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fMled.  He pusho
on cautiously and reached the bend
above where, on the other banlk, b
could see a lono old woman
withered leg,

o
Duck, this; her daughters had left
her behind, denying her the hollday
of the medicine and the whisky
‘which she loved.
He went on, walking silently and
swiftly through the lush carpeted
forest until he was half a league
above the encampment with its old
woman. There he lay down In tall
grasses which grew on a high bank

“You flutter 11ke a malden
What's safer than going alone, and
at night? Will he be looking for
that? Not he! Besides, there are
things that won't let a man walt,
Basile, and tasks in which one can-
not ask another shoulder!®*

He was gone, smiling tightly, and
Basile crossed himselft as he
watched the departure, It was what
& man like Shaw would do, he knew.
His capacity for enduring persecu-
tion had been reached. Basile knew
that. And another knew that. Burke
Rickman had read Shaw's charac-
ter aright and now he waited in safe
seclusion, warmed by a sense of
impending success after long fall-
ure,

Tt was more than a league by land
to the company fort, but Rodney
covered the distance as rapidly as
a man in haste would have done
by daylight

A pine tree threw its dark shadow
over the stockade. He made for
this, his only protection from the
lately risen moon, He slung the ri-
fle across his back by its thong,
drew away, ran forward, touched
the upright logs with one foof,
swung upward.

No sound. The fort lay peace-
fully in the moonlight. Rifle in his
hands again, he dropped to the
ground. He did not hesitate, but
went on quickly around the corner
of the building, running for the en-
trance.

“Rickman!" he rasped,
your blankets, Rickman!"

A movement. A strangled cry:

“He is not here! He's not here,
Shaw!""

It was Conrad Rich, terrified and
quaking in his bed.

“Where is he, then?"

*'God help me, I don't know!" the
man moaned. “I don't know, Shaw!
The last I saw 'im was outside the
gate, an hour or more ago. Oh, a
devil's nightmare, this! Shaw, if
you value your life and your safety,
£0 back to your fort!"

‘Eme clerk was out of his bunk,
then, advancing in the moonlight,
one hand extended in pleading.

“Stay where you are, Rich."”

Shaw’s eyes, sweeping the re-
cesses of the room as Conrad halt-
ed, had fallen on a garment lying
scross a bench in the moonlight
1t was a cloak, a woman's cloak; a
Jong cloak, of heavy, maroon stuff.
And, at sight of it, his heart seemed
to stand still In his breast.

He had seen that cloak before.
He had held the figure, wrapped
within its folds, in his arms. An-
nette Leclere’s cloak . . . Here?
She must be here, then. And an
odd compound of emotions ran
him; rage and jealousy and regret.
Regret! That was odd, for a trader
gut to kill Odd, indeed! So odd
hat it unsteadied him, almost
frightened him. The regret was
that the cloak lay here, instead of
in his quarters!

So she had come all this way to
Rickman, who would not remain
with her, despite her public kisses

“Out of

and embraces! A deflnite sickness
ran through him.

Where was Rickman? None knew.
Gone, then? Expecting a revenge-
ful sally such as this? Hiding?
Fearful of retribution?

Ah, could Shaw have guessed the
truth! Could he have but known
that he walked into a trap!

He retreated to the upper end of
the enclosure, where the stockade
threw its heavy shadow and stood
there, rifle across his arm,

He would stay. He would stay
there on hostile ground until the
(company trader showed himself.
!Then he need never again give op-
position so much as a second
thought . . . But a queer despair
weighted his determination . . .
Annette here? . . . Annetle here!

And while he wailed, Burke Rick-
man eased his canoe up the lake
(until he was abreast the medicine
“lodge, its fire, its mourning natives,

Continually his eyes traveled the
moonlit surface of the lake, on the
watch for another craft, The cance
came from the shore by (fe fat
affer Rickman had whistled as a
plover o score of times. It carre
somewhat cautiously, but when be
whistled again the approach was
faster and shortly it came close and
the Weasel, his hair caked with
mourning mud, looked lnquiringly
info the white man's face.

" He listened closely to what ﬁl&
tehie

e promised,
nml “turned and paddled shoreward
again,

Dawn. Rodney Shaw walched it
come from his station within the
company. stocka o

Burke Rickman stretched and
grumbled in his hiding place on the
sslot and observed that the east was
hm.m mogp losing s fustre.

the stream. His eye
was good; his hand was steady,
and three packs of beaver awaited
him. That fur meant life and life
was sweet; the life of a white man,
who has no ways of retribution
when it Is not known who strikes,
was as nothing at that moment
compared to his own life.

CHAPTER IX

The night had not been good to the
Weasel. He had been cuffed and
clubbed away from the whisky,

But the Weasel had a story to tell.

Did they not know, he demanded
of any who might hear, that Shaw
had driven this company trader
from his fort? Yes; the little trader
had gone there in the night heavy
with weapons and the one of flam-
ing hair had fled.

