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N TAYLOR had murdered his part-
ner. He had known he was
going to do that for three dazs,
ever since in the rotten, friable
detritus of the mountamn mead-

ow they had found the fabulously rich
deposit of gold. The source of the stream
upon which this placer ﬁ:m lay was so
mear at hand, the !!:i h valley so restricted
in area, that the finding of the lode from
which the deposits had disintegrated and
been washed into the httle basin seemed a

ical certainty, and the task, it might
: merely of days, certainly of no more
than a few weeks.

- Both men had been experienced pros-
pectors, partners for more than three
years, years, however, that had never
paid out in more than day wages. Late
m the preceding fall pronounced traces of
i amnt Creek had sent them
ing, through the next spring, farther
and toward the headwaters among
the mountain summits which, rising steep
and snow-garbed out of the high plateau,
the stream its name. Convinced at
that they were near the mother
that it must, in fact, lie up this par-
wicular branch, they had built a cabin at
the foot of the meadow within sight of the
marvelous peaks of the Painted Hills,
which in red and green and blue
and , mingled with the white and
violet and rose of the snow felds, like
some incomparable color scheme of a
“H::“' futurist painter.
days ago their theory had found
confirmation. ﬁt:t the very roots of the
meadow grass and flowers they had dis-
covered pay dirt, literally thousands of
dollars’ worth of gold in a plot
scarcely half as large Ilhl aty lotl Mprr-
over, just up-stream there was certamnly
the v:]in wh?c-l'it. discovered, would make
them rich as the dreams of avance.
From that dizzy moment Lin Taylor
bad known that he alone must profit
by that wealth. If by some malevolent
stroke of fate he failed to find the ven
from which this gold had come, why,
there was altogether too little in the

meadow washing to be shared with an-
other man. And even if he did locate the
mother lode— No! John Harvey must
die!

That they had broken bread together
for years, shared the same cabin, the same
fire and tobacco, that Harvey believed
him to be his friend, that Harvey actually
was kis friend—none of these things mat-
tered for an instant compared to the in-
satiable and ferocious lust that had lighted
its fires in his veins at the sight of those
big yellow flal es in his gold-pan. Minged
mcg’thuc funous flames there was the ice

of an implacable determination to kill;
there was no heat in that. It was a cold,
deliberately planned, irrevocable inten-
tion.

This morning, as they rounded a spur
high up on Firetop Mountain, a massive
dome which took its name from the scar-
let rock of its peak, his chance had come.
At a critical moment he had suddenly
halted in the trail and thrust out a foot.
Harvey, stumbling upon the edge of a
yawning abyss, tottered for seconds
which seemed like infinity to Lin Taylor,
and then pitched downward in utter si-
lence, but with a look on his face of horror
and incredulous amazement,

Lin Taylor stood alone on the trail,
breathing heavily from sheer nervousness
and excitement. His knees were trem-
bling. He leaned back against the scarp of
rock that towered upward from the trail.
Here, in a2 moment, his strength and de-
termination came back to him rapadly,
and with them a feeling of intense exalta-
tion.

E WAS a rich man at last! Forty-
three years he had been the world’s
under dog, but now—

He straightened up conhdently, stood
away from the wall behind him. Kneelin:
in the trail he leaned far over the edge an

red down into the chasm. Far below,
Eine Bies hosp of ol clorhing, he dis
cerned upon the jagged rocks of the can-
on floor all that remained of John
arvey.

Yes, he told himself, as he got to his
feet, the job was done—and well done!
And there was not a chance that the way
it had been done ever would come to light.
No living being knew, or would ever know!

Close upon that thought he noticed
how very sull it was. It was always sull
in the high mountains, though, and for
weeks one might hear no human sound.
[t was suddenly impressed upon him that
he would hear none from this moment,
save those which he made himself....
But there was one sound now afloat upon
the clear high atmosphere, a distant, faint
h:rinf, miles away to the south, Shep,
gf:hn {arvey’s dog, on the trail of a ra

It Or a coyote.

