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(Continued from last week)

faint and long drawn Cry came from
the farthest limits of the- little camp.
instant later it was echoed closer,

from up and down
water fronot

mﬂmencam&nut.glamedupthe

ntraamnnﬂechﬂedthecall.whﬂetmm :

sleepy
wolf dogs arose, yawning and stretch-

ing.

Downstream came the faint sighing
whoof-whoof of a steamer, and then
out from behind sthe bend sbhe burst.

' dem is work in dance halls. Dere's
| one fine gal I see, name’ Marie Bour-
gette. I tell you "bout her by an’ by.”

came the ery of |
“Oh, Poleon, you're in lovel” eried

«Steam-bo-0-a-t™ Cabin doors opened ,

P
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Her cabin deck was lined with passen-

gers, most of whom were bound for the
“putside,”
lnaw and overalls. They all gﬂzad si-
lently at the hundred meDd of Flam-
beau, who stared back at them till the
rangplank was placed, when they came
gshore to stretch their legs. One of
them, however, made gnfficient noise
to make up for the silence of the* oth-

although still clad in mack- -

ers. Before the steamer had grounded '

he appeared among the Siwash deck

bands, his head and shoulders tower-

iz above them, his white teeth gleam-
ing from a face as dark as theirs, shout-

ing to his friends ashore and panto- '

miming his delight to the two Gale
children, who had come with Alluna to
welcome him.,

“\Who's dose beeg, tall people w'at
stan’ 'longside of you, Miz Gale?” he
«alied to her; then, shading his eyes
e'.:hogately, he cried in a great voice:
»yvwaal waal I blieve dat's M'sien
rozn an’ Mam’selle Mollee! Ba gar!
Dey get so beeg w’ile I'm gone I don’
krow dem no more!”

The youthful Gales wriggled at this
¢olicious flattery and dug their tiny
moccasined toes into the sand.

Lieutenant Burrell had come with
the others, for the arrival of a steam-
Loat called for the presence of every
soul in camp, and, spying Necia in the
outskirts of the crowd. he. togk his
s 7ace_ beside Jer. "He had Tain awake

ior hours~Jhinking crfdﬁ_g_and had
-fullen asleep wii-.hﬁfr Still in his mind,
for the revelation of her blood had
.come as a shock to him.

He had sprung from a race of slave-
holders, from a land where birth and
breed are more than any other thing,
where a drop of impure blood effects

an ineradicable stain. Therefore the

‘thought of this girl's ignoble parentage
'was so repugnant to him that the

/more he pondered it the meore pitiful
+§t seemed, the more monstrous. Lying

‘awake and thinking of her in the still-

uthi_s?_‘gua;ters,ithadseemeda
- unfortupate and a very terrible
théhg. During his morning duties the
vision of her had been fresh before
'him again, and his constant contempla-
tion of the matter had wrought a
«change in his attitude toward the girl,
of which he was uncomfortably con-
scions and which he was glad to see
she did not perceive.

The men were pouring off the boat
pow, and through the crowd came the
tall Frenchman, bearing in the hollow
of each arm a child who clasped a bun-
dle to its breast. His eyes grew bright-
er at sight of Necia, and he broke into
a flood of patois. They fairly bombard-
ed each other with quick questions and
fracmentary answers till she remem-
bered her companion. .

«Qh, 1 forgot my manners! Lieuten-
ant Burrell, this is Napoleon Doret—
our Poleon!” she added, with proud
emphasis.

Doret checked his wolubility and
stared at the soldier, whom he appear-
ed tv see for the first time. The little
brown people in bhis arms stared like-

wise, and it seemed W Burrell that a |

certain distrust was in each of the

three pairs of eyes, ouly in those of
the man there was no shyness. In-
stead, the Canadian looked him over
sravely from bead to beel, seeming to
sote each peint of the unfamiliar at-
tire: then be inguired without remov-
ing his glaoce:

% \\"ere’Lbouts you live, eh?”

=] live at the post yonder,” said the
lirulenant,

~"uat bizness you work at?”

