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squareness, nor his eyes their clear
alertness.
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and then—slowly and with a bit more
caniion—it went to the trap fastened
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warmed Carvel’'s heart and did away,

with the vast loneliness and emptiness

Baree had dragged him-

Carvel had seated himself on the |
snow-csvered end of a birch log and ?
was filling his pipe. Baree watched |
him light it; he noted with new in- |
terest the first purplish cloud of smoke}
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He turned his face in the direction
of Lac Bain. The suspicion was in |
his mind that McTaggart might tumi
back. Perhaps that same suspicion |
was impressed upon Baree, for when
Carvel looked "at him again he was |
on‘ his feet, staggering a bit as he !
gained " his. equilibrium. In another
moment the outlaw had swung the
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us up we made just One. Understand?
And along came a white-striped skunk
named Hardy and shot him one day
because dad had worked against him

Carver was twisting his hands un-
till his knuckles cracked. An exultant
smile lighted up his face, and his eyes
flashed back the firelight. Baree drew
breath—a mere coincidence;
but it was a tense moment for all that.

“No, he didn’'t get to the peniten-
tiary,” went on Carvel, looking
straight at Baree again. “Yours truly

! glance he took in the black circle of

the forest. They were out there, too;

the thouzht got the better cof his
nerves. He had not intended to shoot
except from necessity, but all at once
his rifle came to his shoulder and he
sent a stream of fire out where the

the gloom, and in that same instant
heard the deadly clash of fangs and
the impact of bodies. A wild thrill
shot through him. The dog had charged
alone—and the wolves had waited.
There could he but one end. His four-
footed comrade had gone straight into
the jaws of death!

He could hear the ravening snap of
those jaws out in the darkness. It
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plained to Baree.. “Yearling ba!l, ten~
der as partridge—and that’s as fine a
sweetbread as ever came out from un-
der a backbone. Try it!”

He tossed the fiesh to Baree. There
was no equivocation in the manner of

| before the judge's eyes, an’ the law-
vers' eyes, an’ the eyes of all his dear
" relatives an’ friends—and 1 killed him!
'And I got away. Was out through a
window before they woke up, hit for
the bush country, and bhave been eat-

5 acceptance. LEaree was famished— | ¢ : . g
ing up the trails ever since. An' I
guess God was with me, Boy. For He

| did a queer thing to help me out sum-
i mer before last, just when the Moun-
ties were after me hardest an’ it
looked pretty black. Man was found
| drowned down in the Reindeer coun-
i try, right where they thought I was

}was sickening. His hand went to the

{ his eyes he plunged out into the dark-
'ness, and from his lips there issued a
! wild yelling that could have been
heard a mile away. With the yelling
a steady stream of fire spat from the
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The Meat Was Flung to Him by a

Friend. .. He: Curied His Teeth in It. | ppistline. A Steady Stream of Fire Spat From
“Aft : Cacvel sald’ the Colt Into the Mass of Fighting
and the meat was flung to' him by a | ~After a moment Carvel sald: Bacaae
friend. He buried his teeth in it. His| "Relatives of yours, old chap.
Jaws crunched it. New fire leaped into | Wolves. Colt into the mass of fighting beasts.

his blood as he feasted, but not for an
instant did" his reddened eyes leave
thre other’s face. Carvel replaced his
pack. He rose to his feet, tock up
hi$ rifle, slipped on his snowshoes, and
fronted the north.

“Come on, Boy,” he said.
got to travel.”

It was a matter-of-fact invitdtion,
as: though the two had been traveling
companions for a long time. It was,
perhaps, not only an invitation but
partly a command. It puzzled Baree.
¥or a full half minute he stood mo-
tionless In his tracks gazing at Carvel
as he strode into the north. A sud-
den convulsive twitching shot through
Biiree; he swung his Lhead toward Lac
Bain; he looked again at Carvel, and
a whine that was scarcely more than
a breath came out of his throat. The
man was just about to disappear into
the thick spruce. He paused, and
looked back.