Just then nrprmure of wind came off
the ice helds of Blue Peak in the opposite
direction and passed, sounding and cold,
over Lin Taylor, the canyon, and the
dead man, and was gone. It had blown
for a minute, perhaps, with a low, keening
moan, blotting out the other sound, that
of the hunting dog. And when it was
gone there was no sound at all, neither
wind, nor bird, nor dog—utter silence,
complete and somehow menacing, _

Lin Taylor stirred from his immobility
and, turning, made his way back in the
direction from which he had come. Not
long after he reached the floor of the
canyon, and thmdinm his way among
massive boulders and sharp outcroppin
of the stratified bedrock he came at ?cngtgl"l
to the huddled heap that had been John
Harvey, his partner.

If there had been an eye then to see him,
the eye of an intelligence that hoped or
ex to see him 'ﬁ'i:‘-:h. it would have
been disappointed. Lin Taylor was not a
man to feel remorse. There are such men,
introspective men, who, committing a
murder in a passion, are driven, harried
and hounded by their own thoughts and
imaginations, into betraying themselves
at last to punishmene. Lin Taylor was
not that sort of man. Introspection as a
word was unfamiliar to him; the process
itself was scarcely less so. He would
never betray himself. He would never
see ghosts. It takes the eye of belief to

hosts, and Lin Taylor believed only
ﬁc things that can be handled—food
drink, women, gold. The things of
the spinit (and ghosts are essentially
things of the spirit) did not exist for him.

And now, at the side of his victim, he
felt neither remorse nor fear. Bending
over the bloodstained and broken thing,
he ascertained that there was nothing of
value in its clothing, drew from its belt a
Ernr:ﬁctmr'l ick, then, catching it hardily

y the boot, he dragged it a few feet away
to a shallow depression m the floor and
set about heaping over it a cairn of rocks.
Stones of every size were plentiful and
half an hour saw his work done.

N HOUR later Lin Taylor entered his
cabin, Hurriedlltcgemng together the
dead man's effects, he loaded them upon
one of the two pack mules grazing beside
the cabin and, packing the saddle bags of
the other animal with some food, he was
in less than half an hour on his way out of
the Painted Hills, With him took
nothing more to show for the season’s
work than one small bag of dust and nug-
gets, about the same number of ounces in
weight that he and Harvey had averaged
for the last three seasons.

The third day he reached Nordness, a
settlement of tI!:ru hundred inhabitants,
the link between civilization and the
mountain fastnesses, where for three sea-
sons he and John Harvey had wintered,
and whence in the first thawings of spring
tl‘ltl“}]i' had set out again on their quest for
gold. *

There was here no questioning of his
story of Harvey's death, and he had
knmz.:n lhmm-fllnnr he any A rare.

see
n t
and
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From that dizzy moment Lin Taylor had known that he alone must profit by that wealth. ...

less step on the edge of a perilous cliff, a
little loose rock underfoot—how often
that had happened! Harvey’s nearest
relative, a cousin in New York, would
never question the manner in which he
became the receiver of some seven hun-
dred unexpected and welcome dollars,
half the proceeds of the dust which Lin
Taylor had brought in. There was little
interest anywhere in John Harvey, the
oor and unimportant prospector. He
ad always been a silent man, sitting by
the hotel stove through the winter days,
with his dog at his feet as silent as him-
sclf, smoking his pipe, not surly, but un-
communicative in the extreme,
Lin Taylor himself, because of a bluff
and hearty manner that gave him at least

the appearance of cordiality, was the bet-
ter liked of the two. And rather than
suspicion he encountered sympathy. Dan
Blake, who owned the general store in
Nordness, mentioned the loss thus the
first time that Lin entered the store.

