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on the nlght of his visit to Cherry.

This defection diminisbed his boat
crew by more than balf, and, while the
shoremen stoutly maintained their loy-

alty, the chance of putting up a pack

seemed lost. Boyd swallowed his pride

and went straightway to his epemy.
He found Marsh well recovered from
his flesh wound of a week or more be-
yet extremely cautious for his
safety, as he evidenced by conducting
interview before witnesses,

“We are short handed, and | gave
instructions to secure every avallable
man.” be announced at the conclusion
of Emerson's story. “It s not my fault
if your men prefer to work for me.”

“Then you force me to retaliate™
said Boyd. *1 shall Lire your men out
from under you."

Marsh laughed provokingly.

“Tey it! 1| am & good organizer, If
else. If you send emissaries
plants it will cause certaln vio-
and 1 think you bad better
avold that, for we outnumber you tem
to one”

Emerson left in disgust. Nor had

i}

“What are you doing about it? You
can't afford to lose an hour.”
{ .“1 bave sent a man to each of the
" other plants to hire fishermen at any
price, but 1 have no hope that they
‘will succeed. Marsh has his crews too
well in band for that”

Cherry nodded. “They wouldn'f h"

dare quit him now. He'd never let

them return to this country If they

did Meanwhile the rest of your force

is on the banks, I presume”

t T :
“How many boats have you?' i
“Ten.” . ”

| “Heavens! And this is the first day

of the run! It looks bad, doesnt it?
Has the trap begun to A1 * '

“No. George Is down there now. I
guess Marsh succeeded in corking ft
Meanwhile all the other plants are
working while my Chinks are playing
fantan, I seem to bring misfortune
upon every one connected with me,
don't 17 he added. “I'm afraid I'm a
poor sort.”

i How boyish be was, the girl thought

tenderly, yet how splendidly brave be

‘had been throughout the fight! There

‘was a volceless, maternal yearning in

her heart as she asked him gravely:

“If yon faill now It will mean—the
end of everything, will it not?

. “Yea” He squared his tired shotl-

‘ders. “But 1 am not beaten yet. You

taught me never to give up, Cherry.

If I have to go back home without &
catch and see Hiillard take this plant
over, why—I'll begin once more at
womething newt and some day 1 will

suceeed. Bot I shan't give up. I'll

ean what salmon we catch and then

/begin all over again next season.”
“And—suppose you don't succeed?

fBuppose Hilllard won't carry you?

*“Then 1 shall try something else
Maybe I shall go to mining again. [
don't know. Anybhow, she would not
lht me grow disheartened if she were
.here. She wouldn’'t let me quit. She
'fsn't that sort.”

Cherry Malotte stirred and shifted
\her gaze uncertainly to the gleaming
bay. Abreast of them the fleet of
fishing boats were drifting with the
itide. In tbe distance others were dot-
‘ted clear away to where the opal
‘ocean lay. A tug was passing, aod
sbe saw the sun flash from the cargo
‘In‘its tow, while the falnt echo of a

came wafting to her ears. She

#o for a long mowment. fighting
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took their packs upon their shoul-
and marched up the beach to Wik
s Marsh's plant. Larsen, the day
foreman., acted as their spokesman,
and Boyd recognized too late the result
of that conversation he had Interrupt-
ed
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a farmer every time.”
business has It drawbacks; you'll

grace our midst?

marked his bandsome companion,

‘You can climb a tree or do anything

except fish all the time.'

| “'Bot it is a dark night without, and

1 fear some mischief 18 afoot.’
“*Troe! But yonder beautcheous

ol "

| Roused by the familiarity of these

lines, Emerson looked up from his pre-

oceupation and smiled at Fraser's serl-

ous pantomime.

| “What about that ‘beautcheous gel’

and the mischief that is afoot?”

! “Oh, I heard all about your troubl

1 just left the pesthouse.” -

! “The what?"

| “The pesthouse—Clyde's joint. Aln't

he a calamity 7

i “In what way?

| “Well, 1 lUke silence and quietude

I'm a fool about my qulet, but Clyde"—

He paused as if in search for suit-

able expression. *“Well, whenever [

try to say anything he interrupts me.”

After another pause he went on: “He's

‘dead sore on this place, too, and

whines around lke a litter of pups. He

, he was misled Into coming up

here and has a hunch he's going to

Jose his bank roll™

| “Last night's episode frightened him,

1 dare say.”

| “Yea. Ever since he got that wallop

on the burr in Beattle a guinea pig

could lick bim hand to hand. You'd

think that ten thon' be put up was all

the wealth of the Inkers."

“The wealth of what?*

“Inkera! That's a tribe of rich Mex-

icans. However, I suppose I'd hing

to my coin the same way he does If I

had & mayonnalse head like his. He's

an awful shine as a business man.”

{ “So he's homesick, eh?'

| “Bure! Offered to sell me bia stock.™

ser threw back his head and gave

¥ent to one of his rare langhs. “Aln't-

ithat a rave?

; “Here he comes now,” Boyd an-

nounced, with a glance out the win-

dow, and the next Imstant Alton Clyde

entered, a picture of dejection.

“Gee! This is fierce, lsn't It?* the

‘clubman began, flinging himself fnto

the mearest chair. “They tell me it's

| all off finally. What are you golog

to do?’

“Put up what fish I ean with a short
crew,” sald Boyd

“We'll lose a lot of money.”
“Probably.”

. Clyde's tone was querulons as he

continued: “=
“'m sorry 1 ever went into this
thing. You bet if I had known as
much in Chicago as 1 know now 1

‘would have hung on to my money and

stayed at home.”

