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CHAPTER I. 
The Black Sheep. 

 
 
“BUCK” WALSH—otherwise, according to 
the roster of the royal northwest mounted 
police, “Constable Bucklyn F. Walsh”—
spread a generous layer of hot mustard paste 
over the cut-off tail of an old flannel shirt, and 
approached his sick comrade. 
 Modulating his wonted gruff tone of 
voice, he addressed the sufferer, meanwhile 
shifting the steaming poultice from hand to 
hand. 
 “Roll over, lad,” he rumbled 
sympathetically. “I want to slap another one 
on your back. We’ve got to bust up that 
congestion on your lungs.” 
 Slowly, weakly, Constable Robert 
Francis Patrick Napier turned on his side, 
faced the corrugated inner wall of the 
galvanized iron “barrack,” and then flopped 
over face downward on his caribou robe. 
 “Thank you, Buck,” be murmured. 
Then, between breaths that seemed to stab and 
burn him to the core, he added: “Awfully 
decent of you to go to all this trouble on my 
account.” 
 “Hell!” muttered the tall constable in 
charge under his wheat-colored, bristly 
mustache. 
 He had but little use for what he called 
“parlor tricks.” He could never bear to be 
thanked. Politeness, conventional greetings, 
were with him curtailed to a gruff “Goo’ 
night!” a hearty “Fine mornin’!” or a blunt 
“Howdy?” 
 Yet the ex-sergeant of Connaught 
Rangers—the wildest regiment of the British 

army—had a heart as big and tender as a 
woman’s, a spirit as generous as was his 
tongue reserved. 
 Seven years in Gibraltar, India, and 
South Africa with the toughest battalion of the 
toughest regiment had changed the rollicking 
Irish lad into a sober man who could use both 
his fists and his rifle. 
 By the time he took his discharge and 
received his twenty-one “quid,” there were but 
three men out of the fourteen hundred 
Connaughts who dared face him behind the 
canteen—coat-and-shoes-off, bare-knuckle 
affairs. And with a Lee-Metford pressed to his 
shoulder Buck could average, ninety out of a 
hundred “possible” at any range under the 
thousand-yard limit. 
 Five years in Saskatchewan and 
Alberta, raising wheat and herding cattle, 
softened the brogue of the ex-soldier, while 
toughening his riding muscles and broadening 
his view of life. Then followed an 
unsuccessful rush for gold, and his ultimate 
enlistment in the “mounted.” 
 Ten years spent at Dawson, Herschel 
Island, Regina, and the lonely barrack at Seal 
Point taught the straight-backed, gray-eyed 
Irishman the art of preserving the king’s peace 
among quarreling gold-seekers, taught him 
how to keep in check the wild spirits among 
the American whalemen wintering in the Far 
North who would have debauched a native 
tribe with whisky and worse. 
 In fact, it was his successful work at 
Herschel Island that led to Buck’s 
appointment as constable in charge at the new 
post on the western shore of Hudson Bay. 
 It was on Buck’s thirty-eighth 
birthday, some two years before, when his 
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major sent for him and apprised him of the 
new post he was to command. 
 “Walsh,” said Major Bourke, as he 
twisted his gray mustache and eyed the human 
ramrod before him, “you’ve made good up at 
the island, and now we’re giving you the 
command of a small post at Seal Point.” 
 Buck stood at attention, his bright gray 
eyes full upon those of his superior. 
 “You’re to take a man or two along for 
a start,” went on the commandant at Regina. 
“If you need more men to keep the whalemen 
and whisky-runners away from the Kenipatoos 
you can have them. The Scotch whaler left 
material at Seal Point out of which you can 
build a double-walled iron house. 
 “There’s also a kerosene-motored 
whale-boat on the beach. You’ll find no 
timber there. You’re forty or fifty miles above 
the timber-line. The whaler also left 
provisions enough for three men for three 
years. 
 “The Hudson Bay Company’s packet 
calls once yearly. You’ll have to keep warm 
with kerosene and seal oil. You’re forbidden 
to trade with the native Kenipatoos for 
anything excepting what meat you can’t shoot 
or what furs you actually need for bedding and 
winter garments.” 
 The commandant paused to look over 
some papers before him. Rapidly his active 
mind grasped the sense of a document lying 
before him. Then he looked up at the silent 
constable. 
 “Briefly, your orders are to keep peace 
among the natives; to prevent the unnecessary 
slaughter of caribou and other game; to seize 
and destroy liquor wherever you find it, and to 
apprehend the runners and keep them under 
close arrest until the weather permits you to 
deliver them at Fort What Cheer, some two 
hundred miles below you.” 
 Major Bourke’s face grew sterner than 
usual. He removed his eyeglasses, polished 
them vigorously for a few moments, and then 

eyed Constable Walsh through the shining 
lenses. 
 “You’ve heard of ‘Whisky’ West?” 
 “I have, sir.” Buck’s answer was brief 
and to the point. 
 “Very well; your real mission up there 
is to clean up West and his gang. If you catch 
them on shore with liquor in their possession, 
you’re to arrest them as well as to destroy the 
liquor, if they offer resistance or violence—
you know what to do. It’s a long way from 
Seal Point to What Cheer.” 
 The major’s last sentence was 
significant to Buck, even if not quite clear to 
the layman. 
 Years before on the Pacific coast, 
while running a contraband cargo of opium 
into Vancouver, the deaths of two Dominion 
revenue officials had been attributed to West 
and his gang. A technicality saved them from 
the gallows. 
 Latterly the scene of activities of the 
seal-poaching, whisky, and opium-running 
desperado had switched to the shores of 
Hudson Bay. 
 Commanding a stub-nosed sloop of 
sixty-odd tons, West had for two alternate 
years pushed his way through the icy Strait in 
early July, subsequently wintering his craft 
near Seal Point, and leaving the  bay with his 
p1under the following summer. 
 Costly furs had been “purchased” for a 
sup of fiery rum, herds of migrating caribou 
had been slaughtered for their skins alone, 
native women had disappeared, winter meat 
caches had been broken into, causing suffering 
and privation among the peace-loving brown 
folk of the north. 
 And worse—a man of the mounted 
sent out from Port What Cheer on “summer 
patrol” had been shot to death near Seal Point. 
 No natives witnessed the shooting. It 
was impossible to fasten the crime on Whiskv 
West, even though it was known his sloop was 
anchored off the Point the night before the 
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deed. 
 Buck Walsh knew of these incidents in 
the career of the big American who had long 
since, for urgent reasons of his own, taken out 
Dominion naturalization papers. Buck knew 
also that West was due back in the bay that 
summer; that the apprehension and arrest of 
the whisky-runners meant gun-fighting. 
 The major’s words, “It’s a long way 
from Seal Point to What Cheer,” meant 
substantially to Buck that Ottawa would be 
satisfied with summary action; that a brief 
report, Shot and killed while resisting arrest,” 
would be more than welcomed at the 
headquarters of the royal northwest mounted 
police. 
 “Do you know why you are selected 
instead of one of our corporals?” snapped 
Major Bourke suddenly. 
 “I don’t, sir,” answered Buck. 
 There was a quizzical look upon the 
weather-bronzed face of the commandant as 
he proceeded to enlighten his subordinate. 
“It’s partly because since we lost Harris 
you’re the best shot on the force; partly 
because you made good at Herschel,” he 
explained. 
 Buck still remained at “attention,” 
awaiting the further pleasure of the field 
officer. 
 “Now we’ll get down to business,” 
went on that official, curtly. “How many men 
shall I give you? One or two?” 
 “One man will do me, sir.”  
 “Whom do you suggest?”  
 “Constable Napier, sir.” 
 “Why Napier?” demanded the major. 
 He’s the second-best shot on the force, 
sir,” was the significant response. 
 “Very well,” grunted the major. 
 He picked up his pen, jabbed it in the 
inkwell, and scratched away for a minute or 
more. He then summoned his adjutant, handed 
him a sheaf of documents, and turned once 
more to the waiting man. 

 “They’re making you up a good dog-
team at What Cheer.” the major continued. 
“You can get up to the point on the last of the 
spring snow. Then you’ll have the whole 
summer to build your house and get ready for 
trouble. How soon do you think you can 
start?” 
 Buck’s eyes shifted from the face of 
his commandant to the orderly room clock. 
 “There’s a train to Winnipeg in an 
hour, sir,” he answered curtly. 
 “Very good. Find Constable Napier, 
and report back in thirty minutes for final 
orders and travel warrants.” 
 Constable Walsh back-paced one step 
to the rear, whipped his right hand to the visor 
of his new regulation cap, and then swung 
about smartly and disappeared. 
 “Damn it!” complained the 
commandant to his adjutant. “There goes a 
man I hate to lose.” 
 He might have been promoted years 
ago if ’twasn’t for his gruff tongue and surly 
disposition,” commented the adjutant. 
 Heading first for the barracks, Buck 
had made known the major’s wishes to 
Constable Napier; then the “surly” one spent 
twenty minutes getting his field kit together, 
and a matter of eight minutes in stroking and 
petting a certain bay horse with a white star on 
his forehead. 
 In this manner was begun the close 
association between Buck Walsh and 
Constable Robert Francis Patrick Napier; the 
latter a lineal—if at times an unworthy—
descendant of Lord Napier, of Magdala. 
 Together, they plunged into the barren 
wilderness to the northward of the timber-line; 
together, they kept their lonely watch, and 
enforced the law in far-off Keewatin. Then 
came the day when pneumonia seized the 
younger constable and laid him by the heels. 
 For two days, and the greater part of 
two nights, Buck had kept watch beside the 
hunk of his sick comrade, thankful that simple 
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remedies were at hand and that the brief arctic 
summer was approaching. 
 But with the coming of summer was 
expected the arrival of Whisky West and his 
schooner. The first warm season the two men 
of the mounted spent at Seal Point saw the 
liquor-runner in the bay. 
 But he had kept far to the northward of 
the little post, and confined his operations to 
the hunting grounds of the Iwilliks at points 
well beyond sledding or boating distance of 
the soldier-policemen. 
 When the barren Lands had again 
turned green West left the bay, after 
threateningly openly to return the following 
summer and “trade where or how he damned 
pleased.” 
 And now the strait might be expected 
to be fairly free from ice. Excepting a mere 
rim of rotten, yellowish ice which still hung 
on within the reefs fringing the western coast, 
Hudson Bay was clear. 
 West might show up almost any day. 
 His previous pickings of bear hides 
and walrus oil from the half-starved Iwilliks 
was far from satisfying his greed. There was 
richer trade to be had with the Kenipatoos 
around Seal Point and Chesterfield Inlet. 
 There had been years when a silver fox 
pelt had been swapped for a single bottle of 
bad whisky; seasons when a ton of whale 
baleen worth four dollars a pound had been 
exchanged for a case of raw spirits. 
 That Whisky West would return, head 
for the Kenipatoo country, and lock horns 
with the two men of the mounted seemed 
inevitable. 
 This, then, was the situation when the 
two constables returned from a scouting patrol 
to Chesterfield Inlet, and Napier had 
complained of fever and a severe pain in his 
lungs. 
 For an hour after poulticing the 
sufferer Buck sat smoking his pipe and 
listening to the labored breathing of his 

patient. Then his wandering eyes rested upon 
the breakfast dishes, as yet unwashed. 
 Two paces brought the lanky constable 
to the door of the barrack. Softly he unlatched 
the door and called: “Oolah!” 
 Scarcely had his lips closed than the 
skin curtains of a native lupck, a rod away, 
were parted and a young woman appeared. 
Moving noiselessly in her sealskin mukluks, 
the girl approached Walsh and came to a halt 
before him. 
 Slender, taller than most women of her 
race, with eyes and skin that spoke plainly of 
the white blood in her veins, Oolah made a 
striking picture as she stood demurely before 
the king’s soldier, her winsome face turned 
full upon him. 
 “Time to clean up, girl,” growled Buck 
not unkindly. 
 “Yes, sir,” answered the native girl in 
purest English. Then she added: “And I hope 
the young master is feeling better to-day.” 
 Walsh shook his head, knocked the 
dottle from his brier, and then turned toward 
the lead-colored waters of the open bay. A 
hair-seal popped up its glistening head less 
than a hundred yards away, but Buck was in 
no humor to waste either glance or thought on 
the creature. 
 His mind was occupied with thoughts 
of the impending visit of Whisky West, the 
illness of his comrade in arms. His eyes were 
on the eastern horizon, soon to be notched by 
the sail of the liquor-runner. 
 