IGHTY hard luck, losing Harvey.
Quiet sort of man, but I always had
a notion he'd be a mighty good, depend-
able sort of fellow, if a man knew him.
Makes it right hard for you, I guess.”
Lin Taylor nodded.
“Fell off a cliff, 1 heard say? How'd it
come to happen? Did you see ie?”
Lin answered without hesitation: “No,
I didn’t see it. Must've happened that
way, though. He started out to chimb

Fi trrlﬁr Erttt}' early in the morming, and |

figured he'd be back by noon or a little
after. It's a good trail, you know.”
“Never been up there,” said Blake.
" “Well, it is. 1 don’t know what it was
—presentiment, | guess.  But along
about three in the afternoon [ began to get
uneasy. So | started out. Well, [ found
him. Foot of a cliff about three-four hun-
dred feet high— :1! broken to pieces.
th[»ed I suppose.’
lLighty hard luck,” said Blake again.
“You'll miss him a lot. Been working to-
gether quite a spell, h:ncn t you!"
“Going on four years,” said Taylor
shortly, with the manner of one who had
rather not go on with the topic under dis-
C ssp0m.
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L]

there was naltogether too little in the meadow wuashing to be shared with another man

Blake ﬁcrcti\'ed his reluctance, said to

himself that Taylor was pretty hard hit
by the accident, and forbore to question
him further in that way, but asked bnisk-
ly: “Well, what can I do for you?"
“Want to geta !'c‘:t' supplies.”
“Going out again?”
Taylor nodde _
“Pretty late in the season to be starting
out, ain't 1t?” _
“Yes, but I'\'E g_?t a good cabin that
d Harvey built.”
mf‘(“}l:)ing back up there?"” quened Blake,
in surprise.
i l’t “?;g obvious that he thought it odd.
He was recalling all that he had heard said
about the Yainted Hills country, thar
prospectors hereabout were universally

agreed that it was poor prospecting
ground. True, a few colors had been
found in the lower reaches of Paint Creek,
as they had been in every stream in this
part of the country, but no one had found
more than that, despite the fact that the
stream had been overrun with prospectors
thirty years before, and had been tried
from time to time, as a forlorn hope, by a
good many men since. Lin Taylor and
his partner had got barely day wages out
of it this season. And those mountains
should now be doubly distasteful to Tay-
lor because of the death of Harvey. It
did look odd. Blake, pondering, won-
dered if Taylor was going to turn “queer.”
He saw no signs of it in the man’s appear-
ance; but, anyway, prospectors were

precty nearly all queer. Losing his part-
ner that way was no doubt going to make
Lin Taylor like the rest of them.

“Yeh, | guess 1 will.”

“Get snowed in, won't you?”

“Won't likely be much snow for an-
other month. An}-wa‘r. I've got a notion
to winter it up there.’

“Man! They say the snow gets thirty
feet deep in that country!”

“I'm used to snow country. Take a
few traps, maybe, and get some fur.
Plenty of hrewood up there. And if |
don’t hke it, why, | can come out on
snowshoes or skis.”

Blake shook his head, now thoroughly
convinced that Taylor had gone queer.
“You don’t really
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think there’s gold in that country, do you?”
“Think ?” said Lin. “No! I'know there
1 ppose the lower creek
gets its colors? It's bound to be there,
somewhere! The only trouble is findin
it. It's there, though. It's gorto be. It's
goL to wash down from somewhere, hasn't
n?”’

“Oh, sure,”” said Blake indulgently.
“Sure. I admit there's gold up there.
It's all around in these hills, for that mat-
ter; but it’s badly spotted. Nobody ever
finds much and nobody has located a m;l

ets now and then;

vein yet. Lirtle
t I mean. The big

but that ain’t w
strike—""

“It's there,” said Taylor stubbornly.
“It’s got to be. All you say doesn’t prove
anything except that nobody’s made it

et

“That’s right,” admitted Blake. “In
thncﬁy, anyway. But it's a big country,

too.

“l know that,” said Taylor. “But if
it's in the water, it's got to come from
somewhere the water drains, hasn't it?
Thunder! We worked pretty well up to
the headwaters, Harvey and me. Harvey,
he had a hunch we were going to find it
this summer. | didn’t take much stock
n it right at Arst, but— [ tell you, Blake,
it looks mighty promising. It's awful

ing country, There ought to be
gold in 1e.”

“I W'I“SHJ had a gt;llgr for every lql.illt
mile f:od- ing country ['ve
seen,” said Blake.

