily became an
adept—in his own estimaiion.

It looked simple enough to the other
fwo who watehed Colburn and the
woodsman ghiding over the river above
the mill, and presently they ventured
to embark in the other canoe and try it.
When it turned bottom upwards in mid-
strean they waded to the shore, velling
to the Indians, who ran down and
caught the canoe just as it was about to
wo pounding over the dant.

Mayherry langhed till his sides ached
at his blunder. aceepting without a pro-
{ost Stilson’s crestfallen assurance that
it Mavberry had sat still the thing
would have gone along all right; and
perhaps that was so, but the probability
is that the upset might bave been de-
laved il cach had dug hix paddie inio
the water with less vielence.

They changed their clothes and {ried
again, conzenting now to take some
second-hand advice from Colburn, and
accomplished a hundred vards and turn
without eatastrophe.

“T think I shall like this when T get
the hang of it/" Stilson said. “The
thing slips along so casy that travel in
it will bhe like play,” and the Indiauns
wiho heard said nothing.
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Before the first half of tliat first
day’s journey was covered, Stilson was
protesting that the current of the Pah-
quatasing ran swifter with every rod
they advanced against it.  He shifted
his paddle frequently, and now and
again took it from the water altogether
and laid it across the gunwales.

Colburn, a man of powerful physique
and no end of grit, was getting on with
fewer shifts and no rests at all; with
him in plain sight as an example, Stil-
son wus spurred to steadier endeavor
than might have heen the case other-
wise, and the novelty of the scenc and
the exhilaration of heing at last on
the real exploration kept his spirits up
titl the midday rest.

With  Mayberry. more aceustomed
than Stilson to physieal exercise, the
first half of the day passed more easily.
ITis arms ached with the unusual strain,
and often he longed for the =sweep of
oars to which he was accustomed, hut
his Indian was considerate.

“Make-nm carv,” suggested Mukwa,
shifting his pipe to the remotest cor-
ner of his mouth. = Bimehy von get
used to it.”

“And bineby the viver'tl flow the
other wav, won’t it?”

*“ Not thix river,” replied the Indian,
with perfeet gravity; < some other rviver,

mebbe.  Ask Don.”
Mayberry did not ask Don, hut
smiled at the red man’s unswer and

toiled away. Tle did, however, take ad-
vantage of the advice offered, and much
of Tiis paddling was a matter of form;
by which he gained facility in handling
the paddle, and was hardly conscious
that he had been at work when a halt
was made for refreshments.

BEven with Stilson there was littie
sensze of faligue after he had heen on
shore a fow minutes,  Tls arms ceascd
1o ache almost as soomn as he ceased to
use them, bhut he looked at the palms
of hiz hands ruefully.

“Tm alraid I ought to use gloves”
he said.

= (ot blisters ? 7 asked Mavherry.

“ Not vet. hut they’re coming.”

“ Poohexclaimed Cothurn., “a man
who can’t stand a hall day’s paddling
has no husiness in the woods.”

Up to this Stilson had kept a good
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temper, aclually {inding enough o n-
joy in the experience to compensate for
the exertion; hut Colburn’s snecr upset
hin.

“I’ve got business in these woods,”
he retorted, “and I know how to look
alter it.”

Colburn langhed insolently, and there
the matter ended for the time, though
the scowl on Stilson’s brow showed that
it rankled deep.

Mayberry indulged in silent regret
that the expedition could not have been
composed of men congenial to each
other, and gave his attention to the In-
dians, who were opening up the grub
pack under the oversight of Robertson.

The party’s outfit had been put into
three packs: One for provisions, an-
other for articles of clothing and camp
utensils, and the third for shelter tents.
Fach canoe had one pack as its freight,
but not always the same pack.

As time went on it was sometimes
Colburn’s canoe that hore the pro-
visions, and sometimes Mayberry’s or
Stilson’s.

Dinner was not hurried and the men
simoked long before making a new start,
for according to Robertson the head of
the lake was the proper place for the
first night’s halt, and that could be
reached easily under five hours. Thus
far his word was law in such matters,
though he never failed to express him-
sclf very deferentially.

“7 think yowll find it better not to.

try to go beyond the head of the lake
to-day,” he had said, and Colburn had
assented without a question.

The afternoon waned without other
incident than the passing of Stilson’s
canoe by Mayberry’s. Stilson could not
keep the pace, and Gezhik was not in-
clined evidently to put out any extra
strength. :

TFor that matter, (ezhik may have
reasoned that there was no need of if,
for he knew where the camp was to be
pitched.

So it happened that the others were
waiting for him when Stilson’s canoe at
Jast brought up alongside the bank at
the foot of a stretech of swift water
that hardly amounted to rapids, but
that did justify a short portage to the
lake just ahove.

L
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The delay gave the oihers a chance
to rest, if they needed it, and, like
most men in similar circumstances, they
had small consideration for the nced of
him who had caused the delay by his
fatigue; which is to say that they
promptly began o prepare for the por-
tage when he arrived.

*“ What’s up now?” Siilson demand-
ed, as he saw Robertson lifting his ca-
noe from the water, the pack that had
been in it having already been removed.

“ Your canoe will be up in a second,”
replied Colburn, with a heartiness that
seemed to imply not only that he was
not conscious of a dav’s exertion, but
that this manner of thing was wholly
familiar to him, “ and the pack in it will
be up, too, on your stalwart shoulders,
my boy.”

As he spoke, Colburn swung the pack
that had been in his canoe to his back,
while Robertson lifted the canoe and
put it over his head like an immense
hood. Mukwa was making ready to
lift his canoe in the same way, and
Mayberry had the corresponding pack
ready to carry.

“What have we got Indians for, T'd
like to know?” Stilson asked petu-
lantly. T thought we were hiring men
to do the hard work.”

“You could have had an extra man
for yourself,” responded Colburn, grin-
ning contemptuously, “ but if I’d sug-
gested it you’d have drawn the string
so tight the purse mnever would have
opened again.”

Mayberry tried to prevent an alterca-
tion.

“It’s the custom when traveling this
way,” said he, “for one man to carry
the pack and one the cance. Robert-
son says this isn’t a long portage. You
can see for yourself; it’s hardly more
than a hundred yards.”

“That’s all right,” returned Stilson,
somewhat mollified, ¢ but no custom or
emergency will make me do what 1

kmow I'm physically unfitted for. You
can sneer all you like, Colburn. I'm
no ox, neither am I a jackass. If I hap-
pen to have weak lungs, it’s no fault

of mine, but it would be my fault de-
cidedly if T permitted myself to over-
strain.”

* Weak lungs!” exclaimed Mayberry,

T AT T TR
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in genuine sympathy and some alarm,
For a man of that type was bound to be
a =erious handicap to the expedition.
=T wasn’t awarve of it before wsaid
Stilson, *“but I fear it now. 1've got
# <harp pain here,” placing his hand
low on his thorax, * just as it 15 when
a lellow has a severe cold. 1 suppose
[ caught cold by paddling all the fore-
noon. and then sitting inactive so long.
I tell you, T don't Hike the symptom.”

Robertson spoke from the recesses
af the canoc.

“It's the paddle” said he calnly.
“You've no reason to fear, sir.  That’s
the way it ‘most always alleets hegin-
ners. Ye've got no more cold than
that pine tree, and ye'll be as strong
in three or four davs il ve keep yer
heart up.”

“ Do vou feel that
asked of Mavherry.

* Now that you speak of it,” was the
reply, “ 1 do notice a soveness there.”

He meant this to be encouraging,
and doubtless it might have been so if
it had not been that Colburn felt called
upon the comment, and, as usual, he
managed to say something that irvitated
the purscholder execedingly.

“Pity we didn’t bring along some
old woman to nurse you,” he said.

Stilson gave way to impreeations of
great violence and conziderable vari-
etv. The sunburn on his face was over-
spread with the pallor of rage. and he
advanced threateningly, hat Mayberry
stepped in his way.

“Don’t mind it,” he suggested
lightly. Tt wasi’t a nice thing to say,
but it’s hardly worth a fuss.  We've got
to pull together somehow, you know.”

Mcantime  Robertzon  had  stalked
away under his canoe, and Mukwa,
whosge ears apparently were deal, had
followed.  Colburn wheeled into line
and marched off with his pack, leaving
Ntilson to fume it out by himself.

“ L don’t want to butt in where T've
no husiness,” said Mayberry, cailching
up with Colburn. © hut don’t you think
it might be just as well to touch a lit-
tle lighter on Stilson’s sore spots?  [¥
he can’t take a joke. what’s the use in
rubbing it in?  Doesn’t do any good,
does ig? 7"

= No7 growled Colburn,

DR

way 2?7 Stilzon

“1 don't

suppose it does. hut he makes me =0
darned tired with his everlasting kick-
ing and whining! Il let him alone,
though, if T can.”

Mayberry breathed more freely, for
te had feared that his intercession
might prove to be ill-advised.  Colburn
seemed {o take the suggestion in good
part, aud there was hope, thercfore, for
at least one peaceful evening.

Meantime (lezhik had unloaded
canoe and lifted it from the water.

“You take-num paddie.” said hej; <1
come hack for pack.”

“That’s as it should be,” responded
Stitson shortly, and thus it was.

The Indian made iwo irips {0 the
camping-place, while the white walked
up and threw himselt upon the ground
without a thought apparently of prepa-
rations for the night.

(‘olburn looked at him, idle when the
others were at least trying to he busy,
and his lips parted to utter a charac-
teristic sarcasm, but he remembered,
and contented himself with curling
them disdainfully; and as Stilson did
not sce that, no harm was done.

There was no outbreak during suap-

his

per, nor afterwards, so far as the
whites were concerned in their rela-

tions with cach other. :

Rohertson chatted in a slow, hut for
him enthusiastic way, about the route
to be pursued during the next few days.
Cothurn listened and asked questions
with all the keen interest that should
properly be manilested by a leader, and
Mavberry drank in the woodsman’s
words with the cagerness ol a boy.

He had had his little view of wild
nature during his student days, but
none to compare with what secred
now in store, none really that com-
pared with the exhilarating expericnee
of {his first day. iz eves could not
tire of the somber beauties of the for-
est through which they had glided for
hours, and it could not tire now of
the placid serenity of the lake thal
stretehed before them to hills that had
the first blue tinge of distance 1o soften
their green masses.

* Whal’s the matfer with Mukwa® ™
asked Colburn, rather suddenly.

The Indians had =at down [or their

pipes at o Hitle distance, and close by
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the lake shore where the canoes lay.
Stilson was sound asleep.

It was rveally well along in the cven-
ing, but in that northern latitnde day-
Hight Lingers to a late hour.

Colburn had mnoticed that Mukwa
withdrew {requently out of sight, and
that his demeanor when he returned
was erafiy and suggestive of {rouble;
that is, =0 it scemed to Colburn, who
had the average white man’s regard
for the Indian generally.

At the moment when his companions
turned in response to his question,
Mukwa was on his knees beside Gezhik,
haranguing him carnestly, though not
loudly, and with a multitude of ges-
tures.  Gezhik smoked away tranquilly,
hands clasped about his knees, appar-
ently wholly unmoved by his fellow
tribesman’s eloquence.

Mavberry was conscious of just one
slight thrill as manyv a seene in Cooper
recurred to him, and then he smiled,
for the days when travelers might be in
danger from the so-called treachery of
the red man were far distant.

“ 1’m thinking,” said Robertron, with
an indulgent smile, “ that Mukwa has
brought along a load of Bagley’s
whisky. Tt’s his one weakness.”

“1t s, is it?7 exclaimed Colburn
wrathfully. “ Why the devil didn’t vou
mention it? ~What business has a guz-
zling redskin in a party like this?”

“1e’s as good 4 man as there is in
the woods when he’s sober,” Rohertson
was responding in his slow, tolerant
wav, but he spoke to Mayvbherry only,
for Colburn had jumped up and was
striding 1o where the Indians sat.

Neither of them noticed his approach

11l he was in front of them.
¢ Mukwa,” =aid he sternly,
are vou doing? ¥
“Huh?” veplied the Tndian, sur-
prized and getting to his feet. = Iix-
cuse me, 1 was talking to my friend
here, nizhi, understand? Do yoa know
Ojibwavy  Nizhi means {Iriend. Pl
tell vou all gbout it.  D'm an ignorant
man, but T know some things. You
sav bojo nizki when yvow mect——"
While he was speaking, his whisky-
Jaden breath filled Colburn’s nostrils.
“Youve drunk,”  Coelborn  infer-

rupted.

“what
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The Indian looked a bit stariled,
drew hims=clf back a pace, and answered
gravely, * Yes, sir; you've hit the nail
on the head. T am.”

Ile Jooked his employer straight in
the eyes, and proudly for an instant;
then the undermining influence of fire-
water was manifested in an abrupt
change of demeanor.

“ Colburn,” =aid he, taking a parily-
emptied flask from his pocket, “ have
a drink!”

The white man, originally outraged
by the fact that his red subordinate
was drunk, was foolishly incensed be-
cause the Indian addressed him fa-
miliarly.

To say nothing of the unwisdom of
paying serious heed to what any intoxi-
cated man says, Colburn might have
known if he had had more experience
that the Ojibway never means any fa-
miliarity or disrvespect by omitling the
“ Mister.”  Men like Mukwa learn
readily to use it, and other terms of
respeet, like “sir,” which is frequently
on their lips when talking with whites;
but i his incipient intoxication Mukwa
merely reverted to the charvacteristic
manner of his {ribe.

Unmindful of any of these considera-
tions, and others that prudence should
have dictated, Colburn took ihe ex-
tended flask and threw it upon the
ground «o hard that it hroke in a hun-
dred pieces.

“ (et 1o your shake-down,” he or-
dered, pointing authoritatively.

The Indian stood stock still, looking
at {he white steadily.

“That was my bottle,” caid he, not
b1 anger, but with gravity worthy of
entire sobriety.

Clolburn struck hinm.

“Get to vour shake-down,” he re-
peated.

Robertson came Tumbering up rap-
idly. It was not a graceful gait, and it
did not scem to he fast, but whether
on portage or unencumbered, Robert-
<on, when he was in a hurry, could “ get
there 7 with amazing swiltness.

“ Excuse me, gir,” said he, and there
was carnest agitation in his tone, “1
wouldn’t do that.”

e put his hand on Colburn’s arm.

“Well, T would,” retorted Colburn,
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shaking him off. “and that's the dif-
fercnce.” -

“ Excuse

“ [ won't have a drunken redskin in
my camp!”

“ My, Colburn,” said Robertson, < if
you want to go on to-morrow, you'd
better let Mukwa alone. I'll attend to
him.”

The warning was so seriously given
that Colburn swallowed the hot words
that were upon the verge of his lips,
but he stood with both fists clenched,
quivering with anger.

(fezhik, who had =at in stolid immo-
bility through the altercation, hegan to
get up. Robertzon spoke to both In-
dians briefly in their own language, and
then turned with the idea of leading
Colburn away from the scenc.

Mukwa had been dislodged a bit by
the blow, but he had neither run nor
retaliated. He stood much as he had
when accused of drunkenness, head up,
eves fixed upon Colburn.

His lips were pressed together, and
only the fierce glow in his eyes told
of the sudden sobriety that had come
upon him, and the deep wrath that had
taken the place of intoxication.

As Robertson turned, Mukwa turned
also. He walked slowly to one of the
canoes and prepared to pick it up.

“I’m afraid there’s more trouble
coming,” said Mavberry in a low tone.

He had followed Robertson and had
been a distressed obscrver of the whole
scene.

Robertson turned again.

“T’ll manage this if T can,” he said
with cvident anxiety, and he went to
Mukwa, asking Gezhik to go with him.

The conversation was in Ojibway, and
while it progressed Colburn reluctantly
went back to the place where he had
been sitting.

“ What are yvou goint to do, Mukwa ™
ash.d Robertson.

“1'm going howme.”

“ But 1 need yvour canne.”

“It's mine”

“Yeg, but I need it.  You know me.
You never have trouble with me. Are
we not friends these many years?”

“ Don,” replied the Indian, pausing
for the first time in his preparations,
“since 30 many summers that T have

forgotten to count them you have been
my friend. 1 have many friends among

“the pale faces. I have my cnemies, too,

but I never think of them unless [
have had the firewater.  Then I fight.

* Usually 1t is [ who strike first, but
I strike as against one who is my enemy.
I do not despise him.  If he is stronger,
he beats me, and I go home to let the
bruises heal and get mew strength.
Then the firewater leaves me and 1
never wind.  That man did not strike
me as he would strike an enemy. It
was with contempt for the red man.
[ could throw him into the lake, but he
is your friend, and I will not. He hax
made me ashamed, and 1 am going
home.”

Then followed a long and patient ar-
sument. The Indian was still hazy
with the fumes of aleohol, {for after
the shock of the blow, which had so-
bered him momentarily. they returncd
to confuse him, but his legic held good,
and no contrary reason affected him in
the least.

Robertson pleaded that the white
man was hasty and would not he of-
fensive again, to no avail. Gezhik stood
by, and from time to time put in a
softly-voiced suggestion that the mat-
ter was not worth the sacrifice of a
summer’s job. 1t was all to no avail.

At last Robertson returned to his
first ground, urging his own need.

“1t’s my own job I’m thinking of,
Mukwa,” said he.  “T can’t keep it
without all the canoes, and if I lose
you I don’t know where we'll get an-
other man of any kind. You know as
well as T do that I ean’t get such a
good guide as vou in all the wilder-
ness.”

Ilattery and the personal appeal did
their appointed work, and at the end
of a half hour of palaver, Mnkwa put
the canoe as it had been, shook handx
with Robertson, and promised to stav.

Robertson took Gezhik aside on the
pretense of giving him some instrue-
tions about the camp.

* Has he got any more liquor?” he
asked.

tezhik was quite sure that one flask
was all he had had money to pay for.

“Bagley might have trusted him.”
Robertson suggested. and Gezhik, who

LA
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was a total abstainer, not an altogether
unknown heing among the Ojibways,
promised to keep an eve out and re-
move the dangerous stuff if he found
any.

Satisfied that the emergency was
passed safely, Robertson rcturned to
the fire in {ront of the tents used by
the whites.

“ Well,” waid Colburn glumily, = has
the noble red man taken a twmble to
himself v 7

Some seconds passed before Robert-
son answered.  He sat down slowly, and
slowly filled his pipe. Then said he:

“He'll stay with us. Tt would have
been all right if he'd been left alone.
He’d have had his bit of a spree this
night and to-morrow he’d have felt so
sorry that you couldn’t ask for a bet-
ter man. Mukwa’s all right when he’s
sober. Noune betfer in all the woods.”

“He’d better keep sober, then,” was
Colburn’s reply.

Robertson puffed in silence for a
time, g0 long that Colburn had actually
made a remark on another subject.

“1t would be bad for us,” he said at
Tength, “to lose any man, Mukwa, or
any other.”

“ But,” Colburn insisted, “we could
cet along with one gone.”

“Yes, we could, but I wouldn’t guar-
antee how far.”

“Well, Ull take the responsibility. |1
won’'t be annoyed by a drunken redskin,
1 don’t care how important he js.”

Another long silence followed.  May-
bherry would have liked to start the
conversation in its former ehannel, hut
he felt apprehensive.

It was tolerably plain that the end
ef this one was not yet. And so it
seemed when presently Robertson took
his pipe {from his mouth and said
eravely,  “ Mr. Colburn, if you'll ex-
cuze me, sir, T think it would be a lit-
tle better if you would leave the hand-
ling of the Indians fo me. 1 know
them, and they know me. There’s ways

to get along with them, and ways not
+ 2>
[N}

“ Il see that you have all the work
and responxsibility that vou ought to
have,” Colburn interrupted, © hut while
this party is under my charge 'l run
it.”
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The woodsman looked at him, took
several puffs and eventually knocked
the ashes from his pipe.

* Very well, sir,” =aid he, and turned
in with no farther comment.

CHAPTER 1V,
COLBURN SUSPECTS TREACHERY.

MayBerrY lay down that night with
many misgivings as to the success of
the expedition. It even seemed to him
that its very continuance was threat-
ened by Colbwrn’s injudicious (to put
it mildly) conduct {owards all connected
with it.

* Not only has he incurred the hos-
tility of one, and perhaps both the In-
dians,” he mused, “but he has given
deep offense to Robertson. How un-
necessary ! As i he couldn’t assert his
leadership without insult. I should sup-
pose it would be the part of a good
leader to encourage his men to do their
utmost and not despise their sugges-
tions. We’d be in a pretty mess if Rob-
ertson should take it into his head to
¢o home.”

There was a good deal less danger of
that calamity than Mayberry fancied.

He could not realize how deeply Rob-
ertson’s heart was in this journey, now
that he had overcome his resolution to
stay at home; but more than that, there
was to reckon with and rely on in his
character not only the dogged perti-
nacity of the woodsman, but the habit
of obedience that had come with long
vears in the Hudson Bay service.

Nowhere, not even in the army ol a
despot, can there be found men more
readily subservient to authority than
those who are o7 have heen in the em-
ploy of the famour company.

They are deferential to a degree of
politencss that is not surpassed by the
traditional Frenchman, though their
manner may he uncouth.  And faith-
fulness follows these acquired qualities
as surely as sunset follows morning.

No, there was small danger as vet
that Robertson would leave the expedi-
tion in the turch.

But it was not unreasonable in May-
berry to fear disaster of this and other
kind=. in view of the leader’s unrea-



STRANGE

sonablie outburst= of tyrannical tempor
and his bludgeon-like sarcasm. A mwan
les< after his own pallern could not

he imagined, and it was without cou-
ceit that he held Colburn np in his
own mind to no smadl measure of con-

demnation.

There were lratts of character re-
vealed sinee the trio telt the ety thal
he could tortraie oulv in silent dis-
gust,

With wakelu
was natural the

trsings ol this <ot if
his thougits =hould

e to Rose ‘i,ﬁml'm'. and agrest
terness swept oo hipg Wee e

sible that she had g
Colhurn as to iy,

It was nnposst)
imposzibie notd : for there
was Colhurn’s Croegmee, ci e tion after
the reading of the letter that came {rom
her.

No ingenious flattery of hope could
malke Mavberry really doubt {hat she
had given him the encouragement he
sought. I was o depressing, despair-
ing conviction that foreed itsell upon
him, try as he wonld 1o =hat his cyes
to it and forgel if.

canally

There was no lorgetiing it. no for-
eetting Rose Osborne: and in saying
that to himsell, Mavberry fell sound

axleep, =uch being the p(m:\! v that sen-
timent pays to perfect health

The camp was astir at an (s:ﬂ'l)‘ hour
on the following morning.

Robertson arose first and roused the
Indians. Mukwa had not had enough
liquor to give him more than a stimu-
lating {it of remorse, and the prepara-

tion of Dreakfast progressed rapidly,
Mavberry was awakened by the noise
they made.

tie looked from the tent with the
lionest jov of vouth in the clear sun-
light. the placid I(‘.lw, the forest-clad
hills hevoud.  The lake (cwpled him

and he yielded.

Nlipping out quietly, so as nol to ai-
fract the altention of the suides, he ran
fo a =pot Tie had noticed the evening
helore where o roelk dropped straighi

down inlo ten fect of water. There
e cast off his auenient and plunged
Tit,

AL dhe exhilaration of that cool
shoek ! Never had Mavherry heen in
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water =o cold. save onee when a boy

he went through the ces and then he
was Loo lllnhtvnud to observe the tem-
perature.