 

CHAPTER II. 
The Girl He Left Behind. 

 
 
“BUCK, I’ve been a bad egg,” came weakly 
from the unshaven lips of the junior constable. 
 “That’s all right, lad! You’ve been a 
man these two years, haven’t yuh?” 
 It was the fifth day of Napier’s illness. 
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The high lever had passed, the patient 
breathed easier, but his weakness was pitiable. 
 “I—-I’ve got pneumonia, haven’t I?” 
 “Looks that way, lad,” came uneasily 
from Walsh. 
 “And I may cash in?” 
 “Nonsense, man! You’re sure to get 
well and strong.” 
 The sick man studied the face of the 
other. Then his gaze roved over the interior of 
the tiny barrack and rested upon the mission-
bred Kenipatoo maiden. 
 Oolah was preparing a broth of 
venison. 
 Her glossy brown hair, her soulful 
eyes, the pink and cream of her cheeks, might 
have been envied by women of position and 
wealth. Nothing but the fawnskin garments, 
the sealskin foot-gear, proclaimed her to be a 
daughter of the wilds. 
 Once more the restless eyes of the 
ne’er-do-well sought those of his comrade. 
“Buck,” said he, “I want you to do something 
for me.” 
 “Sure, lad. Anything I can.” 
 Look in the bottom of my ‘holdall’ for 
two small red books. One of them is our 
‘Service Manual.’ I want the other one.” 
 From an improvised shelf in one 
corner of the room Buck dragged down a 
canvas bag. He unlaced it, tossed aside spurs, 
leggings, and other unused paraphernalia, and 
finally produced the familiar brown hold-all of 
the British military service. 
 In the pocket end of the canvass roll 
were two books—one the “Crimson Manual” 
of the mounted police; the other a small 
volume bound in red morocco. 
 Napier stretched forth a trembling 
hand for the little book; but as he clutched it, it 
fell from his nerveless finders. Huskily he 
faltered: 
 “Y-you open it—Buck.” Within upon 
the title page Walsh noted the printed caption: 
 

INFANTRY TRAINING 
General Staff, War Office 

 
 
On the flyleaf, traced in a delicate hand, were 
the words: “Bound by Mary Leigh and 
presented to Lieutenant the Honorable Robert 
F. P. Napier of the King’s Royal Rifles.” 
 “Great Scott, lad! You held a 
commission in the Rifles?” 
 Half involuntarily Buck rose and stood 
at “attention.” 
 “Yes,” came from the man in the bunk. 
Bitterly he went on: “Was with Kitchener on 
the last Nile expedition—on Bobs’s staff in 
South Africa—saw Lhasa with 
Younghusband.” 
 The speaker paused for breath. 
 Then he licked his dry lips, closed his 
eyes, and went on with the story of his fall 
from grace: 
 “As long as there was action—
somewhere—all went well. Gibraltar was the 
finish. We were sent to Gib to rot. We grew 
stale. There was nothing to do but to play 
cards and billiards and polo; to take in the 
bullfights at Linea and Algeciras. 
 Some of the men took to sherry and 
native wines. I stuck to Scotch, I lasted 
eighteen months.” Very softly the ex-
lieutenant added: “’twas then I came to 
Canada.” 
 Buck’s thoughts raced back to the day 
he had first seen Napier. 
 He pictured the slim, straight 
youngster of 30 or so, who wore a monocle 
and carried a swagger stick until he donned 
the red coat of the Mounted. He smiled grimly 
as he remembered how that same 
“gentleman’s son” had put surprise and ginger 
into his squadron by whipping all the heavy-
weights who boasted of prowess with the 
gloves, to say nothing of his wonderful 
accomplishments at the target-butts. 
 Then the tall constable’s face grew 
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stern as he harked back to a certain wild night 
in Saskatoon—a night which cost the 
Englishman nearly a thousand dollars in cash 
as well as a month’s liberty after the drinking-
bout was over. 
 But that night saw Napier take his last 
drink. 
 The pure air of the northern prairies 
had since done wonders for the wastrel. It had 
blown away the haze from his partly fuddled 
brain, put fresh life and vigor into his whisky-
bitten frame. 
 Hard riding and paddling had served to 
keep his pores open and his flesh firm. 
 Napier, sick as he was, was an entirely 
different personage from the ne’er-do-well 
who one day in the long ago stepped out onto 
the C. P. R. platform at Winnipeg. From those 
days of several years before Buck’s thoughts 
returned to the present. Napier had quite 
recovered his breath and was speaking again. 
 “Look in the pocket.” he said: “the 
pocket in the back cover of the book.” 
 Three medals, two letters, and a small 
photograph rewarded Buck’s search. The ex-
Connaught Ranger’s eyes sparkled as he 
recognized the familiar red-edged ribbon of 
orange and blue attached to the South African 
medal. 
 He swore softly to himself as he noted 
the seven clasps, each one denoting a battle—
the first inscribed “Modder River.” the last 
“Laing’s Nek.” 
 Reverently Buck laid aside the 
Queen’s Sudan medal with its red-striped 
black and yellow ribbon, the single-clasped 
medal commemorating the opening of Tibet. 
He then picked up the photograph. 
 The sweet face of an English girl in 
her early twenties smiled up at the constable. 
It was not merely a face of beauty, a 
commonplace, flattering print from a touched-
up negative. 
 It was the striking likeness of a young 
woman of breeding and birth; a girl possessing 

character as well as unusual physical 
attractiveness. 
 Long, dark eyelashes; eyes of deepest 
brown; hair as black and glossy as the 
plumage of the raven, gave the face a Castilian 
touch, accentuated possibly by certain curves 
about the dainty nostrils, which lent to the face 
an expression of pride and firmness. 
 “A spirited beauty.” mused Walsh. 
 “She’s my only regret.” said Napier 
hollowly. Hungrily, wistfully he eyed the 
photograph, but made no move to touch it. 
“That’s Mary Leigh.” he went on to say. 
“She’s—1—lost—to me.” he added 
falteringly. 
 “Married?” asked Buck shortly. 
 “No; not to my knowledge.” 
 And Buck understood. 
 Napier put forth a mighty effort and 
managed to raise himself on an elbow. His 
voice seemed stronger as he began speaking 
again. An intense desire to make certain 
instructions clear to his comrade lent him 
strength. 
 “Buck,” said he, “I want you to read 
one of those letters all through. It’s the one 
with the French stamp on it. Then you’ll 
understand. 
 “She travels almost constantly. Her 
bankers’ address is at the top of the note-head. 
A letter sent in care of them will reach her 
quickly. If—” the voice of the speaker grew 
lower as he paused—“if anything happens to 
me up here—now or at any future time—I 
want you to send her a line. I’ve no living 
relatives outside of cousins that I don’t care a 
fig about. Will you do this for me?” 
 “Sure I will, lad,” growled Buck.  
 To hide his emotion Buck spoke 
gruffly; but when he laid down the photograph 
and letters in order to ease the sick man back 
upon his pillow, his touch was like that of a 
woman. 
 A long while Napier lay still with his 
eyes closed; then Buck roused him to sip a 
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cupful of savory broth. Strengthened 
physically and relieved mentally in some 
degree, the black sheep of an illustrious family 
soon fell fast asleep. 
 An added chill in the air, deep 
shadows in the corners of the barracks 
heralded the approach of evening—the long 
Arctic twilight of spring. 
 Oolah, dismissed for the day, sought 
her tupek, where she dwelt alone in the 
absence of Kewpik, her foster-father, 
huntsman, and messenger for the king’s men 
at Seal Point. 
 As the footsteps of the native girl died 
away, Buck turned to watch the sun sink 
beneath the grim horizon of the desolate 
Barrens. Then he lit the bracket-lamp, 
adjusted the home-made shade so that but 
little light fell upon his comrade’s bunk, and 
fell to cutting up tobacco. 
 Three pipes he filled, as was his after-
supper habit, and then he lit the first, saw the 
light burning to his satisfaction, and picked up 
the envelope bearing the French postage-
stamp. 
 The contents of the letter were both 
legible and to the point. 
 But three sides of the four-paged 
missive were covered with writing, yet Buck’s 
pipe went out ere he reached the signature. His 
strong teeth gripped the bit of the pipe, his 
gray eyes leaped from the words: 
 “Very regretfully yours, Mary Leigh,” 
to the slumbering patient. Then Buck Walsh 
breathed some words that would not look well 
on paper, he scowled at the letter, stroked 
thoughtfully his short-clipped mustache, and 
through his teeth came another string of 
indignant oaths. 
 “’Tisn’t right,” Buck concluded half 
aloud. “It’s damned near time a third party 
took a hand!” 
 No sooner had the thought possessed 
him than the constable took action. From his 
bag he dragged forth a ragged pasteboard box. 