“Like a frightened fox, he ran,
this company trader with whom I
must trade!” he protested. ‘‘Like
a woman, he runs from the little
trader. And who gives his cow-
ard's heart shelter in this time of
danger but Black Beaver, who said
that he was our friend while he lied
to us? This Rickman skulks in Black
Beaver's lodge, afraid of the sun,
afraid of the moon and stars.”

So, from mouth to ear and ear to
mouth the news ran, reaching Bas-
ile when, at broad dawn, after hours
of sleepless worry, he came out of
Shaw's stockade to look for his em-
ployer.

Until the sun rose Rodney Shaw
continued his vigll. Then, rising
stiffly, he went slowly down to the
gate, heedless of the faces peeping
at him from the cracks of doors,
flung aside the bar and looked
across the placid lake to see Basile,
approaching in a canoe.

“Come away!" the clerk growled.
“Come, before some company en-
gage strikes from behind. Rickman
has gone.'”

“Gone? Where?"

Tersely the story that the Weasel
yelped was told and Shaw drew a
deep breath.

“Oull"—wllh a gesture.
the can

”But—"

“Of course! I follow! No, don't
1qual.| warnings, Basile. I should

have guessed, he'd go straight to
Black Beaver when driven from his
den . . . Oh, save your warnings!
T'm no louL I'll go as far by the
usual route as I safely can and then
swing into the encampment from
the rear!”

He was gone, then, leaving Basile
on the beach, grumbling and mum-
bling.

“I want

It was a morning of wondrous
silence, of gorgeous peace, of vivid
color. The tranquility of late sum-
mer, the peace of a flawless day.
But in the affairs of men, no tran-
quility, no peace.

Rodney Shaw passed the island,
with Rickman leering at him from
his shelter and trust in treachery
high in his heart, and pressed on
for that river where Mongazid lay
waiting, an agent of destruction.

Shaw rounded a point, swung fo-
ward {he land and entered the riv-
er. He reached that bend where
the old crone raked ashes from
coals and dangled a shred of meat
there on a stick, blinking her lash-
less eyes with their baleful lights,
He called a bluff greeting to Little
Duck, but she did not reply; just
stared sourly at him and mumbled.

The day held silent. The air was
clear, so clear and so still that
small sounds were distinct. Also,
the sounds of a paddle, ever so cau-
tiously wielded, traveled a great
distance . . .

Mongazid heard and a slight
tremor ran his frame;] not of dis-
may or of compunction, but of prep-
aration. He raised himself to el-
bows and knees, safe In his screen
of long, cured grasses, Shaw came,
and the [ndian raised his gun .

But ona does not shoot a man with
& face like that from in front, not
even when his concealment Is per-
fect. One waits. From the rear it

is safer,

On went Shaw, eyes raking (be
hanks, seeing nothing to alarm. His

Jaw was set, gray eyes glowing. In'

a short distance, now he would land
and proceed by foot to Black Bea-
ver's lodge. He wns abreast Mon-
gazid's hiding place. He was be-
yond, but not far enough; the cur:
rent ran swiftly In this bend. A
movement above might be seen
from the emer of an un, keen as
those gray ones . . . He was turned,
wllh his buk uqunmy townrd the
ns he drove his canoe to
the dnside of the bend, and Monga-
zid rose to one knee, He came up
slowly, silently. The trade riffe rose
to his shoulder, he pressed his cheek
to the cool stock, he squinted over
the coarse sight . . .
A busy woodpecker ceased Its
prodding for food and daried away
s the sound of the shot ripped the

-Hnneu,

5
cond of conselous
slipped ~ from flexing
Lhutldnd lnln the bo
breath, S|

tehing

hhd -lowlv forward, twlmd ane
and lny wtill ., |
The momentum of the canoe died
away, It hesitated, hanging lhﬂh&
ary in the current: then,
about lazily, it began slipping blﬂ"
ward with the stream’s flow, one
end ralsed high by the weight fallen
into the other,

From his security in the grasses,
Mongazid watched. The craft spun
slowly, end for end, as It dritted into

the rip of the current. It was set |

in against the bank below him and
the Indian rose, peering down.

Shaw's cheek was pressed to the
bottom. His mouth was open, his
eyes closed. His bronze had given
to a sickly pallor. He did not move,
made no sound. A stain was spread-
ing over the back of his shirt, and
blood dribbled to the canoe bottom
to form a growing pool, as vivid in
color as the ripe berries on their
briary stalks overhanging him.

Mongazid waited until the craft,
lightly touching a snag, wheeled
itself free and went on. Then si-
lently, swiftly, he plunged into the
forest. The canoe would be found;
three packs of beaver would be his;
two men had died at his hand, now,
but he might live.

And, about that time, Burke Rick-
man landed at the point where wail-
ing went on, giving the lie to the
rumor that he had been driven from
his fort by the little trader, som-
berly making inguiry about the
death of Flat Mouth's son, glaring
coldly at the confused Basile when
he came with his men who bore a
newly made coffin.

He had no fear of Shaw's men,
had Rickman; he feared only Shaw.
And Shaw was gone, following the
scent he himself had broadcast;
gone to nose his way into that dead-
fall so adroitly arranged ., . .