~7The leutenant haes been stationed

hore, foolish.” sail Necia. *“Come up
to the store quick and tell me what
§t's like at Dawson” :

In spite of the man's unfriendiiness,
Burreil watehed him with admiration,
There were to heeis to &is tufted fur
boots. and yet he stood a good six
reot two, as straight as a pine sap-
jinee and it needed vo second glance to
1ol of what metal he was made. His

sririt showed in his whole bedy, An !

the set of his head and, above all, in
his dark warm face, which glowed
with eazerness when he talked, and
thni was ever—when he was not.sing-
inz. '

-] rever see so many people since I
el Quebee,” he was saving. “She’s
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«Asre there lots of

asked the girl.
“Yes; two, t'ree hondred.

Necia.

“No, siree” he denled. “Dere’s none
nooks and sun warmed roofs | of dem gal look half so purty iak you.”
| He would have said more; but. spying
the trader at the entrance of the store,
he went to him, straightway launching
fnto the details of their commercial en-

terprise, which, happily, had been most

successful.

Among the merchandise of the post
there were for sale a scaniy assort-
ment of firearms, cheap shotguns and
a Winchester or two, displayed in a
rack behind the counter in a manner
to attract the eye of such native hunt-
ers as might need them, and with the
rest hung a pair of Colt’s revolvers.
One of the new arrivals, who had sep-
mtedﬂumthuuthersntthamnt,

now called to Gale:

“Are those Colts for sale? Mine was
Evidently he
was accustomed to Yukon prices, for
he showed no surprise at the figure the
trader named, but took the guns and
tested each of them, whereupon “the
old man Eknew that here was Do
«Cheechako,” as tenderfeet are known
in the north, although the man’s garb
had deceived him at first glance. The
stranger balanced the weapons, one in
cither hand; then he did the “double
roll” neatly, following which he exe-
cuted a move that Gale had not wit-
nessed for many years. He extended
uneutthegnns,hnttfnremmt.uﬂ
surrendering it, the action being free
mﬁopen.anvetnrthafnctthnthil-
forefinger was crooked und thrust
through the trigger guard; then, with
the slightest jerk of the wrist, the gun
Spun abouft, the handle jumped into his
palm, and instantly there was a click
as his thumb{'ﬂlpped the bammer. It

road agent spin,” which

stolen the other day.”

was the old
Gale as a boy had practiced hours ata

t#imé.” But that this man was in earnest

he shoted by glancing upward sharply
when the trader laughed.

“This one hangs all right,” he said;
“give me a box of cartridges.”

He emptied his gold sack in payment
for the gun and ammunition, then re-

marked:
“That pretty nearly cleans me. Ift1

had the price I'd take them both.”

Gale wondered what need induced

jus’ lak beeg city—mus’ be t'ree, four
tousan’ people. Every day some more
dey come, an’ all night dey dance an’
~ ging an’ drink w’iskee. Ba gosh, dat's
i fine place!”

| white women?”

those of a miner, but there was noth-

ing to be said. His judgment was veri-
fied. however, when Poleon drew him

aside later and said:

“He's bad man.”
“How do you know?
“She's leave Dawson d—n queeck.

Dose mounted police t'row 'im on de
boat jus’ before we lef’.” Then he told

a story

that he had heard. The man, it

suns, upon the disruption of Soapy
Smith’s band of desperadoes, and had
made for the interior, but had been in-
tercepted at the pass by two members
of the citizens’ committee who came

upon him suddenly. Pretending to

yield, he had executed some unexpect-
ed coup as he delivered his gun, for
both men fell, shot through the body.
No one knew just what it was he did

nor cared to guestion him overmuch.
The pext heard of hlim was at Lake

Bennett, over the lile,

where the

mounted police recognized him and
gsent him on. They marked him well,

however, and passed him on from post
to post as they had driven others

whose

were known, but he bad

lost him¥elf in the confusion at Daw-
gon for a few weeks until the scarlet
coated riders searched him out. dis-

armed him and forced him sulleDly

f
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this fellow to spend his last few dol- .

lars on a firearm. Then be inquired:
“Bound for the onf8ide?”
“No. I'm locating here.” =«
The trader darted a quick glance at

him. He did not like this man.