 After diligent search among the odds 
and ends in the box he found a fairly clean 
double sheet of ruled note-paper and a dingy 
official envelope. Armed with an indelible 
pencil, the constable seated himself, the unlit 
pipe still between his lips. 
 For more than an hour he wrote, taking 
both time and pains in the turn of each phrase, 
the text of each sentence. Then he addressed 
the envelope, drew the moistened point of the 
pencil through the words, “On his majesty’s 
service.” and affixed a stamp to the missive—
the last stamp at Seal Point. 
 These things done. Buck placed the 
letter beneath the untanned caribou hide which 
served him as a mattress, ready for the coming 
of Kewpik—and the regular mails below Fort 
What Cheer. Only then did Walsh seem to 
perceive that his pipe was cold. 
 An hour later, the barrack blue with 
smoke, Buck opened the sliding window an 
inch, blew out the lamp, and drew his flannel 
shirt over his head. The black sheep was 
snoring gently, dreaming doubtless of fairer 
lands where nature was more bountiful. 
 The morning brought Kewpik and the 
dogs. 
 Squat and rotund, his coffee-colored 
face all smiles, the Kenipatoo came trotting 
along ahead of the laden wolf-dogs. Four 
tenderloins of venison, fresh from “the land of 
Little Sticks,” was the burden of the one-eyed 
leader, “Dr. Cook.” 
 The other huskies bore hides and furs, 
the perquisites and property of the native 
factotum. 
 Oolah greeted her foster-parent with a 
radiant smile and a few words of welcome. 
The widower paused to lay a brown hand 
upon her shining tresses. 
 Then he approached the iron barrack 
and unslung a string of birds from around his 
neck. Buck noted a brace of red-breasted 
sheldrake, a plump blue-winged teal; then 
Kewpik’s right hand was free, and the soldier-
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policeman gave him a white man’s greeting. 
 “My tribe is headed this way,” the 
native went on to say in sonorous Kenipatoo, 
sister language of the inland Cree. “This warm 
season they will camp near their white 
brothers, where they will stay until the caribou 
leave at the coming of the ice.” 
 “Then we’ll have plenty of salmon and 
berries this summer,” commented Buck. 
 Idly he watched the native strip the 
panting dogs of their packs, turning now and 
again to look toward Napier’s bunk. But the 
sick man still slumbered fitfully, his curly 
brown head pillowed on the crook of his 
elbow. 
 Buck was deliberating whether or not 
to rouse his mate that he might take 
nourishment, when came a cry from Oolah. 
 She was standing atop a granite 
boulder a few yards away, the skirt of her 
fawnskin koolitany fluttering in the morning 
breeze. When the girl saw that she had 
attracted Buck’s attention she pointed to the 
eastern horizon. Buck looked in that direction. 
 He saw in the foreground the canvas-
covered prow of his whale-boat hauled high 
upon a rocky shelf. 
 In the middle distance a black-throated 
loon squawked harshly as it dived from view. 
Beyond, where the gray of the sky-line 
blended with the darker gray of the water, 
Buck saw a small speck—a speck that 
indicated a sail, since the bergs and floes were 
all well on their way to the Atlantic. 
 “West made a quick passage,” 
muttered the constable to himself. 
 He went on thinking of the heavy ice 
still jammed at the mouth of Hudson Strait, of 
the brute courage and recklessness of the 
whisky-runner who had so early in the season 
forced his way into the bay. 
 Then he turned on his heel and entered 
the barrack. 
 Straight to the head of his berth he 
strode. A glance at the flushed face and closed 

eyes of his comrade, and Buck then took from 
its hiding-place the letter he had written the 
night before. 
 In front of the skin tupek Buck found 
the hunter busily engaged in dressing birds. 
 “Kewpik,” said the constable, “I’m 
sorry to start you right off again, but here’s a 
letter I want to get into the mails. You savvy 
Superintendent Murtagh of the police 
detachment at Fort What Cheer?” 
 The native grinned an affirmative. 
 “You give him this letter. Tell him I’d 
like to have him get it out by the first mail-
canoe over the trail.” 
 Kewpik wiped his hands on the 
plumage of a duck, and disappeared within the 
skin tent for an instant. Then he came back 
into the open, bearing a square of clean 
buckskin. 
 This he wrapped carefully around the 
letter handed to him, tied it with a thong, and 
thrust the whole within the breast of his 
koolitany. Then, to insure doubly the safety of 
the missive, the careful native tied the ends of 
the thong to the draw-string of his fawnskin 
breeches. 
 “You can take the whale-boat if you’ll 
not use the motor,” Walsh went on. “We’ve 
got to save our petroleum for serious work.” 
 Silently, asking no questions, the 
Kenipatoo went swiftly about the preparations 
for his two-hundred-mile journey. He tossed a 
parcel of dried fish into the boat, shouldered 
the ten-gallon boat-keg, and filled it at a 
freshwater pond close by; stepped the short 
mast and overhauled the gear. 
 Buck filled a bag with hard bread, dug 
out a quarter-pound plug of tobacco, and 
handed them to the native. 
 Oolah, her fine face aglow with 
excitement and exertion, bundled up the fur 
bedding so recently unpacked from the back 
of the one-eyed Dr. Cook. 
 She sensed that something out of the 
ordinary was in the wind—this sending away 
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of her foster-father so soon after his return 
from the hunt. 
 Yet she neither questioned nor 
complained. She was happy in serving these 
white Kabloonahs from the south—these 
masterful men through whose bodies coursed 
the same blood as that of the New England 
whaling captain who had courted her Indian 
mother long years before. 
 The props were removed from the 
gunwales of the boat, rollers were placed 
beneath its keel, when Buck asked Kewpik: 
 “How far distant are the men and 
women of your tribe?” 
 “Two days’ journey away,” was the 
answer. “They camp to-night at the lake of the 
Lame Dog.” 
 And then the boat rolled rapidly down 
the shelving rock. As the sharp-ended, stern 
struck the water the native gave a mighty push 
and scrambled aboard. The rudder shipped, 
the leg-o’-mutton sail set, and the boat drew 
away to the south’ard. 
 “Tab-bow-hoodee!” 
 The native’s farewell floated ashore on 
the eastern wind. Buck waved his hand. Oolah 
shaded her eyes, and, woman-fashion, 
dropped a tear and bit her lower lip. 
 Then the snarling of the unwatched 
wolf-dogs roused her into action. They had 
made away with a ham of venison, and were 
quarreling for possession of the forbidden 
meat. 
 Buck sprang to help the girl restore 
order among the pack. 
 When quietness again prevailed the 
constable turned for another look seaward. 
The sail beyond the barrier reef seemed much 
larger than when he first beheld it. 
 Already he could distinguish it to be 
that of a sloop. 
 Headed directly for Seal Point, the 
vessel approached swiftly. When the constable 
saw that the craft was unquestionably the Rose 
Jennings, the sloop of the liquor-runners, he 

entered the iron hut. 
 Napier, awakened by the uproar of the 
dog-fight, was leaning weakly upon an elbow 
as Buck entered. 
 “Hello, lad!” called the tall constable. 
“Ready for some grub?” 
 The younger man nodded. “A toasted 
hardtack—and a little of that canned milk—
please. I’m feeling stronger this morning. I’ve 
quite an appetite, too.” 
 Buck was on the point of calling 
Oolah, when she appeared in the doorway 
herself. 
 She bore a bucket of water fresh from 
the pond; also a nosegay of wild-flowers, 
which she arranged in a cracked cup. 
 “I heard the dogs fighting; Kewpik 
must be back.” 
 “Right, lad. He’s back and gone off 
again.” 
 Buck paused to split some hard-tack 
ready for toasting. Seeing a look of inquiry in 
the invalid’s eyes he added: 
 “I sent him away in the whale-boat, 
he’s to scout around Chesterfield Inlet for a 
few days. I want to get a line on the big herd 
of caribou that’s due there about this time.” 
 Buck glanced out of the sliding 
window toward the bay, and then nonchalantly 
reached for his carbine. He took the weapon 
from its case, wiped it free from the heavy 
grease which had been smeared over it, and 
then took it apart. 
 He wiped and oiled every part of the 
action, ran a “pull-through” from breech to 
muzzle, and then reached for Napier’s carbine. 
 “Might’s well clean ’em both,” he 
growled as he saw his fellow constable’s eye 
on him. 
 The invalid’s weapon cleaned and 
oiled, Buck picked up both carbine’s and 
strode to the door. He leaned the weapons 
against the inland side of the house, and then 
looked seaward. 
 The sloop had negotiated the passage 
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between the outer reefs. A thousand yards 
away, near a patch of dirty yellow ice that still 
clung to an inner reef, the vessel shot up into 
the wind. 
 As her weigh lessened and the 
mainsail shook to the fresh breeze, a dull, 
rumbling sound was home ashore. The sloop 
had anchored. 
 Buck’s jaw muscles flickered. 
Unwittingly he clenched his fists at the 
thought of the audacity of the liquor-runner—
his impudence, in anchoring his craft under 
the very nose of the police. 
 For a few moments the constable 
lingered. He saw the jib and mainsail furled 
and a boat dropped. Something was lowered 
into the boat. It was too far distant for Buck to 
determine the nature of the object. 
 Then men swarmed into the boat; oar-
blades flashed in the morning sunlight, and the 
smaller craft was headed for shore. Buck 
waited to see no more. 
 He entered the hut. From an 
ammunition-case he crammed his pockets full 
of .303 “soft-points.” From a peg at the head 
of his bunk he seized his service belt and 
donned it. 
 “What’s up?” asked Napier, viewing 
with curiosity the warlike preparations of his 
comrade. 
 “Thought I’d try a little target-practise 
this mornin’.” lied Buck. “’Twon’t bother you, 
will it, lad?” 
 Napier shook his head and turned his 
attention to a cup of steaming milk Oolah held 
out to him. Walsh edged nearer his bunk. 
 Unobserved he ran his hand around the 
outer bunk-board until it encountered a hard 
parcel wrapped in buckskin. He grasped it 
and, keeping his body between Napier and the 
package, slipped from the room. 
 For several minutes Buck’s fingers 
moved rapidly, he jammed both carbine 
magazines full of cartridges, worked the bolts 
that drove home the first cartridge, and threw 

on the safeties. He loaded his service revolver 
and thrust it back in the low-swinging holster. 
 Then he turned his attention to the 
buckskin parcel. As be unrolled the tanned 
skin several objects were disclosed—a 
shoulder-holster lined with soft chamois, two 
boxes of cartridges, and lastly, a wicked-
looking flat pistol of generous caliber. 
 It was a Colt .380—a weapon that 
Buck had long since purchased on his own 
account. 
 Lovingly the constable handled its 
smooth, blue frame. He filled its magazine and 
thrust it within the hollow butt. He worked the 
cocking-piece that, made the pistol ready for 
instant play, then threw up the thumb-latch 
and placed the weapon in the shoulder holster. 
 For a few minutes the constable 
scowled at the approaching boat, then he laid 
down the holster and reentered the barrack. 
 “There’s quite a chill in the wind yet,” 
he growled as he pawed over some garments 
hung along the wall. “Might’s well put on ‘the 
red’ for a change,” he added as he dragged 
down the red tunic of the mounted. 
 Napier forced a smile as Buck thrust 
his long arms in the red coat and hastened 
from the room. 
 Once outside again Buck threw off the 
coat. Unbuckling his belt he cast that aside. 
Then he donned the shoulder-holster and 
fastened the breast-strap. 
 Once more he put on the red tunic and 
girdled himself with the service belt. With a 
final glance at the loaded carbines resting 
against the house Buck sauntered slowly 
toward the rocky beach. 
 “I’m ready for anything,” he muttered 
to himself as he eyed the boat and its 
occupants, now but a few yards away. 
 
