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PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY.

HinkiLey Braprorn—The secret leader of the Brotherhood of
Thieves, an organization of outlaws, who preyed upon the
decent citizens and fur trappers arotind Wager Inlet, Kee-
watin territory, British North America. Hink Bradford
is that menace to society, a velled outlaw. He ran. his
band of thugs “under cover.” How he ran his career
of blood and crime, to fall before the strange appearance
on earth of the trapper he thought he had ordered mur-
dered, is a strange story of things veiled in the grave.

ADRIAN BrADFORD—The beautiful daughter of the arch-
hypocrite and outlaw leader, Hink Bradford. Adrian
knew nothing of her father’s criminal life, and how she
was marooned on the bleak shores of Hudson Bay, and
just escaped with her life, is a story of mystery. Blonde,
fair-haired, blue-eyed, she won her way back to life and
happiness in a manner that excites wonder for her escape
borders almost upon the supernatural.

CAPTAIN Jim WampeEroN—There is one thing sure, and that
is that the active head of the Brotherhood of Thieves,
Cap Jim, richly deserved the horrible fate that overtook
him, when he tried to continue his career of blood and
crime in the, musk-ox district in the Barren Lands of
British North America.

TziNTZONTZAN—An Eskimo handit. He reaped the whirl-
wind which his career of crime had made his due, and
lies dead in thé strange unchanging solitude of the fa-
mous Barren Lands, surrounded by a mystery that can
never be lifted.

TaREE FINGerED Jack—Can men come back from the grave?
Do murdered men mow and gibber and call for retribu-
tionn upon the heads of those who figured in their deaths?
That is a question! ‘How it was placed before Three
Fingered Jack, and how he met the problem—that is a
matter for consideration in the on-coming pages.

PiercE GIFFORD—A fur-buyer and fur-grader in the employ of
the Hudson’s Bay Company, at the hamlet of Grave Yard
Point, British North America. He first became convinced

of the murder of his friend and employee, Three Fingered .

Jack, through finding certain bloody marks upon a peltry
of a marten which he happened to know must have come
from fur-skins stolen from the trapper. How he followed
the clue, and what it led to is worth reading.

Orson HussBarb—The assistant to Pierce Gifford, and who
aided him in his mission of trampling the terrible Brother-
hood of Thieves into the ground. There issa*sense of
humor in this young man, but he did not shirk the many
dangers that his devotion to his friend thrust upon him.

BLue WiNnG—A Chipewyan Indian. He aided in the uproot-
ing of the Brotherhood of Thieves until his eyes closed
in death, the victim of the secret assassination methods
of the gang scourge'of outlaws that wide in its ramifica-
tions swept over peaceable British North America until
its career ended in the Barren Lands.

OLDfKA(\iTE—An Eskimo servant in the home: of Hink ‘Brad-

ord. .

thinking of the fur.

CHAPTER I.
A CRIMSON WITNESS.

Pierce Gifford stared af"-::,t;he marten skin he held in

A9

his hands A

The fur was glossy and of value But Glﬁord was not

A'\

crimson smear on the half-tanned mner skm o,f the

valuable bit he held. W vyl

. ‘It looks like blood,’’ whispered Gltfor& té hls com-

panion, Orson Hubbard.

““Tt is blood,”’ grimly replied his friend, after a ‘care-

ful examination.

‘It looks to me as 1f some one had grasped this blt

His puzzled eyes were sharp upon a broad, splotechyof fur in a death agony.”’ |,




“March 1st a year ago,’’ Gifford said at length.

““Y-e-s—it: does look so. I see a faint, sort of a

~shadowy outline of two fingers.”’

Gifford gasped when he heard the words.

- The marks, faint as they were; indicated that they
were made hv the right hand. |

Gifford placed the fingers of his right hand in the

" splashy marks.
. 7 _The index finger fitted one of the marks; then came

the ring finger; but there was no mark made by a mid-
dle ﬁnﬂrel

Orson Hubbard turned to his compamon with hlS face

aflame with suspicion.

““Only two fingers show,’” he crled ‘“Who is there

" that we know with the mlddle finger of h1s right hand

missing ?”’
‘“‘Three Fingered Jaek the Fur-trapper,’’ rephed
Pierce, ‘‘He made that sign in blood on that skin.’
The  two stalwart young men looked meamngly at

each other.

‘“When did Three Fingered Jack leave this place?”
asked Hubbard.”

Gifford took down a book. He consulted it carefully.

““I gave Three Fingered Jack his ‘debt’ money on
“““Then
‘he said he was going fishing first and later was going
trapping further North from here.’

. “‘Debt money’’ was the usual advancée made to trap-

' pels by the Hudson’s Bay Company, the great fur-
)wbuymg company of the North-West country that makes

up itish North America.
| 4‘debt’’ gave the trapper funds for the replen-

: w-ishing of his outfit, and stood against him until he re-

turned from trackless' wilds with his winter’s work in
peltries, which he sold to the company, and after his

" debt was paid off received the difference in cash.

Gifford was lost in thought for some time after he
had consulted his books.

‘‘This matter looks queer to me,”” he continued.
““Here it is June of a—say, man, Three Fingered Jack
has been gone fifteen months. Why——"’

‘“He ought to have been back by last May anyway,’’
cried Orson. ‘‘Man, don’t you see it all? Three Fin-
gered Jack is dead!  That sign in crimson is the witness
he imprinted on that peltry before he died; to tell of
his murder.”’

“Murder?’’ cried Pierce.
word.”” .

s ““And it means an uglier deed,”’ rejeined Orson.
‘‘Pierce, there’s mo question in my mind that Three
Fingered Jack will never come back to settle his debt.
He has been murdered.’’ :

Pierce Gifford stared out of the open door to the
one-storied log store-house and office of the Hudson’s
Bay Company, ‘in the village of Grave Yard Point,
Keewatin territory, British North America.

The hamlet clung to the rocky forest covered shores
of Wager Inlet, the strait-like bay at the Northern end
of Hudson Bay, which runs intp that part of the bay
known as;Rowes Welcome.

Gifford and Bradford were
for the Hudson’s Bay Company.

Tt was thelr business to purchase peltrles of fur-
trappers, ‘‘grade’’ them and ship them by Hudson

‘“0ld chap, that’s an ugly

‘“‘graders and buyers’’

Bay to Fort Churchill.

The post was a lonely one because all that caused
Grave Yard Point to be intexistence was the presence

‘tered houses, a dance-hall,
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of Gifford and Hubbard inthe bleak inhospitable place,
and the business that they brought there when trap-
pers came in from the wilds to sell furs.

Grave Yard Point had a saloon or' two, a few scat-
and that was about all.

As all business dependod upon the trapper who vis-
ited the hamlet to gell goods te the Hudson's Bay

Company, represented by Pierce Gifford, and as only at®

certain times each year did the trappers visit the ham-
let, half the time trade was roaring; half the time the
town was off the commercial map. :

Pierce Gifford was a first-class ‘‘grader.’

A glance told him whether fur peltrles were to go
into light, pale-dark, medium, or dark eclassification, and
as each c]ass had a sepamte price to be paid to the
trapper, it can be readily said that a good grader can:
make real money for his employers, or can lose much
for them; upon him at the firing line is the classifica-
tion detail placed.

Not only must he save money for the company by
““o00d grading,’”’ but he must not try to take all of it
by arbitrarily grading so close that there is mothing
left for the trapper.. He must be fair both ways.

It was the last six words that stamped Gifford as
one of the best graders in the North-West.

When he shipped his purchases to Fort Churchill,
it was invariably found that while he might have paid
a little more than other graders scattered all over the
fur-bearing animal districts, that he had, after all, got
in a better and more money making line for the com-
pany than any other man, and the trappers with whom
he had dealt were better satisfied with their end of the
sale.

Each side had made equally a good result; so Pierce
Gifford was a favorite with trappers and company.

Tt was said that so great a favorite was he-that not
one of the trappers with whom he made a ‘‘debt’’ ever
defaulted in paying it in furs.

Here, however, Pierce (ifford saw was a flaw in his
career.

Tlnee mereled Jack had not come back to pay up
s ‘‘debt.”’

Giﬁt’ord had lost, so far, all the money advanced him,
no small item by the way, for this time Three Fingered
Jack had laid in an entire new outfit of expensive
steel-traps, and of the requisites for a fishing and
hunting campaign.

It was a sore spot in the mind of Gifford fromv the
moment that he remembered the absentee—then there
was the silent crimson witness.

.Had Three Fingered Jgck been murdered? Or was
he defaulter for his debt? Was the fur that bore the
evidence that the bloody hand of the dead man had
pressed it, an accidental matter? Or was it one of
those queer things that at times indicate a crime and
begin the long chain which has to be forged link-by-
link until the murderer is arrested?

- These thoughts flew like lightning through the brain
of Pierce Gifford.

Orson Hubbard, who assisted him in the work for
the Hudson’s Bay Company, watched his friend as he
strode back and forth with a brooding moody look on
hig face.

Both men were tall, broad-shouldered, and alert with
health and great s‘rlength

(43
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Both were smooth-shaven, brown-haired, brown-eyed,

" and with regular, tanned features.

In general appearance they were of a type that seems

. to grdW like the primeval forest in which they lived;

tall, straight, comely, ang’ “srith each a family resem-

blance to the other. .

; “Fur..Traders from British North America,”” any ob-

_ ‘server in Timbuctoo, for instance, would have ticketed

x‘ each young man, after one long stare at _them.

' This type of the great stretches, the high mountains,
the splendid air, the wholesome freedom of the Wlld
life in *which they lived, is rapidly being pushed back-
ward by the college-man type of civilization, where
each youth is moulded into an exact counterpart. of

. # another college youth, and while all may survive, not

many stray out to-the frontier where Gifford and Hub-

bard cast their lot. /
‘It looks to me as if Three Fingéred Jack was dead,’’

- finally summed up Pierce. ‘‘I have been trading with

. him for ten years and he never has forgotten his debt.

L If he was alive he would be back; if he hasn’t come
. back he is dead.”’

The logical summing up of the case appealed to

~ Orson.
“You are right, T am.sure,”’ Orson replied. ‘‘In
my mind there is no question that Three Fingered Jack

“is dead. That crimson stain told its tale to me imme-

~ diately.”’

“It is The Fur Tr ader’s Discovery,”’ moodily replied

“Pierce.

““No question of that.
other phase of this matter?”’

‘‘ Another phase? . What do you mean?’’

“Don’t you see, Pierce, that we have got the begin-

' ning of a tangled skein of facts and suspicion in our

hands?’’ :

¢N-0-0. I don’t—see—as I—do.”’
The reply came slowly.
Orson bristled up like a savage elk. ;
‘‘Pierce,”” he said, ‘‘you see all right? Don’t think
" that you don 41 ‘Let me ask you one question?’’
‘“@o ahead.”’
; “From whom did you buy the marten skin which
. bears the bloody finger marks?’’
Pierce held up his hand as if to shield himself from
a blow. His attitude was that of a man who knew
this question was coming, and he hated to have it put
to him.
5 ““It came in with a lot of furs I bought and graded
this morning,’’ Pierce replied.
‘“Ah! Then as the purchase was made so recently

. yoti can tell me qmck]y from whom you made the

purchase?”
¢TI can.’
“From whom did you make the purchase"
““From Hinkley Bradford.”
The explosion of the hut or log store-house in which

e

| the two men stood and the resulting hurling of every- .

thing skyward would not have surprised Orson more
than this reply.

- ““From Hink Bradford?”

l(Yes ) v

““From the richest man in Grave Yard Point?’’

“BExactly.”’

Orson sat down and breathed hard.

““Are you sure?’’ he asked.

““Dead sure. That marten skin bearing the bloody

L

Did you stop to think of an-

finger marks was sold to me early this morning in a
general lot of furs by Hink Bradford. I remember
*there wés a couple of dozen wolf-skins, quite a lot of
rabbit pelts, a silver-gray fox, two prime red-foxes,
some muskrat, otter and mmk-skms, and what seemedr
odd to me at the time only this-single marten pelt.”’

““What did you give for the lot?”’

‘‘Market rates.
The silver-gray fox skin was about the only rare thing
in the lot. I gave up five hundred bones for that—it
was a good big price up here, but shipped to any fur-

house in the United States or Canada it would be

worth fifteen hundred or two thousand dollars.’’
‘“Gee! That was a*find.”’ ,
‘““Yes. There’s been only about one hundred silver-
gray fox peltries taken in the North-West, the Hud-
son’s Bay Company Postmaster at Fort Churchill

writes me, this last year. Tt will be Worth at least three

thousand dollars laid down in the Liondon market.’”’
““Well, you made a good purchase, and tell me, old
chap, ’how is it that Hink Bradford made the sale to
you?’ .
‘‘Hink’s the only rival T have out here.

vances money for half the crooked: things that are
pulled off in this territory.®’ . e
““So I hear.” S ;

‘“When I was away last winter for three months the
. 'th :

i)lroung chap who took my place got: tangled up :
im.’ ”

“How?”’ * '-

‘“He put over a lot of doctored skms and got fhem
graded in for good peltries and then after he had got
his cash, and my substitute had got next and told him
that he had purchased by sample and the: goods were
not up to the sample, Hink laughed and said the ‘Hud-

son’s Bay Company was rich enough to stand a loss or

tWO 2

“Humph! Hink wouldn’t make the loss good ?’*:
‘““Not much. Said the company ought not send a
green-horn out here to do grading and buying.?’

~ ‘““That’s how you got next to the fact that Hink sold :

yvou the skin, eh?’’

‘If you mean the one with the bloody finger marks ;

on it—yes:”’
‘“Why are you so sure?’’

““When I do business with Hink, after what I’ve told
you, I look:pretty czuefully into the peltries—I want
to know whether the fur is thick, glossy, of good color,
in fact of the kind that T ought to buy, you know.
There’s some men I deal with who requlre me only to
say, ‘goods all right’? and if I get ‘yes’ I don’t have
taQ grade up carefully But there’s others that when I
buy I put on spectacles to grade with—they are the
Hink Bradford kind.’’

‘‘Nice gentleman, is Hink!’’

““Think s0?”’

“Over my left shoulder. When T see that dirty
snake, I cross my ﬁngers and spit over'them—he has
the hoodoo brand in his very walk.”’

‘““He’s a crooked gent, all right.”’

‘“‘Know much about him?”’

-““No one does. He lives in the outskirts of the town
in a little adobe shack with his daughter Adrian, as
pretty a blue-eyed, golden-haired girl of twenty-two
years as you ever saw in your life.”’

They were all pretty good peltries.

: re. He is an
infernal Jew money-lender in Christian form. He ad-




: ““That’s right. I’ve seen her. She’s too nice a girl
* to have such a father.”’

. ‘““Well, Hink lives; Lord only knows how. He seems’
to have money—lots of it. He always has gold, or
silver, or a diamond, or peltries for sale. Yet he has
no apparent connection with anything that can.pro-
duce gold, or silver, or diamonds, or peltries.’’

CWell! Well!”’ :

““He is a sort of crooked-man’s usurer, it seems to
me. He seems to know all the gun-men, outlaws, band-
its, thieves, erooks, Heaven knows what kind of other
crooked gentry that this part of the world affords.”’

“Hum.”’

““He has no office. He establishes himself in Sioux
City Jim’s saloon in the hamlet of Grave Yard Point,
i where he carouses in his own sweet way, but if there’s

' a burzlary, a hold-up, a theft, a missing trapper, whose
“ ' valuable furs:sooner or'later seem to come to our mar-
ket—well, have I not said enough?’’

“You have. When you spoke of missing trappers,
and valuable furs coming after all to a market, through
the hands of Hink Bradford, you set me thinking a
trifle.”’ : A

Pierce Gifford shrugged his shoulders.

“T’ve been watching Hink Bradford and his pretty
daughter for some time,’” he hissed. ‘It’s about time

. for me to even up the deal in furs he put over on our
' company. I fancy this trip that the fur bearing the
" erimson finger marks is the beginning of a thread
" théwill wind up Hink Bradford and The Brotherhood
of Thieves T feel sure he represents.’’

“‘Qhake on that, Pierce!’’ cried Orson Hubbard.
“Tt’s time we wound up Hink Bradford and his gang of
thugs.” | y

The two men clasped hands.

Tt was a compact that they knew meant
for some one sooner or later.

Would either young man be the victim?

\
et

bloody death

CHAPTER II.
IN SEARCH OF EVIDENCE.

A month later Pierce Gifford and Orson Hubbard
were face to face with the mystery of the finger ma}'ks.

Tt was early in July and the party with Blue Wing,
a Chipewyan Indian, were hurrying. to Wager Inlet,
where they had heard that Three Fingered Jack had
last been seen. g i

The men were in a stout whaleboat with a little
square mast shipped forward. i

" A tent, cooking utensils, clothing, provisions, plepty
of ammunition and seven dogs, to be used in drawing
_the sled, in the boat, when places where the winter’s
snow and ice would be met with inland, occasioned
their use. f

There was plenty of deer-meat, and pemmican
aboard for the dogs, and the entire party was in fine
fettle. i

“Keep out a little more from shore,” remarked
Pierce to Orson: ‘‘even if it is July, there is a lot of
floe ice from the Arctic sea floating about near shore.
Keep away from it. A little floe ice is a dangerous
thing for this whaleboat.”’ \

Orson tacked a point off shore.

Then he settled the course of the boat in a diagonal
line and turned to Pierce.
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_you know?”’

4

‘“We ought to do pretty well tacking along with this
stiff southeast wind behind us, only it may kick up
quite a surf before we land—where are we now? Dg

““About thirty-five miles from Wager Inlet. I think
that point over to our left is Yellow Bluff.”’

‘“‘Desolate country; isn’t it?”’

““Very. There isn’t much about here that
of. A Scotch firm has a small trading schooner up on
the North side of Wager’s Inlet. They employ a lot
of native Eskimos, you know, hunting mugk ox.’’

‘“They do pretty well, eh?’’

e

I know',é

““You bet they do. Musk ox is as valuable an artipIé :

of commerce as can be imagined.
based horns are useful as ivory and the fine hair from
the beasts make when woven a fabric softer than silk.”’

““The Scoteh firm are hunting them?’’

“You bet they are. They get also walruses, whose
skin, tusks, and oil is valuable as can be—the firm is
making money, you can rest assured.”’

; “B,ut why was Three Fingered Jack up here so
ar?’

‘““You know he said he was going to put in some
time walrus fishing, and had added to his kit not only
traps for fur trapping further toward Grave Yard
Point, but had put in a whaleboat, and a sled and some
dogs and was, he told me, coming in some time or other
at Wager’s Inlet to put in a few months at walrus fish-
ing and at seal fishing—and then after he had sold his

i

Tts great bi-o:ﬂl'q

fishing catch to the Scotch trading schooner was going .

. to try his'hand at musk-ox hunting.’’

“I see.”’ !

““Yes. Three Fingered Jack began to see that in the
wilds out here you have got to be as many’sided as
you have to be in the civilized world. The day has
gone by when the boy can come up and live on just one
thing that he can do. He must learn to do a lot of
things, Then if one line goes back on him there’s a
lot of other lines ready.’’

‘‘Three Fingered Jack, therefore, could trap. in the
fur-animal country up here, fish -for seal or walruses in
their home, and then when he ‘got beyond the tree
limits, and over into the Barren Liands about Wager’s
Inlet, he could take a shy at musk ox hunting.’’

“That’s just it. You know the musk-ox feed on the
saxifrages moss district North of Wager’s Inlet, where
the moss they love climbs about the rocky barren soil.”’

“I know, I’ve seen the moss—it’s known, here and in
the European Alps, and makes good feed here for the
ox, eh?”’

‘‘Exactly. Now when I gave Three Fingered Jack
such a good ‘debt,” when I last saw him, was because
he wanted to branch out. He had it all figured down
that if he could get me to advance him enough cash
to get his oufit together it would be a venture that
would pay. It took him out of the simple line of a

. trapper, into the line of a man who could trap, hunt,

fish, and all that sort of thing; it broadened his money
making power, and as I’ve been yelling this plan to
everyone I meet for years, it all sounded good to me.’’

‘“Yes. It’s what all must come to in the world of
the wild: You can’t put all of your eggs in one bas-
ket.”’

“‘That’s true. Now, you see, I was empowered to
give a debt to Three Fingered Jack so far as furs were
concerned on the part of the Hudson’s Bay Company,




4%,
iy,

know.”’

- Jack was known to be hunting there last.
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but as he desired to sell most of his fishing catch up at
. Wager’s Inlet and not bring it bhack to our post at

Grave. Yard Point, I had to make the debt that he
needed to buy his Whaleboat ‘sled, dogs and so forth,

‘out of 'my own pocket.’”:

““Oh, ho!?”* .
“Three Fingered Jack’s dlsappeaxame touehed me

_ ynearly in my own pocket and in my official capacity.”’

“It did, didn’t it?’’

“So I Wrote to the - Postmaster at Fort Churchill
telling him the entire story.’’

“Did you?’’

‘“Yes. He sent back the Indian runner I despatched

- to him with the information that I was to start at

cé for Wager Inlet and try and locate Three Fin-
gel;ed Jack, he having heard direct from the Inlet that

a silver-gray fox skin with him at the time.’’
Orson almost jumped out of the whaleboat.
‘Hink Bradford sold you a silver-gray fox skin? he

- gasped.

‘‘Precisely. This made a pretty ‘broad clue for me,
the Postmaster at Fort Churchill wrote. THe added
that it must not be known that any.one could get a debt
from the Hudson’s Bay Company, and then disappear
without an attempt on the part of the company to either
arrest the fraud, if he was a fraud, or to avenge him if
he had been done away with and his peltries taken by
the sneaking outlaws that ‘crop up here often, you

Orson nodded.
““The order ended by saying that money was not to

be thought of in my search for Three Fingered Jack,
“and as it was not out of season for trappers to come

in to do business with me, I was at liberty to go at once,
closing the Grave Yard Point post while I was gone
—and it was added that I’d better take you along with
me, as it ‘was a job that needed two good men.”’’

““If it wasn’t for this stiff breeze and I’m afraid of
dumping us all overboard, I’d get up and bow. Well,
chappie, here we are. It took that Indian runner seven-
teen days to get to Fort Churchill from Grave Yard
Point and eighteen days to get back from there, or
thirty-five days in all——

““And ever since then we have been secretly fitting
out this expedition pretending that we were going: off
on a fishing and hunting trip for a few weeks and ap-
parently laying in supplies for such a trip, while really
we were plannino a much longer trip that needed graye
preparatlon

¢Well, hunting for Three Fingered Jack, tlappel in
the Balren Land district above Wager’s Inlet isn't a
summer day’s jaunt.”’

“‘But we got away with it. ITere we are, and there

is plenty of good water all about us, eh?’’

“Yes. And look at that shore. Isn’t it bleak? Did
you ever think there was such a God forsaken spot in
British North America?’’

““It all does look pretty snowy—say it’s July—I’ll |

stump you to go ashore and snow-ball,”’

““Funny, isn’t it? But in this heavy fur suit I'm as
warm as can be, but it’s funny that it’s cold as thunder
out here and when we get into shore it’s so warm that
a fellow can go in his shnt sleeves almost.”’