Now he tingled with the cold even
while he wax splashing vigorously with
only his head above Hm surface.  Dis-
cretion fold him thai a plunge wust be
AL 10 he would bhenetit and not sud-
fer from it, and he strack out Tor the
rock from which he had jumped.

I'hen he <aw Hobertsen ranning lo-
ward iowith o eidie his hand, fol-
lowed wore 0wy and vl with some
suggestion of =peod by he tra x<| ail Gez-
hik. The westanan’s dace was fur-
cowed by anxict ¥

CAre e {imk; ol wuicide, sir?”
he asked. his (FTows eemaining, bui
the oxpression Ahanging o cne of
bewilderment  as e _saw o Mavborry

swimmting toward the shove.

“ Suicide! ™ cchoed Mayberry, in he-
wildernient of his own, and then a rapid
dip, dip aitracted hiz attention in an-
ather dircetion,

Turning, he =aw Mukwa in onc
the eanoes paddling toward him with
Al the speed and power his dark frame
could put forth.

“What the nischiel is the matler?
asked Mayherry, hardly able to believe
that his question was justified; “did
vou men think T was trying to drown
myself 27

of

.

“What shonld vou jump into the
water for? ™ retorted Rohertson.
Mayherry’s reply was a hearty laugh

ax he pulled himself (»ut upon the rock.
“ Gezhik,” said he, “run to the tent
and get my cothes, will vou, please?”
(fezhik silentlv (ompll(\(i“that is, he

uot the clothes, but he did not run.
“ L made certain veld drown, sir,” said
ohertzon, “and we was coming 1o

help. Muokwa jumped into the eanoc
at the first splash. and [ hoped {o reach
ve wifh a paddie”

Mayberry heoghed  again a~ he
thrashed himseli violently  with his
arms and turned his hack to the sun.

St the water Tearfully cold, sivs 7
asted The woodsman.

" Verve but you didn’t think i was
attempted suicide, did vou? T should
hate to think vou helieved me Giat <orl
of a man.”
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* Well, no siv, not exactly. I thought
yvou didn’t realize how cold these north-
ern lakes are, and that vou'd be par-
alyzed with it. D1’ve heard of such
things.”

= It isn’t too cold for a quick bath.
Don’t you ever try it?”

“Me, sir?” and Robertson smiled
pityingly at the mere suggestion. *“ Not
I, sir. 1 can’t swim.?

*“ Great Scott! what do you do when
your canoe upsets?”

*“ It don’t upset, sir.”

“©h! but suppose an accident hap-
pened? Suppose your how paddle was
a fool and tipped it oveg. What would
you do then?” j

< Ask Mukwa. s

The Indivue w ho had,omu io the res-
cue in a canoe was nolding the craft
near the snore;-tooking oravelv at the
venturesome young white man.

“Well, Mukwa,” =said Mayberry,
“suppose you tipped over in your ca-
noc in the middle of the lake; what
would you do?”

“ Drown,” he answered, and began to
paddle back.

Mayberry was so struck with this that
he had no comment to make.

“Can Gezhik swim?” he asked.

“1 don’t think it,” replied Robert-
son. “You’ll find some of the Indians
along Huron who are like ducks in
the water, but along Supcrior and in
these inland lakes the water is too cold
for them to learn. Leastways, I sup-
pose that’s the reason. It’s always kept
me out of it.”

He went back to hLis work and May-
berry finished dressing. When he re-
turned to his fent Stilsen was sitting
up and rubbing his cyes.

“Wow!” he vawned, “1 feel as stiff
as a log.  Honest, Mayberry, P'm afraid
I wasn’t cut out for this sort of thing.”

“Nonsense!  Yowll limber up in no
time. T can tell vou just how if you
can swim.”

“0f course 1 can”

“Take a plunge, then. DPve just
come out, and 1 feel like a good deal
better man than I know I am.”

“8p? T mean, have you been in?”

“Yes, indeed. Look at my hair.
Jump in right there,” and he pointed
to the rock.
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Stilson thought well of it and walked
gingerly down to the shore, holding his
blanket about him. Arrvived at the
edge, he looked down at the water
doubtfully, and then thrust one foot in
an inch or two.

¥ Brov-r-r!” he shivered, drawing it
out hastily. “Not for me! I'm no
fool,” and he went hack.

(Jolbuln fully dressed. was standing
in the d001wav of his tent. His sneer of
contempt was deep as he saw Stilson
back out, aud impulsivey he began to
unbutton his jacket.

Mayberry ,obsenm&: at a little dis-
tance, was dy (. for it was only
too clear g ‘ hdd it in wind
to show off Stilson’s ex-

ense. ' )

“Too bad,” thought Mayberry. = 1f
I could only have got Stilson into the
water it would have brightened him up
for at least half a day. Now he’ll get
a sarcastic browbeating from Colburn,
the brufe, that will sour him for
hours!”

Antipathy to Colburn surged through
his blood at that moment with a malig-
nant force little short of hatred. But
for once the leader of the expedition
cither mastered his impulse or decided
that weightier matters demanded his at-
tention, for he buttoned his jacket

-again, and strode across the camp to the

canocs which Robertson was pitching
for the days trip.

The Indians were at the moment tak-
ing down and packing up the tents.

“ Don,” said Colburn, “what do you
think Mukwa was tall\mg to Gezhik
about last night?”

“When he was drunk, sir??

¢ Certainly. I didn’t know that he
talked to him at any other time. Did
he?”

“ Not that T know of, si

“Well, what was it about v

“1 couldn’t fell you, sir.
listening.”

*“ Dida’t von catch any
might be a elue?”

“No, sir. It was probably nothing at
all.”

“T don't believe it. I don’t like the
looks of that Mukwa. He’s got a sour,
suspicious face. I’ve never heard him
laugh. Gezhik, on the other hand,

I wasn’t

word that
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though he doesn’t say much, is grinning

half the time.”

“Well, that’s their different ways,
sir,”

“Ta! 1 don’t like Mukwa’s way. I

admit he’s the better workman, so far
as a redskin can be called a workman,
but if he should poizon (ezhik’s shadow
of a mind, it wouldw’t be well for us.

Pve no faxth in these redsking. They're
treacherous devils.”
Rohertson’s dark face was darker

than usual with resentment that his
habitual deference to authority Jed him
to repress.

Quite in his characteristic way he
mulled the thing over to himself before
he ventured to speak, and when he did
speak it was soberly and without appar-
ent rancor.

“Jixcuse me, sir,” said he, “but
ﬂmt’s‘ a mistake that many a white man
miakes. These Indians ave not treacher-
Olis ”

“Oh, you've got some exceplions,
eh?” and the interruption was accom-
panied by a lofty snecer.

“ They're straight men,” Robertson
went on, unheeding either sneer or in-
terruption. 1 guarantee them. If
vou're not satisfied, or if you have any
fear of treachery, now’s the time to
make a change. With the current to
help it’s a short day’s paddie back 1o
Pahquatasing, where vou can wait for
other Indians to come, and take your
choice.”

“Oh, I wasn’t thinking of anything
g0 bad as that, We're four white men,
and though one is no good, we should be
able to keep the redsking under disci-

pline. I was only thinking that you
may be too easy with them. That’s

about all, though 1 should fecl better if
I knew what sort of an argument that
drunken devil was putting up with
tieshik.”

The muscles around the woodsman’s
lins were working suggestively, but Col-
L urn failed to note the qvmp’fmh

“Muokwa was drunk,” said Robertson,
the usual pause having  interver 10(1
“and I don’t execuse t}m\, but in his
wildest drunk he never does anything
worse than maul his best friend. ve
had a tussel or two with him myself.
Onee he hit into me belore I was looking

2 A
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fer it and closed my right eve. That got
my mad up, Pll admit, and I banged
him so hard that he didn’t work for
four days afterwards.”

“Good!”  exclaimed Colburn,
eyes blazing.

“1 was sorry for it as soon as 1'd
done it,” continued Robertson, * but
Mukwa knew he'd deserved it, and we've
been good friends ever sinee. 11e71l take
anything from me hecanse he knows 1’11
only give him what’s right.

¢ As to what he was saying last night
T could give a good guess, as the men
from the States say. Mukwa is a crank
on one subject. You can start him on it
when he’s sober, and he’ll talk by the
hour. With the first dose of firewater
oft he goos of himself, and there’s no
stopping him till he gets fighting
drunk.”

“ (iive us the guess,
{avorite doctrine?”

Colburn expected to hear an exposi-
tion of the redman’s view of Socialism,
or some other ism cqually pernicious
{rom the point of view of tle prospect-
ive capitalist.

“ Language,

“ Language? What the devil

“ Mukwa was born and passzed his
boyhood near Sault Sainte Marie, which
is the ancestral homc of the Ojibways,
or Chippewas, as you men from the
States call them. The Indians there-
about think mighty well of themselves
on that account, and hold that only
there is their lanﬂu‘w(- pokon correctly.
Pm thinking ﬂmt they’re about right,
sir, but th at doesn’t matter.

“DTve noliced that Mukwa, who has
traveled all over Canada, is very fond
of correcting the pronunciation of the
Indians he mects. He never has trouble
with them when he’s sober, for he
doesn’t offend them, though mayhe they
think he takes a good deal upon him-

his

then. What’s his

? said Robertson simply.
25

self. Now, Gezhik never has lived at
the TIake shore, and I  presume
Mukwa ’»

[fere Robertson desisted to eall to
Gozhik, who was passing.  The Indian
apyroached, hig face smiling as was his
habit.

“ What was Mukwa talking about last
night ? 77 asked Nobertson.

“He tell me I no talk Ojibway good,”
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Gezhik replied,
than before.
Robertson looked gravely up at Col-

burn, but lie saw only the leader’s back.
Colburn wag stalking to the fire, where
breakfast awaited him. Ue did not re-
fer to his suspicions again, and Hobert-
son was discrcet enough not to ask him
if he was satisfied.

smiling more broadly

CHHAPTER V.
AN ACCIDENT.

Tur progress of the expedition for
the second and third days may be passed
without detailed deseription. No epi-
sode of significance occurred.

They paddled from end to end of
Pahquatasing, through the connecting
channel to the lake bc) ond, and hall
its length to a noon landing on the
western bank. Thence there was a por-
tage over a low ridge to a river that
flowed toward the north. Camp for the
second night was on the bank of this
river.

Next day they journeyed down stream
with but the shortest halt for dinner
and went into camp only when dark-
ness began to fall,

It was a long dav s work, and the men
were too tlred to express any irritation
that may have been upon them. Till
now their eyes had rested on nothing
that white men had not ccen before
them, but on the morrow, after a long
portage, they would enter a district
where they could claim to be the first
COmers.

This thought aided to still such dis-
content as existed on account of Col-
burn’s arbitrary and ill-advised meth-
ods of leadership.

It would be vain to cet down here the
several petty incidents that served little
other purpose than to keep Mayvherry
on edge, Stilson in a state of chronic
grumbling, and that closed Robertson’s
lips to all conversation gave that which
the business of the moment demanded.

As yet Mayberry had done no pros-
pecting of any serious character, ex-
cept that all his observations of the
country they passcd were serious. Now
and again, as the canoes glided close to
a ledge, his keen eyes discerned the
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scar made by some previous prospector;
aird though there was much in the rock
formation to interest him as a geologist,
he was content to leave the results of
investigation as they had been found by
his predecessors. His heart longed {or
the unknown wilderness where he could
feel the thrill of original scarch.

It was Mukwa who chose the site for
the camp that third cvening. He had
traversed the country beyvond, and Rob-
ertson yielded to his judgment without
a question. Not even Colburn made any
objection, though he asked the question
“Why??” un(‘edwmf’lv

This was a proper cnough inquiry,
coming from the leader, as were many
others that he asked about the route,
the kind of country to be expected, its
water courses, and so forth. To all of
these the Indian made no reply; he had
not spoken a word to Colburn since the
quarrel at the first camp.

Robertson hovered ncar whenever
Colburn sought information from the
red-skinned guides, and in his deliber-
ate, inoffensive manner made the an-
swers, after first conversing with
Mukwa in Ojibway.

A persistent rain was falling when the
party landed. The travelers were al-
ready soaked with it, and the whites
went to work in self-defense, occupying
themselves with setting np the shelters.

Mulwa atlacked a fallen tree with
an ax, (ezhik wandered inland after
pine knots, and Robertson stripped bark
from a birch that grew near. The bark
was dripping with water when he laid
some strips underneath Gezhik’s knots
and Mukwa’s wood, hut when he
touched a match to it, a crackling flame
instantly arose.

1t sceined as if the rain drops them-
selves were on fire, s0 readily did the
bark bur

Mayberry watched this procedure
with eager interest, and Robertson, oh-
serving this, said, “ Many’s the tlme
Tve packed a handful of birch bark
across the snows where birch might not
be found. It might lic in the bottom
of the lake for a month, but it would
kindle a fire as soon as it was brought
to the surface.”

The knots caught, and then the wood,
and in short order there was a fire that
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defied the weather and banished the dis-
comfort of wet clothes.

Stilson himsell was moved to cheer-
ful remarks, and fortunately Colburn
was so absorhed in thoughts of lis own
that he made none of his biling retorts.
Ho the briel waking period of the eve-
ning passed w ithont Triction.

in the morning an early start was
made over the leng portage, in the hope
ef arriving at a \pot Mukwa had de-
scribed to Robertson as desirable lor
the next eamp.

The yonte involved a long iramp
through the woods and over the shouls
der of a mountain to a river, down
which they could float to a lake; across
this to its outlet, where the canoes
would shoot a series of rapids to the
camp gite some miiles below.

There was no trail. The instinet, to
say nothing of the knowledge, of the
Indian was depended on for the finding
of tlm way.

Stilson lmd wholly overcome his ob-
'(Ctlon to carrying one of the packs,
\\ hether w 1[lmq v or not, he had adapt-
ed himsell to the necessities of the sit-
nation, and borne his share of the un-
derlaking without protest.

But Colburn thought fit to remind
hiim of his obligations before the day’s
warch began.

*“ No double duty for your Indian to-
dav, Stilson,” said he. “ We haven’t
time to allow @ man to cover this route
twice. Youll have to tote your own
pack.”

“ Pveno idea of doing anything else,”
Stilson replied.

“ Nee that vou keep the pace, then.”

Of course it was the manner rather
than the words that stirred the purse-
bearer’s wrath. e cursed his leader
{ervently, and Colburn’s checks flushed.

+ 'ihow s o lunit to the ballving 17l
stand,’ vas the non-profane xnbstmr‘e
of St L\ ;n(\‘rw , Cand youlve Uht
about re achui it, Mv. John Colburn’

=1 guess vow'll stand what comes
just as the vert of us do,” retorted Col-
burn with an cath of 1115 own. “ T it’s
to take a licking {o bring you
into fine Pl not hesitate to give it, and
it might better be now than later.”

Mukwa stood beside his canoe, pipe in
iis mouth, looking and listening with

GO
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unmoved countenance; but his cyes
were mainly upon Colburn. G ezhik

folded his‘ armg, and his habitual smile
disappeared. Robertson pretended not
to observe the dispute.

* Ob, come along,” said Mayberry,
shouldering his pack. “ '1}Ilb isn’t prog-

ress. Let’s pet a move on.”
“You wno vour advice when it’s
asked for,” snapped Colburn.
Mayberry set down his pack. There

was a limit Tor him, too, it seemed, and
he shut his jaws hard to repress any
senseless retort that might spring from
his anger; but his 1mpulbc was not so
much to quarrel on his own account as
to defend Stilson if necessary.

The purse-bearer would have been
but a {ragile twig in the hands of the
leader, and Mayberry perhaps could
]m"o done no more than even up the
forees, but that he would have done.

Stilson was far from showing the
coward. He stecd hig ground with
clenched fists, looking quite as much at
Mayberry as at the leader.

For a moment there was a pause.
Mayberry’s intercession had ereated
diversion in Colburn’s mind, to speak in
military terms, and it may be that it
had actually prevented hostilities of the
fiercer sort; but Mayberry found that he
could not suppress his own resentment
wholly.

“ You must not speak to me like that,
Mr. Colburn,” he said, bending once
gain to his pack

“AMust not!”

cried Colburn, in a
fary.  “ Just not? What the devil
would yoeu——"""1le choked and looked
around af the group.

Secing Mokwa coldly regarding him,
he {i11i<] ed his question by direeting lt,
or another, at the Indian. “ What are
vou doing, vou lazy red beggar? Stand
fhere and rabber at me as if 1 was a {ree
show, would you? 1t’s your business to
march. Start!”

Mukwa turned his head toward Rob-
ertron, who looked up with an expres-
sion of long-tried paticnce. The Indian
asked a question in Ojibway, to which
the woodsman answered “ (leget,” (ves)
wearily, whereupon Mukwa promptly
lifted the canoe.

With no more words the marvch be-
aan.
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Mukwa strode ahcad, followed closcly
by Mayberry. Then camne Hobertson
under a canoe, with Coibuern behind.
stifson was next, hiz eves fixed all but
imimovably on  Colburn’s  Iack, and
Gezhik with the third canoe broughit up
the rear.

It was a long, hard journcy. Many
times they halted to rest, and at one
such halt they had dinner. 1t was after
midday when they began to ciimb a
steep slope that not even the Indian
cuide knew how to circumvent in any
casier way.

“Will we cver get to that river?”
Colburn demanded. 1t certuinly won’t
be found running up Wll”

“We'll come to it on the other side
of this,” Robertson answered from be-
neath his birchen hood.

YUt wouldn’t surprise me at all,”
grumbled Colburn, “if it proved that
the sncaking redskin was {ooling us.”

“Jie knows the country, sir. Would
he be doing all this work for nothing?”

“No. He has his objeet.”

“What is that, sir?”

“ Revenge.”

“Don’t think it, Mr. Colhurn. You
don’t know Muikwa as 1 do. He is now
under my orders and he is obeying.”

The leader’s eyves snapped resentinlly
at this quiet assertion ol a certain au-
thority, but he refrained from rasping
the woodsiman by insult divected at him.

“1le’d better olrey,” he said, and lct
the matter drop.

When they arrived al the sumimit of
the ridge Colburn strained his eyes to
distinguish the waler-course at the bot-
tom. He saw nothing but the intermni-
nable forest that confined the view to a
small radius.

Fven Mukwa and his canoe were dis-
appearing in the foliage far down the
slope, for having arrived fivst at the
summit, he and Mayberry had gained on
the followers by having a minule or
two of casier mareh.

“ Ask the begaar,” said Colburn,
“how far it is to the river.”

tobertson ealled in Ojibway, and
when the answer came back to them he
transiated. “ e savs hie’ll holler when
he seeg .7

“That docsn’t answer the question,
exclaimed Colburn.

»

“Aye, il doésn’t, but it’s all ye're
likely to get from the Indian”

Colhurn was silent, but that was no
indication thal he was satizfied.

shortly after this the way took them
beside what appeared to he w dried-up
rivulet, or a smail landslide of some
past springtime, for at their right was
an irregular bare line covered with loose
stones.

A shout came from below.

“Does he see 1?7 asked Colburn
cagerly.

“1 think so,” replied Robertson, step-
ping along as rapidly as was safe to
himsell and the precious burden he
carried.

Colburn again ={raincd his eyes, but
could see no gleam of water. In his
eagerness he attempted to pass his
guide, turning into the dry watercourse
to do »o. :

The way was narrow al best, and care
for the fragile canoe should have made
him restrain his curiosity, but with that
headlong, inconsiderate way that hiy
companions had come 1o sce was char-
acteriztic of all he undertook, he edged
past with his pack.

A stone i the watereourse rolled
under his foot, and he staggered. The
pack bumped against the canoe just {or-
ward of where Robertson had his hold.
Tt swayed aside and the forward end col-
lided with a tree.

“Look oul!” gasped  Robertson,
keenty alive 1o the danger.

e staggered on his own account, and
tried to bring himself {o an abrupt halt.
Colhurn also percetving the danger, at-
fempted o slip his pack from his shoul-
ders and =ave {he canoe.

The eatazstrophe came almost simul-
tancously  with  Roberlson™s warning
ery.

Colburn  clipped again, the pack
Turchied again avainst the canoe, Rob-
ertzon was pushed wholly from his foot-
ing on the steep hillside, and both men
and their hurdens went down together.

Robertzon threw the canoe from him
to avoid crushing in its frail side. Ile
Iay with one arm under him glaring up
at Colburn, who scrambled hastily to
his Teet.

“Ye dommmed fool!” groancd the
woodsman.
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Colburn was so thoroughly startled
by the possibilitics of irremediable dic
arter involved in the aceident that he
made no show of temper; probably he
felt none.

“ 1 hope nothin’s broken,” he stam-
mered.

The woodsman turned his head to
look the canoe over.

“There’s nothing there,” he muttered
between  gritted ’tooth, that Bukwa
can’'t piteh in an hour. 1 not so sure
about my arm.”

The leader’s ieart stood still. e maw
now the posttion in which Robertson
lay, and it dawned upon him that ihe
woodsman had made no effort to get up.

< Mayberry,” shouted Colburn, “come
baek herel!?”

Stilson and Gezhik were appearing
over the sumnit of the ridge. They ar-
vived at the same tise with Mayberry,
‘\'h() took in the situation at a single
shovked glance. e stooped over Lob-
('Hmn.

Uan’t vou stir? 7 he asked.

“Yes,” replied Robertson, 1 think
s0. My head whirling at firgt. I
think L shall be all right by the time the
canoc is patched up.”

Wiih the help of Colburn and May-
berry he got to his feet, his strong {ea-
tures twisting with a spasm of pan
when he tried to step.

“ There’s something wrong with my
teg, too,” said e, ** but it will pass scon.
Nothing broken, I think.”

Mavberry knelt to make an examina-
tion.

“I'm no surgeon,” he said presently,
“but I should say that vou’ve got noth-
ing worse than a sprained ankle.”

“That'll soon mend.”

“THow about your arm?
move it?”

Robertson tried. His {ace turned «
low, but the arm moved.

“Don’t try again,” said Mavberry.
“Tve got ome stuff in one of the Uacks

Wils

Can you

sal-

that is said to be good for bruises and

spriins, You'd best lic down as com-
fertably as vou can until T can open
the pack "’

Fobertron interrupted with a shake
of his head.

“ No, sir, thankee,” said he, in his
usual slow way. “ We musin’t halt here.

T T vy
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1Us no place for a camp, ¢ir. You can
help me down to the river, ])(rhzlps.
1t7s just below there, I suppose.”
 “Yes; Mukwa ant e there by this
time.”

At that moment Mukwa came toiling
np the slope to see for himscll what
had caused the delay. He expressed his
surprise and coneern by taking his pipe
from his mouth and putting it in a
pocket.

“Gentlemen,
faint smile, * let
They know how.”

He spoke to the Indians in their own
tongne. Gezhik, who had already set
down his canoe, came 1o one side of the
injured man and Mukwa to the other.
They lifted him in their arms and bore
him down the hill to the viver banlk,
laying him with his back to a giant pine.

