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THE

RED MOUNTAIN OF ALASKA.

CHAPTER L
A REMARKABLE LEITER.

SPACIOUS, comfortable-looking house,
in the outskirts of one of the largest
manufacturmg towns of Massachusetts ; the

evenings are cold. Around the cosy  tea-
= table are gathered the family, namely : John
Dutton, Esq., proprietor of the celebrated Sheldon
Paper Mills; Mrs. John Dutton ; Miss Florence Dutton,
age fifteen, commonly addressed as ¢ Flossie,” or
“Floss ;” and Masters Robert, Hugh, and Nathaniel
Dutton, ages respectively seventeen, fifteen, and twelve
years. Flossie and Hugh, it will be noticed, are twins.
Only three more personages in the town of Sheldon
are at present sufficiently important to merit an intro-
duction. They are, in fact, members of the Dutton
household, two of them actually signing that name as
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their own, and the third plainly desirous of doing so,
were he able. All three are in the dining-room at the
present moment, and the fact of their familiarity with
the family is evident from the interest with which
they listen, with open eyes and mouths, to the letter
which their master is reading aloud.

Without further ceremony allow me to present :
Chloe (Dutton), decided brunette, nurse of all the
children successively, maid-of-all-work, and devoted
slave to Miss Flossie; Teddy (Dutton), remotely
descended from County Kildare, red-haired, freckled,
fourteen years old, errand-boy, helper, and mischief-
maker in general, particularly attached to the eldest
- son ; Carlo (Dutton), at the side of pale, sweet-faced
little Nat,—a shaggy, coal-black, silken-haired fellow,
from the south coast of Newfoundland, as faithful a
servant and friend as any in the country.

And now for the letter. Mr. Dutton has evidently
just reached home from the mills, for his hat, coat,
and cane are lying on the sofa where he has dropped
them, and he is still out of breath from the quick half-
mile walk. All eight of the Duttons listen eagerly
while he reads :—

“ FORT WRANGEL, ALASKA TER.,
« Sept. 5th, 1868.

“ My pEAr BroraER,—It is a long time since I have
written to you. The uncertainty of the mails.in this
new adopted country of ours, the constant disputes
with Russian traders who are angry at having their
hunting-ground sold over their heads—or under their
feet, rather !—and the treachery of the native Innuits,
as well as the reckless behaviour of our own troops,
have kept my hands full and my head in a continual
worry since the establishment of the post. Sometimes
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I wish the government had kept her seven millions in
her pocket, and left this desolate country to take care
ofitself. It was animmense responsibility to shoulder.
Have you any idea of the size of the ¢ Northwest
Territory,” old fellow? Are you aware that it con-
tains something over five hundred thousand square
miles, or about one-sixth of the entire extent of the
United States and Territories ? This vast country is
covered throughout its southern districts with jungles
and forests, reaching far up the sides of its lofty
mountains, which smoke night and day. The portions
nearer the Arctic Sea consist mostly of dreary morass
and mossy ‘tundra,” as it is called, under which lies
a deep layer of ice, never thawing, winter or summer.
But in the rest of the territory are splendid forests,
as I have said. There are mountain peaks reaching
(in Mount Wrangel) the enormous height of twenty
thousand feet above the sea ; there is a river, the noble
Yukon, over two thousand miles in length-—a rival
of the great Mississippi itself. Among the hills are
winding streams and pleasant valleys, where brilliant
wild-flowers blossom, insects hover over them in the
sunshine, and birds dart to and fro as merrily as in
our old New England orchards. The woods are full
of game. There is no place in the world where bears,
black, brown, grizzly, and cinnamon, with two or three
other varieties, are found in such abundance. Moose
- have not learned to fear the rifle, and wild goats
clamber over the rocks in full sight. The inland dis-
tricts of Alaska are almost absolutely uninhabited.
The whole interior population of Indians is probably
less than three thousand, while no white man ever
passes beyond the protection of the trading-posts and
forts.
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“ By this time, my dear John, you are beginning to
wonder why I have launched forth into this lecture on
the resources of our National Purchase. Ah, you have
noticed, have you, that I have omitted an important
item? Vegetation, game, inhabitants, scenery—but
nothing said about wealth !

“Yes, wealth. Reports must have reached you of
the startling discoveries of Haley and others. Little
did the Hudson’s Bay fur-hunters dream that they
were camping each night on a gold mine; or that
the very rivers down which they paddled, in pursuit
of some paltry, frightened, furred creature, were full
of gleaming particles of the precious metal !

“ Without doubt, the coasts of Alaska are veined
throughont their length and breadth with gold and
silver. Shafts are being sunk in all directions, and
mines located. Haley found it paid him to dig out
- lumps of rock, a small bit at a time, and simply crush
them in a mortar.

“But I am not going to tempt you to rush for the
‘diggings,’ my boy. There’s better game in the
cover !”

“What in the world does the man mean!” ex-
claimed Mrs. Dutton. “He's as mysterious as a
sphinx, and here’s the supper all getting cold. Let’s
have the rest of the letter afterwards.”

Whereupon arose a chorus of “OQh, no,no! Read
on, read on! Never mind the supper yet—let’s find
out what he means by ‘better game’!”

Mr. Dutton accordingly found his place again, and
holding the letter so as to get a little better light
upon it, resumed his reading.

“I know you will be incredulous when I say there
is more valuable treasure to be found in Alaska than
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gold—knowing, as you do, that there are no diamonds
in the territory. Nevertheless, I am right. Among
the many ores which exist here, in more or less
abundance, is one which furnishes a strange metal,
well nown in medicine and the arts. Its chemical
symbol is He. Ah, you start now! I see you have
not forgotten those tiresome lectures at Harvard ; you
know at last that I am speaking of Mercury, which
is obtained almost entirely from the beautiful crimson
ore known as ¢ Cinnabar.””

Dr. Dutton paused, and glanced about the eager
circle of listeners. :

“Now, shall we have supper? The griddle-cakes
are hot,” said Mrs. Datton, plaintively, taking
advantage of the silence, and playing her highest
card. In vain! Xven Teddy testified with open
mouth and round, light blue eyes to his interest in
the subject.

The vote was none the less emphatic because unex-
pressed in words. The reading continued.

“ Cinnabar is worked to a considerable extent in
only half-a-dozen spots on the globe—Spain (which
supplies England), Idria, Pern, Japan, and one or
two other places. It has been discovered in California.
All the mines in the world, taken together, yield only
a trifle over three thousand tons a year, including the
new American mines,

“No ore is so easily decomposed as cinnabar ; it is
effected by direct exposure to the oxidizing flame of a
furnace, the mercury vapour being collected in con-
densers. I believe the metal can be even more
economically separated by the use of an iron retort, in
which it can be readily volatilized, without the escape
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of vapours. By the old way, nearly half is wasted in
the process.

“«Now as to its value. This varies largely from
year to year. It runs from fifty cents to two dollars
a pound, avoirdupois. One dollar a pound, or two
thousand dollars a ton, would be a low average.

“But a ton, you say, is an enormous amount.
Thirty tons is a hundredth part of the world’s annual
" product.

“ What would you say, John, to fifty tons a year,
or even one hundred? In the countries I have
mentioned, the ore crops out, or is found below the
surface, in narrow veins, among much schist and
slate. What would you say to a whole mountain of
cinnabar ?”’

Dr. Dutton looked up with a prolonged “ Whew-w ! ”
and Carlo gave a short yelp. As no one else
seemed disposed to conversation, the letter was re-
sumed. '

“To make a long story short (for I can see now
that you are getting excited, as plainly as if I were
sitting with you in your cosy dining-room in Sheldon,
where you will probably read this letter), the follow-
ing facts have recently come to light ; no one, until
this letter was read, John, knew of them. No one
knows of them now, except your family, myself, and
Peeschee. The last named gentleman is a Chilkat
Indian, whose name in honest English is ¢ The Fox.’
Call him which you like, he has served us a good
turn. This is how it came about.

“I was off hunting with a party of Indians from
the vicinity of the fort. We were in camp about
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twenty miles inland from Wrangel, when something
came bounding into the circle of fire light like a deer.
It was the Fox, who threw himself panting at our
feet, his teeth chattering, and his face fairly grey with
terror. As soon as he could talk we made out his
story. He had left his village a week before, on a
trapping expedition. While at work among his traps,
he had accidentally run on to the line set by a wander-
ing party of Tak-heesh natives from the interior, and
had ignorantly—so he assured us again and again—
taken several pelts from their traps.

“ A dozen Tak-heesh had come suddenly upon him,
taken him prisoner, and vowed he should die for the .
offence. Poor Peescheein vain asserted his innocence.
To the stake he should go. On the second day of his
captivity he had escaped by gnawing his thongs
while his captors were dozing after a hearty meal of
bear meat, and had been running all the afternoon, he
said.

“We felt a little nervous about the pursuers, but
those Tak-heesh are cowards unless they are terribly
roused, and, sure enongh, when they turned up the
next morning a rifle volley into the air put the entire
crowd to flight. The Fox was as grateful as a dog,
‘and, the day after we reached Fort Wrangel, he did
me the good turn I referred to.

“ He came quietly to the barracks, inquired for my
room, found me alone, and then and there told me
the wonderful story which set me to writing this long
letter—an offence, Jobn, which I seldom commit,
youw’ll acknowledge.

“ What the Fox had to say was substantially this :
Last autumn he made one of his solitary expeditions
over the mountains in search of furs. He penetrated
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far into the interior, reaching a district absolutely
unknown to him before that trip. He describes it as
abounding in game, and heavily wooded. There were
many rapid streams, all seeming to be well stocked
with trout, grayling, and other fish.

“ As often occurs in Alaska, the weather was cloudy
for fully ten days at a stretch. Toward the close of
a dull, drizzly afternoon, Peeschee stopped for the
night on the bank of a swift brook. Suddenly the
clouds in the west began to break away, and, as they
gradually parted, there appeared high in the heavens
what seemed to be a mountain of fire. It was a soft,
‘glowing crimson, and from its summit rose a huge
column of smoke; it was beyond doubt a mountain
peak; Peeschee had never set eyes on it before
in his life. Within five minutes the clouds had
closed in again, and the wonderful peak was out
of sight.

“ The next three days he spent in travelling straight
uphill toward the Red Mountain. After much strug-
ling through jungles and morasses, fording streams,
and encountering wild beasts by day and night, he
claims that he reached the base of the peak, and dis-
covered the cause of its strange colour. He brought
a piece of the live rock itself, and showed it to me.
I have it in my desk now. Tt is a magnificent speci-
men pf cinnabar in the ore, deep crimson in colour,
promising to yield, if worked, an enormous percentage
of weight of the pure metal.