““That’s it. You’re so far out here that you get the
wind it would seem direct from the Aretic Ocean; in

5

He had

1

shore the wind don’t strike you and Old Sol, our gen-
tleman sun, gets in his work.””

Both men began tacking the boat, and all hands
were busy for & time.

They at length resumed their conversatlon.

““This is a pretty nifty boat isn’t it?”’

““Yes, these whaleboats stand a lot of work. The;
are sharp forward and square aft, and with a sail for-
ward and a rudder aft, are Wlde roomy, and pretty
safe.’

“Lucln for us! Being wrecked out here Would mean g

sure death.’

‘‘Not a chance in the world left for us. "We couldn 4
get home overland, and with no boat to sail, for mind
you Hudson Bay is a pretty stiff bit of water to ne-
gotiate, we would starve to death. There isn’t any

game about here but musk-ox, and polar bear, and avith

nothing to kill them with, our weapons and ammunltlon'

‘sunk, we would be powelless i
“Tt behooves us to—ah, well it means that we ah,

had better sail prettv darned careful.”’ .
“Bxactly.”’
“Do you'think that Hink Bradford suspects us'?”
“What do you mean?’’
““Do you think he suspects our mission?”’
“Hope § 1 (0 10402
,“Why 9 23
“If Hink Bradford knew we were after the seeret
that lays hidden in those blood stained smears on that

marten skin which was in the bundle containing the-'"'-j i

silver gr ay fox skin which he sold me, he would bg-‘on
our trail in twenty minutes.’
“Right.”’

“If he was on our trail, why, we would have to face

the fight of our lives.”’

‘‘He would murder us.”’

““Or he would have us murdered.’’

“‘By whom?’’ )

Pierce whispered now because he: did not want In-
dian Blue Wing, the Chipewyan, to hear, although
he was standing by the mast forward watching the

sail swell to the rushing wind, and was out of ear-shot.

““By his gang—The Brotherhood of Thieves.”’
““What do you mean?”

‘I mean ]usi what the words imply. I have thought

for years that there is a Brotherhood of Thieves in Kee-
watin territory, and that Hink Bradford, the richest
man in Grave Yard Point, was in some way the ‘fence’
that got rid of their ill-gotten plunder—there’s been
a good many good trappers turn up missing each year,
that the chance dangers of this part of the world, I
never thought, carried off.”’ -

‘“‘Hush.”’

““Why, hush?"’

\\‘

“That’s a pretty dangerous thing you’ve just said.

It pretty near implicates the richest man up here with

being in league with a lot of men to murder, rob, and

sell their plunder to the Hudson’s Bdy CompanV
““That’s what I said. That’s what I meant. Before

we get back, yvou are going to see that I'm right.”’
“Pmlnps"”

“T know I am right, and I'm going to round up this

gang or die in the attempt.’’
Orson gazed open-mouthed at his companion.

“Well,”’ he replied, ‘‘this trip is going to be exciting
T see. There’s not going to be much that is dull in




‘it T see. But for Lord’s sake, whatever you do, my
boy, don’t you forget for a smgle moment that if this
boat sinks it’s all over for us.’’

. As if the words of Orson had 1nv1ted the disaster
‘he cautioned against, the boat stopped, shivered as if
alive, turned over, until the water poured into it, while
the hldeous face of a sea-monarch apparently grmned
- at the three clinging men, and gnashed its long tusks
~ at them.

. ‘“A walrus!”’ howled Pierce.
an enormous school of walruses.
or they will tip the boat over!’’

As he spoke the bay seemed alive with the walrus,
. known to the North- West natives as the Sea-Horse.
~ They were closing in on the whaleboat by thousands
dldiagif Jomtly determined to wreck it and thus end the
- lives of its three frightened occupants.

‘“We haye run into
Fight them off boys,

A CHAPTER IIL.
HINK BRADFORD SEES A LIGHT.

: +“What are you domg here—dldn’t I tell you to keep
1 away from me?”’
~ Hink Bradford growled these words in angry dis-
gust at Tzintzontzan, an Eskimo who was not recog-
nizeds by the decent Eskimos of the territory.
He was a simple thief all of the time, a thug most of
. the time, and a murderer for robbery as much of the
© . time as he thought he could get away with it.

“I know,’’ he growled from his stunted height, out
of a seamy, wrinkled, dark yellow face, from a mouth
that looked like a crack in a side of leather.

““Then why do you come?’’ dermmanded Hleev Brad-

ford,
‘“Captain  Jim "Wahpeton, he send. Give myself,
n-o-t-e.. So!’’

- The Eskimo presented a note. /

‘Bradford, was no fool

Under his swarthy skin beat a brave healt and his
skull covered a scheming bréin, for being the virtually
only leader of a gang of outlaws in Keewatm terrltory
needs brains and courage.

The note was laconic llke the writer.

This is what it said:

“Dear Hinle—There’s trouble brewing. Ask

Tzintzontzan. The yellow-skinned thief knows
_ ﬁ" all about it.
*1: ) “Yours,
i - ““CAPTAIN Jim.’’

Hink studied the note.
Then he studied the Eskimo.
The two men faced each other in Sioux City Jlm S

LA plain hoard did duty as the bar.
old barrels.

‘Whiskey and bmndv and cigars were all that was
sold. Tt wds questionable which was the worse fate, to
take a drink of Sioux City Jim’s liquor or to smoke one
of his cighrs.

The faro, roulette, and poker-room lay behind the

It rested on two
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Black-bearded,: fat, tall, ungainly, black-éyed Hink .

saloon, a dirty, bar-room sacred to North-West loafers. |

bar, and still further behind it was a dance-hall, where
Indian women, and white outcasts danced with trappers

in the season when the trappers visited the hamlet to
sell their furs to the Hudson’s Bay Company agent,
young Pierce Gifford. :

But this was the season when the trappers were away
and as the store house of the company was closed now
while its young representative was off on' a fishing and™
hunting trip, as he had explained, the dance hall was
not in use and the gambling games languished. .

Hink led the Eskimo into the deserted dance-room.

“Now cough up,’” eried Hink, with a singular laugh
of hatred against all civilized thmgs as he hitched his
revolver out of the way, where it swung at his beli;k,
« and sat down on a bench.

Tzintzontzan stood his beady little eyes blinking
with gratified vanity in speaking face to face with so
great a man as Hink Bradford.

‘T see two men in whaleboat,”’ began the Eskimo.

““Where?’’ ~

““By Yaller Bluﬂ:’ %2 |

CHum.? : 5 : 5

““When?”’ *

‘“Two day ’go.’” =

‘““Were you alone?’’ 3

(‘Um.7’ Yy

‘“What did you do?”’ i

““Tole’ Cap. Jim.”’

““What else did you tell him?%?’

““Say, I knew men whalehoat.’’

“You told him you knew the men in ‘the whale-
boat, dld you?’’ - J

“I]’ \
“Well you yellow skinned son of a seal, who were
‘the men in the boat?’’

Tzintzontzan smiled as if what he was going to say
was -very pleasing news.

““Pierce Gifford and Orson Hubbard,”’ he replied.

He had expected a terrible outbreak from Hink.,

But none came. Instead Hink smiled in a way that
hoded 11l for the lives of two young men.

‘I thought so,”” Hink remarked.,

“Th?’’ queried the Eskimo.

““Never mind. Get on with your story.”’

“That all.”’

Then Hink turned questioner.

““Where was the whaleboat in which you saw the
men, did you say?’’

““Off Yaller Bluff.”’

“Let me see that point is about thlrty-ﬁve mlles
from Wager’s Inlet %%

“I no know.’

‘“Yes, that much by land.
bay. \Vell let’s see.

““Chipewyan Injun.”’

“Oh. Know his name?”’
(‘Um.’7

“What is 197’

“Blye Wing.”” "

““That’s the fellow that helps out in odd jobs about
the Hudson’s Bay Company post here?”

“Yep bR

Hink turned all this information over in his mind.
It might be that the presence of the two men he most
dreaded just then off Yellow Bluff sailing in a whale-

]

I don’t know how far by
Any one else with them?*’



. boat in Hudson Bay with. its bow pointed toward Wa-
ger Inlet was something that boded ulterior motives.

On the other hand it would be a natural place for
Gifford and Hubbard to be in if they were searching
for a chance at the musk-ox for the musk-ox just then
was browsing on the mosses of the Barren Lands be-
yond the Inlet,.

““They may be not a b]t supicious of me,”’ thought
Hink. * “‘They may be suspicious of Jim Wahpeton the
leader in the field of the Brotherhood of Thieves, which
in reality was engineered by the real head of the Bro-
therhood, Hink Bradford himself, here plesen’c -and co-
gitating over this little matter. ”

The cogltatlons of Hink came to an end after awhile
and he began giving orders to the Eskimo.

“You may get back,”’ Hink added. ‘‘Get back to
Cap. Jlm as soon as you can.’’

‘“Yep.

“Tell him to be careful. Tell him to drop things that
can’t be pulled off under cover while those two chaps
are in the territory.?”’

‘lYe

“Tell him that if they are merely on a hunting trip
to leave them alone.”’

The Eskimo nodded.

‘‘If, however, they show they are out-to get us you
tell Jim to get them qulck"’ ‘

- The Eskimo winked.

““Tell Cap. Jim the quickest way to get them if they

are aftev us is any old way, as long as it hurries them

uick in unmarked and secret graves, don’t rou see?’’ .
y

The Eskimo smiled.  *

This was the kind of talk that suited his. evil dispo-
sition.

‘‘I—tell,”” said Tzintzontzan with his ferocious smile.

Hink thoufrht further.

‘I had bette1 be a little calei'ul > he thought. ‘‘That
gang is rather too quick on the trigger-finger. They
shoot first and ask explanations afterward and some
times it’s awkward giving the expianations. Well, I°11
caution this Eskimo a bit.”’ i \

Hink then spoke aloud to the Eskimo.

““Let me tell you,”’ he added, ‘‘that you want to tell
Cap. Jim that I don’t want any mistakes made. I don’t
want no plantin’ done unless he can show me.”’

‘‘Show you, all right.”

“You’ve got to me. You are on. I want you to be
careful and not get things mixed. If we plant that
Pierce Gifford there’ll be trouble with the Hudson’s
Bay Company sure.- You can’t be too careful, Tzin-
_tzontzan about this message. I don’t want any w eepins
‘pulled unless it’s act’lly necessary and you’re dead
sure that Gifford and Hubbard are after us.’”’

The - Eskimo nodded. :

“‘If they are after any one else, don’t worry them.
Let them get there on any other game. If they are
merely simply on a hunting party, don’t do a thing to
them, help them all you can, and see that they get back
safelv i

The Eskimo grinned.

““Tlow long before you w ill. get back to the Cap‘?”

‘“Three, four day.”’

““What? ‘Why no white man ever makes the t11p

under thirty days.”

This time the Eskimo laughed. This is rare for Es-
kimos grin, smile, but do not laugh much.

; “T know,’” he said. ‘‘Eskimo trabble fast; white man
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_boat for the scenes of our actions—no, not while a re-

. Gafford.

no learn Eskimo trabble trick when Eskimo alone.”’

Hink understood that the Eskimos helped the white
man in trackless wilds but did it in the roundabont
way of their-race; for himself he went to things in a
shorter way, and in this particular case Hink knew
that in a few days Cap. Jim would get his instru
tions by the ‘‘inside route’’ which an Egkimo Lept as
a sealed book from white-folk.

“That’s all;”’ eried Hink at length. '

As the Esklmo melted away into the distance Hink
smiled to himself.

‘“If Pierce Gliford and Orson Hubbard are after
us,”’ Hink smiled, ‘‘they are going to have a merry
death ‘rather quick. The Brotherhood of Thieves must
not quake when a Hudson’s Bay Company-grader, and
agent of a tiny trading post, and his assistant take

volver can flash and a knife grind to a foe’s heart.”’
The words meant much to Orson Hubbard, and Pier

For now behind them stalked the sneaking assassin!

CHAPTER IV, . -
A FIGHT WITH SEA-HORSES.

s “Try and get out the oars to the boat. We are not
able to sail in this sea of sea-horses,” cried Pierce
Gifford in his loudest tones, when he had looked about °
him at the amazing spectacle that saluted his eyes. =~

Hudson Bay was literally alive with the Walrus or
sea-horse.

The animals seemed to take up every mch of room SO -
that there was no water about. i

There were walruses theusize of an ox, some even .
larger than the greatest ox ever known, cheek by jowl
with tiny enes that seemed to be no larger than a kit- "
ten, while intermediate sizes were as thick as mosqui-
toes in some of the Alaskan depths, where they are so
thick that they obscure the sun.

The walrus was no unknown animal to the three
men in the boat.

It was their numbers that they feared. ;

“TI could walk half away across Hudson Bay on . the -
backs of those walruses,’’ shouted Orson. ‘‘If they
get fairly under the boat they will tip us over. All then
would be lost for they would dodge our bodies and if
we could swim ashore from here what would be the use
with all our stores lost?’’

As he spoke a walrus, whose tusks must have been
three feet long, with a loud snort rushed directly at
the whaleboat.

Pierce saw the walrus coming and snipped him over
the head with an oar. The blow crushed in the l’ead
of the walrus and it sank immediately.

The family of seals to which the walrus belonos ei;e
never Killed with more neatness and dlspatch than
this monstrous one. :

The walrus resembles-the seal in general formation -
of the body and limbs untll it comes to its head; then it '/ H
widely differs.

The walrus’ head is remarkable for the enormous
development of the canine teeth of the npper jaw and
by the tumid appearance of the muzzle caused by the
magnitude of their sockets and by the thickness of the
upper lip.

These great canine teeth form two tusks: directed
downwards, and the lower jaw becomies narrow in




front, so as to pass between them. The nostrils as if

displaced by the sockets of the tusks, open almost up-

© wards at some distance from the muzzle. The eyes
are small, and popularly speaking the creatures have

10 ears.

‘The walrus is usnally seen in great herds, and they

~ in compactness is far superior to elephant tusks, or
their oil which like seal-oil is a valuable commercial
eommodlty
Usually the animals are attacked on land where they
come in great herds, or are killed on the ice, but as the
animal’s hide is so thick that it will resist a rifle bul-
let fired point-blank, it can only be killed by béing as-
sailed with spears. 3
 ““We are in trouble for fair,’ ’eried Pierce as he
pulled ' out a walrus spear from several in the boat, an
‘action imitated by Orson and Blue Wing. = ‘‘These
alruqes are apparently partly bulls and partly female
1th young. A female walrus is no joke, let me tell
_you; when it comes to a fight. She has great affection
“for her young and will defend it to the last extremity.
‘The trouble too in fighting a walrus is that if you kill
~one the rest of the herd come to its assistance. They
fight and kill the fierce white polar bear and are
courageous, you bet, and—look out for the big bull
over there!’’
 As he spoke a bull walrus came chargmg furiously
‘over toward the whaleboat.
It looked as if it would rush it and overturn it and
crimch it against the side of an almost equally as large
! A*va,lrus on the opposite side of the boat.
{Blue Wing gave a shrill seream of terror.
He thought in his Indian heart that the whaleboat
‘would tip over.
But he was brave if frightened.
The steel-tipped spear went out with a vicious intent
\ from his two strong arms.
The sharp point darted with unerring aim into the
eye of ,theﬁspeeding sea-horse.
The pomt penetrated the animal’s brain through its
eye and it turned over a heavmg, dying mass of hun-
dreds of pounds of flesh and sank while the place where
it disappeared was taken by another gigantic beast.
The boat righted itself as the weight of the walrus,
who had almost clambered up on it, was released from
it, but the walrus on the other side was making an
equal]y ferocious attempt to get imto the whaleboat
from that direction.
‘While Orson who had got out the unwieldly oars with
. which the boat was equipped in an effort to row, which
he saw quickly was impossible in the press of the gi-
‘gantic herd, was trying at all events to make an effort
i ‘m sthat du‘ectlon Pierce stood up in the boat and
'W ncked the intruder over its nostrils,

" The walrus shook its head in dismay and then sheered
iy off but behind it pressed hundreds upon hundreds of
others and the situation after an hour’s fighting seemed
| to be more appalling ‘rhan when the attack began.
¢€Say, this is cloying,’’ gasped Pierce, ‘‘we are bheing
bombarded by these walruses. The trouble is' that
. when we hit one chap a good clout, all the rest of the
bunch come to his funeral.  There’s getting to be more
mourners than there are dead walruses.’’

““Isn’t that so0?’’ wailed Orson. ‘‘I’ve killed a dozen
~ 'but there’s always two waiting to take the deadman’s
place. Seems to me this reminds me of a job in Mon-

are killed by hunters who wish to get their tusks which -
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treal—ten men ready for if before the breath is out
of the chap that’s holding it.”’

“‘Heap, damn, too many heap walru’*’’ cried Blue
Wing. !

‘‘Right you are, Blue Wing,’’ gasped Pierce, ‘‘watch
me swat this chap.”’ iRy
The ““swat’’ Blue Wing saw was effectual. The wal-

rus would 'never need another ome. Its skull was
crushed in by the blow and it sank to rise no more.

“‘T’1l give this big fellow a biff that will settle his
hash,”” shouted Orson on his side of the boat. ?

The spear-blow put the walrus where no second
““hiff’’ was necessary. d

By thunder!”” gasped Pierce as he stood erect in
the hoat, ‘‘This can’t last forever. T 2

But he said no more. ,

i A walrus that had got under the boat in some way,
probably by diving to get away from its fellows, chose
to come to the surface just then.

It came up directly under the whaleboat and tilted
it at an angle of about forty-five degrees.

This pulled the feet of Pierce out from mnder him.

With his eyes like oysters, his face writhing in dread
and his arms and feet and legs whirling about like an
animated monkey-on-a-stick, poor Pierce went flounder-
ing overboard directly into the face of the grand-
father of all the herd, a fellow who must have weighed
a ton or two and whose tusks reached down from his
gigantic head so that they disappeared into the depths
of the Hudson Bay.

“Good Liord!” yelled Orson, ‘‘there goes Pierce over-
board. He’s a dead man!’’ ]

The feelings of Pierce were manifest by the shout he
gave as he went overboard.

The feelings of the walrus could only be manlfested
by his actions.

Fe gave a snort like an angry whale.

VVhen the head of Pierce hit him fairly between his
small, twinkling eyes, with about the same kind of a
blow a battering ram would have given, the walrus
simply put for deep water. A

He may have put up some signal for the remainder

. of the herd but at all events there was the most wonder-

ful, sudden, and prolonged series of divings on all sides
that any herd of walrus had ever engaged in.

Foam was lashed from the waters of the bay, until
the scene looked like a seacoast in a high storm.-

There was a tremendous flopping.

Then not a walrus as in sight. _

‘“‘Every one has dived when they.saw Pierce come
charging overboard,”” howled Orson. ‘‘Where is Pierce,
Blue Wing? Do you see him any where?’’

The side of the hoat sagged the next second. :

‘‘Here is Pierce, you blundering idiot,’”’ came a
spluttering voice. ‘‘And no thanks to you at that.”’

It was Pierce.

He was shivering with cold

He was wet, bedraggled and although Orson was
convulsed w1th laughter he tried his best to assist his
friend ~and chief into the boat.

‘‘Here, 'vou, stop floundering about like that, ” or-
dered Orson. ‘““You are worse than those confounded.
walruses. I’ll have-to hit you in the head with an
oar or clout you one through the brain soon, if you:
don’t stop struggling. This boat isn’t, a steamship
with a companion-way out for straggling passengers
tooting, tooting after it in a tug. It’s a whaleboat and
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e again.
- persing a herd of attacking walruses?’’
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 won’t stand much four-flushing like you are putting

up 22

In spite of himself, and in spite of the cold Pierce
grinned.

He hung on to the boat and then by aid of Blue:

Wing and Orson, he was helped aboard.

A quick change of clothing, a good drink from a bot-
tle of brandy, and a little exercise in helping us put
up the sail as suggested by Orson soon pulled Pierce
together again.

“‘Say,”’ he finally said when the boat was under way
f“Ain’t T the dandy youth when it comes to dis-

‘“Oh, yes, you’re ‘it’ in this case,’’ replied Orson.
“(?lh;, you Blue Wing, get forward and watech that
sal

Blue Wing obeyed.

‘‘That was a spendthrift action of yours, however
continued Orson to Pierce, ‘‘Don’t you know that you
ought not to bravely go and attack that walrus?’’

Pierce looked bewildered.

His face fell. .

““You don’t think I did that on purpose?’’ he queried.

‘‘Didn’t you?”’

‘‘Say, do I look like that?’’

‘‘Like what?’’

“Like a man who would deliberately cast-himself
out of a whaleboat ten miles from shore, into the jaws
of a confounded big walrus, one big enough to eat up
whaleboat, three men, and still have room in his stom-

* ach for all of the buildings at Grave Yard Point?’’

““Now that you put it up to me in that form you
don’t look like a man crazy enough for that act, but
vou did the high dive, all right. If you didn’t mean to
do it. why = did you do 1t‘2” :

‘““‘Because——’ 5

Pierce gave Orson a long steady look.

‘T did it, Orson,” he said slowly, ‘‘because I thought
the long Winter at Grave Yard Point, the lack of amuse-
ment there would be compensated by your amusement
when you saw me tumble over that way.’’

Orson took a long look at Pierce.

““T assure you,”’ replied Orson, ‘‘that I am more than

" pleased with your efforts in my behalf. I also wish

to assure you that your work was indeed a wonderful
exhibition. I never saw before a look of absolute sur-
prise come over the face of a walrus. 'They are not
built in their faces for absolute surprise expressions
but. there’s one thing without a.doubt and that is when
you charged at that whopper of a walrus you surprised
him no end. He just Iooked at you once and then sank.
Pierce, I’ll bet if we knew it he is sinking yet.’’

Pierce laughed. -

“Wasn’t I funny? Well, any way it started the
stampede. Those : walruses are just that way. Let
one old chap quit quick that way and it seems as if a
hysteric fit. struck a.whole herd to disappear along
with him. But in all my life up here I’ve never seen
so many walruses together. I’ve seen big herds but
if that herd wasn’t three miles wide solid with wal-
ruses 1’1l eat every walrus in the herd.’’

““Guess you are right. We had a narrow escape all
right. I thought sure we were going to be tlpped OVer.
What a fight, wasn’t it?’’

“It was a ﬁght all right. And we w'ere dead lucky
to have,such a happy ending.’’

The two men were thankful at their narrow escape.

L ! : s P80 é i
by AP, Eei i 3% :

But bemg men they did not show how thankful they
really were to each other.
““Well,”” asked .Orson,

gramme?”

‘I have a plan.”’

““What, is 127’ : ,

 “I’m going to run the boat we are in to the shore
when we are some eight or ten miles past Yellow Bluff 2%

“Wh ?”

“Then I’m going to cache the boat and take the dogs
and the sled and start inland.’’

“Why don’t you go rlght up Wager Jnlet by water"”

““TPakes too long.”’

(‘Oh ” .

‘“You see the inlet runs back from Hudson Bay,
making a sort of river-like effect.’’