 

CHAPTER III. 
Buck Walsh—Bouncer. 
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SIX men leaped from the whale-boat as its 
keel crushed the kelp at the water’s edge—
three men to a side. They grasped the 
gunwales of the boat and hauled it out. 
 Buck drew closer. He saw a cask, bilge 
down, resting upon the middle thwarts of the 
boat. 
 The boat beached, five of the men 
lingered near by it, while one of them 
approached the constable. 
 “My name’s West.” began the big 
fellow who drew near Buck. 
 “And my name’s Walsh—Constable 
Bucklyn F. Walsh of the mounted police.” 
returned Buck coolly. 
 “Don’t see any hosses around yere,” 
laughed the whisky-runner hoarsely. “I should 
call yer a dis-mounted policeman.” 
 A snicker ran around the group at the 
boat. There was a sneer on the evil face of 
Whisky West as he went on: 
 “We’re come ashore fer water. Reckon 
you ain’t got any objections to us a fillin’ our 
cask at the pond?” 
 Buck shook his head. He could not 
trust his voice. A pale tinge swept over his 
face at the jeer of West’s men. It was not the 
pallor of fear. 
 It was the brand of pallor that usually 
precedes gun-play. 
 The thought that he was face to face 
with the murderer of a brother constable was 
almost more than he could bear. His fingers 
itched to leap to one of his weapons that he 
might drive a bullet between the greenish-blue 
eyes of the outlaw. 
 Silently, just out of ear-shot of the 
barrack above, the two men faced each other. 
 Buck saw a rough-clothed person 
about his own height, but far stouter in build. 
A barrel-shaped body set atop stocky legs, a 
short neck, a face which needed soap and a 
razor were characteristics of Whisky West. 
 When he opened his mouth to speak he 

displayed snags of broken teeth in his upper 
jaw—apertures which served him for the 
convenient discharge of tobacco-juice. 
 Deep-set eyes of a greenish hue lay 
behind a nose that had once been broken. A 
ragged beard but half concealed the cruel 
mouth. All in all the liquor-runner possessed 
an exterior repelling, unsavory and brutal. 
 On the other hand, Walsh was standing 
before him a lean, gray-eyed man, whose 
freshly shaven face was several shades darker 
that the close-cropped mustache above the 
firm mouth. Fawn skin trousers, native style, 
with the fur next to the skin, were thrust into 
the tops of a pair of fresh-water-seal mukluks. 
 The five-buttoned tunic of flaring red 
was held closed at the waist by service belt 
and sagging holster. 
 There was something about the folded 
arms and stern demeanor of the bare-headed 
man that West did not quite understand. There 
was an authoritative pose to the square chin, 
an alert, fearless expression in the eyes that 
never left West’s save to flash now and then a 
watchful glance toward the men at the boat. 
 Once or twice in his life West had 
encountered such men. And these meetings 
had proven disastrous for both his person and 
plans. 
 West’s gaze roved over the four 
pocket-flaps of the red coat, traveled upward, 
and rested upon one of the shining collar-
badges. Noisily, moving neither his lips nor 
his chin, he spat straight in front of him. 
 “Better fer us to have an understandin’ 
right now,” he ventured. 
 Buck stood as immovable as the 
Volunteers’ Monument in Winnipeg. He 
offered no remark. 
 “I’m goin’ ter do some tradin’ 
hereabouts this summer,” went on West. He 
waved a thumb over his shoulder, indicating 
the group around the whale-boat. “Me and my 
men stand on our rights ter trade. We’re all 
citizens o’ th’ Dominion.” 
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 Buck could not resist smiling grimly. 
He knew that West, an American by birth, had 
taken out Dominion naturalization papers with 
the palpable intent of thereby gaining undue 
advantage over legitimate traders and hunters 
from “the States.” 
 Whisky West spat, and went on: 
 “We’re up here to make an honest 
livin’, and we ain’t goin’ to stand fer 
interference—police or no police, mounted or 
unmounted. Them that butts in ’ll get hurt 
quick and bad.” 
 This open defiance and threat was 
more than Buck could stand. He had intended 
giving the outlaw no inkling of his knowledge 
or plans. 
 Now he stepped three paces to the 
front. Noiseless as a captive tiger pacing the 
sawdust-covered planks of its cage were the 
movements of the king’s man. He thrust his 
face within twelve inches of the surprised 
countenance of the whisky-runner. 
 “West,” said he in low, vibrant tones, 
“I’ve got some plain words for yuh. You and 
your dirty crew came up here to trade rum; to 
shoot in the back those who’d stop yuh. Now, 
get this straight!” The constable’s index-
finger almost touched the crooked nose of the 
other. “If you or your gang bring so much as 
an ounce of liquor ashore around here, I’m 
goiu’ to arrest the last man of yuh!” 
 Buck paused to let his words sink in. 
Then, using his pointed linger as a man would 
in snap-shooting with a pistol, he went on: 
 “And if there’s the least show of 
resistance—yuh’ll go to feed the fish in the 
bay. Damned if I’d dig a grave for the likes of 
you!” 
 The gray eyes flashed. Through 
clenched teeth came the final words: “Now get 
out! You’ve got plenty o’ water aboard. Go 
back and use it—you lousy crook!” 
 West’s face was twisted with passion. 
His greenish eyes were mere slits as he fell 
back a pace. His right hand crept beneath the 

skirt of his greasy reefer. 
 Buck did not draw. 
 Why he failed then and there to put an 
end to the earthly activities of Whisky West, 
he himself could not explain. Instead, he 
followed up his man and crooked his right 
elbow. 
 A crouching movement, as if he were 
preparing to lift a heavy weight, followed. 
Then, every muscle tense, Buck heaved 
himself erect and shot upward his right arm. 
 It was an uppcrcut par excellence. 
 Had not West been a bear of a man, 
the blow would most likely have broken his 
jaw. As it was, he was nearly lifted from his 
feet. Then, every fiber and function inert for 
the moment, the massive body collapsed and 
fell prone upon the rocks. 
 Buck’s next move was characteristic of 
him. 
Before stooping to pay further attention to the 
motionless body at his feet, he flashed a 
precautionary glance toward the whale-boat. 
He was just in time. 
 Three of the scoundrels stood open-
mouthed, but two of them were fumbling in 
their side pockets. 
 “Hands up!” snapped the constable. 
 As he barked the command his right 
hand flew to the shoulder holster and whipped 
out the Colt. 
 Four pairs of hands shot upward as 
one. The fifth man was slow. Watching him 
narrowly, Buck waited until he caught the 
glint of a shining object emerging from the 
pocket. 
 The whiplike crack of the automatic 
rang out as the full-mantled .380 tore through 
the fellow’s wrist and went whistling out to 
sea. A nickel-plated revolver fell clattering 
upon the rocks. 
 “Next time, you get it through the 
neck,” cautioned Buck as the wounded man 
howled and clutched his bleeding wrist. 
 “Come here, you!” commanded the 
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constable, addressing the nearest man. 
 An undersized fellow with a pair of 
outstanding ears that had once been badly 
frost-bitten slouched up. His trembling hands 
were pointed skyward; his wavering eyes 
betrayed cowardice and fear. 
 “Face the other way!” 
 The fellow turned. With a wary eye on 
the others, Buck proceeded to search his man. 
Nothing more dangerous than a sheath-knife 
rewarded his efforts. 
 With a fling of his arm, the constable 
tossed the knife into the bay. 
 “About—turn! Face the water!” Buck 
commanded the others. The muzzle of his 
pistol swept the line. 
 Clumsily—some to the right about, 
some to the left about—the four turned their 
backs. Buck prodded the man with the frost-
bitten ears. The fellow squirmed at the touch 
of the cocked automatic. 
 “Quick— march!” barked the ex-
sergeant of Rangers. “Halt!” he added as the 
marcher drew near his fellows. 
 “Now, you with the big ears, take off 
the coats o’ those bums! Throw ’em in a pile 
near—” 
 “You would—would you?” Buck 
interrupted himself long enough to grunt these 
words as he kicked the elbow of the prostrate 
West. 
 The walrus-hide sole of the mukluk 
crashed against the “fuuny-bone” of the 
whisky-runner. He uttered a groan and ceased 
his efforts to draw a weapon. 
 The coats of the crew piled in a heap, 
Buck then compelled his man to take away 
their sheath-knives. One by one, they were 
tossed into the water. 
 When he had seen the breeches 
pockets of the quartet turned wrong side out. 
the constable stooped and possessed himself 
of West’s weapon. It was a short-barreled .44, 
fully loaded. 
 Buck “broke” the revolver, showering 

the prostrate man with the cartridges, and 
then, with a left-handed swing, he sent the 
weapon flying after the others. 
 “Get up!” were the constable’s next 
words, punctuated by a kick. The toe of the 
sealskin boot caught the whisky-runner just 
below his empty pistol-pocket. He got up. 
 “Get out!” were the final words of the 
king’s man. He withdrew a pace, sheathed his 
pistol, and folded his arms. 
 Whisky West, crestfallen, fell back and 
joined his men. They staggered away to their 
boat, the wounded man lingering behind. 
Hastily, with many backward glances, as if 
fearing a shot in the back, they slid the whale-
boat into the water and clambered aboard. 
 They were a cable’s length away 
before Buck moved. Then he sauntered over 
to the pile of coats, and heaved them one by 
one onto the kelp-covered, shining rocks 
below. 
 “Hit anything?” asked Napier, smiling 
faintly as Buck glanced in at the door. 
 “Nothing much,” was the vague reply. 
 “I only heard you fire once.” 
 “I hate to waste good ammunition,” 
observed Buck. 
 A rapid survey of the interior of the 
barrack told him that both occupants were 
ignorant of what had happened at the water’s 
edge, a scant hundred yards away. 
 Oolah was stuffing the plump teal with 
hardtack crumbs and bits of bacon, and the 
steel oven rested atop the kerosene stove. 
Napier lay quietly in his bunk, breathing 
easier, and seemingly in better spirits than he 
had been the night before. 
 Buck filled his pipe and strolled away. 
On a rocky knoll just above the barrack he 
seated himself to smoke, watch the departing 
whale-boat, and make plans for the 
forestalling of Whisky West. 
 Between three and four hundred yards 
away, about one-third of the distance covered 
between beach and sloop, the oar-blades of the 
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whale-boat ceased splashing, and the craft 
swung around broadside to the shore. 
 Buck watched the movement closely. 
He was at a loss to account for the maneuver; 
but soon he was enlightened. 
 Upon the sloop the form of a man was 
visible at the rail—a shape dim and indistinct 
in the haze of morning. The atmosphere was 
not as clear as it had been an hour before. The 
sun was not shining as brightly; a fog was 
stealing in from the open bay. The whale-boat 
was no longer moving. 
 And then a wisp of smoke appeared 
above its gunwale, a “high-power” missile 
hissed its brief message in Buck’s ear, 
followed closely by the unmistakable report of 
a big-calibered rifle. 
 “I certainly overlooked a bet,” 
muttered the constable, surprised, yet by no 
means disappointed. 
 He arose from the rock, and in spite of 
the fact that he knew his red coat offered a 
shining mark against the skyline, he paused 
deliberately to knock the ashes from his pipe, 
while scowling seaward and estimating the 
range. 
 “It’ll be about four hundred—scant,” 
he mused as he walked leisurely to fetch his 
carbine. 
 Another overhead whistle, followed by 
the resounding detonation, brought a grim 
smile to the constable’s lips. 
 “Too high—too high!” he whispered 
softly to himself as he gripped the walnut 
stock of his carbine. 
 Buck walked toward a flat-topped rock 
some forty yards distant from the barrack. 
Half-way, something plucked at the skirt of 
his tunic and went whistling on over the 
Barrens; but the constable neither hastened his 
pace nor glanced downward at the bullet-torn 
garment. 
 He was a fatalist if there ever was one. 
 The rock gained, Buck emptied his 
pockets of cartridges. He took off the red coat; 