Without waiting for orders, they as-
cended the hill again and brought down
the canocs.

vith a
o work.

sald Robertson,
these boys do the

CITAPTER VL

THE LEADER AESSETTS HIS AUTHORITY.

Durive the first few minutes affer
the alarming calamity, Colburn was as
quict as a Tamb and apparently as mecek.

He carvied his own pack to the river
bank, ret it down, and watched the

others caring for Robertson, offering
no suggestions, giving no commands,

content to let the men do in their own
way what the emergeney ealled for.
While the Indians were bringing
down the other canoes, Stilson opened
a pack and scarched it until he found
the remedy Mayberry had spoken of,
and which he applied to Robertson’s
bare arm and ankle. This took but little
time, and the Indiang were still on the
slope with the (moos when  Stilson
found himeeif 1dle, for there was noth-
ing he could do to assist Mavberry.
TThen it appeared to Colburn time to

veaseert his leadership, Tt was as if
he feared that presently his sobordi-

nates would discover that they had been
-eetling on quite well withent his diree-
tion, and that they would be lacking in
deference therealler.

A= Stilzon was the only one unoccu-
pied it was to him {hat the lcader gave
his tyrannical attention.
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“Come on, Stilson,” said he, “we
mustn’t lose time. That lazy lw:ﬂnu of

an Indian didn’t launch ihis canoc.
Telp me put it in the water.”

“Why,” said Slicon s pri ised, “it
wol’t be possible Lo go on Lo- d.L), will

l(, o3

“hat remains to be seen,” replied
Colburn shortly. “ We'li save tine by
getting the canoe in and having it
ready.”

Ite stooped at one side with his hands
on the gunwale, and Stilson siowly went
around to the other.

wtilson moved al‘d looued as i he
were dazed by the calamity that had be-

fallen the expodmon. He was too cast

down by it to utier, or even to feel, re-
sentment for Colburn’s dictatorial man-
ner.  They Iifted the canoe and moved
toward the water a fow vards distant.

“Mr. Colburn,” calicd Robertson,
d‘ld his voice was sugzestively husky,

¢ excuse me, sir, but likely Maokwa will
want to overhaul that canee hefore she
goes in after such a long portage.”

Prompily at the suegestion, Stilson
began to lower his side.

“ Go ahead with it!” exclaimed Col-
burn under his breath, but sharply.
“If the redskin wants {o ovel rhaul it he

can have the trouble of faking it out of
the water.”

If it occurred to him that a cance
needs to be oul of the water for a long
time before the pitch is applied to ils
seams or cracks, he dismizsed that con-
sideration in favor of one that appealed
to him as more imporiant—ihe asser-
tion of his own authority.

stilson had not as yet knowledge
enough of travel in the wilds to per-
ceive the reason behind Robertson’s
pmtox‘r but he did feel that the woods-
man’s suggestion should be adopied. So
for a momcnt hie stopped, hesitating.

It was by no means rebellion ag aninst
his leader. - He fook it as a mqﬁor of
course (hdt Robertson’s voiee should he
heeded, and he could not understand
why Colburn insizted on the procedure
that had been hegun.

But Stilkon could not forthwith drop
his side of the canoe. He did know
enough to avoid that, for if he had done
so the fragile bark 1 all probability
would have cracked, and then there

ot S e i ot b i G =0 e A RO b S S
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might be howors of delay while Mukwa
worked with his piteh pot.

In the bricl pause Robertson spoke
again,

“ Mukwa's just back in the Dush
there, Mr. (‘ollmm lie can tell at a

lmce it anylhing’™s to be done to it.”

“Put it in, b el youl” whispered
Colburn angrily. “1 won’t be faced
down like that in the presence of the
treacherous reds. Can’t you sece that
witlh Robertson laid up Uve got to exert
my aathority undizputed ? ll give Rob-
ertson himself a Lint of that before
long.”

The argument had some force with
Blison, althoneh lie was far from shar-
ing the leader’s distrust of the Indians.
On the contrary he had found Geshik not
a bad sort of feilow, and he had been in-
huon(‘(d by some things that Mayberry

Lad said about the natives in the course
of conversations incidental to the jour-
ney.

But Stilson was in no mood {o resist,
and if he had been the inevitable result
would have been a row, and the canoe
wont in.

They made {he ends fast to saplings,
and Collhurn energetically put the pro-
vizion pack aboard.

“ Doesn't leak a drop, you sce,”
he.

“ [Low did it happen? ” Stilson asked,
jerking his head toward the {ree where
Robertson lay.

“Oh replied Colburn, it was just
onc of tho=c accidents that may happen
any time in the woods.  The most expe-
rienced man will lose his footing at
times. 1 don’t think any the less of Don
forit. Ile did his best Lo save the canoe.
We'll see now if it was damaged.”

The Indians had been in view since
Robertson last spoke, Mukwa ahead
with the doubiful eanoe over him. e
set the canoe down with the utmaest care
end {ook his pipe Trom his pocket.

“ Is she badly damaged ? 7 asked (ol-
burn.

IPor answer, the Indian lit a maich
and applied it {o his pipe.

Robertson said something in Ojibway,
whereupon Mukwa, without deigning
co much as a glance at Colburn, turned
the canoc hottom up and proceeded {o
make a minute examination. Gezhik,

said

2
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having set down his canoe, came and
joined him.

Colburn ground his tecth in his rage,
but beyond this manifestation, which
Stilson noticed curicusly, he kept his
wrath to himself.

Presently Mukwa put his finger on a
spot and muttered. it was Ojibway, and
Colburn fretted fwain in his ignorance.
(Gezhik rConn(led with a grunt.

“Ts she cracked there, or weak??”
asked Colburn.

Mukwa went on stolidly pressing the
bark with his finger tips, but Gezhik
looked wp with his simple smile and
answered, “ Broke; got to  get-um
pxtcn ?

1 didn’t speak to you!” snapped the
leader.

Jezhik had turned away, but at this
he faced about slowly., His smile was
in evidence as before.

“Yes, sir,” said he tranquilly.

The leader was utterly nonplussed.
What to make of such a response under
the eirenmstances was utterly beyond
him, as it would be bevond any man who
had had no contact with the Ojibways.

Colburn could not classify it as con-
tempt or misunderstanding, but it cer-
tainly was not thie scrvile respect he
craved, and that was enoungh to stimu-
fate his wrath. Tiis fist clenched spas-
modically, and if Gezhik had been on
his side of the canoe there andoubtedly
would have been a blow.

“ (et the piteh ready, then,” bellowed
Colburn, red in the face.

For a moment it scemed as if neither
Indian had heard him. Mukwa kept
prodding the bark sides of the canoe,

tezhik stood looking steadily at the
feader, his smile ('h(mfrmo by impercep-
tible dumeb to a graver expression.

Robertson wa*vned helplessly, and
Mayberry glanced over his shoulder at
the tablean with a sickening heart. 1t
was not wholly the fortune of the expe-
dition that worried him at the moment.

“ And thiz is the man Rose Oshorne
has chosen!” was his despairing, resent-
ful refloction.

The tableau endured but a moment,
long enough to set Colburn quivering
in {he cflort he made to control his an-
ger,

Then Gezhik turned again, wont

slowly to a tree against which he had
laid the third canoe, and sat down on
the ground, clasping his knees with hisg
hams and gazing a sullen deflance at
the leader.

Mukwa went on prodding. Some
grains of sense scemed to be mingled
with Colburn’s makeup, for he did not
stride across the ground and assault the
mild-mannered Indian who so mani-
festly disregarded bim. To that extent
he Held himself in check.

Stilson strolled up to the tree where
Robertsen lay, and remarked profanely
that Colburn was several kinds of a fool.

Robertson’s eyes were almost closed,
hut he kept their gaze on the leader
and his hps frembled.

The woodsman’s brain was not a
quick one. The strain in his bload, or
long habits of the wilderness, or both,
ill-fitted him to cope with this manner
of cmergency.

Put him in a canoe on the rapids,
with life dependent upon swift and cer-
tain strokes of the paddle; or let him
face a startled moose, or a maddened
grizzly, and none could be quicker than
he to do the right thing promptly and
in the right way. In this situation he
found it casier to address himself first
to one of his own order of inte}ligenco

“ Gezhil \,” he called, “ the pitch pot is
in the pack here. Come and get it and
get a fire”

The words were in Ojibway, but their
purport was plain to all in the prompt,
though characteristically slow demean-
or of the Indian. He arese, shambled
across the intervening space, and went
to work as directed.

Then Colburn strode up to the giant

ine.

“Don,” said he, “it’s all right for
vou to talk to those lazy beggars in a
eibberish 1 can’t nnderstand, especially
if it’s the only way to get them to work;
but I'm the head of this expedition, T
believe, and T want you to tell the
blame 100]& that what I say goes. When
1 give an order, they’re to obey it and
net wait for vou to speak, understand ?
And when I ask a question, I want it
answered. Tell them that, too.”

“Mr. Colburn,” responded the woods-
man with cxtraordinary coolness, © you
may go straight to hell.”
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Collbrurn started as if he had been
stung.

“You defy me?” he lissed inquir-
ingly. “ Why, vou ignorant clodhopper,
I hired you. You're to do my work.
You take a coward’s advantage of an
occasion when you know I can’t punch
you as you deserve. You never dared
talk that way when vou were up and
able to defend yoursell”

The leader’s back was turned to the
Indians; he did not -ee, therefore, that
for the first time since the altercation
began they were hotlh standing still and
regarding hir, {heir countenances ut-
terly expressionless.

Mukwa’s pipe stuck as usual {rom his
mouth, and the shadow of his smile hov-
ered about Gezhik’s lips. The latter had
the piteh pot in his hand. Mukwa stood
with folded arms. Both were waiting to
see if Colburn would venture to assault
their ancient friend, and they waited
thus to the end.

“1I chose to speak now,” said Robert-
son, “because now is the time when
vou ask me to do what I won’t do. You
never asked it before. As for punching
me, yow’ll have ail the chance you wans
before we can get back to Pahquatasing.
When this gentleman has got my arm
fixed, I'll stand up and break your back
for you with one hand if you like.”

Till this, Mayberry had kept his head
bent over his task, which in reality was
finished. Now he raized his head, still
knecling and sitting back on his heels.

Indignation, apprehension for the
success of the expedition which meant
so much to him, humiliation at being
concerncd in such a senscless wrangle
—all these emotions were surging in
conilict within him. Ie tried to speak
with the gravity befitting a man of
science.

“Tobertson,” he said, “don’t talk of
going back to Pahaquatasing. All this
trouble is little short of insanity. We
must endure it. The expedition needs
you -

Jolburn tapped him none too gently
on {he shoulder.

“ Professor,” he sncered, “suppose
you let me talk this out. Stick to your
ologies and leave dircction to a grown
man.”

There was in that first remark a sub-

<

THE ARGOSY.

tle sting that added ils trifling irrita-
tion to the heat of the moment.

Karly in thelr acquaintance Mayberry
had politely requested Colburn not to
address his a “professor” 1t was a
title that Mayherry, as a college man,
respecied highly, and one to which as
vet he had no academic right, and it
Jarred upon his perhaps too sensitive
nature to he addressed by it—just as no
right thinking captain likes to be called
“ Colonel.”

Jut it was not this deliberate insult
—for 1ill this occaxion Colburn had re-
spected the request—ithat caused May-
berry’s blood to boil. 1t was the intol-
erable tone and manner which had
exasperated him carlier in the day.

Ite stood up quickly, but before he
could make a retort, Stilson had cut in.

“ Pity,” he said, “we didn’t bring a
strait-jacket along.”

So the row was general

Stilson’s interjection served a double
purpose: it gave Mayberry a momen-
tary reaclion to the end that he kept his
dignity; and it turned the current of
Colburw’s wrath in a new direction, for
his temper, like that of all bullies, took
the line of least resistunce.

“You shut up!” he snapped, and his
hand was raised to strike.

stilson stepped back hastily.

“Mr. Colburn,” said  Robertson
sharply, and the leader turned to him,
“it 13 not my mind to desert your ex-
pedition. You’re my boss, and if you
want me along you can have me. I'm
not one to go back on an undertaking;
but P'in done with hearing my f{riends
called lazy beggars and other bad
names. Sick or well, I'll see that vour
work is done for vou as it should be.
You can have it in your own way if
that’s your mind, but yow’ll have to talk
to the Indians through me.

“You can fret as mueh as you like;
butl your head against this pine il you
want to. There’s no law in the bush to
prevent vou, and there’s no law to make
me do a fool thing. If you don’t like
what I'm telling you, you can call it up
when 1'm well, or any other time. I
stand by it from now {till we sce Pah-
qualasing again.”

Jolburn wheeled suddenly about and
saw the Indians standing like statues a
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few paces distant. Some impression of
ominous possibilities must have been
forced in upon him, for he turned to
Robertson dn‘din. and addressed him in
a tone that showed mighty effort at con-
trol.

“ How long,™ he aszked, “ will it take
to mend the canoes?”

“Not less than an hour,” was the
reply; * possibly more.”

Without ancther word Colburn strode
away, and they leard the sounds of his
crashing thrmmh the bush along the
river bank till Lhey died away in the
distance.

Stilson drew a long breath.

“Tf only he'd never come baek!” said
he fervently.

Mayberry was too mortified at having
been involved in what, to him, was a
disgraceful scene, to make any com-
ment. He silently repacked the articles
that had been taken out for Robert-
son’s benefit, and the Indians method-
ically gave their attention {o the mend-
ing of the canocs.

CHAPTER VIL

GEZHIK'S CROOKED KNIFE,

Taere was nothing further that
Mayberry could do for Robertson, and
he was uscless to the Indians; hammer
in hand, therefore, he sought to dis-
tract his mind by an examination of the
ledges in the vicinity.

He was not very successful. The
rocks offered no indications to arouse
more than academic interest, and his
spirit rankled with the scene in which
he had borne so unwilling and, as he
teared, so unseemly a part.

He thought of the scholarly seclusion
of the university where thousands of
young men, and old, too, struggled with
more or less llltGllﬁWV and carnestness
for the prizes of learning, and where
all was dignity and peace. He was
homesick for a certain alcove in Gore
Hall, where he had done so many a
grateful grind preliminary to an exam-
ination.

And he thought of Rose Osborne.

When he returned to Robertson he
assumed a nonchalance that was far
from sincere, and asked, “ How goes it ?

Do you think we'd better go into camp
here?”

“No, sir,” replied the woodsman.
“Tovery mile gained to-day is so much
progress, and there need be no great
delay fov me. I allow that I've got to
mend, for I'm bunged worse than the
canoe, but I can mend while traveling.”

“But you can’t think of swinging a
paddle any more than you can think of
walking. Arm and ankle both must
have time to mend.”

“I know, siv. 1t gives me a groutch
to sit here and do nothing, and I never
but once hefore was a passenger in a
canoe, and then it was because I was
fool enough to work before 1 was ready
for it. But we can go on. The boys will
soon have the canoes in the water.”

“We've got it all -arranged,” said
Stilson, who lay on his back near by,
“and we're only waiting for the Cmr to
come back and upset everything.”

“ Speaking of that,” Mayberry inter-
rupted, “don’t you think it will be a
good plan for us three to adopt the
Ojibway method of argument? I don’t
know when I’ve seen anything more im-
pressive than their non-resisting atti-
tude. There’s nothing to be done about
it.”

Robertson smiled.

“You're quite right, sir,” said he.
“When an Indian stril ikes, he’s done.
No argument, threat, 1()Sb of job, or
even promise of more pay will move
him. le’s done and that’s all there is to
it. I really feared the other night that
we’d have to get on without Mukwa.”

“Thank goodness you saved us that
loss!”” exclaimed Mayberry. “ But how
about my suggestion? These incessant
rows are dreadfully disagreeable. It
does seem as if we ought to avoid them
somehow.”

“There’s only one way,” said Stilson.

“Weli?”

“Rap Colburn on the head and bury
him hefore he begins to talk.”

Mayberry could not smile at this,
tllollol Stilson seemed to regard it as
a hmh grade witticism.

«“ Souonsly,” Mayberry began, when
Stilson cut in:

“The man’s impossible.  We whites
can’t take the same attitude that the
reds do because we’re white—which
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isn’t meaning any disrespect to your
friends, Don, 1 think they’re bully fel-
lows. But you understand me.”

tobertson made no response. He was
now the former Hudson Bay factor; it
was no part of his business to discuss
the peculiarities of his superior officer.
Stilson went on:

“Yowll have to admit it, Mayberry.
You’ve been hot under the collar your-
self twice to-day.”

“Yes, I am ashamed to say I have.”

“Rot! There’s no shame about it.
If it wasn’t for the business that
rrousfht us here, I’d have cut loose long
ago.

“ We're not out for a pienic!”

The discussion might have gone fur-
ther, and it is not impos%ible that it
night have led to some plan of conduct;
for Mavbmry found a grawful relief in
Stilson’s talk in that it was more ami-
cable and free from petty snarling than
usual; but at this moment Colburn
came stalking from the forest.

With portentous solemnity he went
to the canoe that Mukwa was smearing
with hot pitch and looked it over.

No need to wonder how he was going
to behave. He had been defeated in the
altercation, but he was still the leader.
His every movement and attitude were
calculated to proclaim as much.

Maybherry felt his gorge rising, and
turned away, occupying himself with
carrying a pack to the margin of the
river.

“Think yow’ll be able to stand the
rest of to-day’s journey?” Colburn
asked of Robertson.

“Yes, sir,” replied the woodsman,
“hut I shall have to go as a passenger.
it won’t make any great difference, sir,
for it’ll be all down stream to the lake
and a short p‘tddh then to the outlet,
so Mukwa tells me’

Tt was quite evident that Colburn had
foreseen some contingency of this kind,
and that he had decided upon his
course, for, without allowing time for
any of the others to make a sn:gestion,
he said:

“All right, PlIl take Gezhik in the
canoce with me and you ecan have

Mukwa.  Mayberry and Stilson are ex-
pert enongh now to get along together,
if there isn’t any portage.”

i S TR L T, VT T T

THE ARGOSY.

“1 think so, sir. There’s no more
portage necessary to-day.”

Inasmuch as this arrangement was
precisely the one planned by Robertson
and Btilson, there was not only no ob-
jection, but a general sense of relief.
It seemed to promise a more agrecable
conduct of the expedition thercaflter.

Stilson ventured the opinion to May-
berry that Colburn had * taken a tum-
ble to himself,” to which Mayberry re-
sponded that he hoped so. In fact, he
was little encouraged for the future,
though he shared the present relief to
the full.

When the injured canoe had becn
patched, the Indians examined the one
that Gezhik had carried over the port-
age. It necded no attention and both
were launched.

Packs were put aboard and Robertson
was assisted to a place in the how of
Mukwa’s canoe. The start was made
immediately, Colburn, of course, in the
lead.

It was a grateful contrast to the first
part of the day’s journcy, the more so
that the current of the river was swilt
encugh to reduce paddling to little more
effort than was required to steer, but
Collrarn, with his characteristic encrgy,
made hard work of it, and, under his
insistence, Gezhik more than dipped his
paddle in the water. Consequently the
others Jost sight of the forward canoe
within a half mile of the starting place.

Not long afterward, however, they
caught up with and passed it, for the
voyagers had stopped at an open place
on the bank, thrown out the pack and
fastened the canoe.

Robertson, who came along first, was
for turning aside also, but Mukwa had
no sooner begun to direct his canoe to
shore than Colburn ecalled, “ Go ahead,
T’ll overhaul you in a few minutes.”

Mukwa and Bobertson went on with-
out asking the cause of the delay.
They didn’t need to; but "*\ﬂ'a‘\'bcrr’v, fol- -
lowmo shortly after, wanted to kuow it
any thmg was wrong.

“ Nothing serious,” rcnlied C‘oﬂmrn
indifferently.  “ We'll be all right in a
few minutes.”

Tte would not have them come to
shore, and, accordingly, they went on
aleo.
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Colburn’s
niinent danger of
vislons.

A scam had parted at the bow so far
above the water-line that not a drop en-
tered as long as oniy the pack was on
board ; but when the {wo men were in—
Colburn at the bow—ihe added weight
was sufiicient to bring the leak in evi-
dence.  Colburn was first aware of it
when he found liis knees soaking.

What regrets may  have }awsed
through his mind that he did not have
the canoe exanmined, as Hobertszon had
suggested, cannot be set down here, for
we have only Gezhilds testimony as to
what happened.

It might be supposced that Colburn,
in his hot- mad!‘d way, would proceed
to talke it out of the Indian for having
permitted a start to be made without
cxamination; but it can be seen that,
if he did that, he would have laid him-
self open to conviction for carelessness
in not having the examination made at
the proper time; and that, furthermore,
he might have been (o‘npohed to ac-
knowledge his crror to Robertzon.

Be that as it may, what happencd, ac-
cording to Gezhik’s subsoqucnt brief re-
port, was a turning to the land at the
first convenient spot, and a caution from
Colburn to the Indian not to speak to
Mukwa when Robertson’s canoce should
come by.

1t was out of the question to use the
piteh pot unless a great deal of time
was to be lost. So the canoe was
hauled out and emptied, and Colburn
cut sticks from the hushes near to lay
on the bettom, under the pack, in order
to keep it above the water,

By this device, and an occasional
brief halt to pour out thu water, he
reckoned that the vost of the day’s trip
conld he covered withont mending.

He found it necossary to pause for
emptving the canoe bhefore he had
caught up with Mayvberry, and when he
went on again he had Gexhik take the
how plaoe for the Indian was the
lighter by at least filty pounds,

"The canoe filted more slowly after
that, but it filled, and there had to be
another halt for pouring the water out,
and this hefore cither of the other ca-
noes had been hrought into view.

canoe was almk, to the hn-
spotiing the pro-
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Shortly after thi: pause the river
ended in the lake of which Mukwa had
spoken.

It was by no means a small lake.
The hiils back of the western shore
were miles away, but it appearcd that
the outiet was ab the castern end, and,
as the Indian liad said, but a short dis-
tance {rom the iniet.

Colburn presently saw the other ca-
noes drawn out of the watler and lying
on the edge of a broad expanse of flat
rock.  Mukwa snd the whites were sit-
ting or standing near, cvidently waiting
for him to calch up. He turned the
canoe toward thern.

“What arc you stopping for?” he
asked.

Mayberry answered: “ Partly for you
and partly because the rapids at the
outlet appear to he swifter and more
dangerous than Robertson had sup-
posed from Mukwa’s description.”

“Oh,” snarled Colburn, ¢ then
Mukwa doesn’t know it all, ch?”

“ Robertson says,” said Mavberry, ig-
noring the interruption, “ that to shoot
the ra plds safely it wo ul(l require that
cach man in the canoe should be well
enough to take his paddle and look out
for himgelf if anything went wrong.”

“Then the main reason for delay is
that Robertson is laid up.”

“We can portage past the rapids,
which would mean the carrying of Rob-
ertson, or we can shoot them by taking
a man in the canoe with the Indians and
sending them back cach trip for another
man, or we can go into camp here for a
time.  Of course we look to you for a
decision.”

“QCht”

That was all Colburn said for a mo-
ment, and it was a demdodl) noncom-
mittal monosyllable,

TTe looked at .13"‘) rry as if to deter-
mine whether the deference of the
party, as expressed Imough him, was

sincere or if there was a veiled sar-
casm. Mayberry had stated the sit-
nation dispassionately and  without

Teconnnonddtron. and Stilson kept his
promize, and did not onen his n-.outn

“TH take a look at the rapids and s
for hmelf ? said Colburn, v*hmh per-
haps, was just what should have been
expected of him.
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It was certainly better than ordering
further advance without investigation.