(lYes 2 A

“If we go Way around by the bay to the mouth
of the mlet we must put in about a hundred miles of
sailing.”’

“‘I'begin to see what you propose.’

““Now if I go directly from here by land, I can tap
the inlet in about forty miles of dog Work and we
save time and all that sort of thing.’’

““I understand. But why save time? . Is there any
great hurry?”’

Pierce hesitated but finally spoke.

His words sent a chill down Orson’s back-bone.

‘““When I was climbing into the whaleboat,”’ he said
‘T had a strange feeling that I can not explam that we
were being pursued bv some force, lust what I do not "
know. I felt that—— ; ,

Pierce stopped. ~

From out of the waste of wide waters that tossed
about them, for they could not see land in the haze .
that hid it on the horizon, there drifted a wild ery.

‘‘Help! Help!’’ shrieked a-woman’s voice.

“‘Listen!”’ cried Orson. :‘‘Hear that voice!
that 'of a woman.’

Pierce Gifford with a wide sweep of the tiller whirled

““what’s mext on your pro-

s

It is

the whaleboat in the direction of the drifting appeal for :

aid.
The sail ﬁlled with the breeze; the boat darted away
in the direction of the cries. A

‘“Help! Help for God’s sake help!” Walled the far

away voice in agony.

T Tl R B ¥

CHAPTER V.
THE ESKIMO'S MESSAGE.

““You’re sure you got this straight, are ye?’’
. Captain Jim Wahpeton, active-field leader of The
Brothm hood' of Thieves was questlomng sztzontzan,
the Eskimo, who had just arrived from Grave Yard

Point, where he had 'delivered the Captain’s message

to Hmk Bradford.

““Um,’’ replied the Eskimo, who had learned a httle :

of the Wh]te man’s language and a lot of his evil ways '
during the time of his intercourse with him.

Cap. Jim, as he was always called, occupied a rough
shack-like mbln set flush up against a huge, high rock

The eabin comprlsed only one room.

Tt had a sheet-iron camp stove, a couple of bunks,
a table, two or three chairs all hand-made out of bits

of timber, and it was grimy, dirty, and smelled like a
distillery, for there was always plenty of whiskey in ¢

the place, even if the food supply was short.

I SIN
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. There was some wood piled up back of the shack.
But it was mostly drift wood for wood was scarce as
the place was far North of the tree line, and about all

; that could be got there was fished out of Hudson Bay.

Although the ground was getting soft under the rays
of -the July sun, it was noticeable that in sheltered
places drift snow was plenty; in fact by keepmg ’long

 shore in sheltered: places one could make good going of
. snow sleighs.

There was still some ice about’sheltered places, for
in a region where lakes and rivers freeze clean to the
bottom winters, there isn’t much chance for ice to break
up finally until late in July, and by August’s latter
part snow-storms are not unusual it may be said that

summer just takes a peek at the reglon makes’it sum- -

mer in open spots, but in sheltered ones allows old win-

- . ter to remain undisturbed.

.1‘

4 “‘Did you hear me,’’
* the deadly drug he was mixing.

In a sort of low hut and around it some twenty dogs

! snarled and fought.

The dogs were large and powerful with. long rather
curhng hair, tails Well curved over the back ‘and very
bushy, short and pointed ears and somewhat wolf:like

. aspect.

Their color varied. But generally speaking they

 were black and white, brown and white and a dingy

“ white, . but they are patient beasts, sagacious,.
: docﬂe

and

The flat-sleigh which they were hitched to by their
simple  harnesses lay near, and it was wonderful the
great w elghts that could be carried along by them, when
strung in teams of eight.

In fact, Cap. Jim used them almost entirely for the
" hauling W011\ he had in mind, and with the snow-shoes

| %i .. which stood near, he did not care whether it was sum-
%g:_‘-'mer or winter, he was equipped for either season.
1

i

§|~

Cap. Jim was making wolf bait, for wolf skins mean
money, and while awaiting his chance for robbery it
mlght be well to pose as' a reputable trapper—sus-
picion could not fall upon him thus quite so quickly.

The Eskimo watched his chief mix up strychnine

© with a little sugar and soda, and add a little red color-

‘ing matter to take off the glaring white look from the

‘ deadh capsule and its contents.

Around the eabin' stood many bottles used in the hun-
ter’s quests.

A hottle containing oil from two ecastor beaver’s

scent-bags mixed with a little fish-oil stood near by.

A shaun" covered with the oil and‘buried under the
bark of a tree is enough to draw by its s¢ent many a
fine mink or marten to the trappers’ traps.

There is mothing so absolutely cruel as the steel-
. trap, for it does not kill at once and- it means long
~agony for the trapped animal, for no trapper can visi
' the widely scattered traps he has to set to make good
- kills, every day.

“ At means that the animals will have to linger in tor-
ment until the trapper arrives to kill them; but often
animals if caught by the leg will gnaw off the member

‘and all the trapper has for his pains is the leg with the

valuable part of the animal missing.

cried Cap. Jim, as he put away
‘“‘Hey, did you hear?’’
““Yep,”’ replied Tzintzontzan. «‘‘I hear.”’

“Are you sure you got the message straight?’’
“Yep LR ,
“I’m to watch these fellers, Pierce Gifford and Oe-

son Hubba1d kill them if the\ are after us but leave ;

them alone if they are not?’’
{{Ye

S 1t s a case of kill T’'m to kill sudden and qulek-‘ '

like?’’
“Y

7._

“If it am’t I'm to help the two men as much as i

can?”’
lt'Ye
“A]l rlght Did Hmk say anythlng else?”’
“N’Ope 29

“Didn’t send me no money—although what would I."

do if T had it? Nawthin’ ter buy up here.’”’

Cap. Jim had been at his present shack only a few
months. :

He had been ostensibly trapping during most of the
winter further toward Grave Yard Point.

His plan had been to locate near somé reputable
trapper, ‘and then wisit the other fellow’s traps in ad-
vance.

By this easy method he collected many peltries.

Then the trapper’s camp was often looted of all he
had caught that had escaped Cap. Jim.

Often too a shot-out of the bushes or from behlnd a
tree, with a quiet burial thereafter had made much
money for Cap. Jim; a general confiscation of the dead
man’s supplies, pelts traps, and personal apparel had

“been conducive of much wealth.

All went to Hink Bradford quietly for he converted
the ill. gotten stuff into cash, took a liberal commission
and settled with Cap. Jim for the remainder.

It would not seem as if this was a lucrative business?

Yet it was:,

‘When fifty or more half breeds, Indians, Eskimos,
white thugs, and outlaws all sent to Cap. Jim thelr
common loot and he in turn sent it over to Hink Brad-
ford there were considerable returns for every one.,

‘While all in The Brotherhood of Thieves knew Cap.
Jim, few knew Hink Bradford.

The ramifications of the Brotherhood was wide.

The gold-mines about Old Crow River had members
of the band at work filching gold.

In'the petroleum springs about Fort Churchill others

.reigned.

In the fur-trappers’ camp in the musk-ox hunters’
distriet; wherever any activity reigned there was
some bandit member: of the Brotherhood to be found
busily engaged in 1eapmo‘ for the common Weal things
of the under-world of crime.

Every outlaw shared equally in the plunder. If the
man in:the musk-ox district could steal nothing, then
the man in the gold regions could, and the two men
each shared in the work if not in the separate dangers.

The funny part of it all was that in this fine com-
munity of interests, the outlaws could not see that they

‘could make a great deal more money by honest methods

on this plan, than by dishonest onges.

* Fifty men in a Trappers’ League, each contributing
to the common stock and all sharing equally, would
have made money most any where in the region, and
not have had a wide red trail of murder and theft in
their wake. But then it seems useless to appeal to

honest men’s ways as object lessons for the erooked
man; the thief appears rather to glory in crime, even
when he knows 'that erime does not pay.

“Well,”” growled Cap. Jim, himself in his.lonely
shack, fzu away from even the slight eivilization that




the region afforded, an object leésson to show that a dis-
honest life does not pay. ‘‘It don’t seem to me I’m a git-
tin’ much out here. It’s devilish dull. There’s been a few
" musk-ox killed but not many. Seal oil and seal meat
“don’t seem to be as plenty as it was, and there hasn’t
been a hold-up for any of us since we took ten of the
boys and held mp that French whaler and got that
whale-bone off it.”’

*‘Yep. Whale- bone worth b-e- -¢ mon’ an’ we git
little byebye mon’ from Hink,”’ said the Eskimo.

‘“That’s rlght If there was $20,000 worth of whale-
 bone we shipped by the underground down to Hink,
I’ll eat it. That-all he claimed he got from us—why,
Tzintzontzan, there was $50,000 Worth in that lot. We
were most a year sending 1t down in small lots—say
there’s some of it cached here that we ain’t never sent
to Hink. T think the old skate is holdin’ out on us.’’

““Dunno.’’

““Things ain’t been any good for us since we held up
Three Fingered Jack it seems to me?’’

“Rig_ht.”

‘““Yes, that’s right.
I had to have his dogs and sleds. My dogs were most
all dead, my sleigh was out of repair, I lost my boat,
and hadn’t much grub left—a man can’t eat musk-ox
all his life, and I hate musk-ox meat any how. There’s
nothing else to kill up here it seems to me, There’s fish
below us there, but I hate fish—well, I’m going to pull
stakes now that good weather has set in, and git back
to Grave Yard Point.”’

““Can’t go.’

‘“Why not?’?

‘‘Orders.”’

““That’s so—orders.”’

Cap. Jim remembered the expli¢it orders now from
Hink Bradford.

He knew Hink.

He decided to obey orders.

“I suppose I must obey orders,”’ the-outlaw re-
marked with a sigh, thinking of the joys of the dance
hall, the gambling room, and the bar in the saloon run
by Sioux City Jim at Grave Yard Point. ‘‘Did you see
anything of those t“o chaps we are to watch coming

p?7¥

‘“Yep.

“Where?”

‘‘Off Yaller Bluff.”’

‘‘Oh. What were they doing?”’

‘“Fight’ walrus.’

“F]Uhtmrr walruses? That’s a pretty hearty game
when they are in big herds as they sometimes get to be
about here.’

‘‘They herd all rlght 2

The Eskimo winked.

““Where were the two men figchting the walruses?’’

¢¢ 'Bont ten mile, near Yaller Bluff.”’

‘“Haw! Haw! Haw!’’ roared the outlaw. ‘‘Quite the
cheese that news! They were in a whaleboat, were
they? Fighting a vast herd of walruses. That settles
it! They Won’t get out from that trouble ‘We won’t
have ta kill ’em——"’

The Eskimo stopped the outlaw’s happy lalwhter

The words the Eskimo spoke congealed the rest of the
laugh on the bandit’s thick lips.

‘‘Men all ’scape,’” said Tzintzontzan.

Cap. Jim was grave now.

A
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I'm sorry we held him up, but

““They have all escaped?’”” he queried. ‘‘Are you
sure?’’

Tzintzontzan nodded.,

Cap. Jim’s beady-black eyes snapped with cruelty.

‘““We will have to watch those fellows—which way
were they coming?”’

““Through the woods, guess—see um steer, shore.”’

‘““You saw the two men heading for shore in their
boat?’’

4‘Ye 3

“Then they are eemmg overland. Did they have
dogs?”

tlYe 2

The anger in Cap. Jim’s eyes was acute.

“I don’t want them to see any of these dogs of
mine. They came from the plunder we got in Three
Fingered Jack’s camp. No, I’d better meet them some-
where on the trip over—. They ought to know better
than to try and kill musk-ox now. It’s out of season
for them.
or outlaws that the'y are after.’”’

“Dunno.”’ 3

““Do you know the two men, Gifford and Hubbard?”’

‘““Nope. See um oncet’ at Grave Yard, might know
um, might not. Know two men I see in whaleboat.”’

““Oh? You probably would know the men you saw
in the whaleboat fighting the walruses?’”

“Ye

.

-

“Thau is you would know them if you saw them

again?’’
£ lYep

“But you don’t know as they are Gifford and Hub-

bard?’’

‘I know—mno—1I don’t know.’

““You mean you know the men in the boat, Would
know them if you saw them again, but you can’t iden-
tify them as.the men we are after,-is that what you
mean ?’’ G

“Yep"’ ’

““Well, the only thing we can do is to do the best
we can. My plan is for us to pretend to break camp
here; in a way, send the dogs over to Big Frank who is
located about five miles from here watching that band

~of surveyors who are surveying the route for the
Hudson Bay Railroad, that’s coming up soon to Fort

Churchill and then up he10———“ ell my plan is then to
git back to meet them fellers.’

““They no know you?”’

““Never saw me. I’ll mix in with them as a trapper
bound along with them for Wager’s Inlet. I°ll soon
know what they are going to do and what they are
after.”’

‘{Yep.95

“You keep hid but watech us earefully.
where I kin git to you quick: Between us we will
sound those fellows out. If they are all right, we will
not kiek but let ’em git away. If not—bang!”’

Cap. Jim made a tottering motion as if a man falling
after a shot wound and dying in agony.

‘“Good,”’ cried the Bskimo. ‘‘When we start?’’

““Jest as soon as we can cache things—you git off
with them dogs and git back here quick as you can.
I’ll have camp pretty well broke by then.’’ ?

Secret methods of spying were added to the danger
from the assassin before his weapons were used to
blot from life Pierce Gifford and Orson Hubbard.

Well, any way, we Wul see if it’s musk-ox A

Always be




1

The outlaw’s net was spread. Would the two hon-

CHAPTER VI
A CRY IN THE WILDERNESS.

“Help! Help!”?

The voice that had so startled the two friends and
business associates, Pierce Gifford and Orson Hubbard,
drifted toward them again, as their boat felt the impact
of the breeze and under direction of Pierce hurried to
the sound of the wailing cry. ;

‘“What do you:suppose that Vvoice 1s?” asked Orson
as the whaleboat cut the waves in the direction of
the sound and threw spray over. the two men..

‘I don’t know,’” replied Pierce. ‘‘I just know that
it is a voice. Tt is a woman’s voice. That’s all I can
say about it.’?

“How could a woman be up here’l”
. “T'don’t know. Blue Wing, did you hear that cry?”
. The Chipewyan Indian nodded indifferently. Then

ing. His busmess was to mind the sail and not to lis-
ten to vagrant cries of women.

““What do you thlnk that cry was?”’

““Made by woman,’’ growled Blue Wing.

“Cowld a woman be up here?”’

¢ Eskimo,’’ snapped Blue Wing.

““But Eskimo women, eh?’’

1 “Ye
, “Yes what, Blue Wing,’” urged Pierce.

“Rskimo always leave old woman, or young girl,
~when young girl sick. No use has Esklmo for man
‘old, and no good work, or young girl, sick and no good

‘" Pierce turned with a mystlﬁed air to Orson.

““Blue -Wing means,’”’ replied Orson in answer to
Pierce’s look, ‘‘that the Eskimo custom is to desert
their old and helpless and the young and ill, to die, any-
| where in the wilderness. He thinks that the cry comes
i v from some woman thus deserted.’’

' ‘“No,”” rejoined Pierce, ‘‘that cry comes from no Es-

.kimo woman, old or young.’’
¢! % What malkes you suspect that?’’ asked Orson.

“That voice speaks English. The tone is that of an
‘educated woman, and from the roundness of the voice,

“ealling for aid is a young one.”’
A young woman, well educated, English, out here in
the Barren Lands, calling for aid? Nonsense!’’
““Wait and see. Tt won’t take long to find out—we
. are nearly in.’
"\ The remark caused Orson to half stand up in the
"« boat.
‘T see a woman running up and down' the shelving
rocky beach, dead ahead of wus, Pierce!’”’ he cried.
#‘Starboard your helm a trifle. That’s right. Steady!
Hold the boat there if you can. We will be in the surf
in a minute. There’s quite a surf that dashes up on
..\ that rocky point where the girl is standing.’’
‘ Pierce kept the boat in the markings indicated by
" Orson,
‘I see her now,’’ cried Orson. ‘‘Better, much better.
+ Say, Pierce, she is waving her hands to us.  Good Lord,
. man, it’s an English woman' Say, she is young as you
thought Steady! We’ll be in the surf in a moment:’”:
The boat bobbed a bit at the seas which made a cross
war of it, for lashed by a smart breeze they came tumb-
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he looked mup to the sail near by which he was stand-.

' its timbers-as we might say, I think the woman who is

lashed billow from the cross seas. /

i The, whaleboat grounded with a little grunt-like ‘f

crash.

Blue Wing was out of the boat in a trlce and had .

hauled it up on the bank.
It was quickly out of danger from the roistering

- surf.

Pleree Jumped ashore.
A woman came running to him with tears streammg
duwn her face, and as Pierce stepped forward to assist

her tottering steps the girl fell in a dead faint at his |

feet.
He stooped to pick her up.
Pierce ‘gave a loud cry.

The cry summoned Orson who had been he.‘lpmg Blue ;

Wing heach the hoat,

‘When he saw the girl lying in Pierce’s arms, he also
gave a:stifled but loud ery.

“Who is she?’’ Orson said peerlng into the girl’s
pallid face.

‘‘She is Adrian Bradford,’’ replied Pierce.

““Good Lord!”’

This was the only fitting thing that Orson could POssi-

bly think of.

“How in the mame of all that s good did that re-
markably pretty girl come here?’’ cried Orson.

“No time for speculations. Help me to carry her
to. the boat. Don’t you see that she is:in a deep stu-
por. She’s.half starved, and wholly benumbed from.
cold, and exposure. You have Blue ‘Wing piteh the
tent quick, get a fire built back there under the shade
of that rock, where the wind won’t hit us so sharply
and get something or other for this girl.”’

Orson was a capable man.

In a surprlsmgly short time Adrian Bradford was
sitting by a rousing fire, shielded by heavy blankets
from the air, which in spite of the time of year was
still bleak and cold, while Pierce fed her from hot toddy
and soup-pot in alternate doses.

The girl seemed to hardly understand where she was
being nursed baek to'life or by whom.

She submissively took the food and stimulant offered
her and soon was fast asleep, under numerous cover-
ings.

¢“Hey, you, Blue Wing,”’ eried Pierce to the Chipew-
yan, “You stand in call and if that girl awakes sum-
mon us.’

The Indian nodded.

‘“Come omn, Orson,’”” added P1eree ‘‘come over here
by the wha]eboat I Want to talk to you.”

The two men sat down on the rocks by the boat.

‘“Well, what do you think of this?’’ said Pierce.

‘“You mean Adrian Bradford?’’ replied Orson. |

((Yes”’

T don’t know. T would have as soon expected to
see that girl here as a date-palm growing over here in
the Barren Lands.”’ , \

““So would I—but here she is.”” i

‘T can hardly believe my ears. Here’s the richest
girl in Grave Yard Point marooned on these inhos-
pitable shores where a rat couldn’t find much to eat.
It’s incomprehensible.’’ ? o

“Isn’t it? T just can not understand it myself. Why
is she here?”’

‘I don’t know.”’

““Do you suppose Hink Bradford, her father, knows

i y :
ling in in hlgh rollers, only to be met by another Wmd-. 1
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anything about her being here?’’

‘“Got me again.’

¢“Why she must have been brought here in a boat?”

““Again I can’t help you in the slightest Way

T tell you there’s a mystery here!’’

“You bet!”’

“But I hope it isn’t one that we can’t’ get to the
bottom of.”’

“So do L.”? :

“1’d give a good deal to get a true explanation of it
all.?’

“We will get it.”

‘“When?”’

‘““When the girl wakes up.’’

“I don’t know. She may not have been strong
enough to tell us all she knows after her troubles in a
long time. She may be able to tell us now——?"’

The speaker’s words were cut short by a hail from
the Indian.

Pierce and Orson hurried to see the girl, whom it
was evident by the hail of the Chipewyan, had awoke.
- They found Adrian awake and stronger and sensi-
ble. :

‘“Ah,’’ she cried when she saw’the two men.
you that saved me?’’

‘‘Yes,”” said Pierce and Orsoni4n a breath.

“You are Pierce Gifford, and you are Orson Hub-
bard?’’

A little bow toward each indicated that the girl knew
each of the young men by sight.

“How do you know us?’’ asked Pierce.

‘T have often seen you at Grave Yard Point.”’

l(Oh!”

““Tt’s not such a metropolis that it is surprising that
I should know you by sight?’’ quer1ed Adrian.

Pierce laughed.

“For us we are willing to admit that we knew you,
- Miss Bradford.”’

A slight wave of color erept into the girl’s pale, but
sweetly rounded cheeks. -

““Don’t you think that after you have saved my
life, you might dispense with the formal Miss?’’

Pierce colored a trifle under his tan.

But Orson jumped into the breach.

‘¢ All right, Adrian,”’ he shouted. ‘‘We are all good
people here together! This isn’t a society function. We

““It was

will keep ourselves informed of all the society airs

necessary, and then we will do as we choose. ‘We know
the social rifle—but we will practise it a la Barren
Lands.”’ - :

Adrian and Pierce smiled.

““Well, then Adrian,’’ said Pierce.
how you came here?”

““T'don’t know,”’ replied the girl.

“You don’t know ?’’

“‘That is what I'said. I don’t know.’

Pierce and Orson exchanged glances of surprise and
wonder.

¢““Would you mind explaining ?’’ Weakly asked Orson.

““T wish I could,’’ the girl replied, ‘‘but I can not.”’

“Don’t you know how you got here?’”’ questioned
Pierce.

“‘Really, no. I don’t remember anything but a sensa-
tion of cold. I seemed to have been asleep. I woke
up here,’’ cried the girl.

“Do you know when that was?’’

““ Ages ago, it seems to me,”’ replied the pale girl.

““Can you tell me

‘r

ne

#

““I awoke. Then I arose. I was stretched out rear a
rock. I saw a boat near me. T went down to it. It
was a canoe. I know it was'my canoe, and that is all.
You know I often go out in the still Waters of Hudson
Bay in my canoe.
it here, all is a blank.’’

Pierce was all eyes. ;

Orson was so interested that he sat looking at the gu'l '
\as if she was some new kind of freak.

‘{It’s got me going,”” Orson sighed. ‘“You could not
have rowed yourself or paddled yourself here from
Grave Yard Point. Let’s see. Grave Yard Point is
where Wager’s Inlet starts out from Hudson Bay. It’s
easilv a hundred miles from here. Now where you are
is' about thirty-five or forty miles from Grave Yard

Point——oh, you couldn’t have paddled up here. No,
that’s unposs1ble"’
‘“She couldn’t. have come overland ? remarked

Pierce.
the Point overland. You see about here if one comes
from the Point by Hudson Bay, one can land, then take
dogs and sled to cross country points, Where you can
tap the Inlet in the musk-ox country——~that is what we
designed to do.
for Grave Yard Point and the musk-ox country lie
to each other about like the letter ‘L’ Tt’s quicker
to eut corner by land than sail all the way up the foot
of the ‘Ii’ and then all the way up the stralght hne to
lt 22

The girl nodded

*‘I know,’’ she said.
here by some one. By whom I do not know

Pierce thought a moment.