Taylor laughed grudgingly. “Me, too,

at matter. But I've got a hunch
I’m going to strike it—'fore | come down
again. gla be Harvey passed the hunch
on o me—| don't know—bu
that hunch.”

Blake nodded. He well knew it. They
all had that hunch. They kept going back
into those lean mountains until they were
grizzled and old, and their joints were
swollen with rheumatism, and their bones
rasped as they walked, and their eves
were bleared and half blind. And Blake,

rhaps a lictle pharnsaically, thanked

that he was a sensible man without
the gold fever.

is! How do you su

t—I"ve got

“Well," he said, “l hope your hunch is
good, Taylor. 1'd sure like to see you
make the ten-strike!”

“Thanks,” said Taylor. “Now then. ..
let's see. ’!rob:cm. first of all. There'll
sure be plenty of time for smoking if 1
don’t come out till the spring.”

For an hour he made purchases, and
when he had finished he uﬁed Blake if he
had extra pack horses, and fnally com-
pleted arrangements by which Blake's
son was to take the stores in as far as
the north branch, where they could be
cached in a lean-to, from which Taylor
could pack them to his cabin. He turned
to go, but at the door paused, haltc?! by
Blake's inquiry:

“Say, Taylor! Whatever became of

{arvey's dog?"

“Why—nothing.

“He ="

“Yes. He's a great hunter, that doﬁ.
Goes out by himself, maybe be gone all
day, maybe two days. Hear him bayving
off on the mountain somewhere. He was
gone that way when | came down.”

“Didn’t know about Harvey being
dead, then?"”

Taylor shook his head.

“Wonder how he'll take it?”

“Darned if I know."” .

“He'll be all broke up over it, shouldn't
wonder.”

“H'm.” The monosyllable might have
meant anything.

“T'HAT was the damedest, smartest dog
I ever saw,” pursued Blake. “He was

the same one that tended that bunch of

sheep over in the Cascades, wasn't he

Blake was referring to the time, some
years before, when Shep, working with a

zing outht, had become separated in a
ﬂ:v}r ll'z, from the main bunch of am-
mals, and had dhapE'artd with hfty of
the sheep that were being brought down
from the high country into the lowlands
for the winter. That was early in Octo-
ber, and neither dog nor sheep were seen
for almost hve months and a half, and
was supposed they had perished in the
cold, or had become the prey of coyotes,
wolves, or ars. But one morning in
April the b:ﬂof sheep :preared at the
ranch-house, seventy miles from the spot
where th:ly had been lost, every sheep
plump and well-conditioned, not one miss-
mg. Shep had wintered them alone, no
man knew how nor where!

Taylor admitted it was the same dog.

“And that's some dog,” saxd Blake ad-
miringly. “Did you know Harvey-—of
course you did, t h—refused a thou-
sand dollars for him:"

“Yeh, I knew it.  Sure.”

“Not much to look at, either,” Blake
went on. “"Bout half collie and half
something else.”

“Airedale, | guess,” sand Taylor.

“Just to show,” said Blake, the
true philistine. “You can talk about
your thoroughbred dogs all you wane.
And after all what are they good for?
Why, to take a blue nbbon at a swell dog-
show! Then yvou take a like Shep—
Say, I'd like to see some of those pure-
breds s:;‘thlt stunt over!

He's sull up there.”

“A dog like Shep, though, he’s been
against things; he understands. He's o
the expenience of life. He savvies. T::
was the most knowing dog | ever dud
m-
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“Wouldn't make up to me, though.
Oh, he wasn't ugly, of course. Only, he
just wasn't very friendly. Let me pet

im, all right, but wouldn’t wag his tail
while I was doing it. One-man dog, |
guess. That’s the Airedale in him, I sup-

“He was always friendly enough with
me,” said Taylor.
This was a [‘i’e, but it seemed best to him

to say it. That a dog should not be
friendly with those with whom he is in
daily contact 1s unusual, so unusual, in-

detd, that it awakens our distrust of the
]r:nnn for whom the dog shows distrust,

‘here had never been any liking between
Taylor and Harvey's dog. Taylor was
that anomalous being, the man who
didn’t like dogs. Shep reciprocated the
dislike, certainly. The antagonism had
never open, for at the shghtest show
of restiveness on the dog's part there had
always come the quick, sharp command
of Harvey, whnuqlight::t word was the
dog's law. But Taylor did not intend
Blake should know that; the instinct for
self-protection warned him againse ic.