Ie turned the cance abeut and pad-
dled slowly toward the place where
plainly the outlet was to be found.
IFven at the flat rock the roar of the
rapids could be heard faintly.

“1 wouldn’t go too cloese, sir,” called
Rohertson.

Robertson should have known better.
All previcus experience should have
taught him that the one thing to make
Collbharn run into peril was just this
kind of a warning.

Of course Gezhilk said nothing until
it was too late. He was there to obey
orders, and he obeyed them, though,
when the placid lake began to snarl, he
did put his paddie hard into the water
in the attempt to turn the front end to-
ward shore.

A canoe 1s such a deceitful article, in
a way; it is so easy to push along, it
responds so Teadily to the slightest
swish of the paddle.

But the canoe is ore thing and the
calm surface of the lake 1s another;
quite different is the water that begins
suddenly to pour and tumble over a
steep declivity. And it may be added
that experience at such a time is still
another thing.

Colburn found the graccful craft
rushing toward a guily belween the
hills whenee came a roaring, and where
he caught a glimpse of foam.

It was enough to decide him. The
flat rock appeared at that moment to be
a most desirable camping place.

He thought even then that he had
perceived the emergency in ample time,
but as he dug his paddle into the swift
water, he saw only too surcly that the
canoe did not respond with its accus-
tomed readiness.

“Pull, you red beggar!” he eried.

The Indian took the command with-
out the slightest offense, hut it meant
nothing to him. He was not in a row-
heoat and wouldn’t have known what to
do if he had been.

“What do von want?” he asked,
turning his head.

Tle tried to infer Colhurn’s desive
from a glance at his paddle, but he
tearned little. The leader was experi-
menting, which is natvral for an inex-

perienced man but not exactly com-
mendable.

“ Back her!” bawled Colburn; “ turn
her to the shore! Anything to kcep
from going down the rapids.”

Aye, Gezhik may have thought—he
never said what he thought at the mo-
ment—but it is generally a good plan
for a canoe crew to be united in en-
deavor.

Gezhik tried to back-paddle, but the
current was running too power{ully to
make that successful. It was possible
to ran diagenally to chore.

“1 do it,” zaid Gezhik. “ You let-um
lone.”

A most injudicious manner of advis-
ing Colburn at any time, but it can
hardly be said that the Indian should
have known better.  Colburn continued
to paddle, and, in spite of his efforts,
the Indian brought the cance close to
the shore.

At just the right moment he gave the
paddle the necessary impulse to cause
the canoe to lic alongside the bank with-
out injuring its fragile side. Colburn,
thinking to assist in this delicate opera-
tion, reached for an overhanging bush,
caught it and held on.

The cance, like an animate being,
shocked at this disturbance, immedi-
ately turned over.

Gezhik uttered no cry.  With a celer-
ity that would have astonished Colburn
had that cnergetic individual not heen
giving his undivided attention fo saving
his own carcass, the Indian flung his
paddle to the shoere, caught at the grass
with one hand and the gunwale with
the other.

He held to both till he had pulled
himgelf out, when, with a display of

muscular force that also should have

called for astonished and favorable
comment from the leader, he lifted the
canoe, filled thongh 1t was, and turned
it bottom wupivard.

And at this interesting moment,
whoen Cotbnrn at last had serambled
cut and couid give his attention to
things gencrally, the provision pack was
Bobbing cheerfully down the rapids.

“You infernal fool!” howled Col-

born. © Why did you let that happen?”,

He leaped for the Indian, both fists
doubled.



A STRANGE

An acute attael of speediness had
seized upon Gezhilk that evening.  Be-

fore Colburn had advanced hali the few
paces necessary to bring them into col-
fision the Indian had zet down the ca-
noc and w hmp“d a crooked knife from a
pocket.

The blade dripped water, ‘.)ut it
gleamed suggestively.  Gezhilds Lips ap-
parently had not had time to change
from their smiling appearance, but Col-
burn must have noted that the irregular

teeth behind them were nicre in evi-
dence now than usual.

The leader halted abruptly.

“ What are you going to do?” he de-

manded hoarsely.

“ Get-um grub,” replied the Indian.

Immediately, but with more of his
customary moderation, he put the
crooked knife away, picked up the ca-
noe, set .it in the water, grasped his
paddie and leaped aboard.

The impetus of the leap sent the ca-
noe from shore. Gezhik squatted at
once in the middle and began to pad-
dle, pointing the craft btmwht down
the turbulent carrent.

CHAPTER VIIL
AN APPALLING DISCOVERY

CorBURN’s jaw dropped as hewatehed
the canoe leap over the increasing
waves of the ranids. A moment and
the canoe secemed to spring clear from
the water.

1t shot past the foan-fiecked spot he
had seen shortly beflore, veered shavply
to one side and diss appeared around a
beud in the river.

Then the madness with which he
had started to assault the guide gave
way to choking apprehenzion—not for
Gezhik, but for what he had gone to
save.  What would hecome of the expe-
dition and its all-important purpese
without that pack?

Down deep in his Ticart the leader
knew that he was to blame.  His drip-
ping clothes 105,:1111 to feel chillv. He
wrung the water from his wristbands.
VWhat would the other fellows sav?

Te turned his head toward the ex-
panse of flat rock.

It was plainly visible

; hence the ca-
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tastrophe must have boea scen by the
ren. Only one was in sight now-—ilob-
ertson, sitting, but leuning forward on
Lis sound arm, loo iny :”‘“nth, as if
his wilderness-trained eyes could see be-
vond the beginning of ihe rapids, be-
vond the bend in the rives.

Colburn shivered and his
sick.

There was a sound of steps in the
bush.,  They approached rapidly, and as
he looked that way Mukwa appeared,
pipe In wouth, parting the branches he-
fore hrim with both hands

Instinctively Colburn ]mt, hig hand to
the pocket where he carried a revolver.

Mukwa passed him without so much
as a glance at him, dazhed into the next
thicket and disappeared.

A moment later Mayberry and Stil-
son came panting to the spot.

They were too breathless to
tions at first, and, morcover,

heart felt

ask ques-
it seemed

to them unnceessary to do so. It was
clearly up to Colburn to explain.
With an appearance of entirve self-

mastery he 1‘emoved 1ig coat and began
to wring it.

“Tm glad the clothing pack 18 dry,”
said he.  “You fellows wmight make
vourselves useful by getting w vood for a
fire ack there. We shall camp there
to-night.”

“Oh,” said Stilson, “ vou’ve made up
vour mind, have you? We are ever so
much  obliged. Perhaps vyou won't
mind getting supper {for us.”

Colburn’s eyes blazed, but he main-
tained his assumed comosure.
© “The redskin will recover the grub,”
said he.

“Good! " retorted Stilson; “he’ll find
the flonr all in a batter reac h for bak-
ing. Let’s aet the oven heated for him,
Mavberry)

“Don’t make a bad matter worse,”
Mavberry suggested. “ Do vou really
think, Mr. Colburn, that the Indian will
Be able to recover the p‘ro"i‘kmq?”

“Why shouldn’t 1?7 The noble red
man seems to know how to do every-
thing in this country. This sort of
thing, doubtless, has happened a score
of times in their experience.”

“ Huh!” interjected Stilson irrepres-
sibly.

Colburn shot a hateful glance at him
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and went on, for he seemed to think
that his only salvation lay in minimiz-
ing the disaster and his own responsibil-
ity for it.

“ If the lazy beggar had only begun to
work when I told him to, nothing would
have happened.”

“Helll” snorted Btilson, “do vou
suppose we didn’t see it?  What do you
suppose Robertson said?”

Uolburn declared forcibly that he
didn’t care several curses what Robert-
sen said.  But Stilson insisted on tell-
ing him.

“¢The fool!” said he, when you be-
¢an to toy with the current, < he'll Jose
the canoe and grub both!’ And when
you grabbed that Dbush, ¢Oh, the
dommed fool!’ said Robertson, with a
grean. ‘ Now we’re donce for sure!’
And we were done for, Colburn, before
he’d finished speaking.”

Robertson, in Colburn’s expressed
opinion, was several kinds of a calamity
howler. 1f he’d had anything like his
vaunted skill as a woodsman he
wouldn’t have missed his footing and
come to grief. Then there would have
been no upset

“ Because,” jawed Stilson, “ Robert-
son would have been maraging the ca-
nee.  You’d better go back and captain
a ball nine in the kindcrgarten. Hi,
don’t vou hit me! There’ll be trouble if
vou do, so help me!”

Colburn’s grip on himself had weak-
ened at last. Sneering taunts were as
difficult for him to endure as it was
easy for him to utter them.

oreover, there was not the slightly

restraining  influence of Mayberyy’s
presence, for the geologist had gone on
in Mukwa’s track.

There {ollowed a race back to the
bare rock where Robertson sat, his
heart hoiling in his helpiessness.  Stil-

_¥on won auite as much by reason of the

fear that lent him speed as bv the fact
that Colburn was impeded by his wet
garments,

"Temper on both sides was somewhat
exipausted by the exercive. Bfilson
seated himgelf, panting, ncar Robert-
son, but he had a stone in his hand and
was prepared to spring ap and defend
himself if he had to.

Jut Celburn merely glanced savagely

at him and went to the ciothing pack,
which he opened, and he gave the fol-
lowing several minutles to effecting a
change of clothes.

Then, without demanding Stilson’s
assistance, he unpacked the tents and
began the work of setling one up.

Roberteon was watehing him between
half-closed eyves, the lines of his mouth
drawn deeply down. He felt his un-
fitness to cope with a new emergency
that was plainly at hand.

“ That’s no place for a tent,” said he,
in a low tore, to Stilsen.

“Tell him so, then”

“There’s wind in the clouds over
yonder, and there isn’t slant enough on
the rock any way. The camp shouid be
a bit back, just under the trees there.”

“Why don’t you tell him?”

“Pell him?” and Rebertson looked
almost appealingly at his companion;
“haven’t I been telling him ever xince
we left Pahquatasing? What good does
it do? Ah, if [ had the use of my arm
and leg!”

“But you don’t talk with vour arm
and leg, Don, Go ahead. You can’t
make matters any worse, and it’s pos-
sible you may save him from some new
blunder.”

“ Where’s Mr. Mayberry? He has a
better wav of talking “

“No, he hasn’t. He’s gone with
Mukwa, to help recover the grub. Go
ahead, Don!” '

Thus persuaded, the woodsman spoke
aloud.

“ Tixeuse me, Mr. Colburn, but there's
a big wind coming out of those clounds
in the weet.”

“Bo?” Colburn responded, without
interrupting his work.

“Aye”

“What of it?”

“It’ll make this a very unpleasant,
not to say risky, place to camp in, sir.”

“Where wounld yon have the camn,
then?”

“In the shelter of the trees at the
back, siv. That’s the natural place
for——"

“Dat I suppored a camp site was
always chosen with a view to the prox-
imity of fresh water.  There’s nothing
better than this lake water, is there?

And there’s no stream in the woods.”

e —

Py
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“The water’s all right, sir

“Well, then, we'll camp near it.”

“But it’s not a a long carry to the trees
for what little water we shail need.”
(It was no morce than a hundred feet.)
*“The Indians always choose a spot
sheltered by the trees, sir.”

Colburn desisted working to make his
answer.

“You're wrong, Don,” raid he, with
an ‘hsumptlon of the unpressively quiet
manner, “you don’t know anything
about the Tndians. When I was cross
ing the plains of the United States I
saw a hundred Indians for every one
I've seen in Canada, and those Indians
alwayvs camped 1in the open. They
avoided the trees as if they were poison-
ous, and I don’t know but they are.
I've an idea, any way, that it’s Licalthier
to camp in the open and so I shall put
up my tent here.”

Colburn was in deeper water in this
dixcussion than he realized. The Ojib-
wayvs are forest Indians and naturally
seek the shelter of the trees; the plains
Indians as naturally camp in the open.

ITe cared nothing for the customs of
the country, nothing for Robertson’s
warning about the wind. Opposition
nierely stimulated him to obstinacy, and
he kept at work

“He'll have to get another tent mate,
then,” Robertson muttered. “ I’ll sleep
under the trees if 1 have nothing more
than a blanket over me, which lms been
the case ofter 2nough before, so T gshan’t
care.”

Stilson sniffed his contempt and dis-
content with the arrangements, but
wisely held his tongue in check.

One tent was up and infirmly held by
stones laid upon the guy ropes when
Mayberry and the Indians returned.
Gezhik was carrying the canoe and cach
of the others had his hands full of small
articles.

“Well,” eaid Mayberry cheerfully,
“the Take and strcams are full of fish
and there are deer in the woods. D've
saved the =alt. It's pretty thoroughly
soaked, but T suppose it will drv if ex-
posed fo the air and sun for a dm

“Is that all vou raved?” asked Col-
burn, and his tone was not only serious,
but free, for the moment, {from the
twang of fault-finding.

“ Not quite, but the salt is the most
important article, I think. The pack
went to pieces against the rocks. We
waded in and got what we could. Some
of the tinued stuff is apparently all
right, but we shall have to get on with-
out flour. 'T'he fea is missing, too, but
we found two cans of condensed milk.”

“Much good that’ll do!” exclaimed
Stilson.

Mayberry laughed.

“ (ot to make the hest of it,” said he.
“1 believe the fish hooks and lines were
in that pack, weren't they?”

“Yes,” Colburn replied.

“They’re gone, too, but Mukwa says
he can replace them-—Indian-fashion—
if lie can shoot a caribou. Make a bone
hook, vou know, and a line from the
hide. We shall get on, I think.”

Colburn went over tue salvage, while
the others looked on and tried to antici-
pate the pleasures and effects of a
steady meat diet. The situation was
too blue for expression. Iven Stilson
found his tongue tied.

“Is that all you fellows could find?”
Colburn asked.

There was his familiar complaint in
the tone and Mayherry was set on cdge
by it.  He tried to conceal all signs of
resentment, but the best he could say
was, “I suppose there’s more in the
river below the rapids.”

“ Why didn’t you bring it, then?”

The demand came with the sharpness
of a pistol shot, but, while it served to

anger the geologist, it also aroused in

him to the full a conviction that now,
of all times, a quarrel must be avoided;
and he feit his own responsibility to
that end.

Mr. Colburn,” said he mildly, “we
have done our beni, and I believe that
if we had all been searching no more
conld have been saved. You can go
down and sec for voursell what the con-
ditions are. The river is a mad torrent

at the spot where the pack got stranded

against the rocks and was pounded to
pieces.  The situation is as you see it.
We're not going to starve—not if we
can get game and fish. Meantime the
[ndlam mloht be sent back to TPah-
quatasing to bring down a fresh sup-
ply. I can put in a few days of explora-
tion here to advantage, T think.”
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Colburn listened with his head down.
e was looking over the scant stock
that had been saved as if he might see
more than was plainly before him. The
more he looked the worse it seemed,
and thus it was to the others also.

Much of the stufl was, like the con-
densed milk, of little service without
other articles that were missing. There
vas a food supply in sight cqual to
about one day’s demands.

“Well,” caid Colburn at last,
think it over. TI'll sloep on it.”

He stood up as he spoke and his eyes
fell upon the Indians. Then his wrath
burst all bounds and he let forth a
torrent of abusc that included every-
thing—whites, reds, and circumstances
—all save himself.

It was so violent as to be absurd, but
it was, none the less, exasperating to
hear.

“ Tor Heaven’s sake,” said Mayberry
to Stilson, “let him rave it out. He
may feel better for it and we shan’t be
any the worse off,” and Stilson so far
complied as to lie on his back with his
knees crossed, the very picture of in-
difference, which was near}v as irrita-
ting to Colburn as a direct retort.

Mayberry thought again of Rose Os-
borne with a feeling of profound pity
while the tirade endured. It was over
at length, and without coming to a cli—

max of physical violence. Nobody wa
assaulted and nobody defended }nmself
from the abuse.

“Set up the tents,” the leader con-

« 1711

cluded, and the Indians looked, as
usual, inquiringly at Robertson. Be-

fore the woodsman could speak, Col-
burn added, “You fellows can pitch
your camp where you blame please.
My tent is going to be where I have put
it.”

Directions accordingly were given to
have the guy ropes of the lowdnr s tent
weighted with more stones, and to set
up the others in thc shelter of the trees.

When it came to building a fire, the
alarming discovery was made that all
the matches in the outiit had been
swept down the river, save what few
were carried in the men’s pockets.

There were enough for the present,
lut none was used that night, for
Mukwa resorted to the ancient device of

THE ARGOSY.

striking fire from {lint and using punk
found near by as kindiing. By night-
fall two fires were blazing.

lobertson could be as obstinate in his
noffensive way as Colburn, and when
it developed that he purposed to sleepon
the bare ground rather than share the
leader’s tent with him, a readjustment
of tent mates was necessary; for May-
bcn‘y would not countenance Robert-
son’s plan.

“1t would be all right,” he said, «if
\011 were well; but it is highly impor-
tant that you ‘should be up and about
as soon as possible, and we mustn’t risk
you to unnecessary exposure. Turn in
with Stilsen for to-night and I'll roll up
in Colburn’s tent.”

The leader assented to this arrange-
ment without comment, and all turned
in soon after eating their first meal of
meat dlet-—m*mml goods that tasted
well enough but that bade fair to be ex-
hausted by the next day noon.

Colburn said little during the cven-
ing. The others planned a humt with a
carthou in view.

“Give an Indian a caribou,” said
Robertson, “and he can be depended
on to supply his party with food for a
long time. While the animal itself is
being caten he’ll make lines and hooks
from the skin and bones. Let some-
body bring in a caribou and we shan’t
starve.”

The wind he had foretold began to
low with the setting of the sun. At dusk
the lake was crinkled with it, and by
dark the waves were poundlncr against
the flat expanse of rock and drenchmg
Colburn’s camp-fire with spray.

Colburn pretended to be perfectly
satisfied.  Perhaps he was. There is

no knowing except from what he said,
and he did not utter a word to %ugqest
that he had any misgivings about pitch-
ing his camp where he had.

As for Mayberry, it was all onec to
him. Tle would not turn the Indians
out of their shelter for his own salke, he
wouldn’t permit Robertson to run ’[h
risk of exposure, and he knew that it
would be folly to ask Stilson to sleep in
the same tent with the leade

He turned in carly and was sound
asleep before Colburn rolled himself in
his blanket and lay down beside him.
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The storm was a howler. It roared
through the trec-tops, lashed the lake
to a fury and by midnight brought
along a deluge of rain.

There was such a tow-row in the foli-
age and such a racket of rain on the
tent that Stilson was awakened. He
tay listening for a moment, rather
solemnly impressed by the tumult, re-
fleeting on his surroundings and won-
dering if he could really stand it 1ill
food of the conventional kind could be
brought to them.

He wag inclined to despair of it as he
thonght of Colburn’s blundering lead-
ership.

“@ive him rope enough,” thought
Stilson, “ and he’ll hang us all. There’s
mighty little hope for the expedition as
tong as he’s at the head of it.”

Then it occurred to him to wonder
why five men, counting the Indians,
should deem it proper to yield so ab-
jectly to the leadership of any man?

Colburn had the authority merely by
apnointment. Up to date he had come
as near wrecking the expedition as he
possibly could.

“ Better call it wrecked already,”
said Stilson silently, “and wrecked be-
vond hope of salvage unless we mu-
tiny.  Why not?”

1t was an alluring thought. He
could not but contemplate himself in
the position of leader, the natural po-
gition for him, inasmuch as he con-
trolled the purse.

As for Mayberry, he was, doubtless,
content with his peculiar  position of
scientist to the party. The others
were merely employces.

Stilson wondered if Mayberry would
come info a scheme for mutiny? There
would have to be a grand row, but with
a combination of two members of the
expedition and three faithful cmploy-
ecs, the outcome could not long remam
in doubt. :

Ag this manner of dreaming pos-
gessed his mind, the desire to sce Col-
burn subordinated grew apace and
aroused with it the fresh memories of
insults and abuse till Stilson was aglow
with hate.

Meantime the tempest seemed to he
increasing in fury. The lake roared in
a way that reminded him of the ocean,
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and now and again he heard a sound
that suggested fhat a tree bad been
blown down.

e chilled a litile at the possibility
of some trce near by falling and crush-
ing n the tent.

Under the influence of this direful
thought he sat up, undid the cords of
the tent flap and looked out. A dash
of rain full in the face caused him to
draw back hurriedly, but it was only to
look out more cautiously and with a
fresh thrill, for he was sure he had seen
somebody moving through the murky
darkness toward the tent.

Yes, somebody was coming slowly,
picking his way, it seemed, and bur-
dened somehow.

Stilson had a vague sense of trouble
—not quite fear, but he did sce a
vision of Indian atrocities, and he was
half-minded to arouse the helpless Rob-
ertson, who seemed to be sleeping as
peacefully through the storm as if he
were a babe in a cradle.

But Stilson did not awake the woods-
man. Instead, he braved the rain, with
his face thrust out between the flaps,
and called:

“ Hello, there!  What’s going on? ”

The figure then turned more towards
the tent and came close, when Stilson
perceived that it was Mayberry.

“QOur tent has blown down,” said
Mayberry.

“Huh! TIf it was only Colburn 1
wouldn’t care.”

“Ile doesn’t scem to care.  He won’t
help put it up, and, for that matter, it
couldn’t be put up out there while this
wind blows. T’m going to see if I can
make a lean-to of it against the rock
just behind here.”

“What with? The tent.”

“Yes; I’ve got it.”

That wag the burden that made May-
berry’s figure bulge so oddly in the ob-
scurity before Stilson knew who he was.

“What does Colburn say?” asked
Stilson.

“Not a word. T called to him and
even shook him, but he won’t pay any
attention. So I let him lie.”

“ Of course.”

“He can’t be any worse off by morn-
ing than he is now—mnor I, either, I
guess. Pm soaked.”
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“ Won’l you come in here? ™

“No, thanks. No®sense in adding
discomfort to you and Robertson. I'lIL
shelter myself somehow with this and
steep the night out. I don’t mind,
really. ’mi so sleepy that 1 didn’t know
when the tent blew over our heads. I
waked with the wetting I wag getting.”

“ Squeceze in here if you want to.”

“ 1t would be no more comfortable to
me than to be outside, and 1 should he
sure to moisten you and Robertsown.
That might not do for him. Never
mind me, Stilson. I noticed that rock
while we were making camp  and
thought how an Indian without a tent
would undoubtedly make a lean-to
there. 1've got the poles to which the
guy ropes were Tastencd and I'm sure [
can fix up something that I can crawl
under.”

“ Want any help?”

“Oh, no! Don’t disturb yourself.”

Mayberry went on and Stilson re-
mained for the moment peering into the
darkness toward the lake, trying to sce
Colburn’s recumbent form, and chuck-
ling somewhat as he thought of the in-
finite soaking the leader would get.

Then he closed the flaps and lay down
again, but he was long in getting to
gleep, thinking of his projected mutiny.
He wondered how he had talked so long
with Mayberry without suggesting it.