‘““Whoever brought you here,’”’ he remarked “brought" :
you to die, they hoped. No one could be marooned upon

But Why it was here Who brought..-

‘It’s easily a hundred and fifty miles here from

But to sail all the way is the longest &

‘I feel sure that I Was brgught__”

this desolgte shore without dying sooner or later. Did

you have any provisions?’’
‘‘None,”’” mourned Adrian.
‘“Whew,’’ whistled Orson.
been here?’’
‘I don’t know.”’ :
“What?’’ asked Pierce.
“‘Really I don’t know. I'm sensible of one thing
and that is that it was yesterday that I awoke. For I.

‘‘How long haye you ;

was all night that has just passed walking up and

down. It seemed in the bleak winds that rushed here
that T would freeze to death.”’

‘“Whew !’ eried Orson.

‘“Ain’t this the limit?’’ said Pierce.

¢‘Then when morning broke I seemed to go to pieces.:
I don’t remember anything,’”’ added Adrian, ‘‘except
that I was walking up and down and crying for.aid.

‘Why I cried for help I don’t know. I suppose it was '

instinet to try and live,”’ replied Adrian.
‘It was lucky for you that you did cry for aid. If

yvou had not we would not have known where you

were or even that you were here at all,’’ replied Pierce.
Orson who had been watching Blue Wing saw that

the Indian was not caring properly for the dogs that
had been unshipped from the whaleboat and so he re-

marked to Pierce that he ““would go and see if he and
Blue Wing could get enough seal meat to feed the dogs

a good supper with, instead of the pemmican they had - §

brought along for the dogs.’’

Pierce nodded. b
As soon as Orson was gone Pierce asked Adrian if




shedeould possibly think of any one Who wished her
to die

- ‘“Not a soul,”’ she said. ‘‘I have been thinking of
that phase of thmgs ever since 1 have been sensible,”’
Adrian added. ¢ My relations with every one are
perfect so far as'T know. I don’t think I have an
enemy in the world.”’

‘“We often think that, and yet we have many,’
joined Pieree. ‘“Were your relations with your father
perfect ?’’

< “Yes. Almost ideal. He was always the kindest of

men, He and I were talking of leaving the territory
for good, only a few nights ago. He said that we had
.all the money we needed and he didn’t see why we
should slave any longer.”’ :

““Did you suggest the going away ?’’
 “‘No. Pathér did. He said he had worked hard
- for his money and we might as well go ‘over into the
United States and have some fun with it all. He said
we couldn’t use any cash up here to amount to any-
© thing and there Wasn’t much amusement to keep one in
Grave Yard Point.

Pierce could not help laughlng

. ““If there is anything more deadly dull than this ham-
let we live in, I don’t know of it,”’ the man cried.
It’s the hypothesis of dullness, I’m sure, now isn’t it?’”’
Adrian admitted that it was.
““Now do you know anything about your father’s
business matters?’” asked Pierce with his eyes fixed
' . upon the pretty ones of Adrian, which he thought were
_of a heavenly blue.

““N-o e rephed the girl. ~“‘T don’t know much: except

el that he says that he is interested in many matters. I .

T guess he does some money lending, doesn’t he?’’
Pierce nodded.

soelates 7 added the girl.

‘‘He 'd better not if he wants his daughter to respect
him,”’ thought Pierce.

But he was careful not to allow his feelings to appear
-on his face or in any way mdleate themselves in his
voice.

‘to get rid of you is there?’’ Pierce said.
Adrian’s laughter, soft and silvery, pealed out.
““Not the slightest in the world,’’ she said, ‘‘in fact

on business for days at a time and T am left alone with
my old Indian woman who aids me in the house-work
- of our home, he is probably tearing his hair and offer-
ing half if not all of his fortune for my quick and
safe veturn.’

. Pierce nodded.

I think that if I was abducted and left here ma-
. rooned to die, that it was some one who had a power-

ful wish to injure my father. My abduction seems to
me to indicate a wish to get even with father. I feel
sure it’s not a personal enmity against me.’’

““Well, it came mighty near coming to the same
““thing,’’ replied Pierce. ‘It does not make much differ-
ence to you, whether it was personal enmity that caused
your abduction or enmity against your father, for in
each case you would have been the vietim.’

““Tf it had not been for you—and Orson Hubbard.’’
"+ Pierce blushed slightly.

“We only did our duty,’’ he cried.
us.’ !

“Don’t thank
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“No, father never talks much about his busmess as--

“Thén there’s no possibility that your father wished

if my father has missed me, for sometimes he is away

It was lucky for me that your: duty brought you

here. If it had not I would have been a.dead girl by
this time. I don’t feel that I could have lasted another
hour,”’ said Adrian. ‘‘It was a lucky thing for me that
you and Orson were hurrying down the bay.’’
. It was a happy thing for us that we were,’’ re-
marked Pierce, ‘‘it doesn’t fall to two young men every
day to rescue the prettiest and rlchest g1r1 in Grave
Yard Point.”’

This was a rather pointed speech but Adrian laughed
and passed it off with the remark that ‘‘neither riches
or beauty were of any use where I was marooned.”’

“Do you know,”” replied Pierce, ‘‘that it seems to
me that there is something behind this that while we
don’t understand just now, we can by the exercise of a .
little diplomacy.’’ i

K(Howq” '

““Who ever attempted to kill you is comlng back
here to find if you are really dead.’’

‘T should think that possible.”’

My advice to you is that you take a suit of a Chipe-
wyan boy’s that we have in our kit. It was going to be
given to a little friend of mine in the United States
and I had the wife of Blue Wing make it with infinite
care. If I were you I’d take that suit, disappear in the
tent, put it on, give me your clothing and I will dis-
play them liberally around the beach here, then you'
jump into the whaleboat, and we will play that you’re
a nephew of Blue Wing’s.”’ v

The girl laughed.

‘“What am I'to do with this blonde hair of mine?%”’
she asked.

“Tuck it up under your Indian boy’s cap.’’

‘‘But my fair skin?’’

‘“Wash it in horse-chestnut or walnut Water It will -
turn brown and A3

““But will it stay brown‘? I don’t want to be a bru-
nette, I like being a blonde.”’

“Oh the stain will wear off. It’s better to take
some rlsk and find who tried to kill you than not, ‘it
would seem to me—next trip may be more successful i

Adrian thought over the matter at length. The more
she thought, the better she liked the plan. ' It appealed
to her sense of the dramatic, and it also was practical)
she could see.

‘Who ‘ever left her in the Barren Lands was hovering
about somewhere. He or she would certainly return.

‘“Give me the boy’s suit,”” cried ‘Adrian with a
charming smile, ‘‘we will try to be in some position to
sift this mystery I don’t want to feel that I am liable
to assassination every minute—-I Wonde1 ‘what kind of
a boy I’ll make.’

‘‘Ho!”’ cried Blue Wing. ‘‘Man coming in boat.”’
Pierce ran down to the boat with a part ofsthe cloth-
ing that Adrian had flung at him in his hand. |
Wit of the white honest man and wit of the outlaw
were about to be tested.

‘ -

CHAPTER VII.
TRICKERY.

In three more minutes Captain Jim Wahpeton
jumped from a dingy in which he had rowed -across a
lfnar(xi'ow bit of the bay, and slouched up to Plerce Gif-

or

The snakey, shifting eye of Cap Jim warned Pierce
to be on his guard.
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IOne look caused Pierce to decide what course to
take. I

“Hello, stranger,’’” Pierce roared in his hearty clear
voice.  ‘‘Glad you came. There’s something strange
been going on here.’’

Captain Jim Wahpeton looked surprised.

““What is it?’’ he asked in his deep, growling voice.

“There’s been a girl murdered here or something,”’
eried Pierce. '

"A sneering look came into Jim’s face.

He stepped back and laid his hand on his revolver
which hung in his belt as if the remark must need
cause him to defend himself. :

Pierde pretended not to see the motion and con-
tinued in the same hearty way. ;

“Tt’s like this, stranger,”’ Pierce said. ‘‘We made
this shore about three hours ago to camp for the night.
We found a bunch of women’s clothes but no woman.”’

““Oh,”” sulkily answered Jim. ‘‘No sign of a gal?’’

““Not the slightest. Things seem black to me. Hirst
place what became of the girl if there was once a girl
here in these clothes. If not where is the girl that left
these— here Pierce held out a dress and a couple of
skirts which he had taken the precaution to rub
pretty thoroughly in the dirt before he showed them
to the thug. ;

“Any marks on ’em?’’ queried Jim shrewdly.

‘“No,”” replied Pierce as he carefully examined a
waist-band ; but he didn’t tell the truth for there was a
neat monogram ‘‘A. T. B.”” to be plainly seen.

Jim’s face cleared.

Pierce, who was watching him covertly, was thor-
oughly convinced that Jim could have told more about
the girl and her mysterious disappearance than he
chose just thep, although there was nothing really tan-
gible in any remark or movement that Jim made.

Jim’s attitude was that of a man who knew some-
thing of the clothing yet who did not propose to tell,
but it was all so fleeting that while Pierce searched his
brains for some confirmation of his suspicions, to him
the .entire matter narrowed down to his frank mental
confession that there was only a slight suspicion at
best in his mind against Jim. : :

““Any way,’’ thought Pierce, ‘‘if this chap thinks
that I suspect him there will be {nothing doing’ for me.
I must be careful and dissemble.”’

Jim on his part was equally wary.

He had so schooled his face that not a thought be-
trayed him. :

¢Tf this is the man I want, I must look out,’’ thought
“Jim. ‘“We can’t be too careful just now.”’

Pierce decided to change the conversation.

&

““Well, girl or no girl,’” he eried, ‘‘she’s dead! I’vé,

searched this barren coast for five miles either way
and no trace of anything can be found.’’

“Phen she’s dead, I should say,”’ muttered Jim.
¢Tf ghe /was ‘out here long in this kind of weather
she’d have to be a polar bear to live.”’

“hat’s ' what,”’ replied Pierce. ‘‘Now, stranger,
you don’t know me so I'll tell you my name—it’s
Pierce Gifford. I'm a Hudson’s Bay Company grader
from Grave Yard Point; This is my side partner, Or-
son Hubbard, over there’s my Indian'cook and deck-
hand Blue Wing, and the rest of the crew is his nephew,
a boy, whose name is—hey you in there, what’s your
confounded name?’’

Tt was a bold stroke.

picture now; Jim was anxious to talk “‘dawg.”’

* furs over to my shack that I mount sell ye—are ye on

Inwardly Pierce trembled. j
Suppose that Adrian Bradford was not ready for an
answer.  On the other hand suppose that she was al-

lowed to at first show herself, unaccustomed to her

new character and betrayed herself by a stutter tha
showed she was no Indian;, and by an awkwardnes
in her boy’s garb that would betray the fact that she
was no boy. 3 : 4

Better, had argued Pierce, to call to her when she
was under cover, and get the first step over; it’s the
first step in everything that is the hardest to take.

But Pierce had ‘‘framed up for himself the greatest”
surprise-in his life’’ as he later told Orson Hubbard.

No sooner had he ‘asked the question than a stupid,
ungainly Eskimo lad, whose face and hands were a
rich dark brown, whose blue eyes were round and
stupid looking, stuck his head out of the tent-and
gave a sheepish, elownish grin.

“Um ’’ said the boy in the gutteral, fishy voice of the
Eskimo. :

Seal o1l diet seemed to exude'from the lad.

“Um,”” he said again. - o i

‘“What an actress that girl would make,”” thought
Pierce. : 2 ; ;

But he repeated his question again in a louder tomne.

‘“What’s your name?’’ i

The reply sounded exactly as if a eross-cut saw had
been run through a hard log. - o :

“‘Ivakuni Iztaccihuatl,”’ said Adrian with a foolish
grin, ;

‘““What?2’ cried Pierce. i,

‘““Haw! Haw!’’ roared Jim. ‘‘Why didn’t ye haal = |
that name in behind ye on that dawg sleigh, using:them' =
dawgs over there—say, them’s likely dawgs!”? =~ =

Adrian dashed into the tent, her fur and deer skin = |
suit with wide trousers, being far more modest than the =
“‘hobble-skirt’’ of civilization and her seal boots and =
close fitting yet roomy fur blouse being far less notice-
able than the tailor-make gown of the outer, and what =
it would call itself, the more polite world.

Pierce breathed freer. ;

The crisis was: passed. 2 _

Adrian’s fine bit of comedy acting had thrown the
fellow Jim off his guard; he took Ivakuni Iztaceihuatl,
at his own Eskimo valuation; he was left out of the *

v

Pierce was perfectly willing to humor him. j

““Where’d ye git them dawgs?’’ questioned Jim.

“‘They belong to the Hudson’s Bay Company.”’

‘“Oh. Will ye sell ’em?”’ i, |

“T can’t. You might buy them by seeing the Post-
master at Fort Churchill. I am only a grader and
buyer of furs, you know—you’re a trapper aren’t you? =
Got any catch?’’ “

Jim’s face darkened again. He saw he had better .
make a {‘bluff.”’ '

“Yep,”’ he said, ““I’'m a trapper and I’ve got _éome

a buying trip?”’

“No, I'm out on a hunting trip for fun. I’'m going®
to try my luck up in the Barren' Lands.””

“Don’t think you’ll have much luck.”’

““Why not?”’ : ¥

“T went over the ground two weeks ago and only
got one ox.”’ b T

‘““How was that?’’ A :
“There’s a schooner wintered in a snug little harbor

*




| ing to spy on us.’
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up the Inlet a bit. The man on it is a white man, and
‘he has sent all the natives /down to Repulse Bay with
instructions to hunt the ox clean back to the Inlet.””

“Weu?,’

“They cleaned up about all there was to clean,’”’

‘I see.. That’s hard luck! But we might get a stray
ox or two after all. I’d hate to come 80 far and get no
‘sport,”’

“I tell you you wont do much. The natlves tell
me that there’s so many wolves about that they either
kill all the ox or they drive them away.’ \

““We might go hunting for wolves?’’

““Don’t git shet o’ any wolves. I seen a pack with
at least a thousand big wolves in it up near the islands
‘about the Norrows, when I was ﬁshing for seal meat a
‘spell ago.. Wolves when they git in packs like that
will attack anything. Game isn’t known up here to
. any extent. 'We’d all be fine pickings for a pack of
them crltters The Arctic wolf ain’t no easy thing to
face.”’ s
' Pierce modded.

. He wondered if this man was/telling the truth he
,‘Wondered who the man really was, but demded to
‘ask no explanations unless they came from'a volun-
teer statement on the part of the stranger.

Jim on his side Wanted time to think just what course
to pursue.

He slouched away toward the camp fire on which a
‘big pot of stew was simmering.

" This gave a ehance for Orson Hubbard to come
nearer.
#He had bheen Watchmg the play of embtions Wlth
WonJermg eyes.
“How did you like your partner?’’ he asked
;"fPlerce sniffed.
",“Sﬂeaky looking cuss, isn’t he?’’ -
.“Ye
g “‘Do you know who he 19??7«
“Not I 2 4
“«“Well I do.” i
“Who is he then, if you know him so well%”’

% Cap. Jim Wahpeton.’’

- It required -all of Pierce’s resolution to repress a
‘yiolent start. |
~ *“You don’t mean Cap Jim, the outlaw?’’

“I do 2

““The man we suspect with being the partner of
. Hink Bradford, father of Adrian Bradford, in the mur-
i« dér of Three Fingered Jack?’’
| ““He’s the man.’

“By thunder!”’

‘“No use of thundermg at that chap—unless you
it with your gun.’

Pierce was surprised at ‘the temerlty of the thug in

coming to his outfit.

‘““What do you think the fellow wants here?’” he

\

d

questioned of Orson.

‘T should say 1t was an easy one.

““To spy on us? Why?”’
' ‘‘Oh, ask me an easy one first.
good to ask questions I can’t answer.

It won’t do any
I don’t know
why that outlaw is here but I’ll make a bet on why,
| if you’re a game sport enough to take it up.’

' ““When you talk about a bet, name 11; ‘What’s your
4 proposition$’’

' “T’Il bet you the price of twenty mink skins that

He is here try-

that chap knows more about the marooning of Adrla:n ;
Bradford than he is willing  to admlt it

‘“‘That’s against betting rules.’

‘‘What is?”’

““Your proposition.’’

‘‘How do you make that out?’’

‘“It’s against betting rules to bet on a dead sure
thing. TIt’s a.dead sure thing that chap knows a lot
about the marooning of Adrian. It’s also a dead sure:
thing that he is here to spy on us. Don’t give him a
chance to get wise to anything that will make him
think we suspect him or make him think that we are
out for anything but a hunting trip—say d1d you ;
see Adrian hand him one?’’

- “You bet I did! Wasn’t it great? That girl’ s all
in it, you bet! She’s a brave kid and I’m not going
to let her get the worst of this deal.”” | .

f‘Nor am 1.7’

The two men then started for the camp fire.

But nothing could  be seen of their involuntary
guest.

‘“Where’s the outlaw?’’ whispered Orson.

Pierce looked about in surprise.

Adrian in her garb of Ivakuni Iztaceihautl, the
Eskimo lad, poked her head out of the tent.

““I saw that fellow making tracks for the bay

‘where his boat was mioored,’’ the girl whispered.

. Pierce ran out of the little gully where the tent had
been pitched to get away from the wind’s sweep. |
As soon as he struck high ground he saw a boat
rushing away from the shore. A glance told him
that the boat contained Jim Wahpeton, the outlaw.
“Gone!’” shouted ‘Pierce. ¢The outlaw has gone

~as mysteriously as he came.’

Orson, Adrian, and Blue ng rushed to the side
of Plerce when they heard his hail.

They watched the mysterious dingy and its mys-
terious oarsman plow away toward a hilly bluff to the
right, where there was a narrow arm of the bay.

“‘Liook!”? said Orson.  ‘‘He has pulled his boat up
the bluff, and is dragging it over the other side. Where
is he going?”’

‘‘Going to cross another arm of the bay. Here
Hudson Bay is dotted with make-believe islands, jut-
ting bluffs, and narrow split up arms of tiny creeks
and rivers, and into this labyrinth of land and Water
our friend the outlaw has plunged. There is no-use
of trying to follow him!’’

“Why not?’’

“Because firstly, he has a good start.”’

¢“And secondly?’’

““Like a bad penny that fellow 'is bound to come
back.”’

““Think so’?” remarked Orson.

‘(I do 23

Adrian who had been looking back toward the camp-

+ fire ‘had not joined in the conversation between Pierce

and Orson, but now she spoke up.

¢“There’s: something strange happened at the camp
fire. Blue Wing seems to have fallen in a fit.”’

Pierce and Orson starfed for the fire on the keen
run,

A terrlble sight met their eyes.

Blue Wing was lying on his back.

* His body was as. stiff as a board. '

His jaws were tightly locked. His lower extrem-
ities were extended and stiff and the soles of his feet
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were concave. The man’s skin was livid.
balls were protruded.

‘“Good God!”’ murmured Pierce, ‘‘the poor fellow
ig. dying!”’ ,
. As he spoke Pierce looked” at Blue Wing’s: eyes..
They were unseeing with fearfully dilated pupils.

A spasm of the dying man’s chest seemed to set in
—his eyes rolled dreadfully and his jaw relaxed.
~ Blue Wing ‘'was dead.
Adrian was as white as a sheet.
Her breath came in quick gasps.
““What was the matter?’’ she Whlspered
-caused Blue Wing’s death?’’
- Pierce did not answer.
His eyes were trying to pick up the threads of the
disaster from the mute witnesses about it.
He saw something glisten in Blue Wing’s dead hand.
When he looked at it he found it was a spoon.
Then Pierce saw that by the dead Chipewyan’s side
was a bowl. :
The bowl had been overturned.

i

‘“What

Remains of the savory stew that was still s1mmer1ng :

on the camp fire had been in the bowl; this was shown
by bits of the stew that were strewn about the bowl
when Blue Wing had dropped it in the first paroxysm
that had seized him.

‘‘Hum,’’ remarked Pierce.

His mind picked up and retained all of the mute
evidence thus presented to him.

“Get me one of our degs,”’ commanded Plerce

In a moment Orson had secured one.

‘‘Bring him over near the simmering pot at the fire,’
added Pierce.

Orson obeyed.

The dog was hungry and he eagerly watched Pierce
ladle out a very small quantity of the liquid in the
pot.

The dog lapped the stew up with greedy tongue.

Pierce stood watching the dog.

Adrian crept up and watched the scene.
held the dog by the collar.

In a few moments the animal showed s1gns of un-
easiness.

““What’s the matter with the dog??’ whispered
Adrian pointing to the animal who was trembling as
if there was a general disorder of its nervous system.

““Wait,”’ counselled Pierce.

The dog began to tremble violently.

‘When it tried to move its limbs seemed to be stiff.

By and by the animal seemed to find it impossible
to stand.

It laid down, while a spasmodic. contraction of all
it museles became plainly manifest.

‘Tor God’s sake,’’ cried Orson, his face Whlte and
beads of persplratlon standing on  his 'forehead.
‘‘Pierce, what’s the matter with this dog?”’

Pierce turned around quickly and pointed to the
dead Chipewyan.

“The same thing that has shappened. to that poor
Indian there,’’ he hissed.

““What has happened to beast and man?”’ cried
Adrian.

¢‘ Poisoned!’’ said Pierce in a deadly whisper.

““Poisoned?’’ cried Adrian and Orson together.

“Poisoned!’’ repeated Pierce with a muttered oath.

A silence like that of the grave, which had snatched
the Indian for its prey, fell upon the partv

His eye-

Orson still

“My God, Pierce!’” said Orson at length in a low

tone, ‘‘explain what you mean?
poxsoned Blue Wing and this dog?’’

‘“The poison, from the symptoms I have seen in th
dying Indian, and in this dog, upon whom I experi
mented, shows me that strychnine had been used i
this murder of an innocent, man,’’ said Plerce

““Strychnine?’’

“Yes that deadly preparation from nuz vomica, as
is the pharmacopoelal name of the seed of 3trychno

Whg couldv have

nuw vomica or poison nutthat deadly importation from

the East Indies, which we use so freely up here in th
killing of Wolves, under the name of strychnine,””
answered Pierce.

All marveled at the words of Pierce.

‘‘But how did Blue Wing get the poison?’’ queried'

Orson,

“Do you remembe1 when that arch-thug, that Jim.
‘Wahpeton, left me and went toward the camp-fire and
stood as if lost in thought by it?’? asked Pierce. !

“Yes!” cried Adrian and Orson.

‘It was then he dropped a capsule which contained
the fatal dose in the kettle of stew. < He thought we
would all partake of the stew soon and that we all
would die in agony, and he at one fell swoop would
have accomplished the horrible plot of The Brother
hood of Thieves, which means the murder of Adria
Bradford, and of ourselves!’’ thundered Pierce.

“Hanng, as he thought, poisoned, he made his es-*

cape?’’ questioned Orson.
‘‘Yes,”” replied Pierce. ‘‘Now you tip that stew over.
Il bet we will find enough of those deadly crystals in-

the bottom of the pot of stew to kill a regiment oi}

men.’

In the dregs of the stew were shown the fatal crys-
tals in doses enough to destroy many men, as Plerce
had predicted. . 7

The strychnine had been colored it was seen, to take

away the usual deadly whiteness.