not that he weighed the danger of wearing it, 
but because he needed something to shield his 
elbows from the rough surface. Then he lay 
down. 
 Another bullet whizzed past and buried 
itself in the tundra a mile behind the constable. 
Buck paid scant heed to it. He found a 
comfortable position for his elbows. He 
pressed the butt of the carbine home in the 
hollow of his shoulder and laid a bronzed 
check on the plump comb of the weapon. 
 Knowing that from his elevated 
position he was liable to overshoot, he left his 
sight fixed, and fired point-blank at the 
midship figure in the whale-boat. 
 For a sighting shot it was a good one. 
A tiny splash in the water near the shore-side 
of the boat told Buck’s sharp eyes that he 
should aim at the heads of his targets. 
 Another puff of smoke from the boat 
was followed by a vicious ph-ut! as the steel-
jacketed bullet scored the rock and showered 
Buck with granite-dust and bits of moss. 
 The constable spat. Then he gripped 
once more the stock of his carbine, and 
pressed a cheek to the comb. His gray eye 
flashed along from sight to sight until the head 
of the midship figure was brought into 
alignment. 
 He pressed the trigger and a .303 “soft 
point” went tearing out to sea. One of the 
figures in the whale-boat melted from view. 
 “One!” said Buck to himself. 
 Again he shot home the bolt of the 
carbine and lined up the blued barrel with a 
human target. He was about to press the 
trigger, his lips were framed to pronounce 
“Two!” when from somewhere behind him 
came a slight rustling sound. 
 Without taking the weapon from his 
shoulder Buck turned his head and saw Oolah 
a dozen feet in his rear. She was clutching her 
fawnskin skirt with nervous fingers. Her face 
showed alarm, fear, and surprise. 
 Never before had she seen shots fired 
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in anger—Kabloonash trying to kill one 
another. 
 Buck raised his arm and waved the girl 
away. 
 “Get back in the house, Oolah,” he 
called. “And don’t say a word to the lad.” The 
constable pressed a forefinger to his closed 
lips and waited to see his order obeyed. 
 Hesitating a moment, at a loss just 
what to do, the girl turned with pale cheeks 
and wide-opened eyes. She moved off slowly, 
reluctantly, while Buck turned back to the 
grim work in hand. 
 Once more he covered a figure in the 
whale-boat, when from the turf ahead of him 
leaped up stones and soil and bits of jagged 
metal torn loose from the jacket of the 
ricocheting bullet. 
 The constable felt a stinging sensation 
above his eyes. 
 The warm blood trickled down from a 
deep scratch in his forehead. With the back of 
his hand he dashed the blood from his eyes 
and threw open the magazine cut-off. 
 Five times Buck fired, aiming at the 
center of the group in the boat. The Barrens 
echoed to the shots, while two figures in the 
boat, seemed to dissolve from view. 
 “Two! Three!” came grimly from the 
lips of the king’s man as he crammed full his 
magazine. 
 No more shots came from the whale-
boat. Two oars were thrust out. The eighteen-
foot steering-oar bit into the water, and the 
craft’s prow wore sluggishly around until it 
headed for the sloop, now almost invisible in 
the gathering fog. 
 Desperately the men toiled at their 
oars, urged on by the curses of the man at the 
steering-oar. 
 “That’ll be Whisky West in the stern,” 
mused the constable. 
 He half raised his carbine; then 
lowered it. 
 “Damned if I’ll shoot a man in the 

back—even him!” he muttered as he wiped his 
bloody face. 
 Pierced below the water-line in several 
places, the water-logged boat stole slowly 
away. But on the edge of the fog-blanket the 
oars ceased to move, and the boat remained 
motionless. 
 Buck’s ears caught faint sounds—
sounds as of orders roared out in the distance. 
 A minute passed by, during which 
buckets of water splashed overboard from the 
leaking boat. And then from out the fog 
appeared the outlines of a smaller boat 
manned by two men. It drew near the whale-
boat, and the east-wind wafted ashore the 
murmur of voices. 
 The constable watched, curious to 
learn what Whisky West hoped to accomplish. 
 Then came the answer: a ragged volley 
from the boat, now gunwale to gunwale. Four 
rifles spat out their metal messengers. Three 
of the missiles whined harmlessly far 
overhead; the other left a white scar on the flat 
face of the boulder at a point less than a foot 
below Buck’s right elbow. 
 “So that’s the game, is it?” thought 
Buck. 
He snapped up the leaf of his rear-sight, and 
elevated the slide to the 800-yard mark, he 
was aiming carefully at the bulkiest figure in 
the boats when came a voice from close 
beside him: 
 “Why didn’t you let me in on this?” 
 Buck stared at the speaker. It was 
Napier, stretched flat upon the tundra, less 
than three yards distant. Pajama-clad, pale and 
almost breathless, the sick man had managed 
to creep out from the barrack and secure his 
carbine. 
 Buck opened his mouth to swear. He 
did swear; but the staccato roar of Napier’s 
weapon drowned his words, The invalid was 
using “magazine fire.” 
 Another salvo came from the distant 
boats, and angry hornets seemed to be 



All-Story Weekly 
 

16

winging their way past the ears of the two men 
on the knoll. 
 Walsh turned back to his work. He 
realized that in order to compel Napier to 
leave he would have to be carried bodily from 
the firing line. Covering once more the 
bulkiest form visible, Buck emptied his 
carbine. 
 A wisp of haze veiled the result of the 
shots. A brief silence ensued. Walsh turned to 
look at his comrade. 
 Napier was refilling his magazine, he 
caught the glance of the other and grinned up 
at him. 
 “I think,” said he, “that’s it’s Section 
235 of ‘The Book’ that reads: ‘Objects dimly 
seen at evening, and in misty weather, appear 
more distant and larger than in reality.’” 
 Napier paused for breath; then he 
lowered the slide of his back-sight, and 
concluded: “We’re shooting a little over.” 
 “And there’s another section in the 
Red Book that has to do with instant 
obedience to a command!” Buck roared back. 
“I order you into the hut!” 
 “Then you’ll have to shove me in the 
‘Skookum House,’” was the sarcastic 
rejoinder. “It won’t be the first—” 
 The vicious zip of a low-flying bullet 
cut short Napier’s remarks. His breech-bolt 
snapped shut. His forefinger slipped within the 
trigger-guard. Then he coolly began firing 
again. 
 “Damn the fog!” muttered Buck as the 
vapor enveloped the two boats. 
 The rifle-fire from seaward died away. 
The boats melted from view. Buck drove two 
more bullets into the fog-zone, and then stood 
up. Napier, too, was trying to get up on his 
feet; but his movements were feeble and 
uncertain. 
 “We were—were—right to cease 
firing,” he said as Buck grasped him at the 
armpits. 
 A quizzical expression swept over his 

haggard, unshaven face as he added: “Section 
146. paragraph 4, says: 
 “Expenditure of ammunition should, as 
a rule, be—pro-proportionate to—” 
 An additional strain on Buck’s arms 
told him why the junior constable had not 
finished the quotation. Napier had fainted. 
 The maniacal cry of a loon came up 
from the fog-shrouded waters below. The 
wind ceased. And now a mist arose from the 
Barrens, and crept out to join the sea-fog. A 
mosquito, attracted possibly by the presence 
of blood, lit upon the constable’s temple and 
gorged its fill. 
 With an inarticulate oath Walsh paused 
to crush the stinging insect. Then he gathered 
his comrade in his arms and strode toward the 
barrack, already indistinct in the gathering 
mist. 
 

CHAPTER IV. 
The Trail to Lame Dog Lake. 

 
 
NAPIER rallied from his stupor to find Oolah 
and Buck bending over him. 
 “How many did we bowl over?” he 
asked. 
 Buck shook his head. “I’m not going 
to scold now, lad,” he said. “But you had no 
business leaving your bed,” he added. 
 The junior constable sipped his broth 
and eyed the roasted duck which Oolah had 
taken from the oven. The barrack was fragrant 
with the appetizing odor of the cooked fowl. 
 “I’d surely like to have a bit of that,” 
said Napier. He waved a spoon toward the 
table, where all was ready for Walsh. 
 “Damned if I don’t believe you’re 
getting better!” pronounced Buck. 
 He took the empty bowl and spoon 
from his comrade, pressed him gently back 
upon his pillow, and then looked after his own 
supper. 
 Outside the hut one could scarcely see 
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a hundred yards. And as evening drew near, 
Oolah’s skin tupek could no longer be seen 
from the doorway of the barrack. It promised 
to be a thick night indeed. 
 But Walsh was alive to the 
possibilities of the fog and darkness. He 
realized that Whisky West and his crew might 
take it into their heads to come ashore, 
surround the barrack, and shoot it full of 
holes. 
 The galvanized iron walls of the 
barrack were little better than no protection 
against “high-power” bullets that could drill 
their way through the steel bit of an ax. 
 True, some of the men—if not West 
himself—were either killed or wounded. But 
in any event there were men enough left to 
make it extremely dangerous for the men and 
girl at Seal Point. 
 With these thoughts passing through 
his mind. Buck ate his supper. When he had 
swallowed the last mouthful of savory- food 
he filled his three pipes and lit the first. 
 “We’ll have to keep watch,” said 
Napier suddenly, as it he had read Buck’s 
thoughts. 
 “Right, lad! But don’t you worry about 
that.” 
And then Oolah spoke up. “If I can watch and 
listen through the night I will be glad. The 
men of our tribe will soon be here. Then they 
will guard.” 
 Quaintly, sweetly, the mission-bred 
girl expressed herself. Her face lit up at the 
prospect of being able to render the king’s 
men substantial service. 
 But Buck shook his head. “No, 
Oolah,” he said. “There’s more ways of killing 
a pig without drowning it in buttermilk.” 
 Oolah wrinkled her pretty brows at this 
remark, then she lit the bracket-lamp. 
 Almost instantly a swarm of gnats and 
mosquitoes flew in through the open doorway. 
Oolah hastened to close the door, while Buck 
rummaged around for the bunk nettings 