«“There ain’t much doing in this camp.
It's a pretty poor place,” he said guard-

edly.
«1'11 put in with you, from its looks,”

agreed the other. “It’'s got too many

o — e b e

aboard this steamer.
Old Man Gale cared little for this, ‘

for he had spent his life among such

men, but as he watched the fellow a
scheme outlined itself in his bead.
. Evidently the man dared not go far-
ther down the river, for there Wwas
pothing save Indian camps and a mis-
sion or two this side of St. Michael’
and at that point there were a co
and many soldiers, where one was lia-
ble to meet the penalty of past mis-
deeds; hence he was probably resolved
to stop here, and, judging by his rec-
ord, he was a man of unsettied cob-
victions.

The trader stepped to the door and,
. seeing Burrell on the deck of the
steamer, went down toward him. It
was a long chance, but the stakes were
biz and worth the risk. He had
thought much during the night pre-
vious—in fact, for many hours—and
the morning had found him still unde-
cided, wherefore he took this course.

law and order here,” he began abrupt-
ly, having drawn the young man aside.

“Necia tells me that you aim to keep

“Those are my Iinstructions,” said

Burrell. “but thay are so vague”—

“Well, this camp is bigger than it

was an hour ago, and it ain’t im-

proved any in the growth.

Yonder

goes the new citizen.” He pointed to
the stranger, who had returned to the
steamer for his baggage and was de-
scending the gangplank beneath them, °
a valise in each hand. *“He’s a thief
and a murderer, and we don’t want

|

]

I sold him a 45 just now.”
‘about to tell him where the man wore
it and to add a word conceruing his
dexterity with the gun when the very
fearless deliberation of the youth de-
terred him.
yielded to an impulse to wait and see
how Meade Burrell would act under
fire.
it would give him a line on bis charac-
ter. ® he did pot—well, that would

him here. Now, it's up to you.”

T don't understand,” sald the lieu-

tenant, whereupon the trader told him
Doret’s tale. “You and your men were
sent here to keep things peaceable,”
he concluded, “and I reckon when a
man is too tough for the Canuck police
he is tough enouvzh for you to tackle.
There ain’t a lock and key in the
camp, and we ain’t had a Killing or a
stealiny in ten years. We'd like to
keep it that way.” '

“Well, you see, I know nothing of

“I allowed you were to use your own

judzment,” sald the elder man.

“So I am, 1 suppose. There is one

chance, Mr. Gale. 1f you'll back me up
T'il send him on down te St. Michael's.
That is the most I can do.”

The lieutenant outlined his plan.and

as he went on the trader rocded ap-
proval. :

The young man gazed back at him

so squarely, bis eyes were so pleasant
and friepdly, bis whole person Lreath-
ed such straizht np honesty and fresh-
ness that shame arose in tke old man,
and he had bard shift to keep his
glance from wavering.
thought he answered impulsively:

Without fore-

“He's desperate and he’s dangerous.
He was

On second thought Gale

If the soldier emerged scathless

el e ‘h‘hq‘mﬁ"f r:-"n

that shooting affray, so 1 doubt if my :
authority would permit me to inter-
fere,” the soldier mused, half to bim-

self.
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‘hapd.” said the man through lips that

“It's plenty for me.”

“Have you enough money to buy
your season’s grub?”

“] guess that’s my business.”

“\My orders are to see that all new-
comers either have an outfit or are
able to buy one,” said Burrell. “Those
that are not equipped properly are to
be sent down river to St. Michael's,
where there is plenty of everything
and where they will be taken care of
by the government. Mr, Gale has only
sufficient provisions to winter the men

"Ilpuﬂ'tquﬂntgoodfhkuun
you. Dat's wort’ five dollar.”

The lieutenant wiped the liquor from
bis face.

“Quick work, Doret,” he said. “I
owe you one.”
Gﬂl‘lﬂumhiddmuhebent
over the prostrate man, fingering a
long and ragged cut which laid the
fellow’s scalp open from back of the
ear to the temple, but be mumbied
something unintelligible.

“Is he hurt badly?”