‘““Well, that outlaw’s plot has failed,”” said Pierce

as he. stood looking at the remains of the ecrystals,
which' had not dissolved in the stew.
and Jim Wahpeton has thrown down the battle gaunt-

It has failed '

let. It’s a fight to the grave for some one now, as well "

as for our Chipewyan friend, here, Blue Wing. Come
Orson, we must bury Blue WmO' decently He died 1n

our service and by his death did us the best of Serv-. :

ice, for it saved our lives.’
Adrian was 1n tears.

CHAPTER VIII.
A TERRIFIC DANGER.

No sooner was poqr Blue Wing buried, than Plerceb

Glﬁ"md called a council of war.
f¢Adrian,’’ said Pierce immediately, °
tend and help us.”’

The girl laughed.

“How?”’ she asked.
Ivakuni Tztaceihuatl?’’

Pierce looked astonished:

By Hokey,’’ he said, ‘‘where did you rake up those
names? They are more Eskimo than the Eskimo.
They sound far to the Nor’ Nor’ West ecountry.”’

Adrian made a little face.

“But they aren’t Eskimo,’

‘you must at-

‘“As Adrian Br‘adford or. as

b

she said.

‘‘Aren’t Eskimo? ‘What are they then?’’
““‘Fakes.”’




days.
" town in Japan—so I used that name as the first name
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“No they are not fakes for no name with the sound
of a cross-cut saw grmdlng through a log, can be

‘faked.” ?’

“Well, if you want to know, you had me fright-
ened nearly to death when you called.’” *

T did; eh?”?

“You dld 32

“You see I had just gotten into these boys, ahem
unmentionables, andswas debating which way they
went on for an L‘sklmo boy unless you can see his face,
looks to you as if he was going away from you when

‘he is coming toward you, and when he is coming to-
. ward you as if he was going away, and then there
. .came your harsh yell.”’ s

“T’m sorry.”’

‘“‘Don’t mention it. But when you called T had got

. that walnut juice wash on my face, neck and arms—
~ dear me, will it ever wear off #—and so it was up to
. me to 1ust1fy your good opinion of my .capabilities in

the way of playing the part of an Eskimo boy—so——"’

““You caught up a couple of teeth when you spoke
that name of Iy-an, what do you call it?”’

~““Ivakuni I7taeclhuatl ?? supplied Adrlén ;

““That’s' the chap.”’

““Well,” added the girl, ‘I thought of my school
T remembered that Ivakuni was the name of a

for my new character.””
. ““By Hokey!’?. ' 5
¢Mien I remembered that Tztaccihuat] was the name

of 'a mbountain in Mexico—and I said that name.
. Didn’t both together sound like an Eskimo?’’ :
o Sunelyd

‘“Which shows that Japan ‘and Mexico and Eskimo
land aren’t so far apart in sound of speech at that.

" Well, the bluff worked?”’

“Splendldlv Cap. Jim Wahpeton was stumped.
He never suspected for a minute that you were Adrian
Bradford. Do you know Jim?’’

‘‘T’ve been puzzling that question out.
‘seem to me that my father brought him to our house
. at Grave Yard Point once a long, long while ago, on
. some business or other, but I don’t really know Whether
T am right or not.”

As Adrian spoke she looked puzzled.

‘T appreciate your position,”’ said Pierce, ‘‘for as
% you have told me that your father kept much from
‘you in the way of his business, you can only arrive at

_ points which touch upon his busmess by comparisons.’

‘“That’s true. Tt’s only by comparing tiny isolated
facts with others and then getting a general average
on the entire problem that I know just what to think.

. In this case, I think that I have seen Jim, the outlaw

before but I 'am not sure.’
‘It may pay you to search your memory to its

depths, for I have the idea that Jim, the outlaw, knows.
' something about your being deserted on that island—

yet I am not so sure. I may be mistaken.”’

‘It means that we will have to do the best we can,
and watch and try in every way to get to the very
dregs of this mystery. I know that there is a reason
for my being brought here, and—well, let the matter
go into the future for a solution. Now we can only
see a few feet ahead; later things may drop into proper
line, and we may know more.’’

“That s true phllosophy,” put in Orson, who had
been getting everything in readiness for a sall in the

It would

fer they ain’t mo pocket in a shroud.’

-

whaleboat. “If people would only l1ve day by day

This planning

worth: the heart-pangs we give it all.”’
“‘That’s right,”’ replied Pierce.

“T have thought often of the lilies of the ﬁeld el
that after all, seem to ‘take no heed of the morrow’;
they seem to have a better time than we do,”’"merrily

said Adrian.

+ “‘Tf all reminds me of an old chap who was one of the

‘always dying’ kind, don’t you know,’’ said Orson.
Adrian and Pleree Iaughed knowmgly
They knew the kind.
‘““Well,”” continued Orson

before he’d made his pile, and about sixty-five he de-
cided that he was going to ‘cash in’ so he went 'to a
cemetery in my native town, 'Lnd he put up a thousand
dollar monument.”’

‘“He wasn’t dead?’’ asked Adnan

¢“N-0. He had his epitaph put on the tomb-stone, and
vou bet he said nice things about himself. He also
had a medallion of his face and torso carved on the
stone, the date of his birth, and a place all ready for
the date of lus death, carved all save the exact day
and month.’

““Ho! Hee!”? roared Pierce and Adrian.

f“Well,”’ adde_d Orson, ‘‘he used to take his friends
up Sundays to ‘see his monument.’ ’’

‘“What next?’’

‘“‘That old chap lived from sixty-five to eighty-four :

yvears old, and thus for nineteen years he took his
friends up every Sunday ‘to see his monument.’ *’

‘‘Then what happened?’’

‘‘He decided to go to Europe, and on the way over his
steamer sank and he and about four hundred other
people were drowned.’’

““Say, that was sad.”’ : :

“You bet it was for his body was never recovered.
For nineteen years that darned tomb-stone had been
waiting for the corpse of the owner of the shaft to
come along and give it something to prove it was a
real tomb-stone and not a near-tomb-stone, and when
the owner was ready with the corpse, he must needs go
and get drowned and couldn’t be buried at the foot
of his own tombh-stone at that.”’

Adrian and Pierce laughed heartily over this story.

‘‘That’s right,”’ continued Orson. ‘‘A chap I once

ahead when you may be dead, isn’t

“this fellow late in life ™
made quite a great deal of money. He got to be Sixty,

knew very well was a broker and a bank cashier and . -

- all that sort of thing. Well, after he was dead his

friends published a book he wrote. One of the town
characters in the book, whom I knew well back in the
States; was made to say this, ‘If ye gets a ten dollar
bill, put it in to you, or on to you as quick as you can
He was just
dead righ‘t. You don’t know when, how or where the
game,s going to break up for you, and se what’s the
use?

“That’s so,”’ rephed Pierce dryly. )

‘“When we left Grave Yard Point, at the extreme tip
of Wager Inlet and Hudson Bay, we were going to run
our whaleboat to Yellow Bluff and then with our dogs
cross the country to tap the Inlet higher up and cut
off a long sea journey. Along comes a gent we don’t

want to see, have no use for, and dumps strychnine.

in our steW pot and Kills our good InJun friend Blue
‘Wing:

‘‘To say nothing of the chap (if it was a chap) that

3

oy



dumped a forlorn girl out in the remorseless, inhos-
pitable shores of this bay, and which has caused no
end ofttrouble to two gallant men— "’

“Le

up,’’ cried the two aforesaid gallant men.
“Tiet up!n : »
‘{Anyway,”’ added Pierce lamely, ‘‘our course is

changed. We aren’t going up the Inlet via the land,
but we are going up it via the bay and the inlet itself.”’

“Why?” asked Orson.

“I’m going to try and avoid Jlm the outlaw, ﬂ this
method. You know hg has tried to poison us, and then
rushed over there and landed, where we would have
had to land, if we had taken the overland route—but if
we take the water route we will probably fool him.”’

‘“T hope s0,”” prayed Adrian.

““Is this the way to fool the outlaw?’’ asked Orson

‘T think so,’’ replied Pierce. ‘“‘How are the dogs?’’

“Rine. All are aboard the whaleboat,’’ replied Oz-
son.

“How’s the dog that I fed some of the poisoned
stew to?’’ added Pierce.

Orson laughed. $

““How is he? How is he?’’ Orson-laughed. . ‘‘He’s
the liveliest pup you ever saw. He was pretty sick
for awhile but he soon recovered, as you did not give
him a dose of strychnine enough to kill him, only to

. experiment’ with on him and then he jumped on every:

dog in the place and licked ’em till they howled for help
-and mercy.’

““What’’ said Plerce.

. ““Fact,”’ replied Orson. ‘‘They say strychnine is a
grand tonic ifyyou don’t overdo. That dog got enough
to tonic him up into a fighting humor. He reminded
me of a man who married seven wives—it was all
right after all to marry one girl, but in marrying the
other six he rather overdid it.”’

With a jaunty nod at Adrian, Orson stalked away
whistling.

After Pierce had shied a rock at him, that if it had
hit him, would have ended his humorous career for-
ever, the three travelers, now heartened up and feel-
ing able 10 cope with most anything of a bandit kind,
embarked in the whaleboat and soon were pretty Well
out from the shore. _

_ The shore was making a faint smudge on the horizon
when Pierce who was at the tiller steering, while Or-
son watched the sail, hailed his companion and mo-
tioned him to come aft.

Adrian had stowed herself in a comfortable”and
sunny spot underneath some furs and had gone soundly
to sleep.

““What’s the matter?’’ queried Orson.

“TLiook over the bay,”’ replied Pierce.

The sky was overcast by clouds in what seemed to
Orson to be within a stone’s throw of the whaleboat.

But at the same time-there was a rift in the clouds
that seemed to let in vertical rays.

These beat down upon the tossmg waters of Hudson
' Ba

'ls‘rhen there came a spectacle of novel and appalling
.grandeur.

At a distance of only a few hundred feet, the bay’s
surface was bubbling up in the shape of splral cones
of various height and sizes, all of them springing from
within a ecircle, the circumference of which was easily
equal to the largest imaginable circus-ring, seemed
about to unite with several pillars of ‘water that tow-
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ered hundreds of feet info the murky lead-colored

sky.

The air was filled Wlth a loud hissing noise extremely_-

terrifying,
The cones of water spun round and round.
The hissing continued.
‘$What is it?’’? cried Orson.

N waterspout!”’ howled Pierce, whose cry awak-

ened Adrian, who crept over te Where the two men
were talklng and gazed with fear-swept eyes at the
awful conflict of the elements.

$SPf: those cone-like columns umte in one, 7 cried ©

Pierce,
atom of mast, rigging—everything above deck—will be
whirled a hundred fathoms through the air.”’

The bubbling spiral cones and pillars came rushing i

toward the whaleboat.

‘‘either this whaleboat is engulfed or every

The “air seemed charged with disaster; the water- g

spouts were Whlrlmv forward to engulf the frail eraft. . S

Crack!
The sail split into a thousand bits by the soughing

hurricane that appeared to march before the water-

spout as the mast came down to the deck in a shivering
mass of splinters.

““Port! Port your helm,’’
the tone of a wounded lion, ‘‘or we -are swamped.’’

CHAPTER IX.
THE GHOST FROM THE PAST.

‘“Haw! Haw! Haw! That was the way to end this
little game, them fellers was playing,”’ laughed Cap.

Jim Wahpeton, the outlaw leader, as he sat in his ;
cabin once more, in the depths of the Barren Lands in &

the musk-ox country along Wager Inlet.:

‘“Ho! Ho! Hum!’? grinned Tzintzontzan, the Eskimo
‘‘Fine, heap-dam-fine-work. All dead. Ugh!”?

bandit,

““Dead?”’ shouted Jim. ‘‘Well, I just guess yes. I

have put enough strychnine in their stew-pot to kill a & I

pack of a thousand wolves.’

“That why you pout up d-o-s-e,”” rejoined the Eskl—
mo, ‘‘we’n I call ‘t’oder day. Ugh.”’

< NY_all not exactly,’”’ hesitated Jim.
kinder an idea that I’d hev use for the poison, an’
I mixed a big dose o’ it, but I didn’t go fer to' doetor
them people’s O’lub—lt all comes to me wen I was
standin’ by theil dinner pot, tryin’ ter figure out my '
next move—an’ it seems t’. me the best plan was 1o
take no chanst with them fellers but to gin ’em a dose:
what would settle it all darnmerquick. So, I jest
dropped: the dope in the pot all over. Theys had:*
dinner an’ are dead long ago.’

“You ’scape?’’

“Yep. I didn’t even tell my name. Wen I draps

the stuff inter the pot I makes a quick sneak and gits-

back to hyar—whar I fin’s ye.
over.’

The Eskimo was thinking intently.

He had some imagination. and figured ahead«a good
deal.

He knew somethmg of the trouble the deaths of
Pierce Gifford and Orson Hubbard would make; be-
cause he was a real trapper—when he had to be honest
and do some kind of work or starve—while Jim would

‘Wall, them fellers. is

rather starve than do any kind of work, and as a ,

matter of fact had once or twice when his criminal
career wasn’t paying, nearly starved.
Jim saw the doubting look on the Eskimo’s face.

“T had somé

velled Orson to Pierce, in

}
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“What ye thinkin’ of?’’ asked Jim.
The Eskimo shrugged his shoulders in a' doubting

“T tink helluvatimeterpay,”’ sententiously remarked
he Eskimo.

“You do, en? I don’t see why?’’

“‘P’haps not—same thing more so.”’

.\ ““You mean to say that even if I don’t that the faet
is that a mistake has been made by me in kllhng those
men ?’’ )

(‘I do 9.9.:1%

These two words came in excellent English.

Jim opened his eyes. Sometimes he  wondered
whether Tzintzontzan did not: know more English

“than appeared on his tongue.

The Eskimo was wont to fall back on the cunmng
savage method of pretending to not understand when
“in reahty he did thoroughly understand all that was
" being said in his presence.

But when he cast a suspicious glance at Tzintzon-
~ tzan, the Eskimo was so cheerfully blandly impossible,
80 dense, so savage, that Jim decided that his surmises

were merely the stuff that dreams are miade of.

¢ Well,?? rephed Jim, ‘‘tell Why you think it foolish

to kill the men?”’
" ‘“You don’t know whether they really hunt musk-ox
sor just pretend to hunt.’?
. Jim scratched his head as he admitted 'this fact
‘was true.
S ¥ou don’t know ?? ‘added the Esklmo “‘whether
Jthey’s mans come up here arter us or not—Hlnk Brad-
ford say find. ouwt and no kill unless dead sure.’’
Jim seratehed his head deeper this time.
Tzintzontzan was right, Jim thought.
He had explicit orders as to how to proceed in the
matter of the visit of the two men to musk-ox regions

. from Hink Bradford, and he had violated the orders

and now, he had killed the enemy, and perhaps after
all they were not an enemy at all and any way, the

'»‘5-5 wrath of the great organization ‘the Hudson’s Bay

LCompany would fall on his head, for the company was

i s reallv all there was to mercantlle British ‘North Amer-

“ica.
Jim was puzzled.
As he could not break the puzzle in any ‘way he had
decided to brazen it out, with the Eskimo.
iy “T will take the blame " Jim sald ¢TI know what’s
“'what. I had ter git them fellers ’cause I hed inside
information that they was after us. Well, it’s all over.
“ Right or wrong they are dead.’’
Tzintzontzan’s eyes twinkled.
He knew that Jim was bluffing,
‘“Anything else to do?’’ he asked.
Again came the decided English well spoken tone,

; that had so puzzled Jim.

‘“What is there about ye,’’ asked Jim of the Eskimo

‘W “that makes me think that I’ve seen ye before?’’

Tzintzontzan laughed his snakey laugh.
“Dunno! I w-o-r-k fer Hink some offenon,.fer you
offenon these m-a-n-y years, I tink, but I know not

. you some himeby.’’

‘Which the Eskimo left Jim to translate as best he
might and then some more, for the Eskimo turned into

A the shack, outside of which the two ‘bandits were

talking and then' helped himself to a bigger drink of
whiskey than most men could imbibe and stand up
under, in a matter of fact way.

‘green. with fear.
i e

The drink didn’t seem to hurt the Eskimo any.
In fact he seemed to thrive under its fierce glow.

Jim after awhile moodily stalked into the house hlm-, i

self and took a drink.

He was interrupted by a howlmg Wh1r1w1nd in the
shape of a man,

Red-faced, cursing, more a lunatic than a ‘man, it
stalked mto Jim’s cabin-shack and made Jim turn

>—here followed ' words unmentionable——
‘‘where’s my daughter?’’ °

Jim shrank back.

For the speaker was Hinkley Bradford.

“Your daughter?”’ said Jim weakly, while his,
crafty, shifting eyes flew this way and that in search
of a place to hide. ‘“What do T know of your daugh-
ter??’’

For answer Hink Bradford grasped the outlaw, Jim.

‘Wahpeton, by the throat and in the most matter of

fact way proceeded to strangle the life out of his as-

sistant, and active field man, of The Brotherhood of
Thieves.
Hink was perilously near sending the soul of Jim un-
ushered to another world. ;
Just in time Tzintzontzan wrenched Jim away from
Hink and laid him. on his own cof where he slunk

‘gasping for breath, and as white as a ghost.

‘“Whafor you do dat?’’ cried the Eskimo to Hink.

““The  white-livered,  cracked-tooth, bow-legged,
sneaking hound of a so-n of a se-a-cook,’’ eried Hink
or if he did not cry those exact words he spoke some
words worse than those, ‘‘he stole my{daughter Ad-

rian!?’
‘“Huh ?’’ blinked the Eskimo.

‘‘My daughter!’’ yelled the bandit’s real leader. “He

stole her .away. He was looking to have me ransom
her—give up money for her return!’’

The Jew . that Shakespeare drew could not have
howled ‘‘My daughter! My dueats!’’ better than this
British American outlaw father did.

Jim had managed to wriggle his neck a little and
finding it. was not off his body but still connecting his
body and his head, chipped in at this point.

‘I don’t. know nuttin’ ’bout yer gal, Hink,’’ the
outlaw fawned. ‘I didn’t steal her.”’

f“You’re a liarl’’

Hink’s hand stole down toward his revolver as he
spoke but there was a change in his methods.

For Tzintzontzan had his. gun in hHand, and had it '

leveled at Hink’s head.

‘“‘Nomakedamphoolplayanylonger!’’ hissed the Eski-
mo. ‘‘Jim he 0o got yar: gall?’

There was ‘‘some’’ argument between the words and
the gun, and so Hink decided to relinquish his plan
of shootmg -up the shack.

“‘But Hink,”’ put in Jim, ‘‘how could I steal your
gal—I haven 't been at Grave Yard Point in sm months;
not sense ye sent me up hyar,”’ !

Hink turned to the HEskimo,

‘Ts that so?’’ he queried. ; v

“ISS.’,

- The reply from Tzintzontzan seemed to reassure
Hink,

BN o v, T MeE

‘1’11 take this thief of an Eskimo’s word, Jim, but s

I won’t take yours.
so I’ll stand for it.”’
‘It 80,”” cried the Bskimo.

If Tzintzontzan tells me that’s
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f“Nuff said,”” returned Hink. “‘I was told on pretty
good authority that you had taken my gal away and
was holding her for ransom up here.’>

Jim shook his head.

‘Do you think I’d double-cross ye like that, Hink ?>’
he whined. ;

‘““Would you double-cross me,”’ sneered Hink. ‘‘Of
course ye would! You’d double-cross your own father,
if you had the chance. You’re so crooked thayou
can’t lie straight in a bed.”’ :

‘“How you misjudge me,”’ cried Jim. ‘‘I’ll forgive
you your ‘trying to.twist my mneck off—here Jim
whirled his head about like a turtle in the sun-
““but T'can’t hardly forgive the as-per-sions on my char-
acter when you said I’d double-cross ye.’’

‘I don’t say you would double-cross me, for you
haint got brains enough to do that, but I said you would
if you could,’” sneered Hink.

““Whoop!’’ howled Tzintzontzan.

It was his idea of a hearty laugh. ;

. Having uttered the single word he resumed his grav-

ity.

His langh was brief but resounding. He liked the
way Hink ‘‘handed it’? to Jim.

Jim didn’t relish the change the conversation had ta-
ken so he determined to worm himself. back into the
good graces of Hink.

‘‘May I ask some questions?’’ he fawned.,

“You may—I don’t know whether 1’1l answer.em or
not,”’ eried Hink.

‘“Whoop!’’ yelled Tzintzontzan.

He had blown-up again.

“‘Well,” went on Jim in reckless haste. ‘I’ve got
an idee that I'd like ter put to ye, if ye will listen.’’

The Eskimo’cast one look of scorn at Jim and left
the room. ; '

He had heard of Jim’s ‘‘idees’’ before.

Jim turned to Hink.

‘““Hink,’’ he asserted, ‘I didn’t hev no hand in
stealin’ yer gal, but she’s dead’all right.”’

Hink turned white. Tears stole to his eyes. Outlaws
agent though he was his love for his daughter had been
his only redeeming trait.

_““What do you mean?’’ he whispered.

J‘“ ‘Fore I tell ye ye must tell me sunthin,’’ rejoined
m. - 3
‘“All right. Ask any questions you wish.’’

“When did yonr daughter disappear?’’

“Two weeks ago.”’

“grom yvour house at Grave Yard Point?”’

(43 es.’,' ; s

“1\\I?\Te1"e you in the house at the time?’’

(44 0.) 8

*“Where were you?’’

“Out of the hamlet on business.”’

‘¢ Brotherhood business?’’

$E X est , :

““Was there no one with your daughter—let’s see
what’s her name?’’

“Her name is Adrian Thacher Bradford. There was
no one with her.’’ ’

““No one at all?”’ it
~““No. There is an old Eskimo woman who stays with
Adrian when I'm away on Brotherhood matters, and she
was out of the house for awhile the night Adrian dis-
appeared.’’

“Between what hours was'she out of the house?”’

‘added that she could go to the boat and back again by

Hink did not answer. i

He gazed curiously at Jim Wahpeton. o

Hink knew that in the bandits of the region the
were many men whose antecedents it was better no
to pry into; men who had heen of the outside educate

« world of honest men; and it was not unusual to hear

a,man talk bad grammar and swear like a buccanee
one moment, who in his excitement the next would
forget the polished language of the educated world he
had lost, and relapse into it again. '
It was this way with Jim, the outlaw.
No one knew much about Jim. Vi
Yet he had a past, Hink saw, that trailed into the
world where good manners and good language went
hand in hand—and imhis excitement the outlaw had re- =
lapsed into his old, close eclipped, incisive words used -
with an understanding of their meaning and value that
in the usual way Jim, the outlaw, spoke had seemed
impossible. i
But Hink let no trace of his inner thoughts warn Jim
to desist.
So Jim went on. :
T asked between what hours on the night she dis-
appeared was Adrian out of your house?”’ queried Jim.
“Between eight and nine o’clock.’’ )
“How did you learn that Adrian was out of the =
house from eight to nine o’clock?”’ : : i
“Trom Old Kate, the Eskimo attendant to:Adrian.’” =
“¢1 gee. She told you?”’ ' B
““Yes. She said that Adrian went out about seven:
o’clock—she was going down to the hamlet to get the "
mail, she said,”’ o 2
““How did the mail come in to Grave Yard Point?'’ &~
‘Tt was the yearly steamer from Fort Churchiﬂf-got*._i?
in about three o’clock that day, and had some mail for

- me, and for Adrian, I was told afterward by the Cap- '}

taini?e:
T didn’t think the ice was out enough to let the

steamer in.”’ ;
“Nor I. But it was all right. The steamer had &

bunch of stuff. There were some twenty letters fora .