Ttigh wind and rain seldom kecep com-
pany for long. In this instance they
not only parted, but disappearcd before
morning.

The sun rose in a clear sky, and just
as the full light of day was come, Gez-
hik shook the flap of Robertson’s {ent
and called in Ojibway. Stilson was not
aroused by the summons, but Robertson
responded at once.

“ What is it, Gezhik?”

“ Only one man there.”

“Where?”

“On the rock. No -tent. only one
man, and he won’t wake up.”

At this moment Mavberrv crawled
from wunder the shelter he had made
when the storm was at its height.

“ Good-morning, Gezhik,” said he,
and at the same time Gezhik said:
“ Here’s the other.”

“Then there’s nothing the matter,
eh? 7 queried Rohertson.

“Yes. Come out and sce.”

lobertson rcached over and shook
Stitson.

“ Better get up,” said he, “and sce
what Gezhik wants. T can tell from the
sound of his voice that something’s
gone wrong.”

“Ias Colburn blundered again?”
asked Stilson, yawning.

Mayberry was at the door.

“1 think,” said Robertson, “ that if
vou gentlemen will help me I'll go oul.
Gezhik will have it so. I don’t know
what ails him.”

Accordingly the two whites supported
the woodsman {rom the tent. They
had no sooner issued than their eyes
fell on Colburn lying in his blanket
on the bare rock a short hundred feet
away.

Mukwa stood with folded arms look-

Aing down at him. It was a suggestive

tableau, and it suggested what proved
to be the tragic reality.
Colburn was dead.

CITAPTER 1X.
“ ONE OF US TIIREE.”

Tae five men who lived exchanged
startied glances. In every cye was in-
quiry, and to cach man of them there
scemed to be suspicion also in the
glances of the others.

Hastily they looked away from each
other and fixed their cyes upon the
mute object on the ground that had un-
til so recently been a torment to every
one of them.

Stilson gaped, and his knees shook
while he looked. TIle was ghastly pale.

Mayberry was the first to speak.  His
sunburncd cheeks were bloodless, too.

“Who found him this way?” he
asked.

That was an casv question, so much
easier than what would have scemed to
be the more natural one, “ Who did
this?” for if ever murder was manifest
in the appearance of the dead, it was
doubly manifest here.

Colburn was rolled in his blanket,
both arms close to his body. He was
on his side, as he might be in sleep, and
hoth kneces were slightly bent as if the
shock of death had been so instant that



A STRANGE TRICK OF FATE. 611

the convulsion of resisting nature was
the briefest possible.

Robertson undertook to answer the
question.

“ It must be plain enough,” said he
hoarsely, “ that 1 didn’t find him. Gez-
hik called me just now. 1 was asleep
when he first spoke”

He broke off here and addressed Gez-
hik in Ojibway. The response, uttered
in a low, and, it scemed, sullen tone,
was in the same tongue.

“He says,” Robertson translated,
“that he went to the lake for water
while Mukwa attended to the fire, and
found him as you sec him now.”

Mayberry, overcame the horror of the
situation sutliciently to kneel by the
dead man and make a closer examina-
tion of the conditions. This was not
done in any hope of finding a lingering
spark of Iife, for the first glance had
shown that Colburn was bevond recall.

His head was smashed in. There
was a dent at the temple so deep that
no doubt could exist as to the break-
ing of the bones there.

The skin was broken also, and blood
had streamed forth. It had coagulated,
such drops as had not been washed
away by the rain.

“The body is cold,” said Mavherry,
“T1 know very little about such things,
but I should say that he must have been
dead some hours.”

“Since the middle of the night
asked Stilson.

The question was more suggestive
than the manner of asking it. May-
berry seemed to feel the implication, for
he started, and, for a moment, kept his
eves down.

Then he looked ap, mecting Stilson’s
eves squarely, and replied:

“Yes, I should say so. 1 take it for
granted he was alive when he turned

n.”

?”

Stilson started at this, and the rea-
son for his special agitation was mani-
fest in the remark that followed:

“You mean to call attention to the
fact that I was the last man to sec him
alive.” .

“I meant nothing of the kind,” said
Maxberry.  “1 don’t know who last saw
him alive.”

“Well, so far as last evening is con-

cerned, T did. I’'m not denying any-
thing.” Stilson was regaining his self-
possession rapidly. “'T'he Indians had
turned 1n. 1 was passing on my way
from the lake when he went into his tent
and rolled himself up. You seemed to
be asleep at the moment.”

There was an emphasis on the word
“seemed”  that was unmistakable.
Mayberry’s cheeks became paler still.

“ Stilson,” -said he, “nobody has
asked you to deny anything. I was
agleep when Colburn turned in. I did
not hear him.”

“You waked when the tent blew
over.”

“ Afterwards.”

“Well, afterwards.
then?”

“ I dov’t know.”

“ Aud yet the man who struck that
blow must have been certain that it
would cause instant death.”

Mayberry stood up.

“1I should be a fool,” he said coldly,
“to pretend that I do not understand
vou. You charge me with murder.
Don’t interrupt.  You will charge me
with it before the proper authorilies if
vou believe what you say. If that is
what you believe, and if that is what
you mean to do, speak plainly now, like
a man, and Vil give you my answer—
like a man!”

They eyed cach other for a moment,
Mayberry pale and stern, Stilson pale
and quivering.

“1 won’t say anvthing rash,” said
Stilson presently. “1 was only think-
ing out Jowd. Of course there are oth-
ers,” and he made an almost impercep-
tible gesture toward the Indians.

“It seems to me,” said Mayberry,
“that before we go to casting accusa-
tions right and left, before we even har-
bor wnspicions, we’d better see if this
could not have been the result of acci-
dent.”

“ Aye,” responded Robertson, “look
to that, gentlemen. Ye say the tent
blew down? I'm not surprised. I saw
the wind coming, and I know the winds
hereabouts.” /

Mayberry gave him the same account
of the midnight disaster that he had
given to Stilson, making it a Hitle more
detailed.

Was he alive

>4

REARRER. . |



| AN

612 THE ARGOSY.

“Tt may have been the blowing cver
of the tent that aroused me,” he said,
“1 certainly had an idea that I heard
a mnoise of something falling, which
might well have been the poles, for, of
course, they must have been yanked up
{rom the stones. The tent evidently
was lifted into the air and collapsed,
falling about twenty feet behind us.

“1 spoke to Colburn as soon as I
realized that we had no cover and that
we were getting wet.  Tlis failure to
answer, even when I ¢hook him, did not
surprise me, for I remembered his obh-
stinacy and regarded it as equal to soak-
ing there the rest of the night rather
than acknowledge that he’d made a mis-
take.” i

“The tent pole couldn’t have made
that wound,” said Robertson.

“Noj; but perhaps one of the stones
that held the guy ropes might have been
lifted >

“ And dropped with all that force
interrupted Stilson; “ 1 guess not! It’s
impossible.”

“So 1 think, too,” responded May-
berry, “and there’s another thing I
think of: if Colburn had been dead at
the time I shook him I should have
known it—that is—mo—I'm mnot so
sure.”

Mayberry stopped in some confusion.

‘)3)

His speech for once had run ahead of

his thoughts. Stilson noted the fact
with blazing ecyes, but he pressed his
thin lips together and was silent.

“ What I had in mind,” Mayberry re-
sumed after a moment, “is the fact
that the body now is wholly unrespon-
sive to the touch and cold. It doesn’t
vield readily as a live man does. DBut
time has to pass after death hefore the
limbs stiffen. Tle might have been
dead an hour when I shook him, and,
in the darkness, T would not have
noticed.”

Stilson looked askance alb the In-
dians. Both stood motionless at a lit-
tle distance, in the characteristic atti-
tude of the red man—arms folded, head
slightly bent forward.

“We'd hest study the possibility of
accident thoroughly,” Mayberry went
on, bending again over the body.

A moment later he reached across it
to the irregular line of stones that had

work.

been laid npon the pole Lo which the guy
ropes on that side had been [astened,
picked up one.

Lt was wedge-shape, about ten inches
long, and three and a half inches across
the larger end, which was not flat but
rounded and rough.

ife looked stcadfastly at this for
many sceonds and then held it up to
the others.

“Well 77 said Stilson faintly.

For answer, Mayberry placed the
larger end of the wedge upon the wound
in Colburn’s brow and turned it around
a bit.

“ Do you sce? ” he asked.

They did. The stone
wound perfectly.

“ Here, then, is the implement,” said
Mayberry, in a musing fone. It
should not be very difficult to determine
whether it was wielded by the hand of
man, or whether the storm did the
You sce this side of it? The
color of the stone is not the same along
this side as on the others. That shows
that the stone was recently detached
from some larger, or, at all events, from
some other stone. We may be able to
tind the other fragment here. Let’s look
for it, as anything of this sort may
throw light on the matter.”

e proceeded to lift, one after an-
other, the stones that had been used to
weight the guy ropes on that side, and
Stilson fell to the same work on the
other.  Robertson sat down and joined
in the scarch as well as he could.

I'or some minutes no word was
spoken. livery stone that had been
used in securing the tent was many
times larger and heavier than the frag-
ment that fitted the wound. Not one
was found that showed the recent loss
of o much as a grain.

“This proves just one thing,” said
Stilson, after all the stones had been
examined; “ the implement, as you call
it, was brought here by the person who
did the deed.”

“Did he wrench it from some other
stone, or ledge? ” asked Mayberry.

“How can I tell?” demanded Stil-
son resentfully. “The theory of a
{ragment is yours, not mine.”

“1 meant nothing unpleasant by my
question,” said Mayberry.  “ As¢ for my

fitted the
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theory, it appears to prove itsulf,
though it is probably utterly unimpor-
tant.”

“ Why have we worked so long to
prove it then?”

“1 had an idea that if we could find
that this had been broken from some
stone near by, it might suggest directly
that a man killed Colburn; that is,
that he broke a stone to picces for the
sake of getting a fragment that could
be used as a weapon.”

*“1In whieh case he would hardly have
smashed a stone so near the spot where
the intended vietim was sleeping.”

“ That sounds reasonable.”

“ 8o, to prove that part of the the-
ory, we should have to hunt at a dis-
tance from the scene of the murder.”

Ntilson’s voice was at a whisper when
he came to the last word. 1t was
hardly aundible.

He cleared his throat and added:
“ But it seems to me that it’s not worth
proving. What cenceivable accident
could have lifted this stone high enough
to fall with the force sufficient to make
that wound? How far would it have to
fatl, Mayberry?”

“T don't know.”

“ And you a scientist? 7

“ 1 am not specially informed in stat-
ies.”

“ Mr. Mayberry,” said Robertson, “1
understand you’re a sharp on rocks. Is
that g0?”

“Iam a geologist.”

“ Does this picce seem to be the same
as the rest of the rocks in sight here-
about?”

* ve been thinking of that.
not.”

Stilson shnddered.

“And so we’ve been wasting time
hunting around here,” he said. “ We've
got to do something, that’s clear; but
what it i1z, I confess I hardly know,
though I supposc I ought to, for I take
it that the leadership of the party now
falls to me.”

He looked at the others as if he ex-
pected aszent or dissent, and his heart
was anxious.

Neither of his companions replied.
Mayberry’s eyes had a far-away look,
and Robertson was silent, probably be-
cauge it could not appear to him that he

It does
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had any right to a voice in the mat-
ter.

* Is there any question about it, May-
berry 7 asked Stilson.

“ About what?”

“The leadership—command of the
expedition—youn know.”

“ Not that I am aware of. Do you
want to take command? You're wel-
come to.”

It was clear enough even to Stilson’s
not over analytical mind that Mayberry
regarded the leadership as of the least
consequence, and Stilson almost felt
nettled at his indifference.

But he was more troubled by the fact
that, in his own mind, there was a doubt
as to whether he wanted the coveted
position. It had heavy responsibilities
1LOW.

Thig doubt endured but a moment,
however. He had a lively memory of
some of his recent remarks about Col-
burn.

Ilad he not actually suggested killing
the man? Of course nobody took him
seriouslv, but what dreadful tangle
might not those hasty, foolish words get
kim into if he did not take the reins
now and control his destiny hereafter?

Ie therefore attempted to rise to the
ocecasion,

“The first thing,” said he, “is fo
ghow proper respect for the dead. Nomne
of us liked him living, but we should
have no grudge against him now.”

This manifestation of magnanimity
was prefatory to a request to Mayberry
to help him cover Colburn’s face. They
did so with the dead man’s blanket,
and then Stilson asked the others to
step aside for a moment.

“T can’t talk about this thing so near
him,” said he, “and T want to get out
of car-shot of the Indians. Can’t you
get them at some work, Don? >

Robertson spoke to the Indians at
somc length.,

“1 have told them,” said he, “to
on getting breakfast.
eat.”

“ As long as the food lasts,” added
Stilson.

e walked down to the margin of the
lake and along it to a spot where sev-
eral large stones lay scattered about.
There he sat down and waited for the
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others, who came slowly, on account of
Robertson’s Jameness.

The woodsman leaned on Mayberry,
but did not open his ling during the
valk, Mayberry carried the fatal {rag-
ment of rock in his hand.

“1ray!” exelaimed Stilson, when the
others were scated in front of him,
“here’s a new theory! Could it have
Leen an acrolite?”

The geologist  smiled
looked at the fragment.
“No,” he replied.
theory, Stilson.” v

“Is that a shootling star?”
Robertson.

“Yes, but this piece of stone isn’t.”

“Well, then,” declaved Stilson, “ ac-
cident and nature arc out of it. It
comes down to this, and we might as
well look the thing squarely in the face.
This was done by human agenecy.
Now we are alone in this immense wil-
derness 7

“Arc we?” interrupted Robertson.
“Iwasn’t aware of it.”

“1 meant our party. I was simply
coming to the Indians. Both of them
had as much reason as any of us
to hate Colburn. We have no business
to be suspicious of cach other. One or
hoth of our red guides did the thing.”

He paused impressively, and after a
hit Roberison made an answer that was
little short of extraordinary.

“No, sir,” said he slowly, and in his
usually respectful manner, “Mukwa
and (iezhik are inmnocent. It was one
of us three.”

faintly and

“ Dismiss  that

asked

CIHHAPTER XL
ROBERTSON'S WAY OUT.

Normna could have brought the sit-
uation home more impressively to the
two whom Robertson accused; for that
was what hig remark amounted to.

It was more effective in making each
face the hald truth that he was under
suspicion and that circumstantial evi-
dence was against bim 1han would have
heen the entrance of an officer with a
warrant for his arrest.

The two were too gshocked for a mo-
ment to make any response. DBoth
stared at the woodsman, whose eves
were nearly closed, though they roved
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{rom one to the other steadily. It was
only too plain that Robertson spoke
from deep convietion.

Presently Stilson drew a long breath
and assumed a bitter jocularity of man-
1er.

“Well, Don,” said he, “as you
couldn’t have limped out of the tent last
night and back again without help,
yvouw're out of if, aren’t you?”

“1 am,” Robertson replied seriously,
“and I mean to keep out of it.”

Iis voice vibrated with a significance
that the others failed to understand.

“ And vet,” raid Stilson, “ it won’t do
1o cay that 1t was impossible for you to
do it. Stranger things have happencd,
and, when it comes to motive, you had
no more reason to love Colburn than
we did.”

“ Ave, aye "—and Robertson struck
his fist upon his knee—* that’s the kind
of talk that is possible anywhere when
we get out of the woods. I never said
C'olburn had better be killed, I never
opened my lips in violent threats
against him, I had no jealousy of him.
But it can be said that he made me
mad, as he did. < It can he said that I
dido’t like him, which is true. If ean
be said that I hired my Indian boys to
do what 1 couldn’t do.

“A great many things can be said,
gentlemen, to put me in a bad light in
this matter, and T don’t mean that they
shall he said.  The sooner you two gen-
tlemen understand that, the better it
will be for both of yvou.”

The threat implied in the woodsman’s
words was cmphasized in his tone, but
neither of the others understood him
vet.

Said Mavberry: ¢ This is the strang-
est  situation imaginable. TIlere we
three men sit, talking in the friendli-
est manner, although very seriously,
and we are debating which of us is
guilty of murder. 1 want to say for
myself, without delay, that I do not
share Robertson’s view. I do mot he-
lieve that it was one of wus three,
hut——

“Nor 7[:7
stand hy

“TPardon me, pleasc; let me {inish
just this thought,” and Mayberry ad-
dressed himself to Robertson. “You

<«

Stilson interrupted. “1

2
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say the guilt lies with us, and you
count yoursclf out of it very properly,
because, in your own case, you know
yourself to be innocent. Now let me
sageest that, if your theory is correct,
you cannot expect the guilty man to
confess his erime. 1 shall count myselt
out of it—Stilson will do the same.”

“Mr. Mayberry, sir, that was just
what I was driving at.  You can talk
much bctter than I can, and you've said
it for me’

“You can talk well enough, Robert-
son. Have no fear on that score, and
vow've got a good deal to say; a good
deal that 1 1n51bt on hearing. You have
uttered some vague threats against us.
1 want to understand them.”

“There’s just one word wrong in
what you say, Mr. Mayberry. ¢ Threats
against us,” says you. That’s not so.
Threats, if you like, but nrot against
both of you. I threaten only the guilty
man, unless you're hoth guilty, which is
quite possible.”

Mayberry could not repress a start
of surprise. It was not so much at the
possibility suggested by the woodsman
ag at the fact that he, unlettered Don-
ald Robertson, suggested it.

And it was said so calmly, dispassion-
ately, almost as if the esteem in which
he held the guilty man would not be
modified by the fact of his gnilt.

“ Do explain yoursell,” said May-
berry in the same way.

“Pll try to, sir. Mr. Stilson says
we’re here alone in the woods, which
may be so and it may not be so. 1'm not
sure, but, let that pass; we will imag-
ine, sir, that we're out of the woods and
that we take back to the seftlements
news that one of the party was killed by
human hands during the trip. When
that’s said, youn ]xllOW better than I do
what will happen. Questions will be
asked that we will have to answer. The
facts of the trip will have to be told;
and they’ll be told straight, sir, for
whichever of you is innocent will agree
with my story, for I shall tell the truth.
I want to make it clear that the guilty
man can’t put up a story that isn’t so.”

“Unless we're both guilty,” put in
Stilson.  “ Then we might agree upon
a yarn that would put Don Robertson
in the hole.”

“You're quite wrong, Mr. Stilson—
quite wrong. You forget, or perhaps
you don’t know, that an Indian’s word
goes in the courts of Canada. Do I
need say anything more on that
point?”

“No, I guess you don’t,” said Stil-
son, with a glance at the red-skinned
guides near the tents.

“Then,” the woodsman went on, “I
think you understand what Mr. May-
berry (dlled my threats. If you're both
guilty

“ Oh, this is horrible!” exclaimed
}»[zlyberry, adding immediately, « But,
go on. Better have it all out.”

“ Aye, much better. 1f you're both
guilly, you can cook up any story you
please; the evidence of one white man
and two Indians, well known for their
honesty, will be aqambt you.”

“ That is to say,” said Stilson, “ you
and the Indians will put up a yarn that
will bring us both to the gallows.”

“I don’t go so far as to prophecy
that,” replied Robhertson coolly. “1I
mean that the Indians and I will tell
the facts as we know them, and I advise
you young men to think a minute or
two on what those facts will seem to
show.”

1le paused, and Mayberry said, “ Bet-
ter tell us what you think they show,
Robertson.”

“I've told you that. I think they
show that one or both of you is guilty.”

“ Reason it out, please.”

~ ¢ Well, take Mr. Stilson. He’s rowed
with Colburn from the time we started
—aye, from before that. Colburn bul-
lied him, insulted him, and tormented
him so that, on more than one oceca-
sion, Mr. Stilson spoke of putting Mr.
Colburn out of the way. That would
sound bad when told in court. It would
sound worse when I told of the row yes-
terday, after it was known that the grub
was lost; how Colburn chased Stilson
into camp, and Stilson sat beside me
with a stone in his hand to usc as a
weapon.

“I’ve been to three or four murder
trials, gentlemen, and T remember well
what the lawyers said. They first
tried to show that the prisoner had a
motive for the crime. Then they
showed that he had opportunity for it.
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There’s more motive for Mr. Stilson in

thig case than in any of the cases 1
heard, and in each one of them, gen-
tlemen, the prisoner was found guilty
and was sent to the gallows.

Stilson’s, brow was glistening with
sweat. Ile nodlﬂd about in intense
discomfort. But, “Go on,” said he
hoarsely.

“The opportunity is too plain, gen-
tlemen, 1 slept well last night.  When
Mr. Mayberry called at the tent T waked
just enough to hear the voices, but T
recognized them and dropped off to
sleep again before I caught a word. Mr.
\Tavbcrrx had expldlned how Colburn
was sound asleep out there in the storm.
What casicr for Stilson, a little later,
than to get up carcfully, commit mur-
der, and come back again? The weapon
was already in his mind, and he knew
that he was fairly safe, for suspicion
would fall on Mr. Mayberry also, and,
if that failed, he imagined that the
deed could be shouldered off on the In-
dians.”

“Stop!” cried Stilson, almost beside
himsell at this cool analysis. “T won’t
have it. I am innocent, so help me
God! I won’t be tortured »?

“Let him go on,” urged Mayberry.
“1t’s my turn, Robertson, isn’t it?”

“Yes, sir. 1 think it is, because I
have managed to show Mr. Stilson how
his case would look in court. As for
vou, Mr. Mayberry, you bore Colburn’s
abuse better than HSiilson did, but youn
lost vour temper more than once, and
any man, with half an cye, could sce
that you despised him. I think you
hated Colburn more deeply than Mr.
Stilson did, especially as you had a
groutch against him that was different
and deeper than any Mr. Stilson had.
You knew that he’d got your girl away
from you.”

“What!” cried Mayberry, springing

up.
“You sce what it is to be roasted
over a slow fire,” muttered Stilson.
“He told me about 1t,” said Robert-
son, with the same impenetrable calm-
ness that had characterized his talk
from the beginning. It was during
the first day’s journey on the Pahqua-
tasing river. Mr. Colburn was feeling
fine that day and he talked most of the

time.  Ile talked about the expedition,
what it was for, about the men in it;
he gave me your historics, and said he
felt sorry Lor Mr. Mayberry because the
gitl you loved had favored him. This
would have to come out in court with
the rest of it »

Mayberry was much paler than he
had yet been. e looked positively ill.

“Take it for granted,” he interposed,
“that you havo ebt(ll)ll\hcd the motive
in my case. (o on with the oppor-
tunity.”

“The opportunity is too plain. You
slept in the tent with him. By your
own account you awoke with the rain
heating on you. That wouldn’t be cal-
ulated to make a man feel very pleas-
ant. I think it would rouse all his mad.
1I¢’d think how Colburn was to blame
for all the trouble that had come upon
the expedition, and there was Colburn
helpless within reach!

“No neced to go into all that. The
facts are too plain. But it might be
well to consider the opportunity for
both to plot the deed. It would be
as easy for both as for onc. 'Therc
would be double the motive and a divi-
sion of the risks, with the mistaken but
natural idea on the part of both that
the blame could be shouldered off on
the red men, to say nothing of shunting
it on Don Robertson.

“And when it came to court you’d
hoth tell the facts that show motive on
Don Robertson’s part, and—I know
what juries are, gentlemen—you lmoht
malke some impression with your yarn.”