“John, that was a mountain of mercury | It waits
for some one to take those red heaps of granite and
quartz, fuse them, and bear away such a fortune as
you cquld not make in a century of prosperous mill
operation at Sheldon. Will you come? Shall we
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share the Red Mountain, old fellow, as we used to
share the red apples in grandfather’s orchard?

“This is what I propose. You have been in in-
different health for a good many months. You need
a change ; you have a competent superintendent in
practical charge of the mills ; you always liked hunt-
ing and camping-out. Take the boys along, and meet
me at some point in west central Alaska—say old
Fort Yukon. I will come from the west, you from
the east, if you like, striking up through Canada and
across from the Hudson’s Bay post in British America.
From Fort Yukon we can proceed together to the
Red Mountain, make a rough survey, lay out our
claim, and the following spring commence work in
earnest. In other words, you can start from Sheldon
as soon as the spring of 69 opens, reach the Alaska
boundary by the first of July, and before the winter
shuts down we shall have finished all our prospecting,
and be ready to take out ore in the following May.

“ One more point to consider, and then I have done.
It is, T admit, an important point. How shall we find
this half-fabulous ‘Red Mountain’ after we have
effected a union of forces at Fort Yukon ? Here we
must rely entirely on Peeschee. He proposes to start
from the fort (which is situated on nearly 67° N. lat.,
145° Jong. W.), and strike due south. You will be
glad to hear this when I add that the Aretic Circle
passes directly through the fort. After travelling
. something over two hundred miles straight into the
wilderness, the Fox says we shall find ourselves at
the foot of a lofty range of mountains. From this
point he bears away slightly to the east, and within
three or four days expects to reach his old camping-
ground, from which he obtained his first view of the
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flaming peak. Now will begin by far our hardest
fight with the forces of nature. Peeschee has drawn
a map, which he professes to understand, and by
which he proposes to follow as nearly as possible his
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former route to the base of the mountain and up its
steep sides. I have borrowed this map or chart, and
have traced it here for you.

“It’s a curious-looking affair, but, with Peeschee as
guide, I'd stake it against a government chart. Hvery
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mark on it means something to him. I’ll give you
his explanation at some other time.
“ Now, then, once more, will you come ?
“ Your affectionate brother,
“Drck Durrox.

“ P.S.—Write full particulars, exactly when and
where you will meet me. Sorry you must leave Mrs. D,
and Florence behind, Of course youw’ll come ”



CHAPTER IL

TREED BY A MOOSE.

'

UST five

months after
theletterof Lieu-
tenant Richard
Dutton was read
aloud in his
brother’s  cosy
dining-room, a
group of people
are assembled on
the platform of
the Sheldon rail-
-road station.
Thereis a tallish,
7)\ brown - bearded

gentleman, with
clear, bright eyes, and an exceedingly gentle voice ; a
lady of refined face and manner, and close beside het
a young girl; four boys, one of them freckled and
sandy-haired ; a negro woman, with a red bandana
handkerchief around her black neck; and a young
Newfoundland dog, full of quiet surprise at all this
commotion. Several large trunks and cases are piled
upon the platform, awaiting transportation.
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Presently the train comes in sight round a curve,
and slows up at the station, ringing and hissing
vigorously. People, dog, and baggage are hurried on
board, the conductor waves his hand, and, with renewed
clanging of bell and hiss of steam, the train starts for
Boston, bearing—you know as well as I—the entire
Dutton family away from their home.

Dick Dutton was right. The letter could not be
resisted. A favourable answer had been sent, thorough
preparations made during the winter months, the mill
wound up to run for a full year without the personal
supervision of the owner—and off the party are starting,
this twenty-fifth day of March, 1869, on theirlong and
divided journey.

All the family, I said. You see, there has been a
slight change of plan. After the letter had been care-
fully considered, and it had been voted unanimously
that Mr. Dutton and the boys should make the trip to
the northwest province, Mrs. Dutton had unexpectedly
asserted herself,

“Dick’s plan is a good one,” she said, “ with one
exception.”

“ What is that, my dear?” inquired Mr. Dutton,
mildly.

“1 do not propose to stay at home while you are off
in the woods for a year. Florence and I will take the
regular San Francisco route to Sitka, join Dick at his
post, and start inland with him, meeting you at the
fort.”

Mr. Dutton was astonished, but, as his wife’s remark
had rather the appearance of a decision than a sugges-
tion, he wisely refrairied from opposing it.

“You shall certainly go, my dear, if you wish to,”
said this exemplary husband. And she did.
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Certain modifications of the original route had also
been made. The ¢ itinerary ” was finally laid out as
follows :—

The military section,” as Flossie laughingly
called the lieutenant’s party, were to meet at Sitka,
and “pack ” over the mountains to the headwaters of
the Yukon River, moving down stream until they
should reach Fort Selkirk, where they would await
the eastern party, instead of at Fort Yukon. Mr.
Dutton and the boys decided to follow the regular
traders’ route from Ottawa, northward and westward
to Fort Churchill, on Hudson’s Bay. Irom there a
nearly westerly course, bearing a little to the north,
above Athabasca Lake and below (on the map) the
Great Slave, would bring them to Fort Simpson ;
thence over a lofty pass in the Chippeway division
of the Rocky Mountains into New Columbia, and to
Fort Selkirk, which is situated exactly 62° 45" north,
137° 22" west from Greenwich.

There! We've done with figures and theoretical
geography for a while ; practical geography we must
study in spite of ourselves. Once in Alaska territory,
we must examine our surroundings, and pick our way,
almost inch by inch, for we have no reliable guide to
the interior of this great, desolate region. If we want
a map, we must make one.

We do not need to follow the Dutton family over
the first portions of their respective routes, which
are more or less familiar to travellers. Mrs. Dutton,
Florence, and Chloe sailed from New York for Aspin-
wall, crossed the Isthmus, took steamer again at
Panama, and reached San Francisco safely, after a
Journey of mnearly six thousand miles. Here they
rested a week, and completed their outfit necessary
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for a summer in the woods. On a bright morning in
May they started in a sailing vessel for Victoria and
Sitka. So much for the ladies’ party. ,

The sterner portion of the family had hardly a more
eventfnl trip until they left Fort Churchill. From
this point the boys had plenty of shooting, and Mr.
Datton had much ado to keep them within reach of
camp. The trip, however, was quickly made, the
“ Rockies ” surmounted, and by the second week in
June the party were descending the western slopes of
the mountains within one hundred and ﬁfty miles of
Fort Selkirk.

It was ten o’clock in the forenoon when Mr. Dutton,
whose orders were obeyed by every one in the expedi-
tion, called a halt, on the first day after the high
peaks were left behind.

It was a curious company that was gathered there.
Mr. Dutton and the three boys were browned from
exposure to the sun and all sorts of weather ; while
Teddy was burned a bright red, and fairly peppered
with freckles. Carlo was in the highest of spirits, -
and gambolled about the party like a six-months-old
pup. There were two Indian guides, strong-limbed,
quiet fellows, named Joe and Jim.

At Mr. Dutton’s word, these two last named threw
down their heavy packs, and drew themselves up with
an air of relief.

« Ugh ! ” grunted Joe, wiping his forehead. ¢ Much
hot comin’. No-see-ems and skeeters dis night.”

“ Midges ? Have you felt any, Joe?” asked Mr.
Dutton, recognizing the Indian term for those tiny
" tormentors.

“No feel ’em. Smell ‘em,” said Joe, gravely,
sniffing the air, ‘
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Mr. Dutton laughed, and turned his attention to
selecting a good “nooning ” spot where they could
spend the hottest hours of the day.

They had halted beside a swift-running stream,
whose waters, though white with glacial silt, promised
sport for Hugh, the fisherman of the party. All
around them was a forest of immense spruce trees,
through which they had been travelling since early
morning. The ground was everywhere ccvered with
thick moss, and long, grey streamers hung from the
lofty boughs overhead.

“T tell you what, father,” exclaimed Robert, with
enthusiasm, “ this would be a jolly place to camp in
for a week. There’s plenty of water, and I’ll warrant
the woods are full of game.” '

“A good place enough, Rob, but we’ve no time to
lose. The mosquitoes are getting thicker and hungrier
every day, and before long we shall have to rush to
the settlements for our lives. They are the pest of
Alaska, you know.”

“ But, father, we are within a few days’ march of
Fort Selkirk, and are ahead of time.”

“I want to see mother,” interposed little Nat,
quietly. “ Don’t you, Rob?”

The elder brother made no further protest, but began
preparations for a short hunt before dinner.

“I won’t be gone long, father,” said he, shouldering
his Winchester, and starting off at an easy gait.

. “ ;Non’t you take one of the guides with you, my

Oy »

“ Oh, no, thank you. They’ve had enough to do,
packing our blankets through the woods. Good-bye.

I'll keep within hearing of a gun-shot.”  And he was
gone,
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Mr. Dutton now busied himself about his ¢ skeleton
tent,” as he called it—a device of his own, for relief
from the attacks of gnats, mosquitoes, and other
insects while on the march. ,

It was a very simple arrangement ; merely an “ A ™
tent made of mosquito netting. It was large enough .
to accommodate all the party.

A few minutes sufficed to pitch it carefully, so that no
rent should be made in its meshes. The guides, Nat,
and Mr. Dutton then crept underits folds, and, stretched
out comfortably on rubber blankets which had been first
spread to keep out dampness, all four fell fast asleep.

Hugh whistled for Carlo, and took his way, fishing-
tackle in hand, down to an inviting pool just in sight
through the trees.

When Mr. Dutton awoke it was high noon. The
guides were already preparing the noon meal, one of
them building a good fire, laying the sticks all one
way, for convenience of cooking ; the other engaged
in dressing a fine mess of trout which bore witness
to Hugh’s success.

Nat strayed about the camp, looking for flowers—
the delicate Linneea, or twin-flower, the violet, the
cornel, and others familiar in the home woods. The
eldest boy had not returned, and Mr. Dutton began
to feel anxious about him. He fired his rifle three
times, a signal that always meant, ¢ Arswer, and
come into camp !” But there was no reply.

At one o’clock they sat down to dinner, worried and
perplexed by Rob’s absence. Two hours passed, and
still he did not appear. It was time to resume march.
At a word from the captain, Joe, the Indian, took up
his rifle, and plunged into the woods, in the direction
the missing boy had taken.
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When Robert left the camp, he had no definite
intention, save that he would skirt round the base of
a low hill about a mile away, and return to camp
within an hour or two. He hoped to come across
some sort of game; a brace of grouse, at least, of
which there are several varieties in British America.
His Winchester rifle had half-a-dozen cartridges in
it, and Robert was a good shot. Ile had no fear of
missing a partridge or ptarmigan at thirty yards,
with a single ball.

The forest floor was encumbered with fallen and
decayed logs, into whose crumbling sides he sank so
often that his progress was slow. There was very
little undergrowth to impede his way, however, and
within half-an-hour he reached sharply rising ground,
which told him he was at the foot of the hill he had
seen from camp.