" Adrian. She just took hers and said 1’d get mine later, =

and then she returned to the house.”’ ;
“Oh!” *
““T know this from Old Kate.

She says that when - ‘
Adrian got back from the steamer it was about twenty R |

minutes past eight. Then when Adrian told Old Kate
about the arrival of the steamer, which is a yearly and
great event with us for it brings all our supplies, and
our mail to touch with the outside world, Old Kate
wanted to go down to the steamer and talk with one "¢
of the Hskimo deck hands—you know that Old Kate !
had a son in the Hudson’s Bay service as a guide at = = §
Tort Churchill and she wanted to see if any one on the =
steamer could tell her about her son for she had not
heard from him in a long while.”’ il
“T see.’?

_““0ld Kate says that at first Adrian tried to dissuade
her from going to the steamer on account of the late-
ness of the hour. But she says, that she pointed out
to Adrian that it was then almost nine o’clock, and

o

ten o’clock at the outside.’’

“Ah?"

““So Adrian at length acceded to the demands of
0Old Kate.”’

‘“She allowed her to go to the steamer?’’
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.“She did.”’
““0ld Kate went?”’
llYes 2
““Leaving Adrian alone m your house?’’
“Yes 22
 ““What time dld Old Kate return?’’ /
“Promptly at ten o’clock, she says.”’
“Oh! Was Adrian home?’’
“¢“0ld Kate says she had taken a duplicate key to the
.front door, and so she let herself in carefully.’”
¢“She dld eh?”’
“She did.” _ ;
¢“Were the lights burning in the house?”’
. ““Just as usual.’’ :
““Was Adrian home?” 3
i‘There was no one in the house.”’
“‘Had Adrian retired?”’’

- v

«

““The bed in her room looked as 1f 1t was oecupled :

‘but Adrian was gone.’
. ‘““What did she wear?’’
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‘“A black dress, a sort of riding hab1t and her usual -

other clothing.”’
““There had been no_preparation for a journey?’”
‘“Not in the least. HEverything that Adrian had on
‘when she left was just what she usually would wear
‘about Grave Yard Point at this season of the year. Her
.room was undisturbed. Her clothes were all there.
here was not a thing that in any way suggested an
dea on the part of my daughter that she was going to
leave the house or in fact had left e
“Then she did not run away with any one?”’
¢Sure. There’s only ten white men in Grave Yard
“Point.! I’ve located every one of them. All are ac-

“counted for—without her.’

‘“Was there no note-left?’’
~ “None.”’
‘‘Not a line in the gnl s handwriting to throw some

A hght on this mystery?’’

‘lNone 22 .
r’ J‘lm hesitated. In his pocket was a blt of the gown

he ‘had so stealthily as to defy detection, taken from
t the" ‘eamp, where he had, as he thought, assassinated
Pierce and his party.

_‘;? Further thought decided Jlm that at present he had
* better not tell, what he thought he could prove by the

:monogram that Adrian was dead, to her distracted
father; it might mean another ehoklng bee.

He also thought it not wise to say, just yet, much
about the murder, as he thought he had acoomphshed
‘one, or rather several, when he dropped the strychnine

_capsule in the d1nne1 of Pierce and his party—Ilet all
. the sleeping dogs lie, was the policy of Jim just then.

“Well, it’s a mystery alright,’’ sald Hink heavmg a
‘deep s1gh

Even to® Jim, it was a mystery, but he thought he
would try one more question.

““‘Have you received anythihg that would make you

. fear you had a secret enemy ?”’

2

“‘N-0—,’? slowly replied Hink. ‘“No-0, not unless
you ‘can call something queer that I got .about two
weeks or so before my daughter disappeared—it was

. in—well, it was nothmg I look upon it as a practical
" kind of joke, so don’t conmect it in any way. I’m sure

1t has nothing to do with Adrian’s disappearance.’’

Jim was all ears now.

‘Aﬂfrlan with her monogram ‘“A. T. B.”” upon it, which

“‘Nonsense!’’ he cried. ‘“What is it? Let me see,a.._,?"
what it is! I don’t care how ummportant it looks 11;
will be found to be important, I’'m sure.’ YA

Hink hesitated a moment.

Then he handed Jim something that froze the blood. j"
‘in the-outlaw’s veins and left him white and speechless.-

After all it was only a sheet of paper showing a
rough drawmg of the r]ght hand of a man with the mid-
dle fiflger missing.

““It’s the hand of Thrée Fingered Jack,”” groaned the
outlaw, while he shuddered in dreadful fear, ‘‘The old :
trapper spirited the daughter away!”’ ¥

‘“What!’’ sereamed Hink Bradford. ‘‘You villain,
vou told me that Three Fingered Jack is dead!”’

““He is,”” murmured the frichtened ountlaw.

CHAPTER X.
A SPLENDID SHOT.

““See the thing, whirl round!?’

‘Tt seems to rise to a dreadful height.”’

“It would drown us in this frail whaleboat if it
bursts near us!”’

In rapid succession Pierce Gifford,. Orson Hubbard,
and the fair girl, Adrian Bradford, said the forego-
ing words as they watched the awesome and dangerous .
waterspout as it went whirling in immense circles
over the waters of Hudson Bay. A

The spiral cones were marching around hke military
companies, each every moment lookmg as if they would
engulf the party in their dancing depths.

The rays of the sun invested the falling spray in in- -
describable beauty.

““What made it?”’ asked Orson as he watched the
wonderful scene.

‘“Waterspouts are the whnlwmds of the sea,”’ re-
plied Pierce. ‘‘They are caused by different rotations
of winds, or by ascending columns of heated air. In
their ascending the different currents of air come in

~contact with each other and this results in eddies.

Then they Whirl backward or forward as propelled by
surface air.’

“Tsn’t the water of the bay being sucked up into
the clouds?’’ asked Adrian.

‘“No. That’s a popular fallacy. Spray from the
broken waves, caused by the violent disturbance of
the base of the waterspout may be carried up to some
rain clouds that are hanging low—our danger here is
in the turbulent sea at the base of the waterspout, or
when it breaks there may be so much spray in it that it
will swamp 1us.’

“Ts-there danger?”’ asked Orson :

‘“Extreme,’”’ came the qmck reply. ‘‘It’s in fact
very dangerous indeed. s If we can’t get away from
the vicinity of the Waterspout I'm-afraid we will be
lost.”? I

The waterspout continued to hiss ommously

The spiral cones continued to whirl about in deadly
significance. The staring travellers expecdted every
moment that they sould see the columns unite and
then come whirling down to destroy them.,

As if the waterspout was a great snake possessing
the basilisk power of fascinating its prey by the glare
of its eye, the travelers found they could not 1ook away
from the fearful spectacle.

The dancing waterspout would whirl away as if
about to waltz over the sea in-gigantiec rhythm. ° :

““There it goes!’’ Orson‘would howl.




““No,”" contradicted Adrian.
g ag&ln‘”

‘With a roar that could be heard mlles the waterspout
would come whirling toward the boat—the ecraft
would rock and tip as if getting ready to dlve to
destruction in the depths below.

But the waterspout like the serpent seemed to toy
with its prey.

Instead of engulfing the travelers it would hurry
away again to soon repeat to the dismay of all, the re-
markable performance.

“It’s coming this way

It was impossible for those in the boat to get the

sail to draw wind for the wind eddied in so many
different currents that the canvas had no chance to
fill; and with the roaring hissing sound from the water-
spout the ship danced up and down.

Now the bow of the whaleboat stood up in the air as

if about te hit the sky; the next moment the stem of
the boat almost buried itself in the seething waves.

‘‘If this continues much longer,”” shouted Pierce,
‘“‘we can’t keep afloat. It seems to me every moment
that we will sink.”’

“That’s right,”” eried Orson. ‘I can almost feel
the whaleboat split underneath us!’’

‘I never saw a waterspout on Hudson Bay before!”’
interrupted Adrian.

““Neither did I,”” returned Pierce. ‘‘They are rare
without doubt in these latitudes but I have heard that
they had them. In fact, I know that Blue Wing when
he was alive told me that he had seen one or two, in
his life—the conflict between summer and winter just
now, makes warm currents of air; these evidently
have caused the waterspout to. form.”’

“Look! Look!”’ cried Orson at this juneture.

Spellbound the wayfarers gazed.

Several of the cones and columns suddenly joined
forees and all united into a gigantic spout that towered
up into the blue, black sky above and as though by

magnetic attmetlon with a rapidly increasing spiral
motion the colossal eolumn came whirling down upon
the unhappy people in the frail whaleboat.

The> waterspout’s movements were preceded by - a
roaring as of a thousand locomotives.

The surfaee of the bay appeared now to be of a
strong, dull white color.

“TLiost!’’ shouted Orson.
to sink us!?’

The fated column of hissing spray, water, wind and
violence bore down at fr10°11tful speed on the whaleboat
as Orson spoke.

In desperation hardly knowing what he was doing
Orson raised his rifle which lay at his feet, and began
pumping shot after shot at the waterspout as if his
magazine gun could stay it by slaughtering it, as if
it was a wild beast of the forest.

The effect was, however, electrical.

The-waterspout heoltated

It stopped.

Pierce seeing the effect of his friend’s shots caught
up his rifle and began making it bellow like a frlght-
ened powder—magazine.

Adrian started her automatic revolver going and
the popping, and banging and the smoke was startling
even to those making all the noise and vapor.

“Keep at it all, 5 cried Pierce over. the tumult
“Took!’’

Bven as he spoke the two er three remaining sepa-

“‘The waterspout is bound
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‘lapsed, with a noise that resembled the fall of a steeple

23

rate cones and the great column rushed together with
a tremendous crash.

They whirled around in a dizzy dance, and then in
one great roar the entire immense Waterspout col-~

and with a great shower of spray subsided into the
waters of the bay. .

It was an entrancing sight.

The blue black sky seemed to push backward letting
through a wide burst of the sun, the wind fell with
perfect drawing power into the sail of the whaleboat
and the whaleboat, about one third filled with water,
went sailing merrlly away, like a daughter of old Fa-
ther Neptune, himself,

Drenched to the skin as they were, the three pas- ey

sengers in the boat set up a triumphant yell.

“Why didn’t T think of that?’’ yelled Pierce.

‘“That—what?’’ cried Orson. '

““Think of what you did,’”’ replied Pierce. ‘‘That’s.
the way Blue Wing told me to get busy with a gun’
or revolver if I got tangled up with a waterspout.
They say, that the shots hurtling through the air,
change the currents that keep the waterspout alive,
and then it falls by its own weight—we are surely un-
der Divine care. No man himself, could possibly have:

evaded such unexpected and dreadful dangers as an

attempt to assassinate us by poisoning us, and by the
onslaunht of one of natures most terrlfymo‘ specta-
cles.’

“They rhust be dangerous if you get in the Way of
one?’’ said Adrian, refelrmg to the waterspout

““‘Indeed they are,”” replied Pierce, ‘‘our boat would .
have been ground to atoms in that splral compression
and we would have been drowned at once had the
waterspout hit us.’

“Well, thank God we are safe!’’ the girl replied.
“Tt would seem as if we were being cared for by a
Higher Power as you say—no mere man could face a
W aterepout as we did and live under®it.’’

“I don’t know why I fired at the thing,’’ said Orson_‘_
‘I suppose it was the last gasp of a man who 13%
used to fighting for life unexpectedly that he ' shoo
even when he Lnowq his last moment has come. T just
felt that column of water was going to drown e, and
I had a hateful feéling that I’d pop it a bit’ of lead
before I went—the same idea that makes a man. draw

his gun after he has been shot mortally and fire it at#%e

hm companion, who has just shot him.’
¢“A curious thmg about all such things T remember

said Pierce, ‘‘was in the assassination of Wild Blll
Hickok, the best of the old time West gun-men, who was-
assassinated at Deadwood, over in the States, some
years agg. ‘Wild Bill was sitting in at a ecard game
when a pretty hard cuss, named Jack McCall slipped
up behind Bill, placed a gun to the back of Bill’s :
head and let him have it. Now the ball went through
‘Wild Bill’s brain, out of his cheek, and over into
another man’s arm who was playing across the table
with Bill. Yet, shot through the brain as he was, killed
without doubt instantaneously as he was, Wild Bill be-
fore he tumbled over pulled his two guns half way out
of the holsters, where he carried them, and when he was
raised both his hands grasped his weapons.”’

‘““Game to the last second, eh?’’ said Adrian.

‘‘Not exactly that, but of ¢ourse that,’’ replied Pierce.
“But he was a man who was used to gun- -fichts—he-
had killed eighty-five men in such fights in his life.

¥
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'33_ ﬁno whatheissingingo.’’

. Dec. Ist, expect snow;
. Shovel,” " retorted Orson.

hom ‘he didn’t. really know had shot him—it’s the
last thing that leaves a man when he dies up here the
esire to get -back.’” That’s why Orson shot at the
waterspout.”’
‘T guess you're right,’’ the glrl cried. ‘‘That’s what
makes real men! Fight, and ‘get back,” is.the whole
tory of a life for a man to adopt. Never give up.
“Orson had given up, we would now be floating
n the surface of Hudson Bay dead, with our boat
~also the prey to the waves—in the very last second
- before obliteration came to 'us, Orson pumped his lead
~out of his gun—result——’’
‘“Over the summer sea; with glad hearts,K gay and
~free, singing glad -melody, each heart to gladden,’’

'Lsang Pierce, in a voice not much ‘better than that of a

- crow, and who also didn’t quite know his words cor-
- rectly.
Orson who had been bailing out the boat grmned as
he winked at Adrian.
i “Our leader,’”’ he cned is a tenore lobusto dami-
¢ Another case of throwing pearls before——
. retorted Pierce.
" Before he could speak further Orson made 'a noise

? calmly

0 like a pig

; “.That’s it,’? cried Pierce, ‘‘You’re on to my mean-
AP bLEaS
. Adrian laughed. e
“‘That’s the way, gentlemen,’’ she eried, ‘‘take your
‘troubles with a merry jest and don’t let it get deep in
. your heart? A frouble laughed at is a trouble half
. turned into a bit of good luck.’”’
‘““What an almanae writer she would make—¢ About
The Wise Man Buyeth a Snow-

Adrian chuckled.
‘‘Now. then,’’ she eried, ‘‘while you two preservers

' }' .*of. all my grace and beauty are making fun for me, if

don’t stop playing for me, and attend to your
hoat; you’d better fit the boat w1th snow-shoes.’
hy %’ asked Orson.
\ ‘Then the boat can walk over that snow-drift dead
ahead, that you seem aiming to hit.”’

Pierce who had forgotten to keep track of the direc-
tion in which the whaleboat was going let her off a

e W' ‘point or two ; this rounded the craft in a neat little bay,

where with a rattle Orson let a small anchor drop, and
the boat veered up into the wind, and floated micely
. and easily.
. “What next?”’ said Orson when the boat had eased
itself. ‘
. ““I’ve been hunted long enough,’’ replied Pierce in
a deadly tone.
£“Ah,’”” said Adrian, knowing that Pierce meant more

than he/said.

Pierce picked up his rifle and s1ghted it.

‘“Yes,”” he added in a low tone. ‘‘I’ve been hunted
long enongh. I am going ashore soon—but I’ve turned
hunter.”’

There was a spark of purpose in Pierce’s eye that
seemed to kindle an answering spark in the eyes of
Orson and Adrian.

““Good,”’ they replied together
turn outlaw hunter!’’

There was a bull-dog air about Pierce as he nodded
in grim determination. \

““We will help you

CHAPTER XI.
THREE FINGERED JACK’S GHOST.
The door hore the splashy 51gn of a hand. The m1d-
dle finger of the hand was missing; it left the impres-
sion of only three fingers.

At a glance Captain Jim Wahpeton, Workmg chief

of the Brotherhood of Thieves saw these faets.

His face turned white as chalk.

His jaw fell. - | :

His trembling finger pointed to the impression on the
door of his shack and Hinkley Bradford, actual chief
of the Brotherhood in amazement saw the grewsome
sight.

Hink’s nerves were in better shape than those of
Jim’s. |

He had not rushed so much whiskey down his throaf:

“as his field assistant.

But even Hink was staggered.

The two outlaws looked oddly enough at eaeh other.

““W-h-a-t-t,?’ said Hink. ¢ W-h-a-t-t do you think
that is-s?’’

“Tt’s-s the sign that Three Fingered Jack, the trap- =

per set, when I kil-l-e-d-d him,’’ Whlmpered Jim, like
a school-boy caught in a fault.

Hink cunously gazed at the impression on the door.

I't was made in blood.

There was no question of that fact.

The blood was drip, dripping down the side of the
door, in little pools and rivulets as Hink looked at it.

It quavered and wavered here and there followlng
the grain of the wood, until it coagulated in a tiny
pool at the bottom of the door on the sill: ;

The bloody traces were plain of a hand with the mid-
dle finger missing’; it showed plainly that the hand was
a right one and from the size that the hand was that of
a brawny man,

In spite ‘of himself a supers’utlous feeling of awe
swept over Hink,

There was something: supernatural about the mys-
tery.

The two bandits had been talking together in the
shack; they came out, and there was the mark of a
bloody hand on the door, just where the latch was
fixed.

“Who ever made that remark ’? calculated Hink,

‘was trying to open the latch to that door!’’

“Ye-s,” faltered Jim. ¢ When I hit the trapper-r,
Three-e Fingered-d Jack-k, on the head with my gun-n
butt, he put his hand up to his head-d. It was his right
hand-d with the middle finger-r all missing-g. < It
came away all bloody—and 3

Hink shuddered.

The wind seemed to grow cold; thé sun went behind
the clouds; the landscape appeared to take on an ugly
murderous tinge:

““Go ony’’ cried Hink, in a small low voice, unlike hlS
usual’ bellowmg tones.

““Then Three Fingered Jack tumbled over,”” added
Jim, the outlaw, speaking as if he was in a trance and
the Words were being dragged out of hlm by some un-
known and irresistible force.

““Yes,”” groaned Hink,

““Tt was right in this shack it all happened. This
is Three Fingered Jack, the trapper’s shack,’’ droned
on Jim. ‘‘I thought he was dead When I had hit him.

_He lay right there where your foot is.’
Hink moved away quloklv staring at the fatal spot.

=
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' “Three Fingered Jack lay there,’’ ‘continued Jlm,

as if ‘making a confession of murder whether he

wished to do so or not, ‘I began to look over his
furs: « There was one with a price on it I coveted.
It was a silver gray fox skin.’’

“Yes,” cried Hink. ““You sent the skm to me.”’

“There was a martew skin lay next to the silver gray
fox skim,”’ added Jim.

'““Yes. I remember that skin also.”

“Just as I was looking at this skin,”’ cried Jlm
“Three Fingered Jack came back to hfe I saw hlm
rise. He rushed over to the skin I held. He grasped it
in his" bloody right hand. ‘I tore it away from him. I
struck him once more. He did not rise again.’

Hinlk’s face wore a startled look.

He whirled around at Jim.

‘“What did you do with that bloody skin?’’ roared
Hink,

T gent it to you.”’

Hink’s face worked savagely.

““You took out the bloody marks, didn’t you now, be-
fore you sent it to me?”’

“NO 0 2

‘“What??’

“NO -0, 23

Hink stood dazed by the rush of thoughts that came
to him.

““Did you notice the skin?’’ cried Hink, “hefore you
shipped it%”’

“Yess.”’

*“What did it show?”’

‘It showed the plain marks of Three Fingered
Jack’s hand on the skin.”’

The answer positively stunned Hink,

‘With his mouth open, his face white, his arms still
half raised in protest Hink stood for several seconds
as if carved from stone.

Then he spoke.

““Jim,’’ he said, weakly, ‘‘why didn’t you send word
to me of all this? Do you know what I’ve done?’

‘I can’t-t imagine-e,”’ fluttered Jim.

‘I sold the skins, all of them, all of the plunder in
the way of peltries that you stole from Three Fingered

Jack, to Pierce Gifford, the grader and buyer for the

Hudson s Bay Companv at Grave Yard Point.”
* Open mouthed Jim, the outlaw, stared at Hink.

In a flash he saw where the sale left him. D

““Three Fingered Jack worked for the Hudson’s
Bay Company!’’ he cried.

{(Yes'77

‘‘He got his last ‘debt’ from them?’’

“YQS.” :

“That’s why Pierce Gifford and Orson Hubbard,
closed up their statlon at Grave Yard Point and came
out here!”’

‘““Undoubtedly.”’

““They were after us?’’

Hink was shrewd.

He caught the inflection of Jim’s voice, which argued
that he was holding back something.

““Why do you say were after us?’’ Hink asked.

A fiendish look of gratified revenge swept over Jim,

» the outlaw’s face.

‘“They are all dead!”’ he cried, ‘I killed them!’’

‘Hink'’s face was wreathed in smiles.
“Good !
it?”’

Good!”” he ecried. ‘‘How—tell me about

Al pmsoned the entire party with strychnine,’”’

to recover from his fear, caused by the mysterious
I'loody finger marks on the doorway of the home wher
be had lurked, cowardly assassin that he was, in wai
for unfortunate Three Fingered Jack the trapper

‘‘Poisoned them? How?”’

Jim told the terrible tale of the assassin’s stealth
and cowardly deed. i

“Haw! Haw! Haw! Great!” cried Hmk ““That se
1les 1t! The game is ours!
ever come back ahd cough up in court.
‘We get the boodle—we——’
The words died in the bandit usurer’s throat :
Tzintzontzan squelehed his ghoulish glee in a breath

‘T see, Pierce Gifford, Orson Hubbard, and Eskimo
“They eome .

boy, jest anchor boat,”’ the Eskimo said.
‘shore long with many ‘guns. They look fight.”’

‘“Alive?’’ groaned Hink.
after us?”’

‘“No!”’ howled the craven outIaW, Jim Wahpeton,
“‘they are come back with Three Fingered Jack from

the grave to haunt me!’’

With a wild yell Jim fell to the ground in the terrors
of an epileptic fit, foaming at the mouth, grinding his
‘teeth, rolling his eyes, and with his heels drumming on

the ground a picture of horror.
Hink paid no attention to him.

“Trapped!”” he sighed as he sank to the earth a.

fearful mass of cowardice.

CHAPTER XII. ]
THE MESSAGE FROM THE DEAD?

“Con,le On", =

had landed. :
““Come  where?’’ cried Orson in return.

“T want to get up on the ridge of rocks that Wlll,l;f?
let me look about a trifle,”” replied Pierce Gifford:

‘Tt is the highest ground around the bay here.; °
can get our bearings.”’ 3
 ““This is a good plan,’
to me that we had better get to high ground. We can

spy out the land thus;, and see 1f there’s any hostlle

counter-plot being almed at us.’