“He's always been friendly enough
with me,” he repeated.

“Of course. He knew you mighty well,
he'd lived with you,” nodded the store-
keeper. “Well, fcan't help wondering:
You really aim to stay the winter out?

“Going to make that ten-strike. Before
the snow flies, of I can; if not, U'll surely
stay !

“Luck to you!” said Blake.
I'd rather see make it!”

That was the perfunctory cordiality of
the shopkeeper, however, and he proba-
bly would have said the same to any other
prospector whom he hadn’t personal rea-
sons for dishiking.

The last wash of gold was pouring over
the marvelous domes and spires of the
Painted Hills three days later when Lin
Taylor entered his cabin. He had no eye
for the ineffable beauty of that moment,
however. He was dead tired; moreover,
he meant to be up early in the momin
and on his search for the vein of gold.
That, he had determined, should be his
first concern. The flakes in the roots of
the meadow grass were already found,
and could wai. He unpacked his sup-
I:Ii:l and picketed the mules. After a

urried supper he turned into his bunk
and lay there, smoking his pipe, with the
door open, for the might was strangely
mild. When his pipe went out, he went

to sleep.

OMETHING woke him.

He lay sull, li:teninQ; He could hear
the lazy “champ-champ” of the mules at
the grass necar by the cabin. It couldn’t
have been a prowling wild animal, or they
would have been disturbed. He decided
finally that it had been nothing. He did
not sleep immediately, though, and after
a little he rose and went to the door to
look at the big, misty stars. It must be,
he decided, after eleven. And then again
he heard the sound that, however faint,
had awakened him.

Far away, yet distinct, a long, mourn-
ful howl ... repeated...and repeated
;gai'n. .+« Shep, his murdered partner’s

4

He listened for a few moments while he
smoked another pipe. The mournful ca-
dence was lifted again, and then again.

“No man

He was not moved by it. It was so far
away that, now he had identified it, nt
would not again disturb his sleep and,
since it was so far away, let the dog how!!

With grim lines about his mouth, Lin
Taylor chimbed again into his bunk. But
the door was no longer open to the night.
He had closed it. And now, with one ear
buried in his pillow, he could not be sure
whether he heard the desolate keening of
the animal, or imagined it. If it was
imagination . . . well, he was not strong
on that! Hednfted into a dreamless sleep.

He was up with the dawn, and could
scarcely wait to consume his breakfast, so
intense was his excitement. This morning
he meant to follow the trail that he and
Harvey had taken the morning he had
murdered Harvey. The night preceding
the two men had lain awake untl nearly
daylight, prospecting in advance the en-
suing day's search.

“High up—probably just below the
bend at the edge of Gray Spur,” Harvey
had said ac last. “And there’ll be a lot of
loose stuff down at the edge of the water,
and up above somewhere a scar, a new
one, for there are flakes almost on top of
last year's dead grass. We can take the

Firetop trail and catch the branch just
below the Spur.”

HEY had taken the trail, and for Har-

vey it had led to eternity. To-day Lin
Taylor meant to take it alone, and for
him it would lead to fortune!

When he opened the cabin door he saw
that Shep had come back. The dog rose
from the beaten area before the door, a
big-shouldered, magnificently buile ani-
mal, an? stood silent, looking into his
face. Taylor spoke, but the dog made no
reply : there was no friendliness in his atu.-
tude, no stirring of his body, no wagging
of his tail. Taylor had a queer feeling for
an instant as if he were facing some search-
inﬁ INquIry. . . .