“Coming, Boy?”

Iven at that distance Baree could
see him grinning affably; he saw the

. outstretched hand, and the voice
stirred new sensations In him. It was
not like Pierrot’s voice. He had never
loved Plefrot. Neither was it soft and
sweet like the Willow’s. He had
known only a few men, and all of
them he had regarded with distrust.
Dut this was a voice that disarmed
nim. It ‘was lureful in its appeal. He

“We've

" was buried under my name.

! don’t get too familiar with people for
|2 year or so longer, and ’way down

| fixed it up in that way to help me out

So I'm
officially dead, old chap. I don’t need
to be afraid any more so long as 1

inside me TI've liked to believe God
of a bad hole. What's your opinion?
Eh?’

He leaned for—>=3 for an answer.
Baree had listened. Derhaps, In a
way, he had understood. But it was
another sound than Carvel’s voice that
came to his ears now. With his head
close to the ground he heard it quite
distinctly. He whined, and the whine
ended in a snarl so low that Carvel
just caught the warning note in it.
He straightened. He stood up then,
and faced the south. Baree stood be-
side him, his legs tense and his spine

He went intuv the tent for his rifle
and cartridges.

Baree was on his feet, rigid as hewn
rock, when Carvel came out of the‘
tent and for a few moments Carvel
stood in silence watching him closely. |
Would the dog respond to the call ot‘
the pack?  Did he belong to them?|
Would he go—now? The wolves were
drawing nearer. They were. not cir-
cling as a caribou or a deer would
have circled, but were traveling
straight—dead straight for their camp.
The significance of this fact was easily
understood by Carvel. All that after-
noon Baree's feet had left a blood-
smell in their trail, and the wolves
had struck the trail in the deep for-
est, where the falling snow had not
covered it. Carvel was not alarmed. !
More than once in his five years of
wandering between the Arctic and the
Height of Land he had played the
game with the wolves. Once he had
almost lost, but that wus out in the

and in the event of bis iirewood run-
ning ouf he had trees uie could elimb.
His anxXiety just now was centered in
RBRaree. So he said, making his voice
quite. casual, “You aren’t going, are
you, old chap?” -
If Baree heard him he gave no. evi-
dence of it. But Caryel, still watch-
Ing him closely, saw that the hair
along his spine had risen like a brush,

wanieg w asswes e He was filleq
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and then he heard—growing slowly in
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open Barren. Ton 't ™~ had a ﬂre.I

There were eight shots in the auto-
matic, and Thot until the plunger
clicked with metallic emptiness did
Carvel cease his yelling and retreat
into the firelight. He listened, breaih-
ing deeply. He no longer saw eyes.in
the darkness, nor did- he hear the
movement of bodies. The suddenness
and ferocity of his attack had driven
back the wolf-horde. But the dog! He
caught his breath, and strained his
eyes. A shadow was dragging itself
into the circle of light. It was Baree.
Carvel ran to him, put his arms un-
der his shoulders, and brought him to
the fire.

For a long time after that there was
a questioning light in Carvel's eyes.
He reloaded his guns, put fresh fuel
on the fire, and from his pack dug out
strips of cloth with which he bandaged
three or four of the deepest cuts in
Baree's legs. And a dozen times he
asked, in a wondering sort of way.
“Now what the deuce made you do
i that, old chap? What have you got
. against the wolves?”
i All that night he did not sleep, but
watched.

- * * * - . -

Their experience with the wolves

' broke down the last bit of uncertainty
that might have existed beween the
man and the dog. For days after that,

as they traveled slowly north anqg

west, Carvel nursed Baree ag he might '

. have cared for a sick child, Because
e ‘~ m « e e - —‘

The THOROUGHBRED

Just as ﬁgt‘

OO

T

‘ i oy "‘“oﬂ-oﬂ_'-

THE CUSTOM BUIL7 MOTOR .
COSTS 5 CENTS MORE - WORTH IT- -+

e o T St

FUEL

' STANDARD OIL COMPANY (N.J.)

e e e