Up to this point he had kept within hearing of the
stream, but now he turned off at right angles, think-
ing he would walk fifteen minutes and then retrace
his steps.

Before he had advanced far in this new direction
he found himself following a sort of trail. Indeed, it
was almost a beaten path in the woods.

“Ah!” said Rob to himself, with some dissatisfac-
tion, “we have struck civilization again! Here’s a
regular route for fur-traders, I've no doubt. Well,”
he soliloquized, as he sauntered lazily along the path.
“I might as well—hullo!”

He stopped and examined a frack that was plainly
outlined in a patch of mud. It was shaped like the
print of a huge human foot, fourteen inches long at
the very least. Robert had not “ trailed” from the
Hudson’s Bay settlements for nothing. He knew
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that no man had left that footprint. It was undoubt-
edly the track of a bear, and an enormous one, too;
possibly ‘a grizzly. '

The boy’s heart beat so hard that it seemed as if he
must stifle. The “sign ” was fresh. It certainly was
not half-an-hour old, for the water was still oozing
into it from the sides.

Should he go on? The ambition of Robert’s life
just now was to shoot a grizzly, but he knew the”
danger to a single hunter if he should meet one of
these terrible brutes alone.

It flashed across the boy’s mind at the same moment
that the trail he was following was very closely con-
nected with that peculiar track. It was no hunter’s
at all. It was one of the famons  bear-roads,” for
which the great Northwest is noted, and which thread
the densest forests in every direction.

Only six charges in that rifle | But the temptation
was too great. Robert concluded at least to follow
the path cautiously for a short distance. Perhaps
he could come upon his shaggy game unexpectedly.
Perhaps he counld stalk him !

With these thoughts passing swiftly through his
mind, he examined the lock of his rifle carefully,
assured himself that the cartridges were in place,
and, stooping over like an old hunter, advanced softly
along the trail.

At every slightest sound in the forest his heart
gave an answering thump; but no bear appeared.
He was beginning to think of turning back toward
the camp when a curious noise fell upon his ears. It
was a succession of dull blows, like that of a farmer
driving a stake into the ground.

A sudden turn of the path brought him unexpectedly
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upon a singular scene. About a hundred yards away
the trail was blocked by a huge dark form. It stood
about four feet high, and was covered with long,
shaggy fur of a dirty brown colour. Robert recog-
nised the animal at once, although it was back to him.
It was the Brown Bear, Ursus Arctos, of the cold
countries. It was with a feeling half chagrin and half
relief that the boy knew in a moment it was no grizzly
before him. That it was, on the other hand, his very
ugliest and most formidable relative south of the
Arctic Circle was equally certain. :

But what was the occasion of the bear’s quiet atti-
tude? A glance along the path explained matters.
Directly facing the bear stood an old bull moose, his
spreading antlers touching the boughs on each side
of the path. The big fellow was not standing at his
fuoll height. His head was slightly lowered, and his
eyes fixed intently on those of his near neighbour.
Neither of the animals paid the slightest attention
to the new-comer. v

There seemed to be no good reason why there
should be a quarrel. There was plenty of room, with
a little squeezing, for a bear and a moose, even if
both, as was the case, were larger than the average,
to pass each other comfortably. But neither of them
thought of yielding an inch ; they glared silently at
each other, like two teamsters who have unexpectedly
met in a narrow alley. Neither one would back out,
that was settled.

The moose raised one of his great hoofs, and struck
it upon the ground several times, making moss and
]Ill.ld fly, while his eyes seemed fairly to flash fire.
His long, ungainly head drooped lower ; it was evi-
dent that affairs were reaching a crisis, and Robert
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concluded it was time to act. An old hunter would
have walked backward softly to the turn in the path,
and then run for his life, leaving the two forest
princes to fight it out as they pleased.

Unfortunately, the boy did no such thing. He
raised his rifle, sichted a spot in the very centre of
the moose’s broad breast, and fired.

At the very same instant, the latter made up his
mind to knock that bear into small bits, and bounded
forward. The bear was watching for this, and rose on
his haunches to meet his antagonist.

So it happened that the rifle ball, instead of doing
its work as was intended, merely scored the bear’s
right shoulder, and inflicted a slight wound on the
flank of the moose.

Both the brutes were startled by the heavy report
of the gun, and enraged by the sting of the ball. The
impetus of the big “ horned horse” was so great
that he could not stop himself, but struck the bear
squarely on the snout, causing Bruin to roll over
backward, with the moose on top of him.

The two huge creatures scrambled to their feet, and
simultaneonsly caught sight of Robert, who pluckily
drew a bead on the brown, struggling mass and fired a
second time, with as little apparent result as before.

Then he started for the nearest tree, which, luckily
for him, was a good-sized spruce, with two or three
boughs, or stubs of them, close to the ground.

He had to drop his rifle, and indeed had no time to
spare, for by a common impulse both the late enemies
rushed against their common foe.

Robert drew a long breath as he seated himself, not
very comfortably, on a stout branch, some twenty feet
from the ground, To his relief, the bear concluded
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that his honour had been vindicated, and ambled off
on his “road ” at a swift pace, which took him out of
sight in two minutes. ' ,

Not so the big moose. Pawing the ground, and
snorting fiercely, he continned to charge up and down
under the tree, until at last, perceiving that his hated
assailant was for the time out of his reach, he sullenly
commenced a slow walk to and fro, like a sentinel
on guard duty ; now and then casting vindictive
glances into the evergreen boughs overhead.

Faintly three rifle shots came echoing through the
woods, but Robert could not reply. He had given his
party no idea of where he was going. Plainly his
position was a disagreeable one, not to say positively
dangerous.

What was to be done ?



CHAPTER IIIL

TED’S PRICKLY BEAR.

SOON as Joe, the younger
and more agile of Mr. Dut-
ton’s two Indian guides,
struck into the forest, he
formed a definite plan of
action in his mind.

He had seen his young
master start off on his expe-
dition, and had noted the
direction he had taken. Once
out of sight of camp, the
trail was lost in the deep
green moss that covered the
ground everywhere. Joe, however, was not at a loss
for the route he should take. He reasoned that the
boy would, in the main, keep the direction he had at
first taken, and would follow the stream up toward
the hills, good shooting being generally found near
water ; moreover, the brook would be an infallible
guide back to camp.

Swiftly and stealthily as a cat the Indian glided
through the dark shadows of the forest, in and out
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among the trunks of the evergreens. Now and then
he would utter a grunt of satisfaction as his quick
glance fell upon a broken twig or a red mass of
crumbling wood where Robert had placed an incau-
tious foot.

Arriving at the bear path, he did not hesitate a
moment, but followed it with a swift, shambling gait
like the awkward trot of the animals who had trodden
down the path for him. ‘

When he perceived the big track in the mud he
started, paused, and examined it carefully ; then felt
for the handle of his long knife—he had brought no
other weapon—and kept on as before.

If you had been watching him, a few minutes later,
you would have seen him suddenly come to a stand-
still, listen eagerly, and then creep forward on hands
and knees. Presently he dropped flat on the ground,
and began wriggling forward as silently as a snake, but
more slowly.

From his perch Robert caught sight of a dark
figure crouching on the moss, a hundred feet away
to the leeward. At first he turned sick with fear,
thinking it was a puma, making ready for a spring.
Then he recognised with delight the homely features
of his gnide.

The besieger just then was wandering moodily
about at about the same distance the other side of
the tree, his attention being distracted by a swarm of
mosquitoes who kept him stamping and licking furi-
ously. It was evident that he had not the least idea
of the Indian’s presence.

The latter wriggled nearer the tree, nearer,—until
he could lay his hand on the repeating rifle.

The slight noise he made in cocking the piece cansed
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the moose to look up quickly, half turning as he did
so, and exposing his broad brown side.

A shot rang out, and another. The moose started
for the tree like hghtmng, but before he had coveled
half the distance he fell headlong.

To leap to his side and plunge the keen blade of
the knife into his throat was but an instant’s work
for the Indian, who had despatched many a moose
in his day. _

As Robert descended stifily from his tree, and saw
the poor creature’s huge bulk stretched out helpless
and still, ke felt a pang of remorse. ,

“It’s too bad, Joe,” he said, gazing at his prostrate
enemy.

“H’m. You no kill ’im, he kill you,” remarked the
other, in soft gutturals. - “You lucky git ’way from
’im, yis.”

They cut several slices of meat from the moose, and
Joe took especial pains to carry away the muzzle, or
upper lip, which is esteemed a dainty among hunters.
The magnificent antlers they were of course obliged to
leave behind.

The Indian had as yet made no allusion to the bear.
When they had travelled about half way to the camp,
and had been walking in s11ence for some time, he
suddenly asked, —

“You shot at bear, too ? ”

Robert laughed rather shamefacedly.

“Yes, I did, Joe. I guess I didn’t hurt him much,
and I'm glad Ididn’t. One of those splendid creatures
is enough to kill in a day.”

“ You no fire when you see ’im ’gain,” remarked the
Indian. “No hurt poor bear,” he added.

Rob caught the twinkle in his companion’s eye.
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“You're laughing at me, old fellow!” he ecried,
good-naturedly. “ Never mind, I’ll pay you up some
day.”

ZNO shoot bear when you ’lone,” said Joe, more
soberly. “Nor moose, too. Wait for Injun come, he
help shoot.”

“Well, I'll be more careful another time. Hullo,
here we are at camp. Sorry yon were worried,
father,” as he saw Mr. Dutton’s look of relief at his
approach. :

“ I was worried, Rob,” said the older man, earnestly,
“and I thank God that you're back safe. If I had
realised half the dangers and hardships of this wild
country, I'd never have come. I suppose Dick is used
to them, and don’t mind meeting a grizzly, or fighting
mosquitoes for a week at a time, or running on to a
tribe of hostiles. I confess I do.”

“But, father, we were never so well in our lives.
Just look at Nat there ! ”

And, indeed, it did one good to glance at the little
fellow’s brown, healthy face.

“ Well, well,” said Mr. Dutton, brightening, “ we’re
all in safe keeping, no doubt. Tell me about your
adventure, Rob. It’'s too late to move further to-
night, and we could hardly find a better camping-
ground. The tents, boys ! ”

This last was addressed to the guides, who at once
quietly set about their preparations for the night.
While the boys gathered eagerly about Rob, as he
described the big game he had seen, two tents of light
strong drilling were taken from the packs and pitched.
They were of the “Shelter ” form, with side flaps that
were secured to the ground by pegs. These were
necessary to keep out the little winged tormentors

H
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whose falsetto songs already began to ring unpleasantly
in the ears of the hunters,

The mosquito bars were now stretched across the
front of the tents, admitting light, air, and nothing
else, unless perhaps the midges, or no-see-’ems, whose
approach the Indians feared.