Vith an effort he shook off the absurd
notion, and set out on his day's search.
Shep followed at a discreet distance, fol-
lowed up the trail on Firetop, and down
into the canyvon, making no advance
toward friendliness, but keeping always
in sighe,

Lin Taylor, after the first hour, paid the
animal scant heed. He had other work
on hand! -

But he did not discover the vemn thar
day, and though in the moming he had
assured himself that he would, at sunset
he told himself that he hadn’t really ex-
pected to find it the first day. That
would have been oo absurdly easy. To-
MOTTOW . . . ay, to-morrow!

He came down to his cabin, his mind

reoccupied with the problem. He had

n looking too far down the gash in the
mountainside, he decided. Five hundred,
a thousand, vards higher up—

Entering the cabin, he had left the door
open, and disturbed by a sound behind
him as he was kindling the fire he turned
and saw that Shep had followed him in
and was nosing at Harvey's bunk.

“Get out of here!” said Taylor sharply,
making a movement toward the dog as he

spoke.

lﬂ%l’ttp half turned and stiffened, bﬁstlini
Taylor paused with an instinctive fee

ing that 1t would be better to let the ani-

mal alone, and went back to his stove,

saying nothing more.

Shep, after deliberately “smelling out”
the cabin, turned and stepped slowly over
the threshold and lay down outside.

Taylor closed the door, making a men-
tal note that he wouldn't leave it open
again, and then prepared his supper. He
did not see the dog again that evening,
but once, when he wakened late in the
ni&ht. he heard it howl in the distance.

n the morning he set out early again
and climbed steadily up the Firetop trail
to resume his search farther up the can-
yon. When he reached the treacherous
place w arvey ha t

la here H had lost his life,
moved by some obscure impulse, he
leaned over and looked down from the
precise spot where his victim had
over. He saw the cairn . .. yes, and there
was something on it! Shep! The dog had
found at last its master's grave, and 1t lay
stretched upon the boulders, perhaps
sleeping.

BUT no, not sleeping! For, as the man
looked down, the dog suddenly rose
and looked up. Lin Taylor moved quickly
back out of sight, compelled by a feeling
that he scarcely understood. Fear? Ab-
surd! What had he to fear from a dog?
And yet, if he had had a gun with him . ..
but he hadn’t. He moved on.

When he returned from his second day's
vain search for the lode he found the do
lying beside the cabin, and as he ente
the door, glancing down, he noticed, lying
between its paws, Harvey's prospecting
pick. He recognized it at once by the
thong of buckskin that Harvey had bound
around the lower part of the handle, and
he remembered that in burying Hlﬁt‘y
he had taken the pick from the dead man’s
belt :u'u':ll dmnp“':F }: beside the c%!l:;nd
then ha , forgerting it. og,
of mum.m found it, scented its master,
and brought it up. It was a pick,
too. ... He stepped toward the animal
and bent over.

Suddenly Shep rose and stood over the
ick he had been nuzzling, stiff-legged,
ristling, his teeth bared.

Taylor straightened up :ngril'y. “Get
out of here!” he shouted furiously. And
at the same moment he let drive a kick.

The dog moved so that the blow was
only a glancing one, then crouched and
sprang. .

It was Taylor’s good fortune, unpre-
pared as he was for the suddenness of the
onslaught, to catch the dog's leap with a
straight blow of both arms that flung the
anmimal to the earth, snapping vainly as it
rolled over and over. Before it could nse
he had stooped and picked up a heavy

iece of three-foot firewood. On the next
L:p the dog grazed his arm, but received
in return a stunning blow from the club,
and then, dazed, asecond, still moredeadly.

In a blaze of passion now, Taylor yer
hesitated at actually beating the dog o
death. ...

He went into the cabin for his gun. | he
magazine was empty. He filled it; bur
the delay had cost him his victim.

The dog was gone. An incredible, al-
most miraculous recovery from the two
blows on the skull! Far down the mead-
ow, disappearing in a clump of trees, he
saw it. lﬁ ﬂung his gun to his shoulder
and fired—once—twice. But in vam.
Then ir the flush of his anger he hred
twice more at the spot where he had lase
seen it.