packed away since the last warm season. 
 “Summer has come—with wings,” 
laughed Napier as he slapped at the pests. 
 The nettings strung along the bunks. 
Buck placed the loaded carbines ready for 
instant service, he wore still the shoulder-
holster, from which peeped the black rubber 
butt of the automatic, and on the table close at 
hand lay the loaded service pistol. 
 “You can’t be on the job day and 
night,” ventured Napier, as Buck sat smoking 
and brooding over the prospects. 
 “I know it,” said the other shortly, he 
rose as he spoke and took down from a peg a 
coil of sled-lashings. From a sack he produced 
the dog harnesses, packed away since the last 
snow. 
 The harness of the one-eyed leader 
was hung with bells—a dozen of them. 
 Buck cut the bells from the walrus-
hide trappings of Dr. Cook, and strung them at 
intervals along the buckskin thongs. These he 
knotted together end to end. 
 A light dawned upon the man in the 
bunk. Oolah seemed to understand, and 
looked on in silent approval. 
 Buck picked up the coil and left the 
room. 
 Ten minutes later he returned, 
brushing mosquitoes from his face and neck. 
 “What did you find to string it on?” 
asked Napier. He knew that there was no 
wood from which to fashion pegs, and was 
curious to learn what Buck had used as 
supports for his alarm-line. 
 “Don’t you remember that pile o’ 
caribou antlers this side o’ the pond?” 
questioned Walsh in reply. 
 Napier nodded. Then he asked: “Won’t 
the dogs chew up the line?” 
 “No!” Buck growled. “They’re too fat 
to be hungry enough to chew hide. Dr. Cook 
can hardly waddle—he’s so full o’ fresh 
salmon. That alarm rig is O. K.” 
 Oolah finished her work, and turned to 
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go. 
 “Hold on, girl!” called Buck; “the 
tupek’s no place for you to-night. There’s no 
telling but what West and his gang might 
stumble over it.” 
 “You—you mean for me to watch here 
with you?” 
 “No, girl. I mean for you to tumble 
into my bunk there and go to sleep.” 
 Buck drew hard at his pipe. 
“Ordinarily”—the constable shifted uneasily 
in his seat—“it wouldn’t be right to ask a 
young woman to bunk in with two constables. 
To-night’s a different affair. You go to sleep. 
I’ll do the watching and listening.” 
 For an instant Oolah paused at the 
head of Napier’s bunk, he breathed deeply and 
regularly. He was fast asleep. Then the girl 
walked toward the bunk of the senior 
constable, and stood beside it, hesitating. 
 “You—yourself—” she begun. 
 “I’ll be all right,” Buck assured her. 
“I’ll be here on the floor near the door. You go 
to bed. You can watch to-morrow.” 
 Obediently the girl turned to retire, 
while the constable threw a roll of skins on the 
floor. He turned the light low, lit the last of his 
three pipes, and, with a glance at the carbines 
leaning near by, flung himself down to rest. 
 Dimly he saw Oolah loosen her braids 
of glossy brown. Then she sat on the side of 
the bunk and unlaced the draw-strings of her 
boots. She drew off her sealskin footgear, 
paused to arrange the bedding, and then knelt 
on the floor of the barrack. 
 For several minutes the girl prayed as 
she had been taught to by the Mission fathers 
below What Cheer. Twice she made the sign 
of the cross, while the constable stared. 
Something hot and heavy arose in his throat. 
 Memories of early days—vague and 
shadowy as the light within the barrack—
carried the wanderer far away and stirred him 
strangely. 
 And then the praying girl arose and 

slipped off her fawn skin garment. Naked and 
unashamed she stood, as innocent and fair as 
the wild flowers of her northland. Buck closed 
his eyes. 
 When, he again opened them the 
barrack was silent; but from without came the 
faint sound of moisture dripping from the 
eaves and the gentle lapping of water on the 
rocky beach. 
 Once during the night the tinkle of a 
bell brought Walsh to his feet, he turned the 
wick of the lamp so low that but a point of 
blue flame showed within the chimney. 
Moving rapidly and almost noiselessly, he 
slipped outside the hut, a weapon in either 
hand. 
 A five-minute watch in the deep 
shadows of the barrack, followed by a stealthy 
patrol along the alarm-line, told Buck that 
some prowling dog or beast must have tripped 
over the rawhide thong. 
 Assured that for the time being no 
danger threatened, the constable returned to 
his post. An hour passed by. 
 Smoking incessantly—not so much for 
pleasure, but in order that the tobacco fumes 
might drive away the gnats and mosquitoes 
that had found their way into the barrack—
Buck had but little difficulty in keeping 
awake. 
 He was wondering for possibly the 
fiftieth time whether West would risk a night 
attack, when one of the wolf-dogs howled. 
Another dog snarled protest, then set up its 
own direful wail. 
 Buck again lowered the light. As he 
did so an unmistakable tinkle sounded while 
the dogs paused for breath. Buck looked to his 
weapons and slipped quietly out of the 
barrack. 
 Again the dogs set up their melancholy 
howling, drowning all other sounds. 
 But as the voices of the brutes died 
away, Buck heard again the tinkle of an alarm 
bell. A rattle, as of rock clattering against 
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rock, told the constable that danger was 
imminent. 
 And if these sounds were not enough 
to make him certain of the enemy’s presence, 
a muttered curse which came from out the fog 
made him doubly so. 
 Buck shifted the service revolver to his 
left hand, that he might work the right-handed 
thumb-latch of the automatic; then, with ready 
forefingers pressing slightly each trigger, he 
awaited the first visible target. 
 Whispering voices from a point 
straight ahead of him put the constable on 
edge. 
 Then a tiny flame, as though some one 
were lighting a cigar, burned briefly and 
disappeared. A slight hissing sound followed 
the blotting out of the halo cast by the light. 
Buck waited no longer. 
 Intuitively he realized that some great 
danger menaced him. Aiming as best he could 
at the spot where the light had appeared, he 
fired first one and then the other of his 
weapons. 
 A hoarse laugh came from a point 
slightly to his left. Buck answered it with a 
bullet. Red tongues of flame slabbed the 
fogbank as the liquor-runners returned the fire. 
Buck’s left arm fell powerless at his side. 
 The heavy service revolver slipped 
from the nerveless fingers and dropped at his 
feet. 
 A vague form appeared from out the 
fog. Thrice Buck fired at it as fast as he could 
work the trigger of the Colt. Events followed 
thick and fast. An object whizzed through the 
air, leaving a thin trail of sparks in its train. 
 A dozen feet away from the king’s 
man it fell upon the turf, and lay there 
sputtering for the fraction of a second. 
 Then, with a hr-r-r-rump! which shook 
the Barrens, the object exploded. A blast of 
damp air knocked Walsh flat and robbed him 
momentarily of his senses. 
 Before he could struggle to his feet, 

three men pounced upon him. Mechanically, 
still half dazed, the constable raised his pistol 
arm; but before he could fire, a heavy boot 
crashed against the side of his head, putting an 
end to the one-sided struggle. 
 When Buck could again see and hear, 
he found himself lying upon the barrack floor. 
His limbs were numb. The left sleeve of his 
flannel shirt was saturated with blood. 
 The bracket lamp was turned high, and 
another lighted lamp stood on the table. 
Napier was seated limply on a wooden form in 
the center of the room, staring into the muzzle 
of a pistol held by Whisky West. 
 Two other men stood by, weapons in 
hand. Buck recognized one of them as the big-
eared fellow he had already met on the beach. 
Oolah was nowhere to be seen. 
 The constable struggled. He put forth a 
mighty effort to free himself from the rawhide 
thongs which bound his arms and legs. Then 
he left off to listen to the hoarse voice of 
West. 
 “Come on now!” the liquor-runner was 
saying. “Yer lies don’t hang together. Yuh 
might’s well spit out the truth—I’m goin’ to 
kill yuh anyhow!” The brute wagged the 
heavy pistol to emphasize his words. 
 “I’ve told you the truth,” said Napier. 
Pale and trembling—from weakness, not from 
fear of death—he met the murderous gaze of 
the other and went on: “It’s just as I’ve told 
you. 
 “I was wanted in Quebec. Why the 
police were after me—is my affair. I skipped 
to the woods. Last winter I spent at What 
Cheer. A mail came in with my description. I 
got away. 
 I expected to hang out with the Indians 
until some whaler came along. Then this 
mounted hound”—the speaker paused to 
moisten his dry lips and point a finger at 
Buck—“ran me down. I’ve been sick—unable 
to travel, else he’d have sent me down to 
What Cheer days ago.” 
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 “It’s a pretty story,” sneered West, 
“but it don’t go. There was two men firin’ at 
us from the bluff. Where’s the other guy?” 
 “That was the other constable—that 
man’s partner.” 
 “And whar’s he at now—this partner?” 
 The pistol muzzle became steady. 
West leered his disbelief. As a cat toys with its 
prey before despatching it, so the liquor-
runner amused himself with his prospective 
victim. 
 Then Buck spoke up. Falling in with 
Napier’s story, grasping with ready mind the 
slim chance his comrade had to live, he lied: 
 “That man tells the truth! He’s my 
prisoner! I sent my partner down to What 
Cheer after more police. They’ll come back 
here and shoot you.” 
 “Shut up, you! I’ll ’tend to your case 
later.” West swung around and kicked the 
prostrate man full in the ribs. “That’s what 
yuh gave me this mornin’!” he added 
wickedly. 
 During the agony that followed, Buck 
heard faintly the next words of the master of 
the situation. He was addressing Napier. 
 “Maybe yer lyin’, and maybe yuh 
ain’t,” said West uncertainly. “Anyway, I’m 
goin’ ter keep yuh tied up till mornin’ while 
we cook this guy’s hash. You was rustlin’ fer 
one o’ them carbines outside when we got 
yuh.” 
 “Yes, you stupid fool,” came warmly 
from Napier. He filled his lungs with air, then 
went on defiantly; “If I could’ve got to a gun 
I’d have shot the copper before the dynamite 
went off. Give me your pistol and I’ll shoot 
him now!” 
 Napier stretched forth his bound wrists 
and worked his fingers as if be were longing 
for the life-blood of the man on the floor. 
 “Bully for you, lad!” thought Buck. He 
knew that once Napier’s fingers closed on the 
butt of a pistol Whisky West would cease to 
live. 