In the midst of Rob’s glowing account there arose
a series of howls and cries, mingled with the barking
of a dog, close by the camp.

All hands seized rifles and axes, and ran to the
Tescue.

“Qh, murther! Oh, save me, quick! She’s
comin’ afther me, sure! Come quick wid yer
guns !”

A moment later a shout of laughter went up from
the rescuers. HEven the taciturn Indians smiled.

There was the valiant Teddy, with his hair fairly
standing on end, glaring wildly at a small black
animal, which crouched in a tree, about ten feet from
the ground.

“Bure, I have fixed it wid me eyes,” said Teddy.
“T have a shpell on if, I have. If I look off, it'll
jump.”

. “Why, what is it, Ted ?” 1nquired Mr. Dutton,
putting on a sober face.

“ Can’t yé see, sur-r ? it’s a shmall little bear, bad
luck to him! Sure, I looked to see the ould one come
rushing out o’ the bushes ivery minute, and that’s
why 1 called yez.”

All this time Carlo was barking furiously at the
little animal, whatever it was.

“T think the safest way,” said Mr. Dutton, sup-
pressing a smile once more, “is to leave Teddy here
for a while to watch the beast. If the she-bear

3
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attacks you, be sure to call us, Ted,” he added, making
as if he would walk off.

But the Irish boy set up a mournful wail that
wounld have touched a heart of stone.

“Qch, don’t lave me, sur!  TI be kilt en-
tirely 1

«Qh, Ted !” called out Hugh, who could no longer
keep silence, “killed by a—hedgehog ! - Think of it!
Don’t you see his prickles ?”

‘Poor Teddy grew even redder than before as he
examined the anlmal anew, and for the ﬁrst time
noticed the quills.

He slunk back to camp, and it was a long time
before the boys ceased to allude to ¢ Ted’s prickly
bear.”
~ The night passed quietly, and an early start was
made next morning. Before they halted for their
noon rest they had made a good fifteen miles, due
west. Nat was tired, and when they started for their
afternoon tramp, Jim, the older and larger Indian,
had a curious pack upon his back. It was, in fact,
no other than Nat himself, comfortably seated in a
natural chair, formed by cutting a distorted birch
close to the ground, and using the stump of a bent
bough for a seat. A belt was carried around the
Indian’s waist, to steady the chair, but the weight
" came largely upon his forehead, which held the loop
of a leather thong supporting this human piece of
baggage. Mr. Dutton had seen Peruvian natives
carry travellers in this way over dangerous moun-
tain passes, and Jim found that it worked to a
charm.

At about three o’clock the leader of the party
uttered a cry of delight.
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“Look!” he said, pointing forward. ¢The head-
waters of the Pelly!”

. “ What is the Pelly, father?” asked the eldest
0y.

“The northern branch of the Yukon, Rob. Where
that river joins the old ¢ Lewis,” or properly the Yukon
itself, is Fort Selkirk, and there we shall find your
mother, Flossie, and Dick.”

“Hooray ! shouted Hugh, catching his father’s
enthusiasm. “How long will it take to reach
them ?”

“I should think that by the day after to-morrow
we ought to come in sight of the chimneys of the
- old fort. As soon as possible we will build a raft,
and finish our journey by water.”

An hour’s fast walking brought the party to the
edge of a small lake. On the southern shore were
high bluffs, crowned with evergreen forests. Just
before them lay a little meadow. Its bright green
grass was dotted with dandelions and buttercups ;
butterflies, red and yellow, floated gracefully in the
sunshine. A cloud of waterfowl rose from the reeds
near by, and, flying low over the smooth water,
plunged into it again, not half a mile away, with a
deal of splashing.

Not a breeze stirred the surface of the lake ; the
hills along its shore were reflected as in a mirror.

“ Beautiful, beautiful !” murmured Mr. Dutton,
baring his head for a moment, and gazing over the
tranquil scene. “ Why should not one settle here,
and spend his days within sight of this lovely sheet |
of water ? No cares, but plenty of——"

“Mosquitoes ! ” interrupted one of the Indians,
gravely.
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The boys burst into a shout of langhter at the
sudden conclusion of their father’s soliloquy, and ran
gleefully down to the water’s edge.

“See, father, see ! cried little Nat presently, hold-
ing up a small brown animal in his arms. It was
a young marmot, a species which furnishes to the
Indians of the interior their blankets, these being
made of numerous skins of the little creatures sewn
together.

After an inspection by all the boys, the captive was
permitted to waddle off at the top of his speed,
presumably in the direction his parents had taken.

 Camp, boys, camp ! called Mr. Dutton, and all
hands set busily to work, preparing for the night.
The tent was pitched on the bank of a tiny stream
that fell musically over a mossy ledge into the lake
itself. The boys cut and broke armfuls of boughs
from the young spruces that grew thickly along the
edge of the forest, and threw them into the camp for
a bed. Nat was left to kindle the fire, a task at which
he was a particular adept. With bits of bark and
dried twigs he soon had a jolly blaze mounting up
through the larger sticks, and the camp was ready.
Rob strolled off with his gun, and Hugh with fishing-
rod and flies, as usual. Mr. Dutton took shelter
behind & mosquito net, and registered in his diary the
events of the day—the various sorts of plants and living
creatures he had observed, and the situation and most
striking characteristics of the lake before him. Then
he toolk out his map of the British provinces and
Alaska, settling his position beyond a doubt, and
marking his camping spot with a pencilled cross.
Those boys who would like to know just where the
party was encamped may make a cross on their maps
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at exactly lat. 61° 30" N., long. 128° 10’ W. from
Greenwich. If the map is a good one, they will
find this lake, shaped something like a horseshoe,
with the open end toward the nmorth. On the east
bank of the right-hand arm of the horseshoe was

“ Camp Prospect,” as Mr. Dutton named their halting-
place. '



CHAPTER 1IV.

AN UNSEEN ENEMY.

HE after-

noon had
been so bright,
friends seemed
so mnear, and
camp Wwas 80
pleasantly sita-
’}é‘ ated, that the
> Duttons looked
forward to a
peaceful, rest-
fal night. They were doomed to serious disappoint-
ment.

Hugh came back from the lake empty-handed, and
Robert was the lucky one this time, bringing back
from his hunting expedition a fine bag of black duck
and a good fat rabbit.

While Joe was preparing the ducks for supper,
T.eddy, whose bump of curiosity was always leading
him to poke about among bushes and under logs,
came rushing back to camp, and breathlessly an-
nounced an important discovery.

“Sure, it’s a bear this time,” he stammered, looking
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over his shoulder. “Ye've tould me toime and toime
agin that the print of a bear’s fut looks like a man’s
boot. Sure, there’s wan here in the bushes that’s the
very image o’ wan, toes an’ all. Oh, wirra, wirra, he’ll
ate us up before mornin’!”

 Hush, Teddy,” exclaimed Mr. Dutton, authorita-
tively. ¢ Tell us where you saw the track.”

“Jist beyant in the bushes.”

“ Come, Joe, we’ll look at it.”

The rest waunted to follow, but Mr. Dutton bade
them stay where they were. He had uncomfortable
misgivings regarding that track, with its toes so
plainly marked. What if it were not a bear’s foot-
print at all | What i

His worst fears were realized when he saw the
Indian’s manner on looking at the track.

“Hm!” he grunted, with a slight start, as
he stooped low to examine it. “H'm! Him no
bear ! ”

“ What is it, then ?”

“ Him man’s foot.”

“ White ?”

“No. Injun.”

“ How old is the sign? ™

¢ Half-hour, maybe.”

Here was intelligence, to be sure, of a decidedly
unpleasant character.

While they had been building their camp, dis-
cussing their plans, roaming about the woods, dark
forms had been flitting to and fro among the sha-
dows of the forest, within a stone’s throw. Glisten-
ing eyes had been watching them, probably with
looks of hatred. For a friendly band would have
advanced at once, where the party of whites was so
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evidently a harmless one, with its four boys and one
middle-aged man.

The two guides now held a short consultation, and,
on Mr. Dutton’s return to camp, they darted into the
woods.

The hour spent before their return was one of
extreme anxiety. The boys knew nothing of their
father’s apprehensions, and chatted merrily over the
supper-getting, which, in the absence of the guides,
they took into their own hands.

If the Takheesh Indians, in the border of whose
country they now were, should take the warpath,
they were greatly to be feared. Their tribe had
been foully treated by the traders, and, though
few in numbers, the Alaska Indians are known to
be among the fiercest and most implacable of their
race when their evil passions are once roused. And
if there was danger to his own party, what of the
other, mnear by, containing his brother, wife, and
daughter ?

While these thoughts were chasing one another
through Mr. Dutton’s troubled mind, Joe returned,
and shortly afterward his comrade.

The information they brought was not reassuring.
Th.ey had struck the trail of the strange Indians, they
sald, in several parts of the surrounding forest, and,
though they did not come upon the band, the guides
were pretty sure that they were encamped just beyond
a little ridge, about two miles south-west of Camp
.Prggpect. They had probably been startled, Joe
Intimated, by the report of Rob’s gun. :

The boys by this time had been acquainted with

the wituation, and the faces of the company were
clouded.
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“Well,” said Mr. Dutton, at last, “ we won’t try
to cross a bridge before we come to it. The Indians
will not dare to attack uws to-night, while we are
all in camp, nor are they fond of roaming the
woods after dark, We’ll take turns keeping guard,
however, and while one watches the rest shall
sleep.”

It was still so early in the evening that no
thoughts of sleep could be entertained for an hour or
two. Mr. Dutton was determined that his boys
should not worry away their chances for a night’s
rest. He therefore proposed telling stories until
bedtime.

“That is,” said he, with a good-natured slap on
Joe’s broad shoulders, “I don’t mean to do all the
talking myself. You can begin, old fellow.”

The Indian’s dark eyes lighted up. Taciturn as he
was on ordinary occasions, he was renowned among
his comrades as a recounter of marvellous tales and
hair’s-breadth escapes. Joe was a good story-teller,
and he knew it.

As full of airs as a young lady who is asked to play,
and “has left her music at home,” Joe coughed and
smoked and pretended indifference, but, after the
proper amount of urging, raised himself upon his elbow
instead of squatting in the traditional Indian fashion,
and, having replenished his pipe (which, however,
soon died out), began as follows. I do not attempt to
spell out his peculiar dialect, or indicate the expressive
grunts and gutturals which served as punctuation
marks.

¢“ About ten years ago,” he said, “I was guiding,
near Fort Churchill, with my brother, John Feather-
top.”
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“ I didn’t know you had a brother, Joe,” interrupted
Nat.

“Dead now,” remarked the narrator, laconically,
“then resumed his story. .

“We started out, one fine morning, from the
fort, and by the end of the next day reached a

— S

“ WE STARTED ACROSS THE LAKE.”

lake about thirty miles away, where the fishing was
good.