The American Magazine

When his rage had somewhat cooled he
thought of what might have happened if
he had not found the piece of wood so
ready to his hand, and a cold, sickly sen-
sation permeated him. If he had not
found tﬁ: means for protection he would
certainly have been cut to pieces by those
slashing fangs. But this, he told himself,
was a known danger and casily met. He
had only to go armed hereafter, and at
the first encounter—why, Shep would be
a gt'vod dog because he would be a dead
one!

IN the moming as he set out he buck-
led his pistol holster to his belt and put
in the belt a dozen extra cartridges. And
for three days, as he searched the upper
end of the stream from the snow fields of
Firetop down to the first bend, and
searched vainly, he watched for Shep as
well. But he did not see him—unless a
brown shadow, half imagined, slinking
through the rocks of the canyon at a great
distance was the dog. It might as easily
have been a coyote, or a cougar, or noth-
ing at all. He thought with a sense of vio-
lent relief that perhaps his blows had been
more deadly than he lu;;oposed, that the
dog had lost itself in the forest to die.
oﬁut his relief ended thar very nighe
when, far and mournful, as he had hrst
heard it, Shep took up his dirge once more
upon his master’s grave.
ell, if he kept that far away, Taylor
said to himself, it was all right. And clos-
ing the door he got into his bunk and
muffled his ears in the blankets, and
drifted into a sound slumber that lasted
until just before dawn. Then, in the dim
cold gra close by the cabin, there
came a different note, a hoarse, menacin
burst of sound that could not be ignnrts
or shut out by door or bedclothing. With
a start and an oath he got out of his bunk
and caught up his automatic. From the
windows he could see nothing. The dawn
was yet thick and formless. ﬁ-le unbarred
the door and emerged.

A full-throated cry to the right of the
cabin announced that Shep had seen him;
but he could not discern the dog, strain
his eyes how he would. He fired atswan-
dom in the direction in which he had
heard the bark—a second time—then a
third. But it was without result, he was
well aware. There was no sound from the
animal now, and yet he had a feeling that
it had not left the vicinity. Three times
he circled the cabin, revolver in hand,
cach time a little farther aheld, but he did
not see Shep. Finally, he returned to the
cabin, angrily muttering to himself that
he was a fool. There was no need for
hunting the dog; sooner or later they
would meet without hunting. Unul that
time it was folly indeed to waste his time
and energy in such pre-dawn, mad acuv-
ities!

Morcover, he needed all his energy for
the search for the mother lode. If he
could find it before the snows began to
fly— No! Let the dog go! Every hour
must be given to the search for the big
vein that lay waiting for him on the red
slope of Firetop!

{':-t on the trail that morning he turned
not less than a dozen times, the very hairs
of his head tingling with the feeling that
the dog was behind him and very near.
But he could actually see nothing of i,
and once, a hetle after noon, he agamm

heard the distant baying in the south

that told him Shep was hunting. Yet

again, as he tosk the trail down to his

cabin, he found his hand ready at his

holster, his eyes alert ahead, and his bod

Eumking frequently so that he could I-oo{
T .

A dull rage was burning in him that
night as he went to bed, only to be wak-
ened toward morning again by the threat-
ening challenge of Shep near by. This
morning, however, he did not get up, but
lay there, awake and angry, catching,
cach time he dnfted to the verge of sleep,
the stndent reiteration of the'E;g's bark.
And agan that day, another day of failure
on the mountain, I,':e had the same uneasy
feeling that he was being constantly
shadowed. . . . He remembered, with
curses upon his monumental folly, that he
had had an opportunity to slay the dog,
that he might have beaten it to death
when he had stunned it with the length of
wood, and that he had, through some
crazy compunction, hesitated.

And again the following moming, be-
fore the light came, the found and
haunted the vicinity of the cabin, growing
bolder, coming closer, until Lin Taylor at
one time could have sworn he heard its
breath puffing at the threshold, the smiff
of 1ts hot nostnils! He fired a shot through
the door then and sprang up quickly and
threw i1t wade open.

Nothing!