“You knew as much as we did"”
Boyd declared curtly. .
“Oh, it's all right for you to talk
You haven't risked any coln in the
deal, but I'm a rotten business man,
and T'll never make my ante back
again if I lose 1£." .

“Don’'t whine about it” said Boyd
stifly. “You ecdn at least be game
and lose llke a mam™ )

page: ”

| ““Your stay among Us bas pot been

Lq pleasant, bhas it? Mr. Ewmerson
ulred.

““That ls the resuit of prejudice
the fish is & voble animal’ Mr, Emer

salmon bhaso't got them at
all. The only thing be’s got s a milllon
ggs and a sense of direction. If he
had a spark of iotelligence be'd lay
one egy & year, like a ben, and thus

a miljon years. Bmt does
he? Not on pyour SBarony! He's a
spendthrift and turns bis eggs loose &
hatful at a time. He's worse than a
shotgun. And then, too, he's as clan-
nish as a Harvard graduate and don't
associate with nobody out of his own
set. No, sir! Give we a warm blooded
animal that suckles its young. I'Nl take

{ *“These are points |1 bad pever con-
gidered,’ sald Mr. Emeérson, ‘but every

agree. If | have failed as & host, what
can | do to entertain you while yon

| “*You can do most anything' re-

his vight eye or his only child, or any

And when you
uﬂ

“Ob, she's good
*They're all guod, but
the way you giedn”

“How do you know 7

“] don't know, but Fruser does. He's
known ber for years. Haven't you.
Fraser?* But the adventurer's face was
like wood us they turned toward bim,

“] don't know wunothing.” veplied
“Fingeriess” Fraser, with an adwira- |
ble show of lgnurance. f

“Well, judge for yourselt.” Ciyde
turned agals (o Emerson. “Who Ia
sbe? Where did she come from? What

tpsult
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s she doing bere nlone? Answer thal,

Now, shie's Interested ln this deal just

as much as oy of us. and If you dod't. ed u

#sk ber to tmke a band I'm golug to
put i up to her myself.” #%5 Cw

“You'll do nuthing of the sort!" Boyd
cried savagely. )

Clyde rose bastily, and his voice was
shaking with excitement as be stam-
mered; .

“See bere, Boyd, you're to blame for
this trouble, and now you elther get us
out of it or buy my stock.”

“You know that | can't buy your
stock.™

“Then I'll sell wherever | can. I've
been stung, and | want my wmoney.
Only, remember, | offered the stock to
you first.”

“You've got a swell chance to make
a turn in Kalvik.," sald Fraser. “Why
don't you take it to Marsh?

“T will!” declared Alton,

*“You wouldn’t do a trick Ilke that?
Emerson questioned quickly. ey Ol

“Why not?  You won't listen to my
advice. You're playing with other peo<
ple’'s money, and it doesn't matter to
you whether you win or lose. If this
enterprise fails I suppose you can pro-
mote another.” 1

“Get out!”™ Boyd ordered, in such a
tone that the speaker obeyed with lodi-
crous haste, 3 .
“Did you know Cherry before yecu
came to Ealvik?" Boyd asked, search-
ing his companion's face with a look
the man could not évade;

“Only ¢asual.”

“Where™

“Nome—the year of the big rush.”
“During the mining troubles, eh?"
“Sure.”

“What was she doing?"

“Minding her business. Bhe's good at
that." Fraser’s eyes had become green
and fishy, as usual.

“What do you know about her?
“Well, 1 know -that a lot of fellows
would ‘go through' for ‘her at the drop
of & hat. 8he could have most any-
thing they've got, | guess, Most any
of them miners at Nome would give

Jittle thing ke that, if she asked it.”
“What else?

“Well, she was always considered a
right good looking party”—

“Yea, yes; of course. But what do
you know about the girl herself? Who
is she? What is her history?’

“Now, sir, I'm an awful, poor detec-
tive.,” confessed “Fingerless” Fraser.
“I've.often noticed that about myself.
If 1 was the kind that goes snooping
around into other people's business,
listening to all the gossip 'm told, I'd
make a good witnéss. But I ain't. No,
sir! I'm a rotten witness.”

Despite this indivect rebuke, Boyd
might have continved bhis guestioning

“Injuns!” wildly shouted the ginnts
and without stopping to stamp bis feet
foto his boots he rushed out barefoot
| after Boyd and Praser. Together the
‘three men reached the dock in time to
help Cherry up the ladder. .

“What does this mean?" Boyd asked
ber breathlessly. *“WIll these fellows

“That's what they’h here for,” sald
dilsted like those of m frightened

then handed the blade back with =
smile. Coustantine slipped it into Ita .

That night the floors of the fish dock
groaned "beneath a - weight of  siiver
sided salmon plled waist bigh to a tall
rough the cool, dim it

A | " Chinese’ butchers
backed and silt and slashed with swift, |

forth suddenly and plucked the fel 4
low’s sheath kaife from its scabbard. |

With a startled cry, Constantine whirl- | i

ed, bis face convulsed. his nostrils
borse. 2.5

But Emerson merely fingered the In-. :
‘| dian’s weapoun carelessaly, remarking: X
“That is ‘s curious knife you have. |
I have noticed it several times.” Ay

‘He eyed him shrewdly for a moment, |
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| Dear Oid Santa Claus:
1 want a Bible and & doll;
| story book and & doll; Myrtle, &

| focking chalr and a doll. Johunie
T o ir baby. She has been sick i
T uees o e izt b

im’ 'l‘ Ay |

that are very poor, -
for more but want &
el gl
Sants Claus.” T will say |