“Then,” said Stilson, for Mayberry
was too overwhelmed to h[)Cal\, “you ad-
mit that the case might look bad for
you, too.”

“1 admitted that in the beginning,
sir, and vowll remember T said [
wouldn’t lTet such things be said. TI'm
not looking for trouble. I’'m going to
avoid it. There’s a way out of this that
doesn’t seem to have occurred to you
gentlemen at all.”

“Tor Heaven’s sake, what is it ? > de-
manded Stilson.

“Simply leave out one part of the
story we will have to tell.  We've got to
say that Mr. Colburn died on the trip,
but we don’t need to say that he was
murdered.”
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< Well, by Jove!”

The exclamation was Stilson’s. May-
berry knitted his brows and stared at
lobertson.

Quick-witted though he was, the ge-
ologist was not quite equal to grasping
this solution of the difficulty at once.

* 1 will say that I can’t belicve 1 un-
derstand you,” said Mayberry, after a
pause, as if a question had been put to
him.

“Seems to me it’s casy,” responded
Rohertson, as unperturbed as before.
* Liike enough we're alone here in the
woods. I'm not sure, but, any way,
there’s neither prying reporters of
newspapers nor officers of the law
within  hundreds of miles. There’s
nobody to say there was murder exeept
ourselves.

“ What's the good of saying it? I've
nothing against you gentlemen, and [
don’t suppose you've got anything
against me. Why should we get cach
other into trouble? It won't restore
Mr. Colburn’s life to conviet anybody
of killing him. No good will come of
it. You gentlemen are not hardencd
criminals, so there’s no danger to the
rest of the world in letting you go free.
We can say that Mr. Colburn died of an
accident, and there will be nobody to
deny it. Nobody will dream of asking
suspicious questions.”

The suggestion gave Stilson such a
sensc of reliet that hie actually laughed.

I squirm at your reasoning, Don,”
said he, “but it goes. It gets there.
1 certainly don’t see why we should boil
hot water for ourselves. lLet’s let the
matter drop. You seem willing to go
on just as if it really was an accident,
Don.”

“T haven’t said anything about go-
ing on,” returned the woodsman cau-
tiously. “I've Dbeen speaking about
what will happen when we go back.”

“But you say vou've got nothing
against ws.”

“Aye, but it don’t follow that I°d
care to travel with you further than
back to Pahquatasing.”

“This is a uscless argument,” said
Mayberry suddenly.  “I’ll tell why al-
ter asking a question. You have hinted
that we may not be alone in the woods.
What do you mean by that? ”

>
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“ Mcan? Nothing at all, except that
there mayv be others round about here.
The brash is free. L seldom have made
a journey without coming upon roving
[ndians.  We haven't scen any yet, but
that’s no sign they're not near us now.”

“Then,” exelaimed Stilson, < there’s
another theory for the deed. An In-
lan who does mnot belong to the

party——"
* Nay, nav! What motive would he
have?”

“ Robbery. He might think that
Coiburn carried the purse.” .

“ Is there any sign that the vietim’s
hody was searched for valuables?”

Stilson staggered for a moment.

“ But,” said he, “we could suggest
that in our account of what has hap-
pened. If it was a prowling redskin
he would be the last to take to the set-
tlements any account of the affair that
would differ from ours.”

Robertson had mno opportunity to
comment on this suggestion, for May-
berry spoke up decidedly.

“ We've falked long enough on this
strain. 1 think I understand the prop-
osition now, and [ reject it.”

“Reject  it!”  echoed  Stilson.
“Why?”

* I shouldn’t suppose it would be nec-
essary to explain why. I have some
sensc of honor, some pride, and I don’t
mean to go from this wilderness with a
suspicion of murder against me in the
minds of any persons,no matter how few
they are, and not try to discover the
truth. I will not be a party to cover-
ing up this dreadful matter with a lie,
be the conscquences what they may.”

“ What are vou going to do, then?”

“T'm going at once,” was the reply,
“to write the necessary report to the
syndicate.  One of the Indians must
take it to the nearest telegraph office.”

CHAPTER XI.
STILSON’S NEW TIIEORY.

It was an occasion for Btilson {o
manifest his capacity for leadership.
He knew it, and deep in his soul he
knew that he was not equal to it.

For one instant he longed for the
dead leader’s domincering disposition.
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“ (Colburn would have cuffed cvery-
Lody to his way of thinking,” said Stil-
son silently, and with the very forming
uf the thought came a doubt as to
whether anybody could cuff Mayberry
in his present mood and not suffer for
it.

There was unaffected determination
in the geologist’s mien that boded fail-
rre for any attempt to dissuade him
from his course; and Stilson had just
frains enough to perceive as much. So,
* Don’t do anything rash,” was the best
the new leader could offer.

“My ideas,” responded Mayberry,
“may be old-fashioned, but it seems to
me it would be the height of rashness
{o attempt to conceal any portion of the
facts. 1 think we chould send a joint
telegram, followed by a joint Ietter.
{ will prepare both and submit them
1o you.”

“ Well, that’s better.  Aslong as vou
con’t go off at half-cock on vour own
hoek we may be able to avoid a seri-
sus mistake.”

Mayberry shrugged his shoulders in-
differently.

“I've said my say,” Robertson rve-
marked. “ Whatever you gentlemen
do, you can’t say that 1 didn’t tell you
how T look at it.”

“But what about sending an In-
dian,” said Stilson doubtfully. “ Here
we've hardly provisions enough to last
the day out.  Whoever makes the trip
must have grub. 1low can that De
managed, Robertson?”

“ That’s the easiest part of it, sir.
An Indian traveling on such an errand
will sleep two hours out of the twenty-
four and he will live on next to noth-
ing. We can give the messenger all
he’ll need, and the rest of us will man-
age to take care of ourselves. Who do
vou think of sending?”

The question was addressed to May-
herry, who replied, “Mukwa scems to be
the speedier of the two, and yet, as he's
undoubtedly the cleverer, perhaps we
ought to retain him here”

“Will you take my advice, gentle-
men?”

“ Certainly.” said Mayberry, and Stil-
son nedded.

“ Then send Gezhik. He’s slow when
there’s no need of hurry, but he's got all

the persistence of the ancient Indian,
and that’s what you need most. And
perhiaps you noticed that Gezhik didn’t
lose any time yesterday when the pro-
vision pack went down the rapids. He’s
your messenger, gentlemen.”

A brief discussion followed as to the
advisability of scnding a message to
Foster, the Pahquatasing storckeeper,
with a request that he forward [resh
supplies, and as to the possibility of get-
ting them transported.

They remembered the difficulty there
had been in getting men to go with the
expedition, but Robertson was inclined
to think that Foster himself would come
out with the supplies for the sake of the
trip and a view of new country.

“He’s got a man to help at the
store,” said Robertson, “and 1 know
from what he’s told me that it wouldn’t
take much to induce him to make a run
into the unknown bush. And any way,
when he understands that we’re short
of rations, and in some danger, he’ll
hustle.”

They talked this over as amicably as
if there were no suspicion of murder in
the air, and presently, when the Indi-
ans announced that breakfast was
ready, the two persons most under sus-
picion helped the man who accused
them back to the tents.

Breakfast was rather a thing of form
than of substance that morning for
all in the party. As soon as he had
caten the little that he believed to be
necessary to sustain him, Mayberry
withdrew to write his messages, and
presently he called Stilson to vieé his
telegram.

It was simply this:

“ Coiburn mysteriously killed. Let-
ter follows.”

“Well,” said Stilson, “that’s all
right. That leaves the way open to

an cxplanation of the kind that Rob-
ertson suggested.”

“The letter won’t leave any such way
open.”

“Are you wholly determined on
that?”

“ Wholly.”

“ But, see here, Mayberry; don’t you
fathom Robertson’s policy. Ie’s any-
thing but the simple woodsman we sup-
posed when we first met him.”
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“Right. Tle has all the mnative
shrewdness and power of reasoning that
co with Indian blood. What he sces
lie sces with both eyes. As to his pol-
icv, | see nothing in it beyond what he
openly expresses.  Robertson is a sin-
gular mixture of common honesty and
moral dullness.  1lis sense of moral oh-
ligations hasn’t been brought to a fine
pomt.” .

““Nonsensc! THe has not only the
power ol reasoning that you say goes
with his Indian b]ood but he’s <f0t all
the treachery of the traditional lndmn,
and don’t you forget it.  Sec here: Rob-
ert=on iz shiclding Mukwa, or both of
them. That’s what he’s doing.  Now,
[ don’t suppose for a moment that you
arc guilty.”

“Thanks,” said Mayberry dryly.

“Pve noticed that you haven't de-
nied the accusation.”

“I don’t intend to. When it’s made
dircetly against me [ shall answer it.
Meantime I shall do everything T can
thm\ of to clear up the ]Il\bt@l\', and,

l sueceed, nobody will accuse me.”

“What can you do?”

“1 don’t know. I simply feel this:
that here, where Colburn’s death oc-
curred, there is an explanation to be
Tound. What it is, I don’t profess to
know.”

“(an it be anything but murder? ”

“1 can only say that it 1001\\ more
like murder than anything else.

“Then why not agree with me that
it was the work of one or both the In-
dians?”

Mayberry knitted his brows in si-
lenee, and before he responded Stilson
exclaimed

“1 sce how it is!  You suspeet me.
You believe T did it.”

¢ No,” =aid Mayvberry, and yet, with-
out any cmphasis, “I don’t believe
that.”

“ Why can’t you volunteer something,
then, as I did, to show that you be-
lieved me innocent? ”

“You seem to forget, Stilson, that,
almoxt as soon as we knew that Colburn
was dead, vou were insinuafing sus-
picions against me, I shall trv not to
let that influence what T do and think,
but T can’t forget it. lLet me say
frankly that I sce only too clearly that

the ciremmstances point straight to me.
As long as that is the case I must work
to find out the truth. We waste time
mn this sort of discussion. L am going
to write a letier to Mr. Osborne. You'd
better do the same and we’ll send them
together.”

Stilson  chafed  inwardly but  he
vielded.

In his weak way he was conscious of
his weakness. 1e had been ambitious
to pose as leader of the expedition, and
now, with nobody denying him the po-
sition, he found himself swayed this way
and that by his subordinate.

In truth, he was not a little terrified
by the black emergency that confronted
him. He yiclded, thercfore, with com-
parative case to Mayberry’s quict dom-
ination, hecause he felt the necessity of
lummg upon somehody.

While the two werce preparing their
letters, Robertson talked long and carn-
estly with the Ojibways.  The conversa-
tion was conduacted wholly in their lan-
guage, and though their voices never
rose to a pitch suggestive of excitement,
there was unmistakable bLitterness in
the tones.

This was cspecially the case with
Robertson.  Whereas his  voice had
been at a dispassionate dead level in
his talk with the whites, now it twanged
with fecling, while lips and eyes gave
frce expression to his argument, what-
ever it was.

The Indians listened with character-
istic respect, and when they responded,
sometimes at considerable length, their
tones were deep, their faces grave, their
gestures sweeping.

Sitting where he could see them while
he wrote, Stilson was badly affected by
all this. He desisted from his writing
and went over to where Mayberry saf.

“Sav,” said he, “do you notice how
those fellows are talking?”

“Yes,” Mayberry answered.  “ They
scem to be very much in earnest.”

“T should say so! What do you sup-
pose they’re talking about?”

“The death of Colburn, of course.”

“ Well, ves; but doesnt it strike you
that there may be something more in 1t?
Confound it, Mayberry, I won’t confess
to heing a coward but I can’t help re-
membering that we're two whites in this
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God-forsaken wilderness, surrounded,
for anything we know, by trcacherous
redskins.  Seems to me everything P've
read of Indian massacres has been com-
ing back to me this morning.”

“1 can’t believe that we’re in any
danger,” said Mayberry, but there was
no indifference in his tone.

He, too, had been struck with the in-
tense feeling manifested by Robertson
and the Ojibways.

“Yowre lucky, then, or too trustful.
Pve got a new theory as to this thing,
and it don’t make me a bit comfortable.
Will you hear it?”

“ o ahcad.”

“The Indians are after our moncy.
Y carry most of it and they know it.
Now, whatever else you may say of Col-
burn, he was a fighter. They knew
that il they killed and robbed me first,
he would be after them and that he’d
ransack the whole Canadian forest to
eatch them. So they got him out of
the way first. Blamed if 1T don’t be-
lieve it’ll be my turn next, or yours, for
they won’t do things by halves. The
traditional Indian never doces.”

Mayberry listened attentively, mean-
time watching Robertson and the In-
dians. He was again impressed with
the singularity of the situation.

In his own heart be could not doubt
Robertson’s sineerity, and yet Stilson’s
view was reasonable, and it was impres-
sive to reflect that those men, hardly a
hundred feet distant, might be plotting
his life and he none the wiser.

“ The only thing we can do, Stilson,”
he responded, ©is to be watchful.”

“You think as I do, then.”

“Not quite. I don’t know what to
think. The mystery deepens every
minute, but I keep saying to myself that
it was some sort of accident.”

“You'll keep saying that to your de-
struction, if you don’t look out.”

Stilson was disappointed. He had
hoped that Mayberry would emphati-
cally condemn the new theory, and that
he did not do w0 made Stilson the more
confident of it, and by so much the more
alarmed.

“Tll tell you what Pm going to do,”
he went on. “ We must have food. Pll
take the rifle and go on a hunt as soon
as 1T get this letter done.  'That’ll give

we an excuse to keep the rifle with me.
Have you got a revolver?”

[14 ;N\"()‘J)

“ Coiburn had one. You’d better get
hold of it.”

Mayberry nodded, as if he agreed, and
they went at their writing again.

In a few minutes the letters were
ready. Kach rcad what the other had
written. .

Stilson briefly expressed his convie-
tion that the cxpedition was threat-
enced with hostile Indians, with whom
the guides were in league. Mayberry
frankly stated that all the evidence
pointed to himself as a murderer, but
held to his feeling that Colburn had
met death as a result of accident.

A short letter was also written to
Foster, asking him to send up supplies.

“Pve told Gezhik,” said Robertson,
when they went to him with the letters,
“that he must get to Pahquatasing as
soon as possible.  Ie understands just
what he is to do, and in five days, at
the most, he can be back.”

Gezhik had already launched his ca-
noc and put a scant supply of meat in
his pocket. He took the letters and,
without a word of farcwell, set forth,
his face wearing the customary smile.

Mukwa, pipe in mouth, stood with
folded arms, watching him. Mayblerry
helped Robertson back to the tents, the
woodsman complaining bitterly of his
helplessness.

Stilson, rifle in the hollow of his arm,
looked about him irresolutely. At
length he went up to the Indian.

“Mukwa,” sald he, “we've got to
have food.”

“Yes,” the Indian replied; “let me
take the rifle and I'll get it for you.”

“But I'm thinking of hunting my-
sctf.  Where do you think I should
go??”

The Indian’s face was expressionless.
What contempt he felt for the white
man’s ignorance can only be guessed.
Aflter a long pause he answered:

“1f you stay here long enough you
will sce deer swimming across the
lake.”

“Which means, I suppose, that T
might as well go one way as another.”

“T think it won’t make any differ-,
ence.”
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“ But can’t yon suggest something?
When you were here before didn’t you
see deer runways, or something of that
sortr”

“ L didn’t camp here.  Let me take
the rifle and T'll bring in a deer or a
caribou, or something before the day is
over.”

He actually held out his hand.  Stil-
son drew back hastily.

“No,” he said.  “ Il do the shoot-
ing.”

“Tluh!”  AMukwa retorted, “you
don’t dare.”

“What's that?” and Stilson nerved
himzelf for an attack.

“IliL tell you,” said Mukwa. “I
say what T think. You’re afraid to let
me take the rifle.  You believe T killed
him. You think P’d kill youn. Now
I'll tell you something more.  You give
me the rifle and let me go for game, or
T’fl leave.”

“You don’t mean it!”

“I say what I think.”

Stilson’s blood ran cold. The Indi-
an’s attitude, tones, words, the steady
gaze of his eyes, all combined to
strengthen the latest theory concerning
the tragedy.

The white man wondered a litile at
the nerve of the Indian in demanding
the rifle.

“Why should vou leave?” Stileon
asked.

“You think I like to stay and be
thought a murderer? Huh! If [ stay
I want food. You won’t get any.  Are
you going to give me the rifle?”

“No, I am not.”

“Then you've scen the last of me.

With this, Mukwa turned on his heel
and walked away, pausing as he was
about to enter the forest to add, “ When
Robertson gets well he will need my ca-
noe. Ile can use it and he will bring
it back to me.”

Then he was gone hefore Stilson
could recover from his amazement.

2

CHAPTER XII.
A BIG SURPRISE.

“Wirar do vou think now?” said
Stilson, a moment later, striding up to
the tents. “ Mukwa has cleared out.

I that isn't good evidence of his guilt,
1’d like to know what 1s.”

“Mukwa gone? 7 queried Robertson.

“Yes. He had thie nerve to ask for
my rifle. 1 wouldn’t let him have i
and he skipped. Said it was the last
I’d see of him.”

“Then it is.”

“Is what?”

“The last yow’ll see of him. T feared
it.  These Indians are no fools, Mr.
Stilson.  They saw that yvou suspeeted
them and they didn’t like it.”

“Well, I suppose they say I'm guilty,
don’t they?” blurted Stilson in an ag-
grieved tone.

“Yes, sir,” replied Robertson calmly,
“that’s just what they say.”

“ And they let Mayberry out of it?”

“They do.”

“ Mayberry, vou're to he congratu-
lated. I'm glad the bheggar’s gone.
One less mouth to feed, one less traitor
in camp.”

“ And the only hunter gone,” added
Robertson. “ Well, T can go without
food for two days. I've done it before.
3y then Il be able to get about.”

“You needn’t be so anxious,” re-
torted Stilson. “I've never shot big
game, bt if there is any to be had in
these  woods TIll  get it. DMukwa
wouldn’t give me a pointer as to where
to go. 1If you can, Don, vou'd better.”

“T never was here before, sir. The
only advice I can give is that you blaze
vour trail.”

119 ]CI‘? 2

“We've got no Indian to hunt for you
now il vou get tost.”

“T'It look out for that,” said Stil-
son confidently, and away he started,
going in the direction opposite to that
taken by Mukwa.

Mayberry had been talking with Rob-
ertson about another neccesgary and
gruesome feature of the situation—the
disposition of Colburn™s body. The
possibility  of taking it back to civili-
zation was not discussed.

Mavyberry shrank from an immediate
bhurial, but, as Robertson said, “the
ways of town life arc not the ways of
the bush,” and he furthermore pointed
out the entire probability that self-de-
{fence would soon require Mayberry to
exert himself without interruption.

Ay

Rl
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“Pve little faith,” said Robhertson,
“that your friend Stilson will be able
to supply us with food. By the time
vou have to try for it you must have
all other duties out of the way. There
is only one thing to do, and that is to
bury the body as quickly as possible.”

“ And as decently as possible,” put in
Mayberry.

@ Aw but you can’t dig a deep grave.
You've nauqht to dig with except your
knife.” .

At the very edge of the flat cxpanse
of rock on which Colburn had pitehed
bis tent was a small area of broken
stone. It was there that he and the
Indians had procured the stones with
which his guy ropes had l)Len weighted.
Mayberry made a suggestion with this
spot in view, to which Robertson as-
sented, and accordingly he worked all
the forenoon clearing a narrow space
and piling the stones up on beth sides
of it.

e insisted that Robertson should
look on while he searched Colburn’s
elothing for such articles as ought to be
preserved.

There was a little money, pipe and to-
bacco, a knife, watch, revolver, and a
number of lefters. Among the latter
Maylerry recognized the one addressed
in Rosc Osborne’s hand that had been
received in Pahquatasing.

1is heart bmf strangely bhard when
he saw it again, but he laid it with the
others and included all the articles ex-
cept the revolver in one bundle.

“We'll take these things back and
send them to his people,” said May-
berry, “if we can find who and where
they are. At that time I will include
the revolver. Tor thie present T think
1’d hetter keep it, as I have none of my
own.”

“ Ave,” gaid Roberteon, “ that’s right.
You onwht to have somebody to help
you now.”

There was nohodv to help and 1\[fn—
berry carried the body to the place of
little stones, laving it upon the section
of ledee that he had made bare. Then
he ¢ut many branches from the bushes
roundabout and covered the remains
with great care.

All the afternoon he was at work pi-
ling the stones over the dead leader,

anxious not only that the tomb should
be sccure {rom disturbance by wild
beasts, but that it should manifest re-
gard for deceney in its appearance.’

Robertson had declined 1o eat at
noon, and Mayberry had limited his re-
freshment to a spoonful of condensed
milk stirred into a eup of waler. At
the end of his solemn beor he was faint
with hunger and the unusual exercise.

“Youve a right to anything there
is, sir,” said Robertson. “I'm doing
nothing and can stand it.  Besides, I'm
uzed to it.”

“ Stilson may bring in something
soon.”

“Don’t depend on it. If he does,
then his supper is taken care of and you
can have more. You must take a
mouthful or two, sir.”

“There’s just about enough cold
meat left to give cach of us three half
a lunch. Ul take one-third, and I
won't eat again till we have fr esh food.”

Mayberry offered Robertson his Qhare
but the woodsman again dechne&, 82
ing that he would qut till mornmg.

«“ I’ll take steak from the caribou that
Stilson is going to bring in,” said he,
with a grim smile.

Perhaps Robertson thought that Stil-
gon would not come upon any game.
Certain it is that he would nof have
done so if success depended on his
knowledge of their haunts and habits.

He walked the forest for two
hours without hearing anything more
promising than the Lhattm of \qmrrds
and chipmunks.

He would not waste his powder on
them, but looked hopefully {for the
11,.d\s or spoor of larger animals.
Meantime he kept dlsucctlv near the
river, for he had taken seriously Rob-
eltmn warning about getting lost.

H was along toward noon ﬂ at some
odd freak of fortune brought lim
within thirty yards of a red decr. Stil-
son could not have gaid whether 1t was
deer or caribou, hut he knew that it was
not a moose and that it would provide
the party against starvation for many
days

I1e had halted, as he had often done
bhefore, to look around and listen.
Nothing was to be seen bevond the in-
terminable forest, nothing heard save

T
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its rustling and the ripple of the
river near.

For five minutes or more he had stood
motionless, almost minded to return to
camp and take his share of what there
might be left there to cat.

Then came the deer, a sizable beast
with antlers.

Where he was going, where he came
from, what possessed him to walk
straight into a man with a gun, are no
concern of ours. Neither was 1t any
concern of Stilson’s to ask why. as to
the amiable beast’s wandering.

He was not at all disposed to do so,
but, on the contrary, made rcady to re-
ceive Mr. Deer with cordiality.

What little breeze there was blew
from the deer toward the man. Stilson
wot not of this, but he did perceive that
the animal was coming directly at him,
quite as if he recognized that it was
necessary that his life should be saeri-
ficed to human need.

So Stilson held his breath and waited
till there could be no possible question
of his hitting the target.

He kept his rifle half raised,-and his

imagination leaped forward to the time
when he should throw the deer down
in front of the skeptical Rohertson.
Presently he raised the hammer, and
the deer, probably hearing the faint
click, stopped at once and looked at
him. '
Tntil then the beast evidently had
not seen the man. There it stood,
waiting to be shot, as one might say,
across the street. Hunter never had
better opportunity.