He had seen Capes depart at dawn
and had bitten his lips in rage, sus-
pecting that even while she warned
him to go gently Annette had known
the officer would not remain longer.

Well, she had frightened him by
that strategy last night, but the
fright had not been without purpose.
It had rendered from his temper
the plan which was now nearing
fruition. Shaw would be gone, his
native friends would not suspect
him and the girl was still here,

The girl was still here! Even from
the medicine ground he could see
fresh smoke rising above her en-
campment fire. He would attend
her later. When he had opportunity
to let his thoughts settle a bit, he
would attend her . ., . Capes was on
his way. Her boatmen would be no
deterring influence for him .
‘When he felt ready, now, he'd pu.ll
the kitten's claws!

Little Duck chewed the scorched
deer meat as the reports of fwo
shots reached her ancient ears. She
sat blinking at the fire and, in the
beginning, gave the sounds no heed,

The little trader has passed this
way, his gun across the cance rails
before him, ready for use. Prob-
ably he had fired at game. No mat-
ter; she did not care what the lit-
tle trader did.

She stirred and clamped her jaws
on the shred of meat and jerked
with both hands to tear off a chunk
and her watery eyes glittered bale-
fully. They had left her behind
while they attended the grand medi-
cine.

It was not good to be lett behind
at such a time, when whiskey was
in prospect.

She mumbled through the food
and stared upstream. As good to
put the blame on this trader as on
any. It she blamed her daughters,
they would only storm at her the
harder. One could blame the trader
and get into a great rage at him
and have no names called or suf-
fer no blows nor be chased into
the lodge or out of the lodge . , .

She stirred a great rage for him,
paddling up the river, here, and
ahooﬂng at whatever it might have

she stopped chewing after a time
and sat very stil], ruminating. But
there had been two shots, close to-
gether. A man does not load his
gun so quickly as that. Two shots
there had been, but only one man
had gone up the river and the coun-

try was emply of people, gone to
the medicine .

She grunted. 1t was beyond ex-
plaining. The thing that troubled
her and about which something
could be done was wood and she
dragged her laggard leg out behind
the lodge and began breaking more
branches from the dead top of a
maple that furnished her tueL

Tha canoe, curlously and!d,
swung from bend to bend. Now
and then it beached lluhuy and hung.
s0, at times for muny moments,
Then the working of its high end or
the undermining action of |
rent on the sand benea
tom would effect liberation.

lnd' delayed "('n
it g for mar
l.h.: ll:l.lh.bo.:-wuvlnl and bobbing
as the M threntened to drive

any minutes, | Ste0

that it was not _lond for lhl
be left alone.
She stared hard up the riy
unpaddled, tin, i
trim,

much what happened
cept that it was not

she would have followed

But here was a canoe, a gift from

Gitchl Manidou!
The lodge pole, though it was dry

and light, was a burden for

it far, But she got the hx-n end
against her and grasped it at arm’s
length and waded into the stream
and let It drop across the canoe.
She drew the craft in and, panting,
grasped its rail, letting the pole go,
She did not look closely at Shaw

llaoped and peererl at him and
sked:-
"Whlt is dml to you?"

been shot. He was dead.
Well, death does not matter. She.
had seen much of death; it had

that here is a canoe.

She moved around the end of the
craft to be outside and began lifting
at It

Little rocked the canoe
many times, but could not turn it
over. She dragged it afloat, moved.
it a short distance downstream and
tried again. The bottom now rested
on a log, which made rocking easi-
er. The log was close to shore,
not an arm's length away. She

noe In wider arcs and, ﬂnnl.ly put-

ting all her strength into one great
heave, she had it on ltl beam's

end.

The trader rolled out, all in a
heap, with his teet across the rail,
head and shoulders in the grass. She
let the canoe down agaln and his

as she took hold of the withered

foof, after many grunts, inside, She.
fell Into the canoce after the foot

tip her out. She got onto the middle
cross piece and picked up the pad-
dle. Her breath was q

her eyes bright as trader's buttons,
She had a canoe and a fair wind
down the lake. They had left her
behind, but she had a canoe now!
Thg trader was dead but that did
ncl enatter. She had a canoe and

{eine lodge . . .

An odd sort of conselousness came
from that buzzing void out yonder
to Rodney Shaw. It was a throb-
bing, coming-and-going nuolnlllzm
of iieat and cold aih,

rocked and rocked, rolling the ca- |

river. He lay there, face to the |th
sun, eyes closed. He looked i
dea

goge:
and it rocked violently but did not 26th

ulck, ‘and | H°

whiskey was down there at the med- "l
K

"zhuhebenul" he gasped, , Te
membering | ﬂ:u old woman, “Zhe—""
But his volcy d.

He tried tu concern hl.mult wi}h
wonder as to what

had happened did

mnm nnylmzl nﬁoﬁﬂnz m.:n‘ e
much, except c pain. It
he had a fire, now, h?‘liuuﬁi .

NOTICE {
MORTGAGE mumgr'
Default

feet fell with a heavy splash into ihe [ e

Zheshebense tickled her lips with {;;?
her tongue. Her eyes were bright

leg with one hand and lifted the | SO
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