“Two men—white men—were with us. They were
from a big town in the States— New-—New ”

“York ?” suggested Rob.

“That’s it. They paid us well, and were full of
fun.  On the lake we had two good canoes, hidden
in the bushes at different points. John and I soon
found one of them, drew the'paddles from a hollow
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log close by, and started across the lake for the other
canoe.

“ We paddled straight across a wide bay, in a north-
east direction, took our bearings from a bunch of rocks
just above water (there were half-a-dozen gulls’-nests
on them, and the birds flew up slowly as we paddled
past) ; then worked up to a point heavily wooded
with black growth, and John landed. :

“ Pretty soon I heard a squirrel chatter, and right
afterward a bird sound, like this.”

Here Joe imitated pretty closely the long, plaintive
whistle of the hermit thrush.

The boys nodded to their father, to show that they
recognized the notes ; and Joe gravely proceeded.

“]1 knew then that something was out of the
common, and that John apprehended danger ; other-
wise he would not have called me at all, or would
have sung out my name. The squirrel and the bird
meant ¢ Trouble—come quick, but carefully.” If the
bird had sung first, it would have meant, ¢ Stay there ;
I'm coming back.’

“] answered the bird call, and stepped out of the
canoe, pulling it up a little on a big rock. Then I
went into the bushes and found John.

“He was standing near an old pine stub that
had been our landmark for the second cance. It
ought to have been just six paces from that stub,
in a little overgrown run, covered with brush.
The fir and spruce, with a few white cedars, grew
so thick along the edge of the run that nobody
would have found the canoe without a hard hunt and
a hint as to its hiding-place. Nobody in the world
knew of that place but John and I. T%e canoe was
gone.”
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Joe paused impressively, having dropped his voice
to its lowest gutturals in pronouncing the two words,
“(Canoe gone ! "—and looked around the firelit circle
of faces to observe the effect.

The result of the survey proving satisfactory, he
lighted his pipe anew with a blazing twig from the
camp-fire. ,

“But that wasn’t the worst. of it,”” he continued,
more solemnly than ever. ¢ There wasn’t the faintest
sign of any stranger there. Not a track showed in the
earth between that spot and the lake. Not a twig, as
far as we could see in any direction, was broken or
bent ; even the boughs that had been thrown over the
run were absolutely undisturbed.

“Simply, the canoe was not there. In some mys-
terious way it had been drawn out from its hiding-
place, and had totally disappeared.

“1I said there was no track. Stop—there was one.
John pointed it out after we had been there a
minute. It was a mere touch on the moss—so light
as hardly to bend down the soft tops—yet, here
and there, plainly enough marked when once we
had found one, were the prints of a child’s or a
young girl’s foot. The strange part of it was the
lightness. We found one spot where she or it had
stepped fairly on a piece of soft, muddy soil.. As I
live, masters, the print was not half a day old, and
was not so deep.”

Joe measured off about an eighth of an inch on his
thumb-nail. Nat crept more closely to his father,
and glanced over his shoulder. There was always
something uncanny about Joe’s stories ; and, indeed,
Mr. Dutton began to repent having called for the
performance on this particular night.
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“Hurry up, Joe,” he exclaimed, “and get to
the point of your story. What m%de the tracks
around the ran? Some light-footed Indian squaw, I
suppose 1 7

“No squaw,” replied Joe, with dignity. ¢Track
too ver’ light, you see.”

But, as I said, I will not try to give the story in
Joe’s peculiar dialect. Here is the rest of it, trans-
lated into English.

“ We could make nothing of the tracks, and pretty
soon we paddled back to camp, after having searched
the point over for the missing canoe. Not a sign of
it could we find.

“ When we returned to our two hunters, they
laughed at us, but were angry, too, becanse they had
but one canoe to fish from. Only one of them could
go out at a time.

“We took a few trout in the lake, but the fish did
not rise well, and after a couple of days we pushed on
to a small pond five miles above.

“It was all white water between, so we had to
carry. It took five trips to get across, for it’s the -
hardest carry in all the north country.

“The last time we took the canoe. It was rather
heavy for that style of craft, and there was one
point, just opposite a big waterfall in the river,
where it had to be lugged straight uphill for fifty rods
or more.

“John and I got underneath, and the New York
men pulled on a rope hitched round the bows.

“ Tt was a hard tug, but we got there at last.

“We built a brush camp pretty near the shore
of the upper pond, and laid out for a fortnight’s
stay at least. There was deer-sign in the woods,
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and if the rises in the pond
at sunset meant anything,
they meant all the fish we
could eat, and more, too.
“ Well, sir, if you’ll
. believe me, we’d no
% ‘ » ) sooner got settled
= (@ down in camp than
everything began to
go wrong.

“John cut his
A hand that very
A\ . ~ pight mending a

' leader, so he could
hardly hold a pad-
dle.  One of
our blankets

//
%/,1,&/

\ \\

had a hole
burnt in it the
next morning ;
our best rifle
missed fire
when we had
a fine buck ca-
ribou in easy
range ; it
rained hard
and was broil-

ing hot by
turns ; and at %2?
last John, . &%

UPHILL WORK,
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through clumsy paddling with his lame hand, run the
canoe square on to a rock, near the outlet, and put a
hole through the birch.

“¢It’s no use,” we agreed, he and I, ‘the trip’s be-
witched. Whatever it was that took that canoe has
sent us bad luck.’

“Then we remembered an old story of how an
innocent Indian girl was shot by trappers in that
region years before; shot because some skulking
chap in her tribe had stolen a pelt or two, and these
fellows wanted to square the account.

“John shook his head, and said he believed the
spirit of the girl was abroad in the woods, and would
be the death of us if we didn’t go out.

“He wanted to tell the two gentlemen about it,
but I told him they’d laugh at him, and we’d better
wait a while before doing anything.

“¢H'm, said John, ‘if we want to go back, who
can hinder?’ .

“¢You’d have to go alone,” said I, ‘for I won’t
leave a party I've once taken into the woods, spirit or
no spirit.

¢ That night one of onr two masters was taken with
fever and chills, though he had been perfectly well an
hour before. John looked hard at me as we sat by
the fire, but I pretended not to see him.

“ Next morning the poor gentleman was rather
worse than better. Part of the time he was out of his
head, and kept raving about somebody he thought was
trying to drown him in the canoe.

“¢ Don't tip it over ! Don’t tip it over !’ he’d ery,
in the most awful way, starting up and then sinking
back with a choking sound as if he were going under
water.
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“ Ag soon as I got a chance I called John out into
the brush a bit.

“«¢John, said I, ‘I had a queer dream last
night.’

«¢So did I, said he, quietly.

« <] dreamed I found that canoe.’

“¢So did I’

“<It was placed across two flat, mossy rocks, and
in it was the body of a young squaw ’

“ Before John had time to say, ‘So it was!’
(as I've no doubt his dream was exactly the same
as mine) we were called to hold the sick man, who
was now quite out of his head, and muttering
strange things that nobody but John and I under-
stood.

“He grew quieter after a while, and slept. The
other gentleman, worried and troubled as he was, took
his rifle and started round the shore of the lake for
game.

“ Before long I heard the crack of his piece,and not
a minute later a doe dashed past the camp.

“ Her tongue was out, and I could see that she
was wounded ; but she was out of sight with three
bounds. As she went past us she half turned
her head, and gave me one swift look from her
big, frightened eyes. I'm an old hunter, sir, but I
declare to you I mnever had a deer nor a liviug
animal look at me so before. I found a single red
spot on a green leaf in her tracks after she had
gone.

“This was at about noon. The master came
back more tired and anxious than ever. As soon

as dinner was over he wanted me to go and hunt up
that doe.




An Unseen Enensy. 53

“ Generally, I'd want no better job, for I knew by
the way she ran that she was shot to death, and I
wouldn’t have to go far. But, sir, I hated to go. I’d
have taken John, but he said he must stay in camp
and gum that leak in the old canoe before dark. I
left him getting his gum and some bark to burn and
sear with.

“Well, it took longer than I thought it would.
For upwards of three miles I tramped through the
black growth to the head of the pond, follow-
ing the trail, which wasn’t the easiest to keep in
sight. There wasn’t a broken limb or even a bent
brake ; and on the ground scarcely a track, she was
so light.

“The sun was well down; and it was getting pretty
shady in the woods when I struck a plain carry, made
by traders in old times, from the head of the pond to
a chain of lakes and a post beyond.

“ After following this about a hundred rods I came
to a standstill. A small sheet of water was just in
front of me ; but what I noticed most was a lot of big,
mossy rocks along the shore. They were the very
rocks that I had seen in my dream !

“ And there, sir, not quite as I had dreamed it, but
pulled up a little across the opening of the carry, was
the lost canoe. :

“T came up to it with a creeping all over me from
head to foot. I knew what I should find there, even
before I saw the patch of soft brown and white over
the edge of the canoe.

“There, just as she had stumbled and fallen, in her
last feeble effort to reach the water, lay the beautiful
doe, the blood still flowing from the fatal bullet-hole.
She was quite dead.

4
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¢ Perhaps you’ll laugh at me, sir, when I tell you 1
didn’t cut her up?

“T took her out easy, and laid her on the moss,
out of sight of the carry. She was a small, slender
thing, and lifted easy. I threw some brush over
her, and shouldered the canoe, which was not so
large as the one we had brought with us from the
first lake, and in five minutes was paddling -down
the lower pond as if all the spirits of the forest were
after me.

“ At last I came in sight of John Feathertop, just
putting the last touches on the bottom of the damaged
canoe, and then, I confess, for the first time I breathed
freely. '

“The gentleman asked me where the doe was,
but I took no notice, and he supposed I felt bad
at not finding her, so he said nothing more about
it.

“The next day the sick man was well enough
to move, and we all started for home, although the
two New Yorkers wanted to stay and finish their
sport.”

“ Why did they go out, then?”

~“Because they could not stay without guides. And
both guides refused, quietly and respectfully, but
firmly, to spend another day in that locality. v

“We got out in safety, with the exception of the
lighter canoe. That we left behind. Why? Because
it had carried the dead ; becanse the dead had claimed
it ; because it belonged to the dead.

“John Feathertop and I, as well as Jim here, were
poor enough ; but there wasn’t money enough in all the
Hudson’s Bay territory to hire us ever to visit that
lake again.”



(1.) ““JOHN WAS PUTTING THE LAST TOUCHES ON.”
(2) ‘I SHOULDERED THE CANOE."
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As Joe concluded his story, with a furtive glance
at the staring eyes about him, a loon in the lake
below suddenly made night hideous with its maniac
laughter.

Mr. Dutton could feel little Nat shiver in his
arms.



CHAPTER V.

RAFT-BUILDING.