¢“Well, the only objection to that will be that we will,~
be seen, 7 added Orson.

““Yes,”” replied Adrian with fine sarcasm,
might be prying eyes about and Mrs. Grundy might
make up quite a scandal out of my presence here.”’

““There’s secrets and silence in the mysterious coun-

try about us—but no secandal, Adrian,’’ cried Pierce.
‘‘Then it don’t make much difference whether we
are seen or not,’’ the girl replied with spirit..

““Only the difference between a bullet in one’s body

and out of it.”’
Orson chuckled as he spoke.
‘“Any way, push ahead,”’ impatiently said the girl.

““T want to face the dangers ahead rather than sit

here awaiting them to arrive on my scene.’’
Accordingly the party serambled over rocks, stones,

dirt, more rocks, more stones, a Barren Land indeed.
“If T was a self-respecting musk-ox I’d shake this

country right after T got here and saw:what it con-, =
“H SART
ey,u g

bl

tained in the way of food;’’ remarked Pierce.

what’s that?’’

laughed Jim,'now in high good humor and begmmng‘

We win! Dead men don’t
We are safe.

“Those men alive and

Iv:.

cried Pierce, as he left the whaleboat © ;
moored safely under a sheltermg rock that jutted out’
over.the bay néar where he Orson Hubbard and Adrian. |

> spoke up Adrian. “It se mhé'%

£ th@re» :
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; - He pomted as he spoke to a bit of Whlte paper that
| ~was_fluttering in the wind.

| ' ““How did a bit of white paper get there ’ added
’ Pierce—‘no, it’s not a paper By Jove, what is'it?’’

l “It’s a skull ? eried Adrian whose eyes were quick
£ and bright.

| ' k-ull )
| Pierce rushed forward

£ There was a human skull lying on a rock; and the

" cross hones, below it were partly attached to a tiny
i stunted fir tree and from the hollow distorted eye of

~the skull a tiny string or thread was seen to fall and -

.then as far as the eye could reach, meandered back
! “toward the snow-covered rocks further inland.
'g e ‘Pierce studied the dueer scene for several minutes
i  without saying one word.
I Then he spoke.
I '\ ““The bones of ‘yonder dead man must tell me the
it = story behind this mystery,”’ Pierce said at length.
e He hurried forward and picked up the thread.
it “Forward!’’ Pierce added. ‘‘We will follow this
" mystery now that we have one end of the tangled skein
; to its ending.’’
S The party hurried with fleet steps forward.
i The going was dreadful.
? . -They had fed their dogs, and tied them i in a sheltered
{ ‘place between two rocky points, knowing that an Arc-
tic dog is as comfortable as if in the finest warmest
‘house, with snow ten feet deep, if he is only fed.
l" B ““T§ this a winter scene, or g summer scene?’’ gasped
e Adrlan as the party reached a spot further inland
l , where she could gaze about.

‘. snow; then there would be a strip where the sun
i touched the earth where it looked like a summer scene.
“fIt seems to me,’’ she added aftet some thought,
L ‘Af I were betting that I would wager that it was win-
i ter here more than it is summer—what -a desolate
.-spot"’
Tt certainly is desolate. No man could live here
.g%ng, unless he had to, and like hvmg in some places,
that’s- “the only reason. 2
t "u-“What s the only reason?”’

% That you haye to,”’

Pierce who had been afew feet away while Orson and
i Adrian joked, now hailed them. v

4 -cried.
LK Are you sure‘l” yelled back Orson.
' “‘Dead sure. Come over and look,”’ rephed Pierce.

The party rushed over at speed.

They saw that Pierce was not mistaken.

The string. undoubtedly ended on the top of a flat
rock that scemed to weigh several hundreds of tons,
.and to have been where it lay for unnumbered ages.

‘“‘Here’s where the string ends,’’ cried Pierce, ‘‘sure
~enough!’’ el

SEA regular April ,Fool’s  joke,”” disgustedly re-
marked Orson. ' _

““Don’t be too sure about it,”’ said practical Adrian.
“‘Have you tried to lift the rock?’’

Pierce was amused.

‘‘N-0,”” he replied, ‘‘nor have I tried to raise yonder
e mountaln which towers into the sky with its bald head
~-covered with a vast wig of snow.

v $“We-l-l,”” answered Adrian.

T Wouldn’t say I
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“I can see the cross-bones below the

< © . Here and there, the girl saw long patches of deep

““This confounded string seems to end here 2 he :

couldn’t lift the mountam unless I knew that I had‘s,

tried; and found I couldn’t.”’
P1erce laughed.
““You’re all right,’’ he cried to the girl,

now wateh

me do the Atlas act of hoisting the World on my )

shoulder.’”

While speaking Piercé caught hold of the flat-rock
expecting that he had no more chance of raising it up, ..

than if he had tried to lift the entire world. .

He gave a tug. g

Up came the rock and over went Pierce on his back.

The rock did not weigh five pounds.

““Our modern strong man,’’ shouted Orson striking
an attitude and pointing to the prostrate Pierce.. .‘‘He
yanks up a rock that weighs hundreds of t- 0-n-8 ‘more
or less, while you wait, putting so much force in the
work that he pulls'the whole shooting-mateh on top
of him. The only strong man in the wilds of British

Nort-Meri’kee!?’.

“Now wasn’t I right?’’ called Adrian. ‘It was, as

~we ‘all see, a matter that required only some effort.”

‘‘Effort to do what? Lift the rock or regain my
equilibrium ?’’ queried Pierce. :

‘‘Now, both,”” replied Adrian. ‘‘For it required
‘sand’ to try and lift the rock, when you were sure you
eouldn’t, and ‘dirt,” to brush off yourself when you
found you could—and tumbled head over heels in: the
height of your achievement.’’

$Yes;”? Teturned Pierce. “‘I’ve pulled the rock of_
ages up and what do we find ?’? -

Adrian made a quick rush at the surface of the earth
displayed under the rock.

‘“Here is something !’? she called, ¢

‘‘Let me see,”” replied Orson.

His eyes scanned the figures which were written on
the bit of paper which Adrian had handed to him.

. This is what he read:
4: 14; 22; 23 N
- 12; 16; 44; 52 W
1, 8506528

‘I suppose when we get that all translated it will
reveal something that we want to know—how a fool
get’s a fool’s payment for his foolishness,”’ sneered
Orson.

“‘It’s a practical joke,”’ added Pierce.

But Adrian shook her head. ¥

“I don’t think so,”” she said. ‘‘How could there be
a practical joke up here? Who in the world is there
to play a practical joke,”” she remarked calmly. ‘A
joke would be unappreciated save among the musk-
oxen, and are there auny here? If there are I haven’t
seen any. It’s so desolate up here that I guess they all
have decided that it don’t pay to run up here any
more—no, that’s' not a praectical joke. No man would
play a joke in a place where there’s no one to joke with.
That’s put there for a reason. Now who has a reason
to communicate with any one up here?’’ '

“I don’t know,”’” said Pierce. :

““That’s a secret mstruetlon code,’’ cried the girl.
““1 feel i)’ :

The two men crowded each other to get near where
they would not lose a word Adrian said.

‘“Yes,”’ she continued, ‘‘I feel sure that I am rlght
It’s sunple too——elementary in eyery way—for it’s a
set of directions rather than a code for certain lawless
men, who have been:interested in this part of the

‘it’s some figures. 2

1
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. world—or it’s a set of directions to any one that might
come here.’’

Adrian looked like an inspired prophetess as she
spoke. Her blue eyes were almost black with excite-
ment. Her fair hair fell in natural curls over her low,
broad brow, her face was lighted up with the feehngs
within her that she was on the eve of a portentious
disecovery—she was without doubt the prettiest gn‘l
that Pierce or Orson had ever seen.

Adrian went on,

“I’ve got a plan! It strikes me that after all, thlS

" message is very simple,”’ she said. ‘“‘Orson, will you
take four moderate paces North from that point where
Pierce pulled up“the rock so very, very gracefully?’’

Pierce walked away with a sniff. Orson, however,
put himself in line.

“I don’t know which is North and which isn’t,’” he
marked.

Pierce who had seen the situation coming, betrayed
in the words of Orson had gone over merely to get a
compass from his coat.

‘‘That’s North,’’ he indicated by a sweep of his arm.

Counting slowly as he went along, Orson soon had
four moderate paces, that is moderate as to length
of steps, measured off.

““Order No. 2, Orson cried with triumph to Adrian.
““What is 1t?”’ :

The girl consulted her bit of paper.

““Now run 14 more steps,’’ she eried.

. This was done. ;
““Now then,”’ she said, ‘‘add 22 to that!’’
This also was quickly done. '
By this time Orson was a long way off.
‘“Adrian,’’ he shouted; ‘‘get e a telephone. When
you get to the next stepping numbers I’Il need one.
I'm two feet from hearing you now.’’
‘“Take 23 steps more,’’ the girl cried.
‘‘Twenty-three for mine,”” howled Orson.
more step and I’m in the bay!’’
Pierce, who was an interested observer but did not
‘think that the plan of Adrian was commg to anything,
laughed.
¢ But Adrian insisted.

She put Orson through the stlpulated number of

‘‘One

steps indicated in the charf in the direction of West

and South. ’

‘“There’s only two steps to take,”” cried .the girl
finally, when the last number South was taken.

As she did so she looked back over the route that
Orson had taken shown by his tracks in the soft earth.

‘While there was many steps here and there that were
superfluous, Adrian saw that the general direction in
spite of the confusion of the different North, South
. and West directions had been toward the up-land be-
hind them and that the last two steps took them to
the top of a little rocky hill.

““Wait 4 minute, Orson,”’ she cried. ‘‘What will
we see when we take those last two steps that will al-
low us to see over the hill into the valley beyond?’’ _

‘“We had better get to where we can all be together
when we take those last two steps,’’” suggested Pierce.
“Lord only knows what we will find concealed behind
that hill.”’

Orson started forward to make the last two steps.

The others ranged themselves by his side to also
take the last two -steps. Was what they were going
to see a message from the dead?

23

~ tle end; and I’ve made that end as. little as I thought

CHAPTER XIII.
THE END OF THE BROTHERHOOD.

““You cur, you sneakmg dog, you liver- eolored pup,
get up!’”’ !

Hinkley Bradford yelled these words with a kick
one at a time, to the cringing body of the outlaw, Jlm
‘Wahpeton. i

‘Hink had recovered his wits a few minutes afte
his brain told him of his danger from the weapons of
Pierce and Orson.

He resolved immediately to fight to the last gasp.

““There’s two of them,’’” he cried, ‘‘there’s three of
us, counting the Esk1mo Tzintzontzan, = If we thr
outlaws can’t do up those callow young men, who ﬁon
know anything at all about gun play, we ought‘ to
down before them and let them kill us.’ -

Hink’s thought.then was that after the' vietory he
was sure to gain, he assured himself, it was better for
him to flee the territory as fast as he could.
~ “‘I’ve been riding for this fall some time,”’ he said.
““I have placed enough cash to get myself all the com-
forts of a home with trimmings far, far away from
these wilds—I’11 fight those chaps Plerce and Orson,
oft, and then make my jump.”

As for The Brotherhood of Thieves Hink cared noth-
ing,

‘“They probably have got at different points where
they are doing business a good deal of loot,”” Hink
argued. ‘“What of it? They are welcome to what =
they can get.” I’ve done up out of anything but the lit-

the band would stand for without a struggle. I’ve .
got away with about all there is of the boodle. The 4
rest ecan go hang with the outlaws! My bit is placed
out where no one but me can get iti?’

Intent, therefore, in making the best of a bad situa-
tion Hink tried to rouse some kind of feeling in Jlm, 7
the outlaw. %

““Get up!’’ he howled. ' e N«"r i

Jim shook his head.. SRS )

‘‘No use,”” he groaned. “‘I’'m a dead man!’? & ¢ 7@ 4

“Dead? Youre better than ten dead men mnow,”’ = |
argued Hink. ‘‘Get up.””

This was punctuated by another kick. * /

“Get up!”’ ~ e

Still another kick.

Tt was no use. Hink saw that after awhile. Jim
Wahpeton, outlaw leader, was a hopeless wreck, and {r
that was all: e |

How to hearten him into a fighting mood was some-
thing that even Hink Bradford despaired of, and he
was not built of despairing stuff. '

IHink called to Tzintzontzan. ;

The Eskimo came rathér haltingly with his face bent
low as if in pain. Sl

‘““You’re scared too, are ye?’’ sneered Hink. ‘‘Ye ' |
yeller skinned son of & seal, go and bring a bottle of
whiskey and give this infernal coward a drink!’’

The Eskimo without a word turned and entered the

cabin-shack where he and Jim had lived in such close
communion so many months alone.

The Eskimo soon returned with a bottle of whiskey.

He poured out a stiff drink and gave it to Jim, the
outlaw, still with his face held low.

Jim the outlaw swallowed the fatal stuff.

‘“Gimme a drink too,”’ shouted Hink.

Tzintzontzan slunk over to Hink. - ;
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He handed him the Whlskey bottle with averted face.

Hmlﬂtook it.

Then he gave a scream of fear.

For on the white label of the bottle there appeared,
blotchy, but plain, the faint outlires of a man’s right
hand with the middle finger missing. °

Agam the fearful yell of fear came from the lips of

\

Hinkley Bradford.

Tzintzontzan, the Eskimo thug, raised his head and
gave one long, fiendish stare at Hink.
“My God !’ shrieked Hink. ‘‘It’s Three Fmgered

Jack!”’

The great, burly self sufficient leader of the Brother-
hood of Thicves when he saw the awful face that low-

~ ered at him with eyes burning with hate, now no

longer the face of the Eskimo, Tzintzontzan, but of
that of the missing Three Fingered Jack, turned and
fled into the depths of the silent hills of the Barren

$ Lands, a man crazed with fear.

When Hink shrieked: the name of Three ‘Fingered

Jack, Jim Wahpeton, the outlaw, heard it.

He tried to rise but a terrible pain assailed him.

* He tried to open his mouth to speak but his jaws
4 .Were firmly locked. .

Through his frame there swept the horrible spas-

modlc contr action that comes when death by strychnlne
'ﬁp01son1n<>’ has begun its torments.

Jim let one scream of dreadful agony cscape him.

“Pmsoned ’? he yelled. ‘‘Help! Help!’’

His dvmg eyes turned to meet those of Three Fin-
gered Jack.

‘‘He is dead, yet he has come here and pmsoned m'e i

; wailed the dying outlaw.

~Jim tried to rise. A fearful spasm wracked his tor-

. tured frame.

e fell back a corpse.

The Brotherhood of Thieves was at an end.

One of its leaders was flying into the silence, the
mystery, and the secret places where a man’s life goes
out in fear and dread. :

Phe other of its leaders lay dead from the strychnine
that he had tried to kill -others with.

‘“Retribution!”’ cried the figure of a man standing
on a hill directly back of the horrible scene.

. The form was that of Three Fingered Jack.

Was it he?

No one really knows. Three Fingered Jack passed
thus into the same silence that shielded the fate of
Hinkley Bradford.

Neither Three Fingered Jack or Hinkley Bradford
were ever seen in this world again by mortal eyes.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE SCENE DISCLOSED.
The three daring young people took the fatal two

~ steps ahead.

THE AMERICAN INDIAN WEEKLY.

“It’s a two-step all ‘around,’’ laughed Orson.
“‘Look! Look! See! There’s a man lying in front of
a cabin,’’ cried Adrian ob11v1ous to the words of Or-
son. Sty
‘“Ah,”’ said Pierce with deep meaning.
‘“You see what?’’ queried Orson.
seeing things. Can’t you fix things so that we all can
See?’) % ;
Pierce did not reply.

“I see.”’

His eyes were trying to read the picture before hlm

‘I see a shack and a dead man lylng before 1t——ah
I begin to understand.’’

As Pierce spoke he spelled out the story in an imper-
fect way.

‘“That’s undoubtedly the haunt of the outlaws here
he cried. ‘‘Look! There’s a canoe drawn up!’”

“That’s my canoe, the one I was brought here in, I
feel sure,’” said Adrian. ‘‘You remember, boys, I told
you both at the place where you found me that when I
awoke the day after my abduction—if it was an abdue-

tion—that T was brought there I thought in my own

canoe, because it was there when I awoke.”’

““Yes, Yes,”’ said both the young men toggther. ‘‘ We
remember just what you said.’’

¢Oh, say, for God’s sake, look there?’’ interrupted
Orson.

His hand was pointing to a figure they could plainly
see standing alone over on a slight hill directly oppo-
site them and behind the shack in the foreground.

Pierce looked.

““‘It’s Three Fingered Jack,’’ roared Pierce.
by thunder!’’

Led by Pierce the three ran with all their might
down the little valley and up the hill where they had
seen the figure of the missing trapper Three Fingered
Jack. ! '

But when they reached the spot that the figure had
occupied there was no figure there.

‘““What’s this?”’ cried Pierce, as he looked around
him. :

There was nothing in sight save the barren hills,
the snow-clad mountains, the wide-solitary, lonely
stretch of the great Hudson Bay. '

“‘Jack must be hiding,”’ said Adrian in a voice that
she tried to make matter of fact.

‘“ Alive,

But it trembled with some secret feeling she dared °

not voice.
‘“Search down the hill the other side tHere,”” sug-
gested Orson, ;
There was nothing there either.
The trio of friends became desperate.
They separated at Orson’s suggestlon and began go-

, ing over the ground carefully.

Nothing was to be seen.

The same silence, the same awesome appalhng loneli-
ness was all that greeted them on either side.

!
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‘“Possibly there may be a solution of this mystery
down at the shack,’’ suggested Pierce.

“‘Let’s all go there and see.”’

They hurried down to the shack.

They saw the form of the dead outlaw, Jim Wah-
peton, still, with the light of eternity surrounding
him now; he had been an outlaw; now he was only
a dead man.

‘‘He has gone to a higher Judge than we can be,”’
said Pierce as he stood by the side of the dead man,
whose distorted face, told all how he had died.

““‘Poisoned,’’ whispered Orson.

‘“Yes,”” replied Pierce. ‘‘He is dead of strychnme
with which he tried to murder us.’

Then the three with white faces passed around by the
fearfully distorted corpse, even now bloated and repul-
sive in death.

There lay a canoe. /

I8t yours?”'asked Pierce of Adrian in a low
tone.

Adrian examined it.

““Yes,”’ she said.

Pierce merely nodded.

They entered the shack.

It was a scene of ruin. and desolation that faced

them.

‘The entire place had been wrecked apparently by
some. unknown force.

In the center of the room upon the floor there lay
a dead man.

It was Tzintzontzan, the Eskimo thug.

His face was set in an expression of horror.

¢‘T wonder what he saw before he died?’’ said Orson
to Pierce.

“How did he die?”’ questioned Adrian.

Pierce pointed to the neek of the corpse.

There, all saw, about the dead Eskimo’s neck, the
plain mark of blood stained fingers.

The middle finger of the hand made no mark.

“Three Fingered Jack strangled that Eskimo to
death,’’ cried Orson. ‘‘But where is Three Fingered
Jack?”’

The question was not answered.

It never has been answered.

For the grave holds many unanswerable secrets.

The three friends made a careful search of the shack.

There was not much that they could piece out of
the wreck of the place.

They saw that the cabin had been once inhabited by
Three Fingered Jack. They also saw that it had been
inhabited by the outlaw, Captain Jim Wahpeton and
Tzintzontzan.

That was all.

P

““What do you suppose we saw ?’’ queried Orson after

the two dead outlaws had been buried in hastfly con-

structed graves by the two men.

““Oh, I can not tell,”” rejoined Pierce.

‘T am sure we saw the form of Three Fmgered Jaek
there,’”’ whispered Adrian.

“I don’t know. There are more things in Heaven .
and earth than are dreamed of by some of us. I also

think I saw Three Fingered Jack on earth, but ah me,

my friends; no human tongue can ever tell the mystery

that lies behind the dreadful scenes we have had partly
revealed to us to-day.’”’

‘““Who do you suppose set that labyrmth to lead us

here?’’ whispered Orson.

““Alas, I can not tell. Yet, it served its purpose in
bringing us here. Friends all, I am not going to try '
to pierce the veil that shadows the real from the un-

real—suffice it for me that the Brotherhood of Thieves
through The Fur Trader’s Discovery is broken up!”’

“But how did I bécome marooned on that barren '

spot where you found me?’’ asked Adrian. <

My child,”’ cried Pierce,
there in your sleep..
been told of those who walk in their sleep—the out-
law, Jim Wahpeton, may have carried you there for
purposes that, with the journey, if he was the one that
carried you, are hidden now in his dead brain.’

There was no use of further attempts to delve into 5

the mystery all saw.
The return to the hamlet of Grave Yard Point Was
made without trouble.

For a long time Adrian awaited the return of herl‘

father, but nothing was ever heard of him again.

No trace was ever had of the great fortune whichhe
was suspected of leaving hidden in some safe place -
in the great financial districts of many large cities of ©

the world.

There was a snug little fortune found in the finan-

cial centers of the North-West, and Adrian used often

to say to her hushband, Pierce Gifford, ‘‘that enﬂo‘ughA ;
was quite as good as too much’’ in the money line. *
To which Orson Hubbard, who now was a Fur trader °

on his own hook, used to reply with a twinkle in his
eye: '

hood of Thietes really made!’’

Often all three, who were always great friends,

spoke of the mystery surrounding the death of Three
Fingered Jack.

They never could some to any point where they felt
that they had solved the mystery, although they pre-

sented many explanations to each other at various. |

times.
There is so much that is silent and secret in the fast-
nesses of the great North-West.

THE END,

‘“you may have gonef’?.'1
Many strange things have

\ il
‘‘But what you have is nothing to what the Brother- -
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‘The Most Thrllhng.
Exciting, Up-to-Date

L Storles of Adventure and the Far West ever Published. The Absolutely True
~ and Authentlc History of the Lives and Exploits of America’s Famous Bandlts.

ALL PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED

~

No. 2. The James Boys of Old Missouri,

The Only True Account Ever Published of the Most
Desperate Bandits 'of All Time.

This thrilling story of the Outlaw Kings, who
‘tefrovized the Middle and Far West, is profusely
lllustrated It is based on facts related by eye-
witriesses of the awful deeds. It breathes of ter-
fible revenge. +It pulses with intense excitement.
Eor the first time the real history of the assassira-
-itxon of JESSE JAMES is set forth.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 6. The Younger Brothers.

The startling and  nigh  incredible . exploits  of
ad these four brothers’ who terrorized 4" dozen ‘States
are’ wnrten from the ‘account of their deeds given
by nd" Bob. mrlven from their homes by

VVS ‘ederal troops during the
Civil one after other of them enlisted under
the" £ Baék Flag ”#%6f the Guerrilla Chieftain,
uantre] and finally joined the notorious  James
oys as members of their gang.

£ i Saii Pricej by mail, postpaxd, 20c per copy.

e

No. 8. Rube Burrow.