“No: you chipped him too low,” said
the trader. “I told you he was bad.”
They revived the man, then bound
up his injury bastily, and as the steam-

already in this district.” -
“I can take care of myself,” sald the

man angrily, “whether I'm broke or

pot, and I don’t want any of your in-
terference.” He shot a quick glance
at Poleon Doret, but the Frenchman's
face was like wood. and bis band still
held the neck of the whisky bottle he
had set out for the stranger.

“Come,” said the officer peremptori-
Iy, “I have heard all about you, and
you are not the kind of citizen we
want here. but if you have enough
money for an outfit I can't send you
away.

“I'm broke,” sald the man, but at
the note in his volce Poleon Doret's
muscles tightened, and Burrell, who
also read a sinister message in the

tone, slid his heavy service revolver
from its holster beneath his coat. |

“Give me your gun,” he said. *“I'll

the gangplank.”
“aAll right: you've got the wupper

had gone white, Drawing his weapon
from beneath his vest, he presented it
to the officer, butt foremost, hammer
underneath. The cylinder reposed nat-
urally in the palm of his hand, and the
tip of his forefinger was thrust

through the trigger guard.

1f you haven't"— . k

unload it and give it back to you at . gratitude and grunted churlishly. But
| when the young man had gone he

| silently, and said:

hind the bend below they saw bim
standing there gazing back at them
fixediy.

As Barrell left
-tmhenuhhhlndtunklytu

French Canadian and said, while
cheeks flushed:

«] want to thank you for saving me
from my own awkwardness.”

Doret became even more embarrass-
ed than the lieutenant at this show of

the two men at the
the
his |

turned to Gale, who had watched them

«“He's a nice young feller, ole man.
Sapre! ‘W’en be's mad his eye got 50
red lak my ondershirt.” |

But the trader made no reply.

mp—
CHAPTER IIL
WITHOUT BENEFIT OF CLERGY.

Burrell lowered the barrel of his re-
wolver and put out his left hand for
the other's weapon. Suddenly the
man's wrist jerked. the soldier saw a
blue flicker of sunlight on the steel as

ft whirled, saw the arm of Poleon Do~ l

ret fling itself across the bar with the
speed of a striking serpent, heard a

smash of breaking glass, felt the shock
of a concussion and the spatter of

" some liquid in his face. Then be saw |

the man's revolver on the floor half-
way across the room, saw fragments
of glass with it and saw the fellow

step backward, spatching at the fin- '

gers of his right hand. A smell of
powder smoke and rank whisky was in
the air.

There are times when a man’s hand
will act more swiftly than his tongue.
Napoleon Doret had seeDd the manner
of the stranger’s surrender of his gun
and. realizing what it meant, had act-

-

The arm of Poleon Doret flung {tself
across the bar.

' od. At the very instant of the fellow’s

treachery Ddret struck with his bottle
just in time to knock the weapon from
his hand, but not in time to prevent its
discharge. The bullet was lodged In
the wall a foot from where Gale stood.
sweeping downward blow
with his Colt, Burrell clipped the Skag-
way man just above the ear, and he
reeled. Then as he Tell the officer

HEN the steamer had gobpe
Napoleon Doret went to look
| for Necla and found ber

i Gales, who reveled in the gifts he bad

| time for cryin’, ba gosh! 1 guess you
{ don’ have so much present w'en ¥you

playing with the younger

brought. Never had there been such
gorgeous presents for little folks.

The elder girl langhed gladly as Po-
leon entered, though her eyes were wet
with the pity of it

“You seem to bring sunshine wher-
ever you go,” she said. “They bave
never had things to play with like
other children, and it makes me cry to
watch them.™

“Ho. ho,” he chuckled, “dis ain’-no

( Was ' gal you'se'f, w'at? Mebbe
| you t'ink 1 forget you. Waal, 1 didn't.”
|  He began to undo the fastenings of
i a parcel he carried in his arms.
| “Don't you dare open it!" eried Ne-
i cla: “WWwur. that® hair the run.” She
| was a child herself now, her face
flushed and her hands a-tremble. Tak-
ing the package to the table, she hur-
' riedly untied the knots while he stood
' ywwatehing her, his teeth showing white

against his dark face and his eyes half
| shut as if dazzled by the sight of her. |
“0Oh, why didn’t you tie more kmnots