T was plain that Joe’s story, instead of quiet-
ing the boys, as their father had intended,
had wrought them to a high piteh of
nervousness, which would have to relax
before sleep visited the little camp by
the headwaters of the Pelly that night.

“Now, boys,” he exclaimed, in his
T cheery, wholesome tones, that of them-

% £ selves began at once to put to flight the

" imaginary terrors of the night, “ I’'m going
to tell you a story. The difference between mine and
Joe’s is, principally, that mine is true !” '

Joe withdrew his pipe from his lips, and gazed
reproachfully at Mr. Dutton ; contented himself with
a shake of his head at the idea of his veracity being
questioned ; and began to puff again at his tobacco.

“That is,” added Mr. Dutton, changing his position
il‘l.the tent so as to rest more easily, and at the same
time face the boys, “the main facts are trme. It’s
about a severe cold snap that took place in Atlanta,
Georgia, not long ago.”

Thereupon he proceeded to narrate the following
story, giving the negro dialect with such excellent
eﬂ"gct as to make the boys laugh heartily at some
points, and to bring tears to their eyes at others.
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Lex had been busy all day, partly in efforts to keep
out from under customers’ feet, partly in running
errands. When  he turned away from the store at
night, and started for home, he was very tired.

“Hil” chattered Lex, as he pattered along the
side-walk, ¢« ain’t dis yere cold, jes’!”

It was cold, and was growing colder, The sun had
muffled itself in a bank of clouds as it hurried off to a
warmer climate, turning a very cold shoulder indeed
upon Lex and his surroundings. As soon as the sun
was well out of the way, presto ! up dodged the sly
breezes that had kept quiet since morning, and, spying
the black boy on his way home, made for him with
eager glee.

They could not do much with his hair, to be sure, it
curled so tightly and closely to his round head ; but,
to make up for that, they pinched his ears and pulled
off his tattered hat, tweaked his fingers and toes,
whooped and hallooed at him, and threw dust in his
astonished black eyes, until he felt as if he were in
the paws of a sort of great Polar tiger, playing with
him cruelly and breathing on him from her icy
jaws. :

So the wind kept on blowing harder and harder,
and the mercury in the thermometers sought to hide
itself in their bulbs, until the very light of the moon
above the chimney-tops seemed to come down frozen.

Colder and colder it grew. In the North, people
would not have been surprised. at it, but Atlanta folks
were rot used to such cold, and it took them by sur-
prise.

George Alexander Jackson, or “ Lex,” as he was
called for short, hurried along till he reached a small
cabin on the outskirts of the city, and, slamming the

E
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door behind him, stood shivering before the stove,
whose firelight, shining out between the bars in front,
fell pleasantly on the floor, and danced all about the
white kitten, who blinked sleepily at Lex.

“ Well, Lex, got home f’m yo’ wo’k agin, ain’t ye?”
said a stout black woman, cheerily, coming up to him
and drawing his woolly head to her motherly bosom.
“Po’ little boy! He’s done run all d’ way home,—
now, ain’t ye, honey?”

Lex bobbed his head, and squirmed with the cold.

“Dar, dar, chile, you jes’ stay right in mammy’s
arms till ye get wo'm an’ comf’ble. Reckon ’twon’t
be 80 cold ter-morrer. An’ de Lo’d will pervide ! ”

Chloe Jackson was one of the old slaves who had
“got religion,” as her master had sneeringly said.
Truly 'she had ¢ got” it, firmly enongh, and not even
her freedom in these later days was so precious to her.
To Lex, religion as yet meant mostly—* mammy,”
and he wonld have been as much alarmed had she
stopped using Scripture phrases as if she had stopped
breathing. :

A comfortable sense of warmth stole through Lex’s
sturdy little frame as he watched his mother going
about the room in her preparations for supper. On
the table, bare but clean, were set three plates of
different sizes, and in varied stages of repair ; a small
teapot, a plate of hoe-cakes, and a cracked mug full
of a dark liquid that Lex’s eritical eye told him was
molasses.

A cup and saucer for Chloe herself completed the
tea-set, and Lex was told to take his place beside his
mother and sister, the latter being a year or two
younger than himself. His father had gone quietly
away to another country five years before, leaving his
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poor black earth-clothes in the little burying-ground
outside the city.

“Be quiet, chilluns!” said Chloe, softly, raising
her hand. Then she proceeded to say grace—rather
longer than common, Lex thought, sniffing the hoe-
cakes with his eyes shut.

“0 Lod,” she concluded, her voice beginning to
tremble strangely, “bress dese yere chilluns! O doan
fergit yo’ brack chilluns, what yo’ led outen de wild’-
ness, O Lo’d, an’ don’t let dese yere little ones freeze
wid cold, or die fer want of food, an’ doan, O Lord—
Amen.” :

Lex looked up, surprised at her abrupt close, and
canght sight of two big tears rolling down her cheeks.

“ (0 mammy! mammy ! what ye done cry fer?”
he begged, laying his head again on her shoulder.
“ What makes y’ ask Mass’ Lo’d ” (she never could
break him of saying that)  ter keep us f'm freezin’ ?’

“ Dar, chile,” she said, almost sharply, “doan ye go
ter axin’ questions. De Lo’d an’ I done got two er
free secrets what pickaninnies mus’n know nuf’n’
bout. You jes’ eat yo’ supper an’ be quiet.”

His thoughts diverted for a few minutes by this last
suggestion, Lex busied himself with his bread and
molasses. Then he asked,—

“ Mammy, who was it you read ’bout in de Bible
dat got fo’ or five t’ousand hoe-cakes f'm a flock of
crows P

“ Laws-a-me, jes’ hear him | cried mammy, an ill-
suppressed chuckle of fun driving the anxiety out of
her face for a moment. ¢“’Twas meat, meat, chile,
what dem birds bro’t to ’Lijah.”

“An’ would dey brang meat to us, mammy, ef we
wus mighty hangry ?”
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«T reckon so, honey,” said Chloe, with a sweet look
of faith in her honest eyes. “ He’s never fergot us

it.” '

’ So Lex was satisfied, and returned to his post by
the fire. Presently he looked up, with a little shiver.
¢« Mammy, please put some mo’ wood on de fire.”

Mammy glanced up quickly, then came to the small
stove, and stirred the brands together till they crackled
and blazed again.

“TLex,” she said, quietly, “I'm gwine out fer a
little while. You an’ Bess stay here an’ ’have yer-
selves till I git back.”

Without further words she drew a faded shawl over
her head, and went out into the bleak night.

It was half-an-hour or more before she came back.
She kept her shawl about her till she had sent the
children out of the room on an errand, then deposited
upon the floor a few sticks of wood she had brought
in. When they returned she was replenishing the
fire,

“’Pears colder n ever,” she said. “ You chillun ’d
better go ter bed now.”

And they went, curling up in a heap of straw and
under a patched quilt in one corner of the hut.

“ Are ye sho’ de crows will come, mammy ? ”’ yawned
Lex, as she tucked the ragged edges of an old blanket
around him.

“Sho’, honey,” she replied, heartily.

“An’ could—dey—brung—wood ? ” but Lex was
too sleepy to wait for an answer.

It will be long before the Atlanta people forget the
night of January 26th, 18—. The bitter wind, which
only a few weeks before had urged a conflagration to
do its fearful work, until & whole city seemed mount-
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ing to heaven in a chariot of fire, now with icy cold-
ness crept in noiselessly, to counteract the efforts of
the very element it had so Jately helped.

In the night Lex had a curious dream. He thought
he saw his mother creep softly into the kitchen and
bear the old pine table out of the house. Then there
seemed to come a crackling noise, and presently the
firelight shone out merrily through the liftle bars,
and Lex felt warm and comfortable. Mammy stayed
by the stove, occasionally throwing in bits of wood,
until his dream carried him elsewhere.

The next morning Lex was waked by hearing Bess
crying softly beside him.

“ What's de matter, Bess ?” he asked, sleepily.

“I’se s-so cold!” she sobbed, cuddling up close
to him.

But mammy’s ears had caught the sound too, and
she was beside her little black lambs in a moment,
covering them with the shawl she had worn the night
before. As she did so, Lex felt something soft and
warm between him and Bess. It was the white
kitten. It struck Lex as strange that the white kitten
should prefer his bed to the floor underneath the
stove, where she was usually found on other mornings.
At that same moment he observed that the steam was
not puffing from the tea-kettle, as was its wont.

“«Wh-what’s de matter wid de stove, mammy?”
he stammered, rubbing his eyes.

« Doan you bodder yo' head ’bout dat ar stove,”
said Chloe, with great cheerfulness. “I jes’ let the
fire go down a bit b’fo’ breakfas’, dat’s all.”

« B-but—vwhar’s de table? ”

Chloe turned her head away at first, without answer-
ing. She had loved the little four-foot table, at which
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she and her husband had sat so often, and it had
been a sore sacrifice to burn it up. But she had all
her motherhood stirred in defence of her children,
She fought the cold as if it had been a living thing.

Just then Bess, catching the look, gave a little
miserable wail of distress and cold.

At that cry the fierce light that sometimes comes
into the mild eyes of her race flashed in Chloe’s as
she crouched by the little heap of straw, and glanced
nervously about the room.

There were only two wooden pieces of furniture that
had survived the demands of that night; an old
broken-legged stool, which her husband had hrought
from the plantation, and which had always been
specially set apart for him; and a small shelf,
high up on the opposite wall, on which were laid a
worn Bible and hymn-book.

Chloe rose, hesitated a moment, then stepped across
the room, swiftly reached up, and, taking the two
books from their resting-place, laid them carefully
and reverently upon a few wisps of clean straw in a
corner of the hut. Next, she gave the shelf a wrench
that brought it down with a cloud of dust, and,
without pausing,—as if she were afraid of repenting,—
opened the stove-door and thrust in the fragments
upon the glowing brands.

All these proceedings Lex and Bess and the white
kitten watched with intense interest, and with very
dubious faces. Bess no longer cried, but had hard
work to keep her lip from quivering. Kitty put out
one dainty paw, shook it as if she had dipped it into
cold water, curled up again in Lex’s bosom, and made
a brave attempt to purr.

Lex privately thought it might be about time for
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the ravens. It comforted him a litile, he hardly knew
why, to think that they would be black, like himself
—these chosen messengers from Heaven. He was
- cut short in his reflections by mammy.

“T’'se gwine out again,” she said, in a queer voice
Lex had never heard. ¢ I’se gwine out ter git somefin’
for ye ter burn an’ ter eat.”

“ But dem—dem crows, mammy ?”

“TI'se gwine ter look for ’em.” And she was
gone.

“ Mebbe dey mout ’light down round de house,”
meditated Lex. ¢TIl jes’ keep de cat inside de do’,
anyways.” :

This time it was an hoor before Chloe returned,
weary, footsore, slow of speech, benumbed with cold.
She had left the shawl, you see, over little Bess.