Known in Alabama and throughout the ad)acent
Statés as the * Prince: of Train Robbers,” Rube
Burrow held up the railroad flyers and looted the
safes in the express cars for four years ere he
was . finally killed. Hundreds of .detectives were
sent out to capture him, but his arrest was actually
accomrlished by a huge negro. Even after he was
in jail, by a clever ruse, he made his captors
prisoners. ( .

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 11, Jesse James’ Midnight Raid.

This story describes the descent of the notorious
outlaw and his men upon a ‘“ boom.” mining town
of Nevada. As they are encamped in a canyon they
are startled by a cry. An investigation leads to an
encounter with seyeral ferocious mountain lions and
the finding of a woman’s corpse. . Proceeding to the
town, the bandits arrive just in time to prevent the
lynching of the husband of the woman, who, it is
learried, fled from her home with her baby to escape
the advances of the boss of the town, a gambler.
Jesse decides to unmask the villain, and in doing so
meets with a series of adventures that are thrilling,
finally escaping from a snake-infested cave by mak-
ing a human bridge.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

" No. 9. Jesse James’ Dash for Fortune.

No. 4. Harry Tracy. -
The Death Dealing Oregon Outlaw.

The trail of blood left by this terrible bandit from
one side of the State to the other is set forth with
all its graphio details in this book. With the narra-
tion of the gruesome crimes there is,the story of
the overwhelming love of this reckless desperado, a
love which lured him to his death, a death well
fitting his wild, lawless life.

More than fifty illus-
trations.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy. '

No. 7. Dalton Gang.

These bandits of the Far West were ithe most
desperate train robbers that ever lived. [In this
book is given the first true history of the raids
and robberies, including an account of the most
daring deed in the annals of crime, the robbing of .
two banks at the same time, in broad daylight, and
the outlaws’ battle with twenty armed men, as told
by the Unitcdj States Deputy Marshal.

Price, ﬁy mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

With a handful of men, the terrible desperado sets
out to steal the gate-money at the fair in Kansas
City. He and his pals have a series of adventures,
discovering the dead body of a young %ul running
the murderer to earth at the danger of being cap-
tured themselves by detcetives, finally arnvmg at
the fair grounds where Jesse seizes the cash box
{)rom two men, escaping with more than $10,000 in

ooty.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 12. Jesse James’ Greatest Haul.

The awful threat of the ‘° Red Death’ having
been declared against some friends of the despera-
does by a band of night riders, ]esse and his men
set ouf to exterminate the gang, The pursuit of
this purpose carries them on a raid into Kentucky,
marked by a trail of blood and arson and’ terrible
deeds which, culminate in the robbery of the bank
in Russelville in broad daylight in the presence of
scores of citizens ‘and a successful escape despite
the unexpected arrival of a posse of deétectives.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 2()5 per copy.

$20,000 Reward—Dead or Alive!!

Read about it m the great book, “JESSE JAMES,
MY FATHER,” written by his son, Jesse James,
Jr., the only true account of the life "of the famous
outlaw. Read how this bandit kept an army of de-.
tectives, sheriffs ‘and United States marshals scour-
ing the country and was shot in the back by a
traitorous pal. Read about the fatality attached to
the name of Jesse James; how the officers of the law
tried to visit the sins of the father on the head of
the son. Read about the pcrs(cutlon and the har-
rowing anguish of Jesse James’ family in the graphic
words of his son and heir. Read these facts. Every-
body should know them. There is nothing to pervert
the young, there is nothing to repel the old. TLook
at the reproductions of the only pictures of Jesse
James, his mother and his son in existence, except
— those owned by his family.

Pnce, by mail, postpaid, 25¢c per copy.

: TheMan THey
Truth Stranger Than FEiction. COULD Nor TIANG

The most marvclous and extraordmary
book ever written, “THE MAN. THEY
COULD NOT HANG.” Abso]utely uuc
The astounding history of John ILee. Three
times placed upon the scaffold and the
trap sprun Yet to-day he walks: the
streets a free man!!! TIllustrated from
photographs, Do not fail to read this, the
most remarkable book of the century: For
sale everywhere, or sent, postpaid, upon
receipt of 15 cents.

" The Above Books are For Sale by All Booksellers and Newsdealers or They. w1ll be sent
Post Paid upon Receipt of Price by the Publishers

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK CO. €LEVELAND, O




THE THREE OLD WITCHES’
 DREAM BOOK

Latest edition.
revised.

Many new features added.

This is the original, world
renowned BOOK. OF FATE,

Completely

bound. Its correct interpreta-
tion of dreams has amazed those
who have been fortunate enough
= 1'to possess a copy which they
| might consult.The accuracy of
the accompanying numbers has
| made it mvaluable to all policy
players.

NAPOLEON’ S ORACULUM ;
‘Which it contains and which is printed complete,
is an absolutely true copy of that strange and
wierd document found within a secret cabinet of
Napoleon Bonaparte's.

The fact that dozens of worthless and unreliable
imitations have been placed on the market demon-
strates it to be a fact that THE OLD THREE
WITCHES' DREAM BOOK -stands today as al-
ways the original and only relxable Dream Book
published.

Tt is for sale by all newsdealers, or it will be sent
postage paid upon receipt of ten cents.

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY,
Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A.

that for one hundred years has 7
held intelligent people spell-

e}

The New and Co'mplefg

. LETTER WRITER

The latest book. The most
complete and best book ever
published upon the important
subject of THE ART OF LET-
TER WRITING.

1t is the largest book ever of-
fered for the money. ,

forms of correspondence’ and
gives all the information needed

FRIENDSHIP, LOVE AND
«COURTSHIP

In all its phases up to marriage
are carefully provided for by letters covering every

possible subjget that-mighirarise;-andiby, using thts,r'

book as a guide ifiis 1mpdssxblé‘ to go astray

THE BUSINESS LETTERS e o
Contained in this book are. mvalu_able to those eno :

gaged in mcrcantﬂe pursmts

THE NEW. AND COMPLETE LETTER
WRITER 7

L%

is for sale by all newsdealers or it will be sent post—-i
age paid to any .address upon receipt of ten: cents ;,

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY
Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A.

NEW TOASTS
AND MAXIMS

ALSO A FEW PROVERBS

If you want the best book of
TOASTS that has' ever been
published;’ if yott want. new
Toasts to: spring upon your
friends instead of the hoary with
age, moss grown assortments
published “in  the so called
“ Toast Books” of other pub-
lishers buy this book of NEW
"OASTS which has just been
published in our MAMMOTH
SERIES. It is not only the
best book but the largest book ever. sold for ten
cents.

For sale by all newsdealers or sent postpaid upon
. receipt of ten cents.
THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY,
Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A.

Riddles and
Conundrums

Hard Nuts to Crack

All New and
Up-to-Date

One thousand brand mewiup-
to-date RIDDLES ANBD CON-
UNDRUMS that you have nev-
4 er heard before, instead of the

4 old chestnuts that make your

@ head with a sand bag when you
get them off.
This is the best Riddle Book and collection of
Conundrums ever published, and the biggest one
ever sold for ten cents.

For sale by all newsdealers or sent postage paid
by the publishers upon the receipt of ten cents.

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY,
Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A.

It contains all “the : modern-

by those'desiring to wntt} L oyer &
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THE GREATEST OF ALL WEEK

'BY THE GREATEST OF ALL DETECTIVE WRITERS

OLD SLEUTH WEEK
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tions as those of “OLD SLEUTH.”

A RS
g{_erya‘ of “the Missing Millions; or Tracked by a Great
Fye. s

‘_f!lll'é:;ila‘unted House; or The Great Detective’s Tragic

e King of all ‘Detectives; or Young Jack Sleuth on the Trail.

he Giant p;g Fg?s Last Shadow; A Tale of Herculean Detective
g entu ¢ ; : 5

ng‘ Derror; A Narrative of Genuine Detective Strategy.

Veil#d" Beauty ; or. The Mystery of the California Heiress.
Iystery of ‘the Spaniard’s. Vendetta; or A Great Detective’s

Marvelous Strategy. -

The Great Bond Robbery; or Tracked by a Female Detective. -

Old Sleuth’s Greatest Case; or Caught by the King of all Detectives.

The Bay Ridge Mystery; or Old Sleuth’s Winning Hand.

Shadowed to his Doom’; or Foiled by the Yankee Detective.

Trappiggithe Counterfei s.or Thevbightning Detective on the Trail.

I{Kﬁy"‘the “’gﬁtﬁg tey_tivé';} or Ba %e?s?Midnight Quest.

Thie “Irish / Detectiye’s Greatest' Case;  or: The' Strategy of O’Neil

W McDarragh, 5t roR i

TheGreatest Mystery fof the | ¢% or Saved by the Gipsy Detective.

Trapping the Moonshinersg PorsBtrangé Adventures of a Government
i Detegtive in' the TFennessee” Mountains.

The G}mlttlll)\eiteq;xxekAm‘o%g ¢ Cowboys; or The Weird Narrative of

Pt oSt ManTtiat i Ngavaivd, . Bl | 08 At

Mystery: oflt‘h'(a,fBTh«}k;,,’I‘r'unk;' or Manfred’s Strange Quest. )

‘Chicf of the Counterféiters; or The.Boy Detective’s Greatest Haul.

’l‘.bi M%(sge.r, 1 of the Floating Head; or, Caught by the King of the
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) %ﬁfitifui:Cr‘fminal; or The New York Detective’s Strangest Case.

e Great -_’I’r’zgn Robbery ; 'or Saved by a° Woman' Detective.

The' Ttaljan Adyenturess; A Tale of Marvelous Plocs.

Red-Lights Will,»The River Detective; or The Round-Up of the Wharf

*"Rat’s Gang.- \

The, Twin Shadowers; or, A Suprising Case of Mistaken Identity. i

The Smugglers of New ¥ork: Bay;:or The River Pirates’ greatest

X

. ACrime. y N :

Black Raven, the Terror of the Georgia Moonshiners; or The Moun-
taineers’ Last Stand. 1 : 7 .

Unmasking a Villain; or The French Detective’s Greatest Case.’

Snared by.a Russian Duke; or An American Detective Among the’

9 013 »

Nihilists.
The .Mystery of thef Bla{ck Pool; or The Dutch Detective’s ‘Sensational

gt ik ; y
The Veiled Lady of the Ruins; or Hamud’s Ghastly Discovery.
Foiled by a ‘Corpse; or ‘A:Tale of the Great Southwest.
Nigl}t Hawk, the Mounted” Detective; or Trailing the Mountain Out-
aw st 1 ¥ A wik e
Kidnaipped in New York;/or The.Dangers of a Great City.
Lured by a' Siren; or In'thé Clutches of a Beautiful Blackmailer.,
0ld Sleuth’s Triumph; or The Great Bronx Mystery.
A Trail of Blood; Being the serluel to “ Old Sleuth’s Triumph.”
” or Run to Cover by a Government

p\y"..' i . g
Tempted by 2 Woman; or The French Detective’s Narrow Escape.
The Millipn=Dollar, Conspiracy; or Old Sleuth to the Rescue.
Aceused. from the Coffin; or The Frustration of a Dast:\rdly Plot.
Coalness Against. Cunning; or Trailed by * Faithful Mike.’
Foiled' by Love; or The ““Molly Maguires’ > Last Stand.

‘Under a Million Disgunises; or Manfred the Metamorphosist.

Tragked by.the Man of Mystery; or Manfred’s Great Triumph, being

a sequel to Under a Million Disguises. ’

_Human Blood-Hound; or The Bowery Detective on the Trail

Mantred’s  Strangest Case; or Foiled by the Weird Detective.

Monte-Cristo. Ben, the Ever Ready Detective; A Narrative of Re-
markable Complications. * i

0ld! Terrible, the Iroff Arm Detective; or The Mystery of The Beatti-

Ther Stain ,of Guilt; or “Old Puritan’ to the Rescue.
ful Heiress, | 3 e

A Conspiracy of Crimej ‘or Foiling the Kidnappers.

“ Old ‘Irofisides ??in France; or Trailed by the Giant Detective.

The Beautiful Mpystery of Paris; being the sequel to ‘ Old Iron-

in’ Frances ! it i

Detective on the Trail; or Solving a Great Crime.

The Half-Breed's' Secret; A Narrative of Phenomenal Adventures.

The Italian’s Revenge; A Thrilling Narrative of “Adventures.

A Three-Fold Mystery; A Straight Out Detective Narrative.

The Midnight League; or The Giant Detective in Ireland. o

TthSccret "of the Dungeon; being the sequel to  The Midnight
eague.

Gypsy Frank, the Long Trail Detective; or Solving a Great Mystery.

The Weird Detective; or ““Old Baldy ” on the Trail.

sides ”’

. A Terrible Mystery; A Narrative of Peculiar Detective Tricks and

"Devices.
The Strangest Mystery in the World; or Harry Brand’s Winning Play.
The Old Miser’s Secret; ‘A Strange Detective Case. )
The Old Miser’s Secret; A Strange Detective Case.
The Man of Mystery; or Mephisto the Detective.
The Mysterious Detective ; or. Solying a Great_Case.

The American Monte-Cristo; A Strange and Marvelous Narrative.

LCristo; ik X

" On Théir Track; being the, continuation of ‘“The American Monte-
’\

v 1‘.:'-
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" Booth Bell’s Twisted Trail ;

These stories, issued every Friday, are the greatest detective stories ever written. No man has ever lived in this
country or any other whose tales are so thrilling, so entrancing, which so teem with excitement and desperate 'situa-
The stories are twice as long as those in any other library, each story haying

the enormous total of 50,000 words. Nothing like it ever before attempted.

e : THE FOLLOWING NUMBERS ARE NOW OUT:

The Return -of' ..Oldf' S}e‘uth,-the Detective; or The Great Philadelphia

Myst
The, M5
Detes

Thc;r Omnipresent Avenger; being the continuation of * On Their
rack.
Tragedy and Strategy; being the conclusion of “ The Omnipresent
Avenger.”
The Gypsy Detective’s Greatest
Rescue.
Thenbhadows of New York; or The American Monte-Cristo’s Winning
and,
The Old Magician's Weird Legacy;
‘in JAindia,
A Mysterious Disappearance; A Singularly Strange Narrative,
The Red Detective; A Great Tale of Mystery.
The Weird Warnings of Fate; or Ebeon’s Strange Case.s
The Treasure of the Rockies; A Tale of Strange Adwentures,
Bonanza Bardie’s Winning Strike ;, being the sequel to ¢ The Treasure
of the Recckies.” A AN { i
Long Shadow, the Detective; A Tale of Indian Strategy.
’llu; Mag,xc Disguise Detective; The Wierd Adventures of a ‘ Trans-
orm. v 5
A Young Detective’s Great Shadow; A Narrative of Extraordinary
Detective Devices. !
Stealthy Brock, the Detective; or Trailed to their Doom.
Old Sleuth to the Rescue; A Startling Narrative of Hidden Treasure.
Old_Sleuth, the Avenger; being the sequel to ‘“ Old Sleuth to the
Rescue.” R
The Great-Jewel Mystery; or The Right Man in the Case. i
Jackson Cooper, the Wizerd Detective; A Narrative of Wonderful
Detective Skill. i ;
Foiling the Conspirators; or Daring Tom Carey: to the Rescue.
The B’a,nker’s Crime; or The Weird Adventures of ‘ Phenomenal

Case; or Phil Tremaine to the

A Tale of Marvelous Happenings

- Joe.
Gasparoni, the Ttalian Detective; A Strange Weird Tale of City Life,
The Vengeance of Fate; being the sequel to ‘‘ Gasparoni, the Italian
Detective.” : :
The Secret Special Detectfve; or ‘ Old Transform > on the Trail,
The Shadow of a Crime; orithe ““Iron Duke's” Strange Case.
The Secret of the Kidnapped Heir; A Strange Detective Narrative.
Foiled. b’y a Female Detective; being the sequel to ‘“ The Kidnapped
e i

Heir.

“ Old Tronsides ” in New York; or The Daughter of the G. A. R.

The Irish Detective; or Fergus Connor’s Greatest Case. .

The Shadow Detective; or The Mysteries of a Night. .

Detective Thrash, the Man-Trapper; A Story of Extraordinary De-
tective. Devices.

“0ld Ironsides” at His Best; A Marvelous Detective Narrative.

Trailed by an Assassin; A Tale of Italian Vengeance. i

The Lust of Hate; being the sequel to * Trailed by an Assassin.”
Golden Curse; or The Harvest of Sin. %

The Hotel Tragedy; or Manfred’s Greatest Detective Adventure.

The Mystery of Room 207; being the sequel to The Hotel Tragedy.

Gardemore, the Detective; or the King of the ‘ Shadowers.”

The Fatal Chair; being the sequel to Gardemore, the Detective.

The Mask of Mystery; or The Graveyard Murder.

The Twisted Trail; being the sequel to the Mask of Mystery.

Booth Bell; or The Pridce of Detectives Among the Indians.

The Beautiful Captive; being the continuation of Booth Bell.

being the sequel to The Beautiful
Captive. : A 3

The Wall Street Detective; or Harry Weir, the Lightning Trailer.,

The Banker’s Secret; being the sequel to The: Wall Street Detective.

The Wizard’s Trail; or The Mystery of a Lost Casket. '

The House of Mystery; being the sequel to The Wizard’s Trail.

0Old Sleuth in New. York; or Trailing a Great Criminal. s

Manfred, the Ventriloauist Detective; or Wonderful = Midnight
“ Shadows ”” in New York. ) A

Wild Madge; or The 'Female Government Detective. : ;

Old Electricity in New York; or Wayne Winthrop’s Trail of a
“MNead Secret.” g 2

Gamal the Hunchhack; or The Adventures of a Ventriloquist,

Seth Bond, Detective; or the Mystery of an Old Mansion.

Galloway, the Detective; or Running the Qroo‘ks to Earth,

Old Sleuth’s Quest: of A Fair Daughter’s Fate. <

Presto Quick; or The Weird Magician Detective.

0l1d Tronsides Long Trail; or The Giant Detective OQut West. 3

Forging the Links;: being the setiuel to Old Tronsides Long Trail.

Queen Myraj or A Woman’s Great Game of Hide and Seek.

The Duke of New York; or The Adventures Ol.fi a Billionaire.

Prowler Tom, the Detective; or The Floating Beauty Mystery.

Man Against Man; being the. seaiel to Prowler Tom.

Old Sleuth’s Silent Witness: or The Dead Hand at the Morgue.

The League ‘of Four; or The Trail of the Man Tracker.

The House of Fear: or The Yonng Duke’s Strange Quest.

Foiled by Fate; being the sequel to The House of Fear.

A Dash for Millions; or Old TIronsides Trail of Mystery.

The Trail of Three; or The Motor Pirdtes’ Tast Stand.

A Dead Man’s Hand; or Caught by his Own Victim.

The Woman of Mystery; or The Round up of the Diamond Smug-

\

lers, ;
B'oogtl?r%ell’s Double Mystery; or The Beautiful Mountain Maiden.
The Trail of the Black Trunk; or *“Old Ironsides” and the kid-
. : ¥
Maﬁ?fer:is; Great, Enigma; or Following the Ruby Trail.

all. newsdealers and booksellers or sent, postage paid by the publishers upon receipt'qf 6 cents per copy, 10 copies for 50 cefnts.
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Standing Alone at the Head of Its Class
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PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY

& “‘, 3 ¢
Th1s great weekly is a radical departure from all other five-cent weéklies that are now bemg
pubhshed J‘ ; t by

e It has the greatest stories of frontler life, of Indians and of the far West that have ever been
issued. Mt ] Qﬂ

The stories are lonoer than those pubhshed in any other ﬁve cent llbrary, except the celebrated :
D SCEUTH: ”WEEKW & ; £ ,‘. 2

o 3 Thev are all edlted by Colonel Spence1 Dalr the fest celebrated Indlan Scout Bandlt Tracker
.m‘ld Gun Flghter of thodern het1on : : P o

i i
A new nnmbe,p is issued every- Thursday
[ 'r 3 g X
i 2t e KD LIST OF TITLES

- (v‘

THE O[jTLAW’S PLEDGE ‘ s s (ot e SR "'.or The Rald on the Old Stockade
TRACKED TO "HIS» %—_[,AI,R' o J or The Pursuit of the Midnight ander
. THE BLAGK DEATH .%%0 AR B or The Curse of the Navajo.Witch
NG, 4. THE. SQ’UAW MAN’S R,EVENGE = or Kidnapped by the Piutes
i Mo 5. ! TR&PPED BY*THE CRE'ES i or Tricked by a Renegade Scout
BTTE,AYED BY A MOCCASI.N A or The Round-Up of the Indian Smugglers

FLYI.N.;} CLOUD'S IUAST; S.IFAND e .or The Battle of Dead Man’s Canyon -

A DASH;FOR LII‘E = or Tricked by Timber-Wolves "

- THE: D-EC&Y}\IESSAGE (3, SO e T TR or The Ruse of the Borde‘r‘_Jump'er_s ;

THE MIDNIGIIT ALA’R\J‘L or The Raid on the Paymaster’s Camp. .=
: MTH‘E MASKED RIDERS 5 i L e PR N e R e e or The Mystery of Grizzly *Gulch

IJJRED BY OUTLAWS } or The Mounted Rangerls Desperate Ride :

b 57

.

TO BE PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY e ;
Februa}y 23—#:&6’ 13. STAGE' COACH BILL'S LAST RIDE or The Bandits of Great. Bear Lake.
)March : 2——-N‘o 14. THE TRAGEDY OF HANGMAN'S GULCH..... or The Ghost of Horn Mountainst*
March ;}.Q—;—No ,»;a THE TREASURES OF MacKENZIE ISLES or The:Outlaw’s Drag-Nét|
March '«163—,}.76 16: HELPEPUPTAT SNAKE-BASIN:. | .. iis i b or The Renegade’s Death- Vot’e €
Magch, A 23~§lo 17. THE, MAIL 'RIDER’S DASH WITH DEATH or The Desperado of Poker Flat
M}arch) 30«——\N }.8 THE RED \IASSACRT ...................... or The Hold-Up Men of*Barren Lands -
,,Ap*nl i b‘—Np‘ 19.. THE MYSTERY OF THE ARCTIC CIRCLE or The Robbers Round-Up
SApril 13—N . 20. 'HO‘U\TDED BNaeREDEVERN s s or. The Road Agents of Porcupine-River
"Aprﬂ (7, 20~No24 " THE FUR PRADER’S DISCOVERY or The Brotherhood: of . Thieves
;\Apn]." “2—No: 22‘ 'THE SMUGGLERS OF LITTLE SLAVE LAKE...,or The Trapper’ Vengeance'
Mants ',"J"‘%-—N'o 93, NIGHT RFPERS-'OF THE NORTHWEST _’_’ or The Vigilantes’ Revenge
l\!fa A f 11—-N0 s THh SPECTRE OF THU\DERBOI T CAVERN..or Trlcked b) l\fl(lmght Assassins

" i s n Y
n . 3 b

he AMERICAV INDIAN WEEKLY is for sale bv all newsdealers and bookselldrs, .or it
will be sent to any address postpaid by the publishers ypon -rece:pt of 6¢” per copy, 10 copies for 50c.
All back numbers always in stock. .
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