Stilson looked along the barrel and
his heart grew sick. Ile saw not one
harrel but several, and they were point-
ing in as many different ways.

Reason told him that there was only
one barrel, but it also told him that he
must speedily differentiate that one
from the several imitations and hold it
steady if he hoped for venizon.

Strenuously he tried to control his
trembling arms, but in vain.  The rifle
kept on vibrating, while the deer sniffed
at hint in an interested waxv.

How long this agony endured he had
no means of knowing, and he never
found out, but at last the deer came to
the conclusion that his course lay in
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another direction, and he trotted grace-
fully away, presenting a elean-cut side
target as he turned.

Stilson, or, perhaps, it was fate,
pulled the trigger.

ARt What a speed the deer devel-
oped then! Tike a flash of light in the
gléom of the forest it darted away, un-
touched, but alarmed cnough to run
miles without stopping.

The mortified hunter tried to get in
another =hot. The mind, acting with
comprehensive swiftness, which is a
way minds have under such circum-
stances, saw an immediate abatement of
the “buck fever” and a perfecily
steady band thenceforth; but, alas, he-
fore the hands could get ready for a
second shot there was no target.

Stilson threw the rifle upon the
ground and cursed himself and the situ-
ation with great fervency.

Tt was dusk when he returned to
amp. Iven the chipmunks had avoided
him on the way back.

“TI'm nearly dead,” said he. “Tg
there anything left? No, I saw no
game whatever. [ presume an Indian
might have found some, but I didn’t.”

Not till long afterward did he con-
fess to the loss of a remarkable oppor-
tunity to supply the camp, and at this
time his companions felt sincere pity
for him. Te was so worn, so evidently
exhausted both physically and mentally.
Mayberry hastened to give him the
share that belonged to him, and when
the geologist was absent for a moment,
Robertson gave him the rest.

It should be said to Stilson’s credit
that he did not know that he was eating
the last morsel in the stock excepting
the condensed milk.

Before sunrise the mext morning
Mayberry arose without waking the oth-
ers and went down through the woods
to the foot of the rapids, where he cut
and trimmed a light pole.

To this he fastened probably the most
original fish-line ever made. It con-
sisted of a shirt cut into strips and tied
together.

He had not found so much as one pin
in the entire outfit at camp. There
had heen a paper, he was sure, and that
probably had been mixed upwith thepro-
vision pack and so lost. But Mayberry
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was somewhat of a Yankee, and, while
waiting for Stilson to come in the even-
ing before, he had fashioned an apology
for a hook out of the cover of a corned-
beef can.

This he baited, or, rather, disguised
with a fragment of flannel shirt that he
hoped would impress a fish as a new
and inviting kind of gandy insect.

“T can only hope,” he thought, «“ that
the fish of this ncighborhood are as
hungry as 1 am, and that they are un-
commonly ignorant.”

Sheepishly he cast his ridiculous line
toward what his experienced eye knew
to be a promising pool. He could
hardly refrain from a glanee around to
see whether anybody were looking, and
if a deer had strolled curiously up, it is
ten to one that he would have keen too
ashamed to confinue.

To his unutterable amazement, to say
nothing of excitement, the rag had no
sooner touched the water than a fish
rose to it.

This was no occasion for sportsman-
like dallying with the game. 1f there
cver was an artless pot hunter it was
J. Howard Mayberry, geologist, at that
moement. It was simply a question of
getting that fish to land by hook or by
—main strength——or any old way, and
the pole cut a swath in the air sidewise
like a flail.

Wonder of wonders, the fish fol-
lowed it! Of course it had let go the
absurd hook, which by no possibility
could have penctrated the flesh.

Mayberry had hoped that luck might
make it slip through the gills, but no
matter; the fish had gulped hard and
the yank had been synchronous, so that
now the fish was dropping, and it did
look as if he would drop back again into
the stream.

Mayberry dropped the pole and
jumped. He struck the mossy bank at
just about the time the fish did and fell
upon him with fierce enthusiasm,

The man stumbled and slipped and
the fish flopped and wriggled. One
foot of the man dipped into the stream,
but the fish had no such Iuek.

A pair of hands that no slime counld
clude gripped that misguided fish and
would have held on even if the whole of
the man had slid into the water.

On his knees and elbows Mayberry
edged away from the brink until he felt
that he could rise with safety. Then he
ran not less than a hundred feet into
the forest hefore he dared stop to cut
a twig and hang his prize upon it.

A prize indeed! He looked upon it
with such joy that he all but cried over
it. What he had canght, or buncoed
might be the better word, was a speck-
led trout of not less that two pounds.

That he tried again might go without
saving. Two pounds of fresh trout will
do very well for a breakfast for three
starving men, but the early morning is
the time for the pot hunter and
the hunger of later hours had to be con-
sidered.

It will not do to detail his adven-
tares. There was no difliculty in get-
{ing a rise from pool after pool, but in
few instances did his clumsy hook suf-
fice to bring the victim landward.

In every instance where that did hap-
pen it was a race like the first to see
whether the greedy man could pounce
on the trout before it had flopped back
into the stream.

After an hour or so he had a string of
five good specimens, and with this he
went back to camp, arriving before the
others had crawled out, though both
were awake.

tobertson grinned all over his face at
the sight, and Stilson manifested more
light-heartedness than at any time since
the expedition started from New York.

“ Why didn’t you say you were going
{ishing ? ” he cried; “ ’d have had a fire
ready.”

Ife ran to the tripod that the Indians
had set up with a view to cooking that
not yet had been done for lack of things
to cook, and stopped short, both hands
thrown involuntarily aloft.

“TFor Heaven’s sake!” he gasped,
and turned around excitedly. “ Come
here, Mayberry!  What do you make of
this?”

Mayberry went to the spot, and he,
too, gasped his surprise.

Lying on the rocks beside the five-
place were several freshly caught {rout,
a bag of flour, a big hunk of venison, a
tin of eoffee, a parcel of baecon, and scv-
eral other edible articles that wade his
famished mouth water. -
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The first wild thought that occurred
to him was that all this was a part of
the stock that had been lost in the river
—he overlooked the venison—and that,
somehow, it had been rccovered and
brought back.

“Tt can’t be our stuff,” he said va-
cantly, stooping to examine the wrap-
pers.  “This wasn’t the brand of
coffee we carried

“ Good Lord!” interrupted Stilson,
“it’s ours now, isn’t it? You'rc not
going to decline to cat it, are you?
Why, man alive, it’s manna, that’b what
it is, manna in the wddmne%'

Te fairly whooped in his joy. Rob-
crtson hobbled out unaided to see what
was the matter. He scratched his head
and grinned with delight.

“ Well now,” said he, “that was
worth waiting for. Youn didn’t find
that along the banks of the river below,
did you, sir?”

“I find it?” cried Mayberry. « Stil-
son found it. Haven’t you any idea
where it came from? ¥

“Oh, yes, that’s easy. There’s a
cache somewhere round here, and it’s
been opened for our benefit.”

“A cache! Then white men have
been here before us.”

“ Not nccessarily.”

“But who could have opened it and
brought the stuff here?”

“Well, sir, T should guess it was
Mukwa, but T don’t know. I'm as sur-
prised as you are, and I think I'm hun-
grier. 1If you gentlemen will hring up
some wood, I think I can help a bit
about the fire.”

e looked around as he spoke and
then suddenly pointed out to the lake.

“ And what do you make of that?”
he asked.

I'ollowing the direction of his gesture
they saw thrco canoes approaching.

Mayberry’s heart gave a great bound,
for the canoes were so near that he rec-
ognized their occupants.  Ainong them
vas Miss Rose Oshorne.

CHAPTER XL
ROSE OSBORNE’S VIEW OF IT.

Tue geologist felt dizzy for a mo-
ment.  He was faint with hunger, and
44
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the excitement of finding a mysterious
supply of food had further exhausted
him. 'The added bewilderment of this
vision made it all seem like a dream.

He went with Stilson down to the
margin of the lake, and Robertson
stumped along after them. The par-
ties in the canoes saw them and turned
promptly to shore.

“By Jove,” exclaimed Stilson, who
had not before recognized the new-
comers, “it’s Mr. OSborne‘ This way,
sir]  Here’s s your best place for land-
ing.”

With one exception Indians were at
the paddles, the exception being Mr. J.
IPoster, of the Pahquatasing general
store.

Each canoe carried a passenger. In
the first was Mr. Oshorne. Ilis son
Harry was in the next, and in the last
sat Miss Rose. She waved her hand
and called cheerily:

“How do you do, Mr. Mayberry?
Aren’t you going to ask us to break-
fast?”

“Don’t mind her, Mr. Mayherry,”
shouted Harry; “we’ve had breakfast
and Rose ate morc’n all the Indians fo-
gether.”

Whereupon Miss Rose said “ Harry!”
reprovingly, and the boy insisted that
it was “so, any way.”

A terrible embarrassment came upon
the geologist.

The explanation of this utterly unex-
pected visitation would soon be made,
and that troubled him not at all.  They
were here, would soon be on shore, and
that was the worst of it.

A flood of emotions, badly mixed, was
upon him. Jow ecasy it would have
been 1o respond to their jolly salufa-
tions if Colburn were alivel What a
terrible shock was in store for her!
How could he soften it? How prepare
her forit? Had not Gezhik met

Mr. Oshorne was speaking.

“We expected,” he said, “ to catch up
with yon by night. The Tndians had no
idea you wouid go into camp here. We
teok a tremendously ecarly start, you sec,
thinking we should have &a lono jour-
ney before finding vou. I suppose our
camp, last night, couldn’t have been
more than two miles away. We would
have come further if we'd known.”
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“Yes,” Rose added, “I think you
ought to have telephoned.”

“How are things?” asked Ioster
genially, but there was no need of at-
tempting to answer just then, for the
paddlers deftly brought the canoes
alongside the landing-place and the pas-
scngers began to get out.

Mayberry gave his hand to Mr. Os-
borne, leaving to Stilson the privilege
of helping Rose. Harry, as a matter of
course, clambered out unaided and
nearly upset his canoe in so doing.

“We camped here,” said Mayberry
bhurriedly to the capitalist,  because
our head guide met with an accident
and couldn’t travel. He’s nearly well,
now.”

“T'm almost glad for the accident,”
rezsponded Mr. Osborne, “ for I've been
bamboozled and bullied and wheedled
into getting several degrees further
into the wilderness than 1 had any in-
tention of getting when we left New
York. We got your letter explaining
your necessary delay at Pahquatasing,
and telegraphed you to wait a bit
longer for us, as Ilarry was cager to
join the expedition. But it scems you
had got a day away when the telegram
arrived. So there was nothing to do
but organize an expedition of our own
and follow vour trail.”

During this explanation Miss Rose
had effected a landing. She was piqued
that Mayberry had not run to greet her,
and this may have been partly responsi-
ble for the first question she asked.

“What makes you men so fearfully
solemn? ” was the query. “ You look as
if camp life didn’t agree with you.”

To this Stilson replied, with more
tact than Mavberry would have ex-
pected from him:

“We're hungry, Miss Osborne.
breakfast is not cven started yet.”

“What laggards!” she cried, and
then advanced to Mayberry, holding out
her hand.

“T hope vou'll condescend at least to
shake hands with me,” she said de-
nurely.  “ Where’s Mr. Colburn?”

“He's not here at present,” replied
Mavberry, barely touching her hand.

His heart stood still as he wondered if
she would jump fo the conclusion that
he had murdered her favored lover!

Our
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Her surprise at his coldness was not
well masked.

“1 shall be very glad to see him,” said
she, in which was the direct implication
that she observed that Mayberry was
not glad to sce her.

Indeed, he was not. He never re-
gretted the sight of anybody so much
as he did that of the young woman for
whom he would gladly have laid down
his life.

The immediate embarrassment was
relieved by Harry, who was clamoring
for a chance to shake hands with his
teacher.

“1 was just bound I’d join you, sir,”
said he. “DPop and Rose never meant
to go bevond Pahguatasing, but Rose
was on my side when we got there and
found vou’d Dbeen gone less than a day
and a half. There was a jolly lot of
Indians there, and so we made up a
party in a hurry. Wherc are your In-
dians?”

This gave Mayberry his opportunity
to lead away from the gay talk to that
of appalling seriousness, which counld
not forever be postponed. Ile man-
aged to give his pupil a smile, and an-
swered: “ You ought to have met one of
our Indians. We sent him back early
vesterday morning with a message for
your father.”

“We've met nobody,” said Mr. Os-
borne, to whom Mavberry turned in-
quiringly.

“Then he must have taken another
trail.  It’s a matter of very great im-
portance, Mr. Osborne. I must ask
you to give it your attention at once”

“ Certainly,” was the wondering re-
sponse. “ Rose, you and Harry can in-
spect the camp for a few winutes. Tve
got to talk business with Mr. May-
berry.”

“And Mr, Stilson,”
ogist.

stilson joined them hastily.  Ile was
in a torment of doubt as to what to say
to the young lady. Robertson had hob-
bled back and was making the fire.

Mayberry led the other two to the
spot

added the geol-

where the woodsman had an-
nounced his convictions as to the cause
of Colburn’s death.

“Isn’t Mr. Colburn to join in the
discussion ¥ 7 added the capitalist.
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“ Unfortunately, no,” replicd May-
berry. “ Do you see that little pile of
stones?”

He pointed to the rude mausoleum
which was but a few yards from them.

“Mr. Colburn,” he added, without
waiting for a reply, “is under there.”

* (ood Heaven!” exclaimed Mr. Os-
borne. “Dead?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“Why, this is shocking—dreadful!
How did it happen? He scemed such a
robust man, and inured to the hard-
ships of camp life.”

“ e was a robust man, Mr. Osborne
-—the sirongest in the party. What
brought about his death is more than
L can say, except that I have the im-
plement with which it was dene. I
will show it to you presently. 1f vou
should azk that man up there who is
at work over the fire, he would tell you
with his rugged honesty that Mr. Col-
burn was killed by myself or Stiison, or
beth of us.” :

Mr. Osborne was too startled to re-
spond.

“ Our Indians believe us guilty,” con-
tinued Mayberry desperately, “ and one
of them deserted us on that aceount.
The other we sent with a message to
you.”

“ All this is simply incredible,” said
AMr. Oshorne.

“But 1’s true,” put in Stilson, who
took courage from Mayvberry’s whole-
sale statement of the distressing facts.
“Mr. Mayberry has merely eased up on
my part of it. 1 understand that the
Indians think I did it. I believe they
were guilty, one or both of them 2

“ Let me have the facts from the be-
ginning.”

They told him, Mayberry taking the
burden of the narration, mincing mat-
ters not at all, showing how cach of
them had logt his temper with Colburn,
how Colbwrn’s blunders had  delayed
progress and finally brought the party
to the verge of starvation.

“ And not the leaslt mysterious part
of it,” Mayberry concluded, i that,
thix morning, when, as we supposed,
we had nothing to cat except some fish
that T caught, we found a considerable
supply  of provisions—iflour, tinned
goods and venison —mnear our fiveplace.”

My, Osborne’s cyes lighted a bit at
this last item in the account, but they
were grave again instantly, and he
turned them towards the tents where
his son and daughter were talking with
Robertson.

Toster also stood by. Mayberry wag
extremely apprehensive as to what
might be the result of the conversation
there, and yet “ the disclosure cannot
long be delayed,” he thought.

* This is a strange trick of fate,” said
Mr. Oshorne. “ My daughter——" here
he broke off abruptly, glancing in a
troubled way at Stilson, and then went
on: “ As to your mysterious supply of
food, I think T can account for it.”

“It came from your stock?” asked
Stilson.

“ Probably. While we were at break-
fast Mr. Foster spoke to me about a
matter that the Indians had reported to
him ecarlier in the morning. It seems
that some time in the night one of our
cuides was awakened by a strange In-
dian, who asked him to leave the camp
for a few minutes.  Gur Indian did so,
finding that he knew the visitor, who
explained that he and some friends had
lost their provisions and were in danger
of serious suffering. He wanted to
know if we could spare gome of ours.”

“That must have been Mukwa,” said
Mayberry.

“One of your Indians? I didnt
learn his name, but 1 was struck with
his honesty. He could have stolen
what he wanted with no difficulty what-
ever. e told our man that he had no
money to buy with, but that he wonld
pledge his canoe for what it was worth,
and our man promptly and properly ac-
commodated him. ILater he reported
the matter to Foster, who told me.  We
were elad to he of serviee to anyhody in
difficulty, but we supposed it was a
parly of Indians who were in need. We
never dreamed that it was yon.”

A pauvse followed, filled with agony
for Mavberry.

“'"his is a dreadful affair,” said Mr.
Ogborne presentlv. “ You gentleinen
must be nearly dead with hunger and
vou must go to breakfast. 1 think vour
cook is ready for you. I must manage
somehow to tell my daughter what has
happened.” )

VAR
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They arose and started slowly toward
the tents. Almost at the same moment
Miss Rose gave a startled cry and hur-
ried toward them.

“Father! Mr. Mayberry!”  she
cried. “Is it true? What has hap-
pened? What does the backwoodsman
mean? Where is Mr. Colburn?”

Mayberry unconsciously bared his
head and looked at the ground. He
could not meet her eyes.

“ Rose,” said her father, “ Mr. Col-

burn is dead.
ously.
it.””

“ Dead! Killed!” she echoed, aghast,
and Mayberry, looking still at the
ground, did not see the 1mpul\1\ start
khe nmde towards him.

He did not see that her father took
her gently by the arm and led her back
to the spot where he humself had
learned of the tragedy, did not sce that
she kept looking at him over her shoul-
der, her eyes filled with wonderment,
anxiety, and a sentiment that seemed
very like compassion.

Stilsor put his hand on Mayberry’s
shoulder.

“Come, old man,
worst is over.”

“No,” groaned Mayberry, “ there is
worse to follow. What will she say to
the circumstantial evidence? What can
she think?”

“Trust the woman in her,” Stilson
responded gravely, “not to see what
vou know to be false.”

Mayberry was profoundly surprised.
He would not have looked to Stilson for
any such delicacy of fecling.

Impulsively he put out his hand and
Stﬂwn grasped it firmly.

“7T think we understand cach other
better,” said Mayberry. “1f it will
comfort yvou at all, vou may know that
1 do not believe that you had anything
to do with (olburn’s death.”

“Pm glad enough to have you say
that flat-footed,” returned Stilson bit-
terly, “ but Miss Osborne won’t say so.
She’ll think I did it. Meantime, P'm
convinced that the murderer is on his
way to Pahquatasing with letters.”

“Gezhik?” and Mayberry smiled
faintly. “Youve made the 1’ouudq of
possibilities, haven't you, Stilson? I'm

He was killed mysteri-
I will tell you what I can about

said he, “the
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afraid we shall never know which of
your guesses is correct.”

Stilson shrugged his shoulders and
they went on to the camp-fire, where
Robertson was busy satisfying his long
hunger.

“You gentlemen stand starvation
pretty well,” said he. “ Grub has been
ready for you these ten minutes.”

“Why couldn’t you have kept bac
the tacts from that young lady?” \I(I}’
berry demanded, as he hu‘ped himself to
coffce and biscuit.

“Keep ‘em back!” cxeclaimed the
woodsman. ‘I tried my best, but what
with I'oster hinting around and guess-
ing at the truth like the Yankee that he
is, and what with the young lady’s ques-
tions, I didn’t know what to do. 1
couldn’t | lie in two different ways at the
same time. Besides, she had to know.”

Mayberry said nothing further on the
matter, for, from his habitual point of
view, 1t would have Dbeen a waste of
breath, and Stilson was altogether too
engrossed with his meal {o talk. Fos-
ter strolled up and looked at them a
moment in silence.

“ Be'n having frouble, hey? ” he ven-
tured.

Mayberry nodded.

“ Colburn got killed,
dered?”

“ Ask Robertson.”

“0Oh, Ive asked him. T know what
Don thinks,” and the keeper of the
general store strolled away again, join-
ing the Indians at the shore.

Stilson and Mayberry
glances.

“Youw've begun your campaign, I
see,” Stilson remarked.

“ There’s no complaint due from you,
gentlemen,” Robertson rvetorted sul-
lenly.  “Itold you I wouldn’t have cer-
tain things said if T could help it. 1
won’t liave Don Robertson or his red
friends under suspicion of this erime.
Yowve brought it on yvourselves. If
vou’d mrcod to say accident, or fever,
or a fig ht with a mad moose, 1’d have
stood by ve. As it is, you Il have to
clear yourselves if yvou can.”

Stilson looked angry, hut Mayberry
was unmoved. His eyes and thoughts
were on the group—father, son and
daughter-—near the rude mausoleum.

hey? Mur-

exchanged
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“ How her heart must ache!” he was
thinking. “ Not knowing Colburn as
we did, she idealizes him, sces only the
best \1(10 of hlm, loves lhdt and suffers
now the worst of tragedics—a broken
heart.”

Irather
itre-place.

< Mr. Mayberry,” said the elder,
“when vou have finished breakfast will
you =peak to my daughter?”

“ At once, sir,” and Mayberry went
down across the expanse of tlat rock
much as a condemned man marches to
the scaflold.

There were tears
looked up at him, and hix heart bl
her.

“ Mr. Mayberry,” she =aid, “ how can
vou take food with that dreadiul man
who accuses vou?”

The question was the farthest pos-
sible removed Irom what he had antici-
pated; so far that he could not quickly
discern the feeling that lav behind it.
All he caught at the moment was a re-
buke.

“ Miss Osborne,” hie responded, “ this
expedition has brought about strange
companionships. Tne man who ac-
cuses me is perfectly sincere »

“ T don’t believe it!”

Then he lTooked at her with some-
thing like an apprehension of her atti-
tmw

“lIs it possible,” he stammered,
““that vou have no suspicion of me? Has
vour father told vou all -the dreadfully
suggestive facts?”

“ He has told me all he knows. Sit
down, please, Mr. Mayberry.  Don't
staned as if T were a judge. How can
vou think that vou would have anything
to fear from me? 1 want to tell you
something.”

“ I eannot say,”
himself on the sione in
to which she pointed, * how great a
weight vou have lifted froin me.”

* Wait,” said she. It 18 my turn to
speak, and it will not be casy; but, un-
der these dreadful civenmstances, duty
compels me to volunteer whal, under
other civeumstances, it would be my
dntv to withheld until asked for.”

she  hesitated, and a vosy
mounted to her brow.

and son arose and came to the

in her eves when she
ed for

2

Le osaid, as he seate d
front of her,

color

FATE. 629

a Jotter from me®”

“ Did you receive a
she asked.

“Yes, at Pahquatasing,
fore we started.”

“ I wrote one also to Mr.

shortly be-

Jolburn.”

“ e received it. 1 can get it for you
if you like. 1 found 1t yesterday

among his ctfects.”

“You have not read it?”

“ Oh, no, no! I recognized the hand-
writing. The letter made him very
happy at the time it came.”