In her pocket she brought a few chips, two bits
of coal, and a fragment of bread-crust. With the
remains of last night’s supper, for which she had used
the last crumb of provisions in the house, they made
a meagre breakfast. The children were not allowed
to get up, go they did not miss the table so much.

Still the ravens did not come. Chloe dragged her-
self out once more, and returned—empty-handed !

It was Sunday, and the church-bells, in the wéalthier
part of the city, rang merrily. But congregations that
morning were small. Those whose conscience per-
mitted them to do so stayed at home. The lower
streets were thronged with poor people, crying for
bread and fuel. The little white kiften, and many
other kittens that day, white and black, mewed pite-
ougly for the meat the ravens did not bring.

“ Mammy,” said Lex, ¢ I’'se pow’ful hungry. Doan
y t’ink it’s ’bout time for em ? 7
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The three-legged stool had gone long ago. Mammy,
her brave heart battling against the numb despair
that was creeping over her, laid her poor rough hand
on the boy’s head, and sang :—

“ Oh, my way’s cloudy—
My way—
Oh, send dem angels down.”

“Mammy !” Lex suddenly broke out, with a sharp
cry, “ was dat *Lijah white ? ”

Poor mammy! Perhaps, if she could have had an
image of Elijah’s swarthy face as it really must have
looked, she would have been comforted. As it was,
she was fain to lay her finger on the child’s trembling
lips and go on singing.

In the west the sun glowed in all its mockery of
red light, like a painted furnace in a frame of ice.
The wind,—ah, that remorseless wind |—springing up
again, blew out the last spark of fire, and thrust itself
through the wide cracks in the little hut.

Still mammy sat stiffly, forming the words with
her lips —

% Send dem angels down,—
My way’s clo-o-udy——"

“ Mammy,” moaned Lex once more, ‘“’pears like

dem crows lost dar way, ’r else dey doan come to no
brack folks. Dar pev 18!” he shrieked out, all at
once, jumping to his feet and almost upsetting mammy,
who raised herself more slowly and listened.

Yes | it was a low, heavy rumble of wheels over
the frozen ground. Nearer and nearer it came. "Chloe
darted to the door. They were stopping—two big
waggons, one lovded high with wood, the other with



Raft-Building. 67

baskets of provisions of every sort conceivable. The
driver was a wealthy resident of Atlanta, well known
thronghout the city, and, doubtless, throughout heaven,
too, God bless him !

So the ravens had come, and Chloe and her little
ones knew no more want that winter. The next morn-
ing the following telegram quivered over the wires
to the great Northern newspapers,in the files of which
you can find it if you look :—

“ ATLANTA, GA., Jan. 287.—The severe weather of
the past week caused great suffering among the poor.
On Saturday it was learned that hundreds of poor
women and children were huddling around their last
burning stick of wood, and the Constitution of Sunday
morning made an appeal to the citizens to send to
the paper money, provisions, and fuel, which would
be distributed by its business department.

« At noon there were gathered together about sixty
waggons, containing wood and provisions. Merchants
worth hundreds of thousands of dollars took their
places as drivers, each with a wood-waggon and a
provision-waggon under his charge, and started on
a tour of the city, working all day until nightfall.

« All day the Constitution office looked more like a
military supply depot than a newspaper office. Hun-
dreds of sacks of flour, coffee, and sugar, sides of meat
and hams, and on the sidewalk cords of wood were
seen, while the streets were full of people, clamorous
for relief. No distinction was made in the distribution
in regard to colour.”

Who shall say, boys, that men are not still about
their Father’s business ?
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When Mr. Dutton concluded, Nat was already
yawning, and the relieved expression of the other boys’
faces showed that their pulses were beating calmly
once more.

« Now,” said the father, ¢ we’ll go to sleep.”

It was easier to say “ sleep ” than to do it, after all.
Never did a night seem so long to the boys as they lay
huddled together in the tent. Perhaps little Nat, now
that he had recovered from his nervousness, was the
bravest of all. He said his prayers composedly, took
off his jacket, and lay down in the tent with perfect
trust in both his heavenly and his human father,
feeling very sure that he would be well taken care
of until morning.

Mr. Dutton watched, rifle across his knee, until
twelve o’clock. Then he called Rob, who kept guard
till two. The guides relieved him, and he slept
heavily for the next two hours.

At four o’clock the whole camp was astir. Mr.
Dutton, who had decided upon a definite course, gave
his orders quietly. First, a good breakfast, in which
hot coffee and Rob’s rabbit played & prominent part.
It was wonderful how much better they all felt after
this. Teddy, reinforced by a huge lump from the
savoury stew, declared himself ready to fight “ivery
Injun in Alashky.”

No alarm had been given during the night, and all
were alert for the day’s work.

Already the terrors of the dusky evening twilight
seemed a thing of the past.

“The first thing,” said Mr. Dutton, cheerily, as
they rose from their meal, “is to find some good

large logs floating in the lake.. Half-a-dozen will -
do.”
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“There’s a lot of them down there,” said Hugh,
pointing. “I crept out on them yesterday when I
was fishing.”

“ What are you going to do with them, papa?”
asked Nat.

“I think it best that we should finish our journey,
if possible, on a raft, though it will take all day to
make one. We should be liable to lose our way by
shore, and I’ve noticed that the undergrowth of bushes
and deep moss is growing much more tloublesome as
we approach the coast.”

“But how about the Indians ?”

“If they are really hostile, we shall be safest on
our raft, for then they cannot reach us without coming
into full view. Yes, by all means, it is best to take
to the water.,”

“To the water, then ! ” cried Robert, seizing an axe,
and starting for the point indicated by Hugh.

“To the water ! ” echoed all, and a general stampede
toward the lake would have followed had not the
leader checked it.

“Wait ! wait!” he called out, langhing. “ There’s
work here for some to do. Nat, do you straighten
out all the pieces of cord you can find in the packs.
They must be used for fastening the cross pieces
together. Hugh, you may busy yourself about camp.
Take down the tent, to begin with, and pack it up for
transportation.”

¢ But, father, I thought you said we should stay
here another day. Sha’n’t we need the tent
. “ Another day, my boy, but not another night! No,
we shall take the ‘night boat,” and before sunrise to-
morrow we must be thirty miles from here, if it can
be done.”
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Mr. Dutton now dispatched the two guides into the
woods, to reconnoitre. They joined him shortly after-
ward at the water’s edge, and reported all quiet ; no
new signs of the enemy:

How those axes did flash through the air ! Branches
were lopped off from the fallen trees where it was
necessary, but for the most part they had been broken
or rubbed away in the wild rush they must have re-
cently made from their native heights, in the current
of a glacial torrent. The ends of four of the largest
logs were notched, and the big timbers “ saddled ” on
each other. Then, although they lay quite firmly
together, they were lashed with stout cords. Two
other pieces were saddled across from side to side in
the same way, at even distances between the ends of
the oblong raft, and on these four cross-pieces was
laid a dry, compact floor or deck of logs, running
lengthwise of the raft, and secured by notching and
tying at the outside corners. It was eight o’clock in
the evening when the last log was fastened in its
place.

The day had passed without a visit from the savages,
but there had been an indication of their presence
which had disturbed Mr. Dutton.

About the middle of the afternoon a light column of
thin blue smoke had been seen to descend from just
beyond the ridge before referred to. Within three
minutes a similar smoke arose from a hill-top on the
opposite side of the lake. Then both disappeared. It
was plainly a signal. It looked as if the natives were
gathering in force. Perhaps it was not a band of
Takheesh after all, but some strange, unknown tribe -
from the interior, far more savage and uncivilized.-

Supper was eaten in silence.
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“ Now,” said Mr. Dutton, quietly, “we’ll rest an
hour or two under the mosquito tent.”

The netting had been left out for this especial
purpose, and the whole party crawled under its meshes,
thankful to stretch themselves out on their blankets
for even that short time.

They had done little during the day except hard
work, standing half the time up to their knees in
water, while the mosquitoes were buzzing in swarms
around their heads.

Hugh had taken half-a-dozen trout, and Robert had
shot a green-winged teal.

At just half-past ten o’clock Dr. Dutton gave the
signal for rising. They rubbed their stiff and weary
limybs. and, one by one, scrambled, yawning, to their
feet.

“ Do up the blankets, boys. Joe, is the raft ready ?
Have you got the poles on board, and the mast rigged
with the braces?”

“Yis.”

“ Now, Rob—that’s it, take everything with you,
and scatter the fire a little.  Good-bye, Camp
Prospect 1

They stepped on board their rough craft, and the
three men took positions with the long push-poles Joe
had provided. '

“ Now, then ; off she goes |”

And off she went, away from the silent shore,
toward the middle of the lake.

A gentle breeze was blowing from the east. Mr.
Dutton spread the cotton tent in such a way as to
shelter the younger boys, and at the same time help
their progress a little as a sail. From the time they
left the shore they spoke in low tones, in order not

5
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to apprise any lurking enemy of their departure. In
this way they moved slowly but steadily on their
course down the lake, the little waves rippling against
the sides of the raft, and a startled Quack/ now and
then betraying the presence of a duck paddling about
in the water.

It was now near midnight, but they were so far
north that they could have read a newspaper easily
had such a commodity been furnished by the Alaska
press.

The mosqguitoes were so voracious that the “ skeleton
tent” was pitched on the raft, and afforded intense
relief to those of the crew who could be spared to “uake
refuge under it.

Hugh, Nat, Teddy, and Carlo were the first to take
advantage of the netting, and in five minutes all fouar
were fast asleep, Nat’s head resting lovingly on Carlo’s
black fur.

Robert came over to his father’s side.

“ Where are you aiming for, father ? How far do
you expect to go?”

“If the traders’ and travellers’ stories are correct,
this lake is about a dozen or fifteen miles long, by
an average of three wide. At the foot of it, the river
Pelly starts in a series of rough but not dangerous
rapids. I studied this all out at home, for I could see
that we were likely to travel on or beside the river,
from its source to its union with the Yukon proper.”

“And do you expect to cross those rapids to-night,
sir?” asked Robert, in amazement.

“I do,” said Mr. Dutton, firmly. ¢ About ten miles
from their foot the river widens into a small pond,

which contains one island. On that island we shall
camp——"
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“ Look, father, what is that?” interrupted Rob,
eagerly. It looks like a man swimming. Isn’t it?”

A moment’s scrutiny and a single question to the
guides explained the true character of the swimmer.
It was not an Indian or a white man. What they
saw was simply the head of a large black bear,
swimming across at the narrowest part of the lake.

Robert was eager to get out his Winchester and
shoot the animal, but his father said no. He did not
dare to fire a gun, lest he should put the natives on
their guard.

