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and poverty and lonely battle she|
was enduring. Two whole years
here, ‘two years cut of her young
womanhood, the choice time of
her life, sacrificed at this isolated
trading post, giving up every-
thing that a girl holds dear! She
was too fine to be leading a life
like this. She ought to get oul
of it. There was a limit to her|
bravery and spirited strength.

As the men were pushing back|
their chairs and reaching for|
pipes, he felt some one prodding|
him with a boot under the table.|
Looking up, he saw Larry elevate
an eyebrow at him.

“Wants to talk with me alone,” Without a word of reply or self-
Alan SUl‘l_ﬂiSG’d; and he gave {)(llklvl(;](ll]:]fm he took all she had to
Larry a slight nod. To the other|

men he said rather sharply: “You|lieve Ped. Don't tell these other

men, put away your pipes.and|men anything about this yet.”
police up these dishes. Don’t When Larry had gone, Alar
leave a stack like .this for Joyce.|left the musty-smelling shed, anc

Bill, vou see to that.” | walked up along the side of the

Casually going outside a few|trading hall to Joyce's window

moments later, he glanced|As he came up, purposely crack-
around and saw Larry waiting for|ing a stick, he had a glimpse of gelf-protection. he took all she
yards away, over|her whole room. Its furniture 1 §
near the storage shed. Saunter-|{was a dresser, a chair originally

him a dozen

ing across, he asked quietly:
“What's up now, Larry?”

aside. “Come in here with me,|and a bed which he knew hac

Alan. I want to show you some-|been a condemned barracks cot.
thing.” {But Joyce had somehow lifted the sawdust where my brains ought

Producing a pocket flash, he|bleak room almost to cheeriness. ;
played its yellow shaft upon a|There were birchrind creels of|you understand how I'm between
great- spuired violets and Arctic

“Alan, you see_that wolf skin|primulas and adder s-tongue on She looked up, with tears slillj
they’'re wrapped in? That’s what|the dresser, some sprigs of glistening on her cheeks. |

pack of furs on g low shelf.

caught my eye. It's a Yukon ani-|bright-red berries above it, ¢

mal, probably from the Kayukuk|Wwolf-rug across the foot of the| can't believe--about that pack.

headwaters in the Endicott|bed, and on the dresser a picture

mountains. It made me curious,|of himself, of he former employer, Her bewildered misery tugeed |

so I pried into the pack and saw|down in Ottawa, of her dad anc
these dark otter. They came|mother.

from the Yukon, too. T thought| She had heard him and turnec
to myself, ‘there’s no wolf or otter|
like them in Dave MacMillan
trading territory.” But say, Alan,|

ed him in the weak light.

look—(hold the flash a minut(‘li‘.\'ilh you. Maybe you'd better

—look here.” ZLarry pulled out|come out here where we’'ll be
several of the rich, dark-gleam-|alone.”

ing otter pelts and rolled back She stepped to the window,
the fur at the broad end. “Take

a good look at them blue stamp|ing to say lightly, “It's unlucky,
marks. Joyce, to come through a window you think these furs might have |
Alan bent closer and he sud-|that way,” he felt the hard bulge got there some way besides—be- |

denly gasped. of that little bulldog automatic

“Good Lord! They're L. and|pressed against him. At least his —that pack was planted there!

H. furs! What're they doing|gift was still protection to her.
here, Larry—in Dave MacMillan’s He suggested:
possession?”’

|ers fitted to it, a sheet-iron stove expor able duty he represented.
Larry flipped his cigarette|with woodbox against the wall,

He said: “Joyce, I've got to talk | end.

As Alan helped her down, try-|blind ourselves to the truth.”

he bent down a little to kiss her,

ate disbelief and anger; and she|ihoye ] i
ougnt that t only ) 1 .
| ugh ) }“ nly person as more than once he had done in

drew a little away from him. bElng owarid - her hat. hagd: ever i Chaes oo y impuls
“T'mh. sorry, sorry,” ‘he sald in|wronged was hiniaslt.  Though “ the years past. It was an impuls-
S 3 ‘ ive act; he was swept by admira-

heartfelt sympathy. “Your father| ngq peen drinking heavily and
used to be my friend. And he's|takin: Y i D
your father; that’s what hurts aking up with none-too-unwill- , ettiness. And it was a humble
P e ik b A5 Uisling Indian women, it seemed con- act of contrition, too. and self-
vILE WOT S trary to his whole nature to plot', i e A
Jovce drew still farther back | N A 5 : reproach; for he had said to him-
e S s . , with bandits, to gang with mur- self that if he had kept up his vis
from him, with her eyes flashing,|gerers ‘“ bt Baibeas A ariie s
| - S re, instea 2aving Joj

tion of her bravery, of her girlish

with a defiant toss of her head & .
: el l " s 4 As Alan finished his reluctant all alone to the battle, he might
He believed her father guilty! He|. T : : : 3 M
3 e . 3 " = |indictment, her resolve harden- have halted Dave MacMillan’s
had gone prying around for evi- ach Glidn it Sy wig s g v
1 » PR 2 was going g ge A
Hexieel. He Was Blind! ‘Hesrflesgily vr 2 WS Wis Bhon 30 0L 108 P a5 * :
her father and defend him with She went with him down to the

A man-hunting wolf! Inhuman!
Wporse.