m it?7" she breathed as she undid the |

last, and then, opening the wrappings |

slowly, she gasped in astonishment
She shook it out gently, reverently, a
clinging black lace gown of Paris
make. Next she opened a box and
took from it a plicture bat with long
jet plumes, which she stroked and

pressed fondly against her face. There_ |

were other garments also—a silken
petticoat, sllk stockings and a pair of
hizh heeled shoes to match, with cer-
tain other delicate and dainty things
which she modestly forbore to inspect
before the Frenchman, who said no
word, but only gazed at bher, and for
whom she had no eyes as yet. Finally
she laid her presents aside and, turn-
inz to him, said in a hushed, awe
stricken volce:

“It’s all there, everything complete!
Oh, Poleon—you dear, dear Poleon!”

gry for more demonstrative expression. goess*t
“Ob-hl” she sighed. “Where onearth | 5°™¢ people, but be 3
L arn v et pald for it. “

cost a fortune!” 't gt

“Wan night I gamble in
Yes, sir! I gamble good d::q‘h
For w'le 1 play roulette, dmmlﬁ
den I play some more, ap’ by h
see & new dance gal. Shes p
gal, from Montreal. Dapy d:"'i
tol' you ’bout. Ba gar g, L
dress’ too. She's name’ Hl.ri:
gette.” b

“Oh, I've heard about M.“l
cia. “She owns a claim o
creek.” "0 O Bougy

“Sure, she’'s frien's wit
Cormack, dat riche feller, but | &
know it dis tam’, so I asg hr.
dance wit’ me. Den we drink g4 &y
of champagne—twenty dollar, '

“Mamselle' I say, ‘how
charge for sell me dat dresg?

“‘For w'y shall I sell 'im?
‘I don” wear "im before till tg
I don’ get mo more dress lak g
t'ousan’ dollar.’”

Necia exclaimed excitedly,

“+For w'y you sell "im? |
cause I'll tak’ "im down to
for Necia Gale, w'at never hy
dress lak dat in all bher life’ .
sir, dat Marie Bourgette she's heyrg
you before, an’ your dad, too—meg
Gale—so she say:

“ “W'at lookin’ kind of gal is g
ecla? An’ I tell ber all "bout you W
I'm t'rough she say:

“‘But maybe your little friey §
more bigger as ] am. Maybe de ¢
woun't @it

“ “Ha, you don’ know me, mamss
I say. ‘I can guess de weight of s ep
fbou to fire poun’. She’ll be same gy
la‘kin’ one inch roun’ de wais''

“*Poleon Doret,’ she say, ‘you s
no Franchemans to talk lak dat L
here! I can sell dis dress for fomy
dollar tonight, or I can trade In
gol' mine on El Dorado creek ty
dose Swede w'at want to catchapl
but I'm goin’ sell "im to you forfim
hondred dollar, jus” w'at I payfer'ln
You walit here till I come back’

““Np. po, Mamselle Marie, Tl p
‘long, too, for so you don’ change jar
min’’ I say. An' I stan’ outside
door till she pass me de whole worly

“Don't forget de little shoes’ Iy
an’ dat’s how it come.”

“And yvou paid $300 for it" ek
said, aghast. The Canadian shrugel

“Only for de good heart of Muk
Bourgette 1 pay Wwab t'ousar’,” sl
he. ~I mak’ seven hondred dollarces
profit.”

“It was very nice of both of yor.
—1 can't wear it I've pever ma
dress like it except in pictures, sl
couldn’t”— She saw his face fal
said impulsively:

“I'll wear it once anyhow, e
just for you. Go away quick now &
let me put it on.”

“Dat’s good,” he nodded as be M
awar. “Lbet vou mak’ dose dance &
womel 100k TaE sucker™

No man may understand the g=i

feelings as she set about clothing

She gy
8

t fine dress Tll*
pictur®
womed 5

self in her firs ;
again she had studied
the “outside” showing

in the petrest styles :‘tmllfiﬂ'Ii
hor eyes to fancy berse ressé

lfe manner. et
en amadoEs

Polecn’s eye had be
n fitted

gtanding the fact that S
worn such a corsel
Marie Bourgette W28 gocust
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