 But the liquor-runner had other plans 
for the disposal of the senior constable. 
Doubtfully he looked at Napier, then be turned 
to his men. 
 “What’ll we do with ’em?” he asked. 
“Leave ’em tied in here and fire the shack?” 
 “’Twon’t burn. It’s all iron,” said one 
of the men. 
 “Let the little feller go with us. We’re 
short-handed,” prompted the other. 
 “’Nd shoot the copper,” suggested the 
first speaker, the man with the frost-bitten 
ears. 
 “No!” stormed West, “shootin’s too 
good fer him!” 
 The liquor-runner paused to slap a 
mosquito that was boring its way into his 
neck. He scowled and scratched the bitten 
spot. Then suddenly his face cleared. He was 
possessed of an idea. 
 “I know what we’ll do with him!” he 
chuckled hoarsely. 
 He glared at Buck for an instant, and 
then looked around the room. A few steps 
away was a food-locker in which the 
constables kept dishes and supplies. West 
crossed the room and jerked open the door of 
the locker. Selecting a can from a shelf, he 
then laid aside his pistol long enough to pry 
the cover off the can. 
 “Nice sweet sirup,” laughed Wrest as 
he eyed the sticky contents. “Good fer men, 
and good fer moskeeters,” he muttered as he 
walked toward Buck. 
 “Come on! Tear his shirt off!” 
 The liquor-runner’s men obeyed 
slowly. As yet their minds failed to grasp the 
horrible intentions of their leader. They tore 
and cut the bloody flannel shirt from the 
bound man. 
 Naked to the waist, his useless left arm 
swollen and discolored around the wound 
above the elbow, his forehead caked with 
blood from the deep scratch on his temple—
Buck Walsh presented a grim sight and a 
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pitiable one. But his eyes, gray and cold, 
showed plainly the metal he was made of. The 
only fear he ever knew was the printed word 
in the dictionary. 
 “Pick him up,” said West. “We’ll peg 
him out on the marsh near the pond. Then I’ll 
pour this sirup on him and give the ’skeeters a 
feed.” 
 The burly fiend chuckled thickly. 
Napier writhed and struggled to get on his 
feet. 
 “Any messages ter leave behind?” 
leered the liquor-runner as his two 
accomplices laid hold of Walsh. 
 “No! damn yuh! But I’ve got a 
message for you!” 
 “Spit it out!” West laid aside the can, 
produced a pocket-flask, and helped himself to 
a stiff drink. 
 “The mounted ’ll either shoot yuh or 
drown yuh,” came from Buck’s lips. “When 
I’m gone—why, I’m only one. But don’t 
forget, you bum, that there’s an extra hot place 
in hell waitin’ for yuh, and that there’s six 
hundred and twenty-five mounted men left to 
help yuh on your way!” 
 The words stung. With an oath Whisky 
West pocketed his bottle and spat full in the 
face of the prostrate constable. 
 “Now I’m a goin’ tuh make yuh beg!” 
he declared as he fumbled in his pocket. 
 Before any one could fathom his 
meaning the scoundrel had scratched a match 
on the seat of his greasy trousers and was 
applying the flame to Buck’s naked breast. 
 The hair flamed and withered, the odor 
of burning flesh arose. A groan sounded 
within the barrack. 
 But the groan issued from the lips of 
Napier. The mouth of Buck Walsh was closed 
and firm, his jaws rigid. 
 “Beg! you copper! Beg!” called West. 
 The match burned short and the flame 
went out. Open-mouthed, the two liquor-
runners still held the constable by his 

shoulders and heels. 
 And then Whisky West saw an 
expression in the gray eyes that he could not 
fathom. It was a look expressive of utter 
fearlessness and contempt. 
 Then the words: “There’s six hundred 
and twenty-five mounted men left,” recurred to 
the brute. 
 No one, better than West himself, 
knew of the wonderful achievements of that 
Spartan body of men—the Royal North-West 
Mounted Police. In that moment came to him 
the knowledge that his own days were surely 
numbered. 
 He shivered in spite of himself, and 
had recourse to the bottle. 
 “Come on, now!” he blustered as he 
felt the liquor burning within him. “Let’s get it 
done with.” 
 Fifty yards to the rear of the barrack, 
stumbling over the uneven surface of the 
tundra that sloped down to the little pond, the 
liquor-runners bore the constable, half 
dragging him at times. 
 Buck, in spite of his pain, found 
himself wondering where Oolah was as he 
was dragged past the spot where he knew the 
tupek stood, invisible in the mist. He hoped 
that the girl would escape the ruffians; that in 
some manner his comrade would pull through 
alive. 
 As for himself, he had no hope. He 
knew that no man could survive naked a night 
on the Barrens—winter or summer. 
 He found himself dumped heavily on 
the ground. He heard West cursing the lack of 
stakes with which to peg him down. Then the 
brute looked over the knots at his wrists and 
ankles. A knot was drawn tighter here and 
there as matches were struck. 
 As the last match flared up a sticky 
stream poured over Walsh. The sirup coiled 
upon his breast; it fell upon his neck, his chin, 
his mouth, and nostrils. 
 It was not in human nature to stand it. 
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Buck sputtered and squirmed. He cursed West 
and his progenitors. Infuriated beyond 
measure, he used language that is rarely heard 
outside a British army canteen or barrack. 
 He was rewarded with a brutal kick in 
the side. Then the match went out and he was 
left alone. 
 The gnats and mosquitoes were not 
long in finding their prey. They buzzed and 
sang around the helpless man as he moistened 
the thongs at his wrists and strove to stretch 
them. 
 The pests swarmed over him as he 
rolled from side to side. With every indrawn 
breath gnats entered his nostrils; every 
succeeding moment augmented the horrible 
swarm that was feasting on his life-blood. 
 Buck thought of the pond near by. 
 He put forth a mighty effort, and found 
that he could roll over. Face downward, he 
rested for a minute. His face almost buried in 
a mossy nigger-head, he worked it back and 
forth against the soil of the tundra until he 
freed it from the maddening insects. 
 Stings along his shoulders and naked 
back drove him onward. Gasping at times for 
breath, straining every nerve and muscle to 
reach the water, the constable rolled over and 
over. 
 But the distance was too great; the 
surface too uneven. 
 There came the time when he could no 
longer move. Weak, helpless, yet unafraid, he 
waited for the blessed moment when his 
senses would leave him for the last time. A 
large gnat lit upon his face and crawled 
unmolested up his nostril. Buck sneezed. 
 A moment later something cold and 
damp pressed against his face. Half 
unconscious, Buck thought his imagination 
was playing him tricks. 
 A dog’s whine, the soft note of a 
woman’s voice calling gently—roused him, 
told him that succor was indeed at hand. 
 It was Oolah and Dr. Cook. 

 The girl knelt beside him. In a trice she 
severed his bonds. She brought water from the 
pond, using her boot as a vessel. Tenderly, 
swiftly, she bathed the face and breast of the 
half-naked man, and chafed his benumbed 
limbs until the warm blood coursed freely 
once again. 
 “I’ll be back—quickly.” 
 With these words the girl vanished in 
the mist. 
 For a few moments Buck sat erect and 
kept at bay the ravenous insects. He found he 
could move his right arm and both legs, he 
was wondering if by any chance there was a 
weapon in the tupek, when Oolah was back at 
his side. 
 “Quick!” she prompted as she held a 
fawnskin shirt ready for him to slip on. 
 “Did you bring a gun?” Buck managed 
to ask as the girl helped him slip the sleeve 
over his useless left arm. “No; there is none.” 
 Buck’s hopes waned. he looked 
around. It seemed to him that the mist was 
lifting—that it was growing lighter, he 
realized that daylight was at hand, he 
struggled to his feet. 
 “Oolah,” he said, “we must leave here. 
We’ll take the trail toward Lame Dog Lake. 
We’ll meet your people. They have firearms.” 
 Buck staggered off toward the 
southward, but, the girl laid a detaining hand 
on his sleeve. 
 “Wait!” she murmured. 
 Deftly in the growing light she 
fashioned a rude dog-harness from the severed 
rawhide thongs. She called the one-eyed wolf-
dog and slipped the loops over his shoulders. 
Another loop she fastened around the armpits 
of the constable, leaving a length of single 
thong to connect him with the animal. Off to 
the southward she marched, calling over her 
shoulder: 
 “Ah tishah! Dr. Cook! Come on!” 
 The dog strained in his harness. The 
curious procession moved off into the thinning 
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fog, while sounds of boisterous laughter 
floated down from the iron barrack. 
 
 

CHAPTER V. 
An Automatic Retribution. 

 
 
AS the July sun sank over the Barrens, a day’s 
full march from the iron hut at Seal Point, a 
man, a girl, and a dog staggered into an Indian 
encampment. The girl was footsore and 
weary. 
 The dog’s tongue protruded. As the 
animal lay upon its side, unmindful of other 
dogs which approached and sniffed, its ribs 
rose and fell. 
 But the man! Kenipatoo mothers’ who 
failed to recognize the face of He Who Shoots 
Straight looked upon the white man and 
turned away, gathering their children to them. 
Never had they seen such a frightful-looking 
Kabloonah. 
 The blood was caked upon Buck’s 
forehead. His face was swollen almost past 
recognition. Limp and discolored, his left arm 
hung bare in a sling fashioned from the cut-off 
sleeve of his shirt. 
 “I want men and guns!” he called 
thickly as the wondering hunters pressed 
around him. 
 Oolah, in liquid Kenipatoo, told hastily 
of the outrages at Seal Point. The brown men 
of her mother’s folk hung upon her words. 
Their kindly faces grew stern as she recounted 
what she had seen and heard since she slipped 
out of the iron hut in the dead of night. 
 “You all savvy?” asked Buck as the 
girl finished her story. 
 “Eemah! Eemah!” roared the men of 
the tribe. 
 They leaped to their tupeks and 
returned with uncased Winchesters. Leaving 
their women with the older men, the young 
tribesmen set forth. 