Alan was thoroughly surprised.
He had seen Joyce handle in-
solent Indians and ’hreeds, shool-
ing their dialects at them ' like
fluted Yellowknife arrows; but
with him, with Bill, with hei
father, she had always been as

every weapon in her power. wharf and stood watching the

One way shot into her mind. patrol embark. At the first bend
Her proud head dropped a little, above, he turned to look back.
and she asked hesitantly: “Alan, Vaguely through the mist he saw
do you have to arrest him? Only Joyce still standing on the whart
yvou and Mr. Younge and I know in the grey chill of earliest morn-
about these furs being here 1f ing. He waved to her and CLEKI!,}}E
you could- we coull some way the tiny white of her kerchief an-

1 quiet as a summer wind. Thelcover it up—" SWRLE.
l way she was assailing him now,| She checked the plea. She When the mist had h:u(_wn her
defending her father, revealed a!could not bring herself to put from him, he turned his eyes

Alan in so fearful a dilemma. ahead. Somewhere on up the
Looking up, she met his gaze spruce-buried Alooska were those
squarely again. “N@d, I can’t ask six bandit strangers, 1‘}rle :11'1‘.}0(1
had to tell him. He felt that her|that of you. I'd never ask that.” and desperate and certain to give
; He chose his words very care- battle. Against them he was pit-

new depth to her nature.
Without a word of reply or

2 \ j ¢ anger was not so much against| = ; es of his
straight but with a pair of rock- |phim personally as against the in-|fully. “The question with me, Ung his life and the lives of his
; Joyce, is this: How deeply is men today.
.er(‘ please don't,’ he beg-|Your father involved? I can't » * x

Fifty miles above the MacMillan
trading store, Alan ordered Ped-
neault to swerve in toward the
north bank and stop.

He beliey ocl those bandits could
not be very far ahead now. Across
this silent wilderness the roar of
the launch’'s engine carried for
five or six miles. Warned of pur-
suit, those criminals might lift
their canoes back into the timber
and let the police go harmlessly
past. Likelier still, they might lay
an ambush where the river was
narrow, and open on the launch
with repeating rifles at a murder-

l ged. ‘“Please listen, Maybe I am
inhuman and a wolf, and've got|

o be. .. BUt alsek T o o Bon't

the devil .and the deep sea?”

L “Alan, I don’t believe—oh, 1|
> Alan, say it isn't so!”
llat Alan. He wanted to comfort |

her with some lie. But he dared |
| not build up. any hope, for he|

toward the window and recogniz- knew it would only prove a tragic| gm : . . " el ous point-blank range. But if he

SEPIRESRR %0 ~Ber in, the located them on up-stream, he
could slip upon them quietly in the
paddle craft and lay a deadly am-
bush himself.
| Taking a pair of binoculars he
splashed ashore and hurried up a
hill to its summit. There he had a
clear view of a long river
“straight” reaching twenty miles
up-stream.

He moved his glasses slowly up-
stream, praying for a glimpse of
those two outlaw canoes. Care-

“Joyce, we've got to bhelieve
> | The pack is there. No use going
over to see if it is. Larry and I
|made no mistake. We mustn't

She suggested eagerly: “I)cm‘ﬂ

sisides. .. 1 Alan! Don't you see?

Those men knew you'd find it,| v ’

“Let’s go a little and stop, and investigate, and| They came up within a hundred [fy]]y focusing, he scrutinized the

yards of their quarry

farther away, Joyce. I don’t want|arrest my dad! That would give| ° ) river, the banks on either side with

= “Stolen! What else? What's|that long-eared Whipple over them time and chance to escape.” |think he’d go the whole length |their little curves and hollows. and

more to us, Alan, I checked on|hearing this.”
them serial numbers, and this Rather aimlessly, he led her

bunch is one of the packs stolen|stone-toss. west of the storage
from the Midnight Sun!” He|shed to a little clear place in theltalked that possibility over. If|staged. Perhaps they deluded him |ing black dots.

a|terrupted her. “No, Joyce. Your he'd countenance murder or even|wisp of camp smoke.

As gently as he could, Alan in-|with these bandits. I can’t think |searched above the trees for a
Nothing,
these mern |nothing whatsoever, of two creep-
The bandits were

dad wasn’t framed., Larry and I|<o brazen a robbery as

added slowly: “Muybr.‘ ve don’t|spruces. Trying to prepare her|/those men had reasoned as you|about their intentions. If they're 20 miles ahead at least.
know yet who them six strangers|in some measure, he told her of suggest, they’d have put the furs| Joyce blanched at the last word,| As he hurried back down to the
| \

are, but now we surer'n h—l|Larry going into the shed, hap-!in a conspicuous place where|at the specter it aroused. Her |launch, he began to

realize that

know who’s directing ’em!” pening to notice a strange pack|we’d have been sure to find them.|father stood charged with murder [those two canoes had travelled

In low tones, there in the dark-|of furs, examining them, seein;
ness, they talked the situation|the L. & H. marks and the seria

over. numbers. He hesitated a moment |

;| The pack wasn't planted. Let’s |In her heart the Law suddenly be- imore swiftly than he had thought
lwnol delude ourselves. |came a tangible and fearsome possible. For the first time in his

“Joyce, let's try to look at the caught, they're going to lie and' (Continued on Page 27, Col. 1)