“ Indeed!” and Miss Osborne secemed
too surprised for a moment to speak;
but she added presently: “ 1 cannot sce
why it should have had that result. Mr.
Mayberry, he had asked me the same
question that you did. I wrote to him
exactly as 1 did to you—word for word
——with one exception.  Some freak in
my nature—eall it womanish whim if
you like—-certainly it was unworthy of
a sincere woman, led me to say in my
letter to him that I would not say yes
to any other until he had had his oppor-
tunity to renew the question after his
retarn. Why I did not say as much in
the Ietter {o you L cannot understand,
exeept—except ” here she looked
down at the ground, “that I wanted {o
say yes to you uncquivocally.”

The words were hardly audible, but
Mayherry heard them.
“ Miss Osborne!

pered eagerly.

“ 1 haven’t quite finished,” she inter-
posed hastily.  “ Asg soon as those let-
ters were heyond recall 1 regretted them
bitterly. I knew then that I ought to
have written plainly 1o each; “no’ o
one, ‘yes” to the other. 1 was very un-
happy about it.

“Then my brother took it into his
Liead that he would like to join the ex-
pedition, and father repretted {hat
starry had not spoken sooner, for, with
you along, he knew that the experience
would be fine for the boy. Fathoer
tearned of your wnavoidable delay at
Pahguatasing, and Harry learned of i
too.  Harry teased and T joined { 01(@
with hin.

“ I wanted to see you, Mr. Mavberry,
and 1T wanted to see Mr. Colburn. I
thought that if we all met at Pahquata-
the problemn of our lives that T
had tangled so wilfully might be solved.

’),

rose!” he whis-

Qi1 g
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I confided my trouble to my father.
The resull was a telegram asking you all
to postpone departure till our arrival.
When we found you had gone on, Harry
and 1 insisted on pursuit, knowing that
you would pause somewhere for pros-
pecting and that thus we would he able
to catch up with you

“No, here we are, and T am glad that
we came. I am grieved, as any friend
should Dbe, over Mr. Colburn’s death,
but 1 fear that that sentiment is wholly
overshadowed by my sympathy for you.
Al, how this suspicion, so cruel and
wicked, must have made vou suffer!”

They were in plain sight of all, and,
indecd, all eves were, at the moment,
directed toward them, but not because
anybody save Mr. Osborne suspected
that a declaration of love was in prog-
Tess,

Another reason had arisen {o set
them all looking toward Mavherry, and
he, unconscious of it, merely realized
that this was no time and place for
that exchange of words and tokens that
would have been normal and irrepres-
sible under other conditions.

He was telling her as hest he could
i a low, choking voice, how much her
confession and suppori{ meant to him,
when they were interrupted by Mr Os-
borne.

CHAPTER XIV.
TOW THE BEAR GOT IIIS IIONKY.

“Yixcuse me, Mayberry,” said Rosce’s
father, “there’s a red man here asking
for you. I presume you'd better see him
at once. It may be something of im-
portance to us ali. He won’t say any-
thing to the rest of ws.”

Mayberry turned and looked toward
the camp.

He saw an Indian whose garments of
fringed buckskin suggested the aborig-
inal savage, inexpressibly dirty though
they were, and topped off with a ludi-
crously shabby derby hat. He had a
rifle in the hollow of his arm and was
coming slowly across the rock.

“Do you want to sce me?” asked
Mayberry, approaching the man.

“Uht You Mayhyyr?”

“Yes, Mayberry is my name.  What
is yours?”

“Me Wabeeno. You like-um know
how vour friend gettum dead?”

“Yes, indeed, Wabeeno.  Tell mel?”

The Indian jerked elbow and head in
the direction of the forest.

“ (lome,” gaid he. .

Mayberry promptly complied and
they started together toward the trees.
Mr. Oshorne ran after them.

“Are vou going to be gone long?”
he asked anxiously.

“Ilow is that, Wabecno? ” said May-
berry. “ Will it take a long time?”

“Noeg”

“Will you let this gentleman come
with us?”

“No. You ’lone.”

“ But he wants {o know all this as
much ag 1 do.”

*You tell-um.”

Mayvberry turned to Mr. Osborne, say-
ing, “ He has, or thinks he has, infor-
mation about this matter. 1 shall have
to go alone. When an Indian says
‘no,” that settles it.”

“Yes,” added Wabeeno tranquilly.

“1am alraid we ought not to let you
@0,” said Mr. Osborne. “ We shall e
horribly anxious. Has my daughter
explained herself fully?”

“Thank God! Yes, sir. I would
not neediessly risk her future happi-
ness and mine, but she herself would
say befter suel risk as there is than this
horrible uncertainty.”

Miss Rose had come up to them.

“I can’t overcome a suspicion of
these fellows,” said her father in a whis-
per.  “They are o treacherous, May-
berry. He may be leading you into an
ambuxh.”

“1 think you are mistaken as to In-
dian character, sir; but what do you
say ? 7 and he briefly explained the situ-
ation to Miss Rose.

She looked startled and doubtful for
an instant.  Then she stepped up to the
Indian.

“You will take care of my friend,
will you not? ” she asked.

“Th,” he grunted, and, tapping his
rifle Dbarrel, “ heap bears. Kill-um.
Him no gettum hurt.”

“You must go with him,” she said
firmly to Mayberry, and, with a bow of
assent, he fell in beside Wabeeno. They
presently disappeared among the trees.
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Wabeeno led him, without a word, for
some half mile into the forest. They
came at length to a bark lodge, built
partly against a cliff. Seated before
the door, pipe in his mouth, was Mukwa.

“ I’m glad to see you,” said Mayberry,
suppressing the slight surprise he felt,
and he offered his hand.

Mukwa took it, and responded, “ I say
what T think. You have not said that
I killed Colburn.”

“ No, I have not.”

“ And you no said Gezhik killed him.”

“1 have not said so; I have mnot
thought so.”

“Uh; it is good. I tell you now what
1 did think. Your friend Stilson, he
kill-um.”

“T am sure you're wrong, Mukwa.”

“1 know it, but I thought so. We
all wrong, unless mebhe you. Robert-

son wrong, Stilson wrong, Gezhik and
me wrong. I know mow. What you
think when T go away?”

“I never expected to sce you again.”

“Th; I go for food. You get-tum?”

“Yes, thank you. This morning.”

“1 know Wabeeno, my friend here;
he live somewhere round and I hunt for
him. He give me venison and {ront.
Then I gettwn tinned stuff from other
travelers. You sce-um?”

“They are at our camp now.”

“ Well, Wabceno, he great hunter and
trapper. You want to know what kill
Colburm?”

“0Of course I do, Mukwa, and all the
others do.”

“Don’t care for others.
mean man. Ile thinkum 1
No show him.”

“But there’s a traveler who came
this morning who needs to know as
much as T do. And his daughter is
with him, Mukwa. She want’s to know,
too. You saw her, Wabeeno.”

“TUh,” assented Wabeeno; * heep fine
lady.”

He spoke 1o Mukwa in their own lan-
guage, Mukwa listening with apparent
stolidity. At length, some time after
Wabeeno  had  ceaxed  speaking, he
asked, “ Who is this traveler?”

“Tle is my boss,” replied Mayberry;
“he was Colbur’s boss, too, and, of
course, he wants to know. T°d rather
have you tell him than tell him myself.”

Stilson
done it.
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“T no tell anybody,” said Mukwa, and
Mayherrys heart sank. *“You bring
your boss here and I show-um.”

“ All right. Shall we come to this
spot?”

“ No, 1 show you.”

Mukwa arose and led the way back
through the forest until they were
about three hundred yards from the
camp. 'Then he sat upon the ground
and said, ¢ Here.”

Wabeeno had accompanied them and
he, too, sat down.

Mayberry, looking around to get his
bearings, saw that nearby was a ledge
with a considerable outeropping of
quartz that rose in onc spot sheer to a
height of about thirty fect. Thinking
how such a ledge might be worth study-
ing, with the expedition’s purpose in
view, hie hastened back to the camp and
apprized Mr. Osborne of what had hap-
pencd.

“1 have no idea,” said Mayberry,
“what the Indians will do, but I have
abundant faith that it will prove final.
1 want other eyes than mine to see the
proof.”

“That is right,” responded the capi-
talist; © 1 will go with you gladly, THad
we better take lunch along?”

“Yes. I didn’t ask again how long
it will take, but T understand the In-
dians a bit now, and have learned that
they mean what they say. We may be
gone for hours.”

They supplied themselves with pro-
visions, declining, meantime, to answer
the inquisitive Foster’s questions, and
hurried back to the ledge, where May-
berry introduced Mr. Osborne to the In-
dians.

After the handshaking, Mukwa had
them go to the base of the ledge, where
he halted, and pointed up.

“Could you climb up there?” he
azked.

“Yes, [ think I conld, if it was neces-
sary,” Mayberry veplied. “ There are
so many little projections from the sur-
face, like so many handles »?

“TUh! You sgec-um. Good. Now
wateh.” .
He mnodded to Wabeeno, who

promptly began to climb a sapling that
grew some twenty feet forward of the
ledge. There were no larger trees he-
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tween it and the little cliff, and in the
other direction—that 1z, toward the
camp—there was a considerable space
occupicd by young growth only.

The sapling began to sway and bend
when Wabceeno was half way to the
top. lle shinned a little higher and
then laid hold of the slender trunk with
both hands and let go with his {cet.
The tree bent over toward the ledge
and the Indian worked his wav along
nearer to the top by shifting his hands
an inch at a time. At last his feet
touched the ground, whereupon Mukwa
stepped forward and added his weight
to prevent the tree from springing up
again.

“ When Waleeno work alone,” said
Mukwa, “he use cords and take more
time. I help now to show you quick.”

Wabheeno took a number of thongs
{rom his pocket and proceeded to tic the
tree in its bent position. One thong
extended from necar the top to the base
of the trunk. Another was made fast
1o one of the projections on the ledge
that Mavberry had likened to haundles.

This done, the Indian hunter pro-
ceeded to suspend other thongs from
near the top of the tree in the form of a
noose, the bottom of which lay along the
ground. e scraped leaves and twigs
over this part of the noose and then
took a comb of wild honey from a cav-
eruous pocket of his huckskin jacket
and fastened it to the thong ithat ran
from the bent tree top to the handle
on the ledge.

“ All right,” said he, backing away.

Mayherry, whose cyes were bulging
with growing light on the tragedy,
stepped close to the ledge and exanm-
ined the knot by which the theng was
fastened there.

“T1 can sce,” he said, drawing a deep
breath; it might happen—did 1t hap-
pen, Mukwa?”

“ You sce,” was the ambiguous reply.

The knot was adjusted with consid-
crable delicacy over the projecting nub
of rock, and the Intent was clear—a
sufficient disturbanee would release the
knot, and the tree, held down by the
strain of only the thong that was fas-
tened to its base, would rise suddenly,
thus drawing up the noose and holding
whatever might he in it at the time.
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“Tndian,” remarked Mukwa, “ some-
times make mistake in tying knot.
Tic-wm too hard; sometimes too loose.
Indian smart, but somectimes he find
Mukwa smarter than him.”

The vague significance of this asser-
tion depended upon knowledge of the
meaning of Mukwa’s name—* bear.”

Mayberry’s heart was beating high, for
he thought he understood. He longed
to have the explanation set forth in
words, but he knew the Indians would
be adverse to that, so he simply said:
“Well, what next?”

For reply the Indians led them by a
roundabout, easy way to the top of the
cliff, whence they could look straight
down at the trap. All four lay {lat,
with their hands at the very edge of the
cliff.

“Mebbe wait long time,” whispered
Mukwa. “ Bear gone "bout two hours.
Not come hack till night, mebbe. But
he come, sure, and he like honey. You
seel”’

1t was indeed a long
came, and vet no bear or
to disturly the trap.
sighed wearily.

“1If you were in my place, sir,” said
Mayberry, “ you’d find no wait too long
Tor what I think will be demonstrated.”

=1 understand,” replied the capital-
ist. “Pm  tired of thix, but vou
couldn’t drag me away with a yoke of
oxen.”

The whites shared their provisions
with the Indians and more time passed.

At length, around two o’clock, the
Indians touched their white compan-
ions warningly. Neither Mayberry nor
Mr. Oshorne had heard any suggestive
sound, but the Indians had, and, sure
enough, a motent later a black bear
came  waddling  lewsurely from  the
growth of larger trees toward the north.

Te scemed at peace with all the
world, as il he might he reflecting tran-
quilly after a heavy dimner.  But as he
was passing the base of the cliff he
paused and sniffed the air inguiringly.

Presently he Jocated the honey and
took a cautious step toward it. Then
suddenly he drew back and squatted on
his haunches, waving his head from side
to side.  There could be no doubt as to
what was the process of his thought;

b

wait. Noon
other animal
Mr. Osborne
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he was considering the uncommon and
abnormal shape of the sapling.

If Mayberry had not been so tense
with excitement he would have had to
laugh at the grotosquely human sug-
gestions in  the bear’s attitude and
movements.

For a full minute at least the bear
kept wagging his head, his small eyes
bhnkm0 Clxrlomlv at the trec and greed-
ily at the honey.  Finally he hltched
backward till he was well beyond the
base of the sapling, when he ventured
once more to use his fore paws in lo-
comotion.

He walked in gradually narrowing
semiecireles around the sapling until he
prushed acainst it. Then he squatted
again and sniffed at the thong attached
to its base.

Decision seemed to come upon him
suddenly, for, with a good deal of vigor,
he hitched forward till he could grasp
the theng in his fore paws, whereupon
le began to yank and bite it. In a few
seconds he had severed the thong.

Instantly the tree sprang with & nois 3y
rush, as it fanned the air, o its no!mul
position. The thong around the “ han-
dle” of the ledge had been snapped in
two, and the Louov attached to it had
been shaken to the eround.

Typ in the tree top now the mnoose
meant for the bear’s neck, or body,
rather, was dangling harmlessly.

The bear squatted again and pro-
ceeded to gorge himself with the honey.
1t seemed to Mayherry too bad, but In-
dian nature had to have its way; and,
the exhibition of brute sagacity having
been ended, Walreeno’s rifle spoke onee,
and the bear rolled backward, a bullet
in his heart.

“He deserved to get away!
claimed Mavberry, rising.

Both Indians mnteu their indiffer-
ence to this fine feeling, and Mr. Os-
borne said, « There is but one thing left
to do to show how poor Colburn came
to his death. You said you had the
implement with which the deed was
done.”

“Yes,” Mavberry responded, “it’s in
my tent—a wedge-shaped piece of rock.
It was one of the ‘handles’ of this
cliff.”

“ Undoubtedly; but, to make abso-

' ex-

lutely sure, you must get it and find the
spot from which it was wrenched off.”

“T will do so, but first, I think we
can find where it was.”

“Wabceno show you,” said Mukwa

They hurried down to the base of the
clift and Wabeeno pointed to a fresh
gear on Its face and spoke in Ojibway.

“ e says, tmnslated Mulkwa, “ that
this bear 1s the wisest of all the bears
in the woods. Wabeeno has been after
him a long time, but this bear very
smart and always get away.

“Two days ago, just before the big
storm, Wabeeno found lot of honey.
He know the bear walk this way every
day. So lie make a trap, as you see. He
think bear get canght in noose and hang
till Indian come md kill-um.  So, ncxt
day, “caunse Wabeeno no like to be out
in storm, he come to find bear. Honev
gone, tree siraight again, and Wabeeno
think hard. Then he sce mark on rock
and know what happen. e tell me
vesterday when [ find him. Then I
know all about it.”

“It’s clear enough now,” said May-
berry.  “ When the bear sprang the
trap the first time, the knot happened
to be tied to a nub of the ledge that
had beecn 1‘11“ v disintegrated by the
elements. So it yielded When the sud-
den strain came and the knot happened
to be so tied that it carvied the stone
up into the air. Once get the knot up-
side down, as would, of course, be the
case when the tree had risen to its full
height, and the stone would siip out;
but by that time it had gained a tre-
mendous impetus.  The tree and thong,
vou sce, Mr. Osborne, were like a giant
arm wielding a sling, and the {ragment
of stone was hurled a great distance.

“ By what you 1'1<>htlv called a strange
irick of fate, the btonc fell upon Col-
burn’s head. It must have happened
jast after our tent blew down. The
final proof will be made when I fit the
fragment over the scar that Wabeeno
has shown us.”

He was about to start back to the
camp when all observed that men were
approaching. Stilson led, with his rifle,
and Harry Osberne, similarly armed,
pressed close behind. Then came the
Indian guides, and, last, Mr. J. Foster,
of Pahquatasing, escorting Miss Rose.
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“It’s all right,” called Mayberry,
comprehending the situwation. ¢« The

shot you heard announced the death of.

Colburn’s murderer; but it was not a
human being.”

The others ran up hurriedly. They
had been growing more and more anx-
jous over the prolonged absence of Mr.
Osborne and Mayberry, and when they
heard Wabeeno’s rifle, they were mor-
ally certain that ene or both of them
were in peril.  Henece the march to the
riscue, the whites dreading ambuscades,
thie Indian guides stolidly certain that
nothing had gone amiss.

Iixplanations followed swiftly, and
Maylerry left Mr. Osborne to finish
them while he hurried back to camp
for the fatal fragment of rock. lle
gave Robertson an idea of the circum-
stance, 1o which the woodsman calmly
responded, “ 1 told ye it was none of my
Indians” work. 1 did think it was Stil-
son, and I'm glad to find that I was
wrong.”

Returning to the cliff, Mayberry ap-
plied the fragment to the scar. 1t fitted
to a hair, and his expert cye distin-
guished the traces of disintegration
that had made the occurrence possible.
ITe saw much more at the same time,
but he made no mention of it until near
evening. By then the general jubilation
had subsided.

Miss Rose had long since dried her
tears of happiness, Stilson had ceased to
prance and hooray like a boy, and Mr.
Osborne had given over pacing the flat
rock to work off his excitement.
Mukwa had resumed his place in the ex-
pedition, and at last talk began as to
what should become of it.

“In our joy at the rclief of all men
from horrible suspicion,” said Mr. Os-
horne, “ we do not forget, I am sure, to
mourn the untimely end of a man who
was energetic and faithful aceording to
his lights. 1 quite understand that Col-
burn had a sad gift of making trouble
for those with whom he was associated,
but all that is past now, and I have no
doubt that nonce of us harbors ill feel-
ing for the dead. MHow is that, my
friend?” and he turned to Mukwa.

The Indian took his pipe from his
mouth and a quaint sinile drifted slowly
over the swarthy features.

“ All right, now,” he said. “ Indian
no like Colburn, but Colburn he no like
Indian. That cven, uh? All right
now.”

Mr. Osborne could not repress a smile
at his partial faiiure to surprise the
red man into an expression of mag-
nanimity.

“I think,” said Robertson gravely,
“that I can speak for the Indians.
They are not revengeful and they are
anything but deceitful. They don’t
say much, but when they do talk you
know exactly what they mean. When
Alukwa says it’s all right, he means that
he has no ill will to the memory of Mr.
Colburn, for that would be a waste of
feeling. It's all over, and that’s all
there is to it

“That right,” assenled Mukwa, and
he went on smoking again.

“Well, then,” continued Mr. Os-
borne, “ we must consider the future of
the expedition——"

“Concerning  which,”  interrupted
Mayberry, “ I would like a private word
with you.”

They walked a little way from the
others, and Mayberry announced that
the ledge where the bear trap had been
sct presented remarkable promise of
mineral wealth.

“There’s gold in sight there,” said
he.  “For the present, at least, the ex-
pedition ¢hould go no farther.”

In brief, thus it was decided. The
further work of the expedition having
passed without misunderstandings or
scrious adventures, may be summarized
in a few lines.

At Mayberry’s advice, after some davs
of prospecting, the syndicate, through
Mr. Osborne, bought a large tract of
land in the vicinity of the spot where
Colburn met his death, and the mine,
which has been under sucecessful opera-
tion for two years, was called the “Git-
chemukwa,” after the faithful Indian
who led the way to its discovery.

Mr. Oshorne and his daughter re-
mained at the camp until no further
doubt existed as to the advisabilitv of se-
curing the property, and when they de-
parted it was with the understanding,
since carried out, that Miss Roxe should
beeome Mrs. Mayberry before the holi-
days. All that smmmer, however, May-
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berry and his favorite pupil re-
mained with their Indian guides in tho
woods.

In course of time the relatives of the
unfortunate Colburn were hunted up,
and {o them was given such share in the
mining property as would have been his
had he lived. This was largely at the
insistence of Mayberry, his wife heart-
ily weconding his efforts in the matter.

Stilson, too, has his share in the
prosperous company and holds the office
of treasurer. 1lis offices are in New
York, where he is content to stay, one

THE

trip into the wilds having been enough
{or him.

Pahquatasing is, as before, an un-
finixhed pioneer town, and the most un-
finished part of it is Donald Robertson’s
house; but a school has been started
there, and his children are attending it;
and Don says that, next season, he cer-
tainly will refuse any and all offers to
guide partics into the woods, and give
his undivided attention to putting a civ-
ilized roof over his flock.

And when J. Foster and G. Bagley
hear this, they exchange winks.

END.

ROSSVILLE’S FOURTH.

BY EDGAR FRANKLIN.

A midsummer happening that made the station-master think quick and take big chances.

1IE Dbusy little telegraph sounder
on the table beneath the wide-
shaded oil lamp had clicked itself to a
standstill.  From its perch on the wail
of Rossville’s railroad station the big
clock chimed the hour of eleven. Ken-
ton stretched out his legs, lighted his
pipe, and yawned contentedly.

Work was over for another day—ac-
tive work, at any rate, although he
would have remain until the midnight
express had roared through Rossville on
its way westward.

But that last hour of the day was al-
ways easy and, on this occasion, prom-
ised to be even pleasant, for across the
table sat young Finley, cashicr of Toss-
villes diminutive bank and Kenton's
particular chum.

Before him lay a couple of telegraph
blanks, well seribbled with figures, and
as enton leaned back he pushed thewm
away and grinned across the table.

“Jim,” he remarked,” the people of
this Dbenighted town showed remark-
able astuteness, didn’t they?”

“ow??”

“ In appointing you and me the com-
mittee of two to arrange their Fourth of
July eclebration, of course.”

“Eh? Obh, to be sure they did,”
laughed Kenton.

=0T do say it, we've fixed up a dis-

play for them that can’t be touched for
the money this side of Chicago! Why,
Jim, when they started that subscrip-
tion wovement to buy fireworks, and
requested us to engincer the thing, 1
imagined that we’d have about six dol-
lars to spend, all told. Do you know
just what they did chip in?”

“ Not lo the penny.”

Then listen!  Rossville,” said I7in-
ley, with mock impressiveness, *has
placed in our hands the sum of two
hundred and fortv-one dollars and
sixty-five cents! Think of it! This
borough has actually wrung nearly two
hundred and fifty dollars out of itsclf
—just for fireworks! There’s your un-
quenchable  patriotism, fast enough.
"T'wo hundred and one dollars have gone
for fireworks; Stanley’s going to charge
us forty dollars for his band, afternoon
and evening. I think we'll pocket the
odd sixtyv-five cents for our trouble.”

“Put 1t info lemons and distribute
free lemonade,” chuckled the telegraph
opcerator from  behind  his cloud of
smolke.

“ Seriously, however, we’ve done
nebly, Jim. By George! We had to
do nobly! Tivery little kid in town—
and most of the grown-up ones—is on
edge to sce that display, and it’s only
five days off now. To-morrow or next
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