 Night had no terrors for them. The sun 
would rise again in a few hours. The life of the 
king’s man must be saved—if possible. 
 And with them, in the van, went Buck, 
a fresh dog harnessed to him. In vain had food 
been pressed upon him. he would not listen to 
Oolah’s suggestion that he rest for an hour. 
 Over the undulating surface of the 
Barren lands sped the Kenipatoos and the 
white man, half walking, half trotting. From 
nigger-head to nigger-head they leaped across 
the marshy tundra of the bottom-lands. 
 And as they gained each successive 
crest where the turf was dry and smoother the 
pace increased. 
 Buck’s left arm was no longer numb. It 
throbbed and ached incessantly. His head 
swam at times. Still he held on. doggedly, 
determined to be one of the first at the 
barrack. 
 As it grew darker the stars appeared 
and lighted to some extent the lonely way. 
 Skirting ponds teeming with salmon 
and salmon-trout, the almost untrodden trail 
led away to the northeastward; then it bent 
around a low, boulder-strewn hill and headed 
straight for the pole-star. A third of the 
distance lay behind. 
 Hours passed by. Off behind the low 
hills, on the eastern side of “the height of 
land,” the sun was rising. The stars paled, then 
disappeared. 
 Diagonally, running from southeast to 
northwest, the low crest of the divide crossed 
the trail to Seal Point. At this, the highest 
point along the route, the runners paused for 
breath. 
 The barrack was now in view, though 
at least three miles away. 
 Beyond the iron hut Buck beheld the 
Rose Jennings, a black speck on the gray 
waters of the bay. As he eyed the sloop of the 
liquor-runners he grew impatient. 
 “Come on! Come on!” he cried 
hoarsely. 
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 On the down-grade, which sloped 
gradually to the pond in the rear of the police 
hut, better time was made. Buck’s leaden feet 
swung forward automatically in the train of 
the panting dog. 
 His eyes burned. His head throbbed 
and swam. He could have dropped in his 
tracks. In fact, he was in no condition to plan 
the assault on the barrack. 
 He had a vague idea of grasping a 
Winchester when the time came—that he 
might drive a leaden slug between the 
greenish eyes of Whisky West. 
 Hours afterward—so it seemed to 
Buck—the pond was gained, and a score of 
men, weapons in hand, crept toward the hut. 
 But no flashing volley greeted them. 
Instead, they heard the sound of singing. 
There was a certain cadence and military 
rhythm to the song that brought the blood to 
the cheek of the listening constable. Between 
the leveled rifles of the foremost hunters 
Walsh stepped, and jerked open the door. 
 Napier turned to meet him—Napier, 
mire from head to foot, with fever-burned 
cheeks, and vacant eyes that gave no glint of 
recognition. 
 He was standing with one foot upon 
the neck of the dead body of Whisky West, 
bawling aloud the regimental “March Past” of 
the King’s Royal Rifles. In his raised right 
hand, keeping time with his self-made music, 
he brandished Buck’s automatic pistol. 
 From the tail of his eye Walsh caught a 
glimpse of two other bodies lying on the floor 
in the midst of a litter of broken glass and 
crockery. Then he stepped closer, approaching 
cautiously the staring singer. 
 Napier suffered Buck to take the pistol 
from him. He reached the last stanza of his 
song; his voice broke as he sobbed out the 
final line: then, his head drooping drunkenly, 
he permitted Buck to lead him to his bunk. 
 It was a matter of days before Walsh 
learned what happened during his absence 

from the hut. Several times after the fever had 
burned itself out had the junior constable 
broached the matter, but upon each occasion 
“Doctor” Buck had forbidden his patient to 
speak. 
 There came the day, however, when 
Napier refused to obey. 
 “I’m all right, Buck,” he declared. “I 
want you to know how lucky I was. I’m strong 
enough to talk. Look at the big supper I ate!” 
 Oolah looked up from her dishes. Buck 
scowled and nursed his bandaged arm. But 
this time he did not forbid the telling of the 
tale. 
 “When you were carried out,” began 
Napier, “I almost went wild. Then, a moment 
afterward, Oolah dashed in here and untied 
me. I looked around for weapons. There were 
none to be found in the hut. 
 “I looked outside. The loaded carbines 
were nowhere in sight. There was no time to 
look thoroughly. We heard West and his gang 
coming back.” 
 Napier ceased speaking, he smiled at 
Oolah, took a fresh breath, and continued: 
 “Oolah left me. She said she’d dodge 
the men and find you. I told her I’d stay in the 
hut, make believe my hands were still tied, 
and take my chances of trying to snatch a 
weapon. The plan worked fine, but there was a 
bit of a delay. 
 “The gang came back.” They found me 
as they’d left me—apparently. Then they fell 
to arguing what should be done with me. They 
ransacked the place for preserved goods, and 
one of the men went down to the boat for 
liquor. 
 “I gathered from what they said that 
there was a dead man outside—that the three 
of them were the only living members of the 
original crew of eight. I—I-” 
 “Take it easy, lad,” broke in Buck. 
 “I watched my chance to grab a gun,” 
went on Napier after a rest had strengthened 
him. “It was long in coming—but it came, 
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finally. They’d gotten hold of your automatic, 
and West was explaining the working of it. 
 “He laid it down for a moment, fully 
loaded. I judged the distance separating me 
from the weapon. West was helping himself to 
a drink. He’d just decided to shoot me after 
they’d eaten. 
 “I sprang for the weapon and plugged 
the fellow with the big ears. He never moved 
afterward. I got the second fellow through the 
neck. By that time West had his own gun out. 
He got in one shot. 
 “I ducked, and the bullet went through 
your front bunk-board. Then I shot him 
through the right wrist of his pistol hand. I 
might have put an end to him right then and 
there. I didn’t.” 
 Napier swallowed hard. “You saw his 
body?” he asked in a lower tone. 
 Buck nodded. 
 “Oolah!” went on Napier, “do yon 
mind getting some fresh water from the 
pond?” 
 The girl hastened from the barrack. 
 “Buck,” continued Napier, “I want to 
confess—I shot him by inches!” 
 Buck stared at his partner. 
 “It’s God’s truth! 1 did it deliberately! 
When he picked up his gun with his sound 
hand I thought of you pegged out down there 
with the mosquitoes. I broke his left wrist. 
 “He rushed at me with both his arms 
dangling. I drew back and let him have one 
through the leg. He toppled over. I stood over 
him and saw that he was still conscious. 
 “Then I told him that I was one of the 
six hundred and twenty-five mounted men that 
you were telling him about. I thought about 
his burning you, and was going to smash his 
other leg—but his eyes closed. So I sent him 
where he belonged, and kept two shots for any 
emergency.” 
 Napier was silent for a long time. 
 His eyes were closed. Then, as Oolah 
entered with the water, the junior constable 

concluded his story. 
 “There’s not much left to tell—that I 
remember. I went wandering around near the 
pond, looking and calling for you. I kept 
falling down, but managed to get back here 
somehow. When it was light and clear enough 
to see, I went out again and waded around in 
the pond. I couldn’t think clearly. I don’t 
remember the rest of it.” 
 Buck shook off some grim 
recollections, he patted his comrade gently on 
the shoulder. “Bully, lad!” said he, “we’ll talk 
of it no more.” 
 Nor did they. 
 
August passed by, during which Kewpik and a 
crew of two sailed the Rose Jennings down to 
Fort What Cheer and turned the sloop over to 
the superintendent of Mounted Police. 
 He also bore an official report of the 
killings at Seal Point. Brief and to the point—
a characteristic of all Mounted Police 
reports—the seventy-word message called the 
attention of Ottawa to the fact that no whalers 
were in the bay, and that liquor-running was 
wiped out. 
 In due time Buck expected to receive 
orders to abandon the barrack until 
lawlessness and liquor-running should again 
make a small garrison needful. 
 Meanwhile he watched the homemade 
calendar scrawled in chalk upon the iron wall. 
The Hudson Bay Company’s supply bark was 
due in early September. The Ottawa 
authorities had sent mail via England before. 
They might do it again. 
 And Buck also hoped for a letter for 
his mate—a letter of forgiveness and good 
cheer. Day after day he sat staring at the 
calendar and watching Oolah as she went 
about the household tasks. 
 The Barrens grew brown and gray; the 
days waxed perceptibly shorter. At night thin 
films of ice coated the pond in the rear of the 
barrack. Berries grew scarcer and the 
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Kenipatoos began looking to their winter furs. 
 One morning in early September 
Napier sat reading for the fourth or fifth time a 
Montreal newspaper six months old. Ruck was 
massaging the stiffened muscles of his healed 
left arm. Suddenly Oolah entered the room, 
her pretty face ablaze. 
 “There’s a sail in sight,” she said. 
 Napier dropped his paper. He looked 
for no mail—no word from the old country. 
 But the coming of the H. B. ship 
marked a red-letter day indeed. 
 It meant for a brief period the society 
of persons other than savages. It meant to 
him—English newspapers, a dinner of roasted 
beef, a pipeful of good tobacco. He sprang to 
join Buck on the bluff above the beach. 
 The sail was as yet but a mere speck 
on the distant horizon toward grim Cape 
Wolstenholme. But as an hour passed the two 
constables picked out the familiar lines of the 
company packet. 
 The natives swarmed to the beach, 
ready to put off in their skin boats, The brown 
women and children lost, for the time being, 
their wonted stolidity, and laughingly donned 
their brightest garments. 
 Beyond the outer reef the bark swept 
up into the wind. Her royals were already 
clewed up. As her foreyard was hauled aback 
and she commenced to fall off the rumble of 
her cable was plainly heard ashore. She had 
anchored. A boat splashed into the water, and 
figures descended into it. 
 As the boat drew near the beach, 
passing the kayaks racing out to the larger 
craft, the two constables walked toward the 
water. 
 Closer and closer drew the boat until 
Buck could distinguish the form of a woman 
sitting in the stern-sheets beside bluff Captain 
Murray. 
 “Hooray!” Buck cried. “The skipper 
brought his wife this voyage. I’ll bet she’s got 
a fine duff cooked aboard ready for us.” 

 The boat’s keel touched the kelp at the 
water’s edge and the oarsmen sprang out. 
Buck pushed aside the crowding natives to 
greet the captain. The bronzed Scot tossed a 
leather mail-bag ashore. Then he stepped over 
the gunwale of the beached boat and offered 
his hand to the seated woman. She stood erect 
while Buck stand foolishly with outstretched 
hand. And then the constable caught a glimpse 
of the face of the woman. He looked again 
with unbelieving eyes. 
 It was the face of the photograph!—
Napier’s Mary Leigh! There was no mistaking 
it. The dark eyes with their long lashes; the 
hair, black and glossy; the curve of the 
delicate nostrils—told Buck that his 
correspondent had answered in person. 
 “It was awful good of YOU.” she 
murmured to Buck as she swept by him. 
 Buck gripped the hand of Captain 
Murray, then he turned to watch Mary Leigh.” 
 Pale as the winter snow of the Barrens, 
the junior constable stood and eyed the 
approaching woman. Buck heard a few words 
murmured in a low and musical voice; then, 
ignoring the curious glances of the 
Kenipatoos, the presence of the white men, 
Constable R. F. P. Napier gathered the woman 
in his arms. 
 
 And later in the evening, as the men of 
the crew helped shut up the iron hut: and strip 
it of its gear Buck took Oolah to one side. 
 “Oolah,” said he. “We’ve got orders to 
report at What Cheer. As you know, we’re to 
take the packet and go down by water. Then—
I don’t know where I’ll be sent.” 
 Disconsolately the girl listened. Her 
cheeks were stained with tears, her eyes had 
lost their brightness. 
 “Look here, girl,” went on Buck—he 
pointed a thumb over his shoulder to the spot 
where Napier and Mary Leigh sat hand in 
hand upon a strapped roll of bedding—“those 
two are going to get married as soon as they 
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can find that What Cheer mission father that 
taught you how to read and write.” 
 The girl smiled at him through her 
tears. 
 Buck cleared his throat and went on : 
“What I was about to say was—my time’s 
about up in the mounted. I’ve got a bit of 
money put away, and I’ve got my eye on a 
patch o’ land over in the wheat country.” 
 He laid his hand on the brown, head of 

the whaling captain’s natural daughter and 
concluded rather uncertainly: 
 “What d’ yon say we have a double 
wedding at What Cheer?” 
 The constable drew the girl close to 
him, so close that her fair head rested on the 
patch-pocket of his red tunic. And Oolah 
made answer. 
 But her answer was audible to Buck 
and the stars alone. 

 