The dog was not at the door, had not
even been at the door. There was not a
single trace of his pads in the clean-swept,
fine, damp dust before the cabin.

So it went through another week, and
became increasingly difhcule, and at last
intolerable. Only once had he got a fair
shot at the dog, having surprised it at the
rock cairn, and then he had not scored a
hit. The dog had leaped as he fired, and
had been lost almost instantly among the
boulders of the canyon.

HE KNEW now that the dog was shad-
owing him, for he saw it often, just out
of range. fh.- realized, too, that his prospect-
ing was becoming less and less a search for
the vein of lclg and more and more a
tense watch for the dog. It could not go
on so. He had a terrible feeling that if he
failed to watch for the amimal 1t would in
some inexplicable way ambush him, and
he could not keep his mind from that hor-
rible contingency.

There was uniy one thing to do, he de-
cided finally, and that was to hunt down
the dog and kill it. Uneil that was done
he would never be safe, never be at ease.
And until that was done—here a thread of
superstition wove through his mental
processes—until that was done, he would
never ind the vein of gold that was to
make him nich and powerful. He knew
it! John Harvey, he muttered to himself,
Harvey hrst, then Harvey's dog, and then
—and only then—peace! eace and
riches! DBut there would be neither as
long as the dog was living. That was
written, It was Fate!

He was waiting, the next dawn, fully
clothed, his pistol in his hand, his belt
hlled with extra cartndges, for the sound
of the avenger, and ar the dog's first bark
he stepped from the door and took up the
challenge that God had Aung him.

All through the moming he crailed the
ammal, ghimpsing him now, and then, fhr-

ing often, though the range was so great
as to be prohibitive of surety. He fol-
lowed him up the first gentle slopes of
Blue Peak, through the sparse forest
cover, to the timber line, and beyond. He
saw him far ahead on a snow fheld, his
head han?'lng low, his pace slow and la-
borious. He kept up the chase across the
high ridge that intervened between Blue
Peak and Firetop Mountain, and he
plodded weanly after in the waning of the
afternoon light as the dog found again the
trail that led down Firetop to the valley.
And now he saw the amimal was going
faster and faster, that to to overtake
it was madness, that he would never come
within shooting range again that day.
To-morrow he would begi in. His
mistake to-day had been ataﬂm too
impetuous, too determined to the
thing done. A stern chase was always a
long chase. To-morrow he would hide
somewhere in the valley and watch for the
dog...which now had completely van-
ished among the crags of the lower spur.

HE WAS horribly tired. He had beenon

edge all day. He paused for a moment
to rest re beginning a steep descent
along the edge of the deep canyon where all
week he had been looking for the baffling
vein of gold. And as he paused, reflecting
how tired he was, he noticed his revolver
was still in his hand, clutched tightly, al-
most painfully, and he realized that he
had been holding it so, almost continu-
ously ready, since early dawn. What a
fool he had been! To let his nerves play
fast and loose with him—over a dog! Just
a dog! And when he tried to let go of the
revolver he could only do so with an effort,
for his fingers seemed paralyzed, frozen to
the grip. He stuck the automatic in his
holster and began, a moment later, to
descend the trail. To-morrow, after a
night's sleep . . . to-morrow—

e rounded a sharp turn of the trail
and suddenly faced Shep, his enemy,
whom he had given up for that day!

The dog stood rigid and menacing,
athwart his way. In a terrified flash Lin
Taylor saw that the dog would be upon
him before he could draw his revolver from
its holster with his clumsy, stiffened fingers.
He uttered a sharp cry, wheeled about,
and fled back up the wrail. His foort
turned on a loose bit of rock. He spun
around, swayed for an instant on the edge
of the chff, and then, as John Harvey had
done before him, he pitched over, his body
hurtling through space, to land far below
upon the de:drr. jagged rocks of the can-
yon, broken, bloody, and lifeless.

ND it was here that the searchers in
the spring found his rotted remains,
here, witﬁ the broken bones of his hands
actually clutching the crumbled ou
ing of the richest vein of gold that tﬁ;
ainted Hills had ever offered, or perhaps
ever would offer, to men.