“ Besides,” he said, “ we could not possibly secure
efther carcass or skin, and we must not join the large
army of thoughtless people who take animal life ¢ for
fun.””

The bear looked neither to right nor left, but swam
on, and presently they saw him drag himself out of
the water and disappear in the forest.

The raft had now turned the bend of the horseshoe,
and was heading north-west. The east wind, drawing
in around the high hills I have already spoken of,
on the southern shore of the lake, was still slightly
astern, and helped the raft so that the poles were not
used.

They now drew near the opening which, they could
plainly see, marked the exit of the Pelly River.
Already they could hear the rush of the “rip ” waves,
where the fierce current contended with the eternal
rocks.

Bump ! went the raft on a huge boulder. Carlo
became uneasy, and, getting out somehow from under
the mosquito canopy, advanced gravely to the forward
end of the raft.

Thump ! went the raft again. Still it kept the
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main channel, and was not appreciably the worse for
wear,

A sort of steering oar had been arranged for this

“craft by the boys, and by a diligent use of this, as
well as the push-poles, no great damage was done to
the vessel or passengers.

Presently the raft began to run more smoothly.
She was passing swiftly down between the shadowy
banks of the Pelly, picturesque and grand by daylight,
but solemn and awe-inspiring in the dim, brown dusk
of the northern night. Overhead, a thick bank of fog
was stealing across the sky, concealing stars and moon.

Still on the raft rushed. Strange shapes seemed to
throng the banks. The boys thought they could see
huge elks, gigantic serpents, even lions and tigers,
along the shore. These were but the ghosts born of
darkness and imagination.

They hoped now that they were well beyond their
unwelcome and unseen visitors of the night before.
Certainly no Indian war-party could have kept up
.with them had they started on shore at the same-
time. The only danger was that some roving band of
Takheesh had been warned by that column of blue
smoke that a raft was going down the rapids soon.

“ Bvery foot is clear gain,” said Mr., Dutton. « We
must be getting pretty well down to the little lake
where I intend we shall camp. T believe there are
some light rips just before we reach there, but I think
we’ve got over the worst of——”

A startled grant from Joe, who was at the forward
end of the raft, interrupted him.

“ What is it, boy ? 7 —

Joe pointed ahead, and at the same moment Carlo
gave a sharp, angry yelp.



“§TILL ON THE RAFT RUSHED."
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In the dim light could be seen a row of dark figures
stretched entirely across the stream, about three
hundred yards below them. Beyond a doubt they
were Indians.

In profound silence the raft swept forward, with its
tremendous momentum, and in another moment it
was upon them,



CHAPTER VI.

THROUGH THE ENEMY’S LINES.

N catching sight of the
-3 shadowy line of enemies,
stretched across the river
in the direct path of the
swiftly moving raft, Mr.
Dutton’sfirst impulse had
been to seize his rifle,
which was fully charged
with reserve cartridges,
and was close at hand.
The time was so short
that he had barely an
opportunity to cock the piece before the voyagers were
in the very midst of the band of Indians, who crowded
about the raft, and, half wading, half floating down-
stream with the clumsy raft, began urging it toward
the right bank of the river.

Before any of them could climb upon the raft, .
Mr. Dutton discharged his rifle into the air ; at exactly
the same moment Carlo gave a fierce yelp, and Teddy,
who for the first time realized the condition of affairs,
uttered an unearthly howl of dismay.

At the report of the rifle, the natives fell back in
consternation, putting their hands to their ears ; and
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the apparition of the huge, shaggy Newfoundland,
together with Teddy’s outery, put a climax to their
fright. Tumbling and splashing in the water, they
made for the: shore, and, before the Duttons fairly
knew what had happened, the river was as silent as a
grave, save for the rushing of the muddy waters around
the rocks and the protruding logs of the raft.

“Qut with your poles, boys! Push for your lives-—
they may be back, or send their arrows after us, at
any minute ! ” cried the leader, seizing one of the long
poles, and suiting the action to the word.

The raft, which had already touched bottom, now
glided off into deeper water, and soon was swinging
down-stream without interruption, save an occasional
thump upon a hidden boulder. For half-an-hour the
voyage continued in perfect silence, Nat, Hugh, and
Ted sleeping quietly in their tent, and the attention of
the rest being concentrated on keeping the raft in the
channel. Once it grounded on a sandbar, but the two
Indians, leaping into the water and standing waist-
deep, succeeded in heaving it off.

At length, to the intense relief of all, the river
began perceptibly to widen. The banks became more
and more obscure in the mists of early morning. The
speed of the raft slackened, and the poles now and
then failed to touch bottom. Beyond a doubt, they
were emerging into the broad lake to which they had
been anxiously looking forward throughout the long
night.

As the daylight grew brighter, they could soon
make out a low, wooded island ahead. Toward this
they moved, and ere long the logs grated on the
pebbles some half-dozen rods from shore.

Again the Indians entered the water, but, like the
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raven from the ark, this time they did not return.
They disappeared for a few moments ; then, having
explored a small bit of the rocky island, came running
back, not to climb on board, but to drag and push the
raft a few yards nearer the shore.

Carlo plunged into the water, and swam like an
otter to the island. Nat, Hugh, Rob, and even Mr.
Dutton himself, were carried ashore on the stout
shoulders of the guides. It remained only to bring
Teddy ; but, to everybody’s surprise, that valiant
youth refused to set foot on dry land.

“Sure, I'm safer on the raft,” he said. ¢ I’ll not be
going into the woods again till I see the sojers.” So
he was left to guard the ship.

Blankets and tents were landed, a roaring fire made,
and soon the whole party were sound asleep. -



CHAPTER VIIL

OUT OF THE FRYING-PAN.

OUR friends slept well that
night,—or morning, rather,
—it was ten o’clock before
the camp was fairly astir.
Teddy begged to come ashore
at last, and complained bit-
terly of the ¢“muskayters,”
who, he said, made such a
noise about his ears that he
was awake all the time he
was sleeping.

Jim waded out to the raft
to bring him in. The Indian
was observed to stoop and examine something closely
near the end of one of the logs. He brought Teddy
to land on his back, and then handed Mr. Dutton a
fragment of a peculiar-shaped arrow, which he said
he had found sticking in the raft. :

“ What do you make of it, Joe ? ” asked Mr. Dutton.

The two Indians examined the ugly-looking shaft
narrowly, and exchanged a few guttural remarks in
their own tongue. Jim gave the verdict, laconically,
as usual.

“ Ayan moose arrow.”
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“Then it was not a war party that we saw ?” ex-
claimed the leader. The arrow is pictured below.

“No. Hunt.”

« But who or what are the Ayans ?”

¢ Injuns round here,” said Joe, with a'sweep of his
arm. ¢ No Takheesh yit.”

Mr. Dutton was greatly gratified at this information.
The band they had come upon, then, was simply a
bunting-party of river Indians, who were probably
attracted to the travellers by curiosity. When the
gun was fired, or after the Indians had reached the
shore, it was likely that one or two arrows had been
discharged at the fast disappearing raft. No trouble,
then, was to be apprehended after all.

AYAN MOOSE ARROW,

They were making leisurely preparations to break
camp once more, when a slight splashing in the lake
caused Teddy, who was nearest the water, to glance
up from his work. A wild howl of despair broke
from his lips. Mr. Dutton sprang to his feet, and
followed the horrified gaze of the Irish lad; as he did
50 his heart sank.

No less than a dozen small rafts were flocking
round the corner of the island, bearing at least twice
that number of hideonsly painted and bedecked Indians.
It was folly to resist. Grasping his rifle firmly, Mr.
Dutton stood erect, and awaited their approach. The
rest of the party followed his example, even Ted being
rooted to the spot by untter terror,
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~ The new-comers did not seem in a hurry to land,
but paddled and pushed their rafts along slowly to-
ward shore. One particularly ugly-looking old fellow,
alone on a raft, was in advance of the rest. As soon
as he came within speaking distance, he uttered a
loud harangue in a jargon which neither white men
nor guides could understand. The word “ Ayan” was
repeated several times, and Mr. Dutton gathered,
after a while, that the stranger was mtroducmg hlm-
self.

The native's next move was to push his raft in until
it grounded, and then, looking over his shoulder to
see that his companions were following closely, he
gathered up his long marmot-skin blanket, and, step-
ping into the water, waded - solemnly ashore. The
other Indians had bows and arrows, but this one,
who was clearly a man of influence in the tribe, now
advanced with arms outspread, to show that he was
unarmed.

“What in the world does the old fellow want?”
murmured Hugh

G Probably inquiring the way to Boston,” answered
Rob, in the same tone. ¢ Looks as if a little civiliza-
tion would do him good.”

The old Ayan halted at a few paces’ distance, and,
to every one’s surprise, pointed to Teddy, at the same
time makmg a gesture towards the rafts, and moving
his jaws in lmltatlon of eating.

The cold perspiration broke out on the boy’s freckled
face. He was absolutely too frightened to speak.

The Ayan chief stepped forward boldly, and laid his
hand on Ted’s shoulder. This familiarity, however,
was indignantly resented by Carlo, who bounded to
the rescue with a deep growl, and doubtless would
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have attacked the stranger had not little Nat held
him by the collar. )

«1 don’t think he wants to hurt us,” said Nat,
looking up with a fearless smile into the dark face
of the Indian.

The Ayan’s grim features relaxed, and he patted
Nat’s head several times, in token of amity.

An animated pantomime now ensued, aided by the
other savages, who had come ashore, and crowded
round the whites with intense but apparently not ill-
natured curiosity.

Joe, the gnide, was the first to catch an inkling of
their meaning.

“They want us go visit village,” he interpreted to
Mr. Dutton. “Have plenty eat. Injun women want
to see white men.”

“ Are you sure, Joe, they don’t mean harm to us?”

“No hurt. See, no war arrows—only moose.”

After a short consultation with the boys, Mr. Dutton
decided that it would be wise to accept the invitation,
which, as he said to Robert, was like that of royalty
—in effect, a command.

The moment this decision was made known, the
Indians pounced upon them and carried them to the
large raft. In an incredibly short space of time every-
thing was on board, including the passengers, Teddy
being borne last, struggling every step of the way, on
the shoulder of a brawny Ayan.

A dozen savages now gave the raft a push that sent
it out into deep water. The chief, whose name was
Loklok (signifying ¢ Bear,” they afterward learned),
accompanied the whites as an honorary escort. The
small rafts, each manned by one to three Ayans, went
ahead to show the way, the royal barge, so to speak,
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bringing up the rear. In this manner the whole flotilla
moved slowly down the lake, aided by the breeze,
which still blew freshly from the east.

“Well, I say,” remarked Hugh, in an interval of
poling, “this isn’t so bad! It reminds me of the
day when the President visited Boston, and the
governor and staff turned out in barouches to re-
ceive him.”

“1 can’t say that I altogether like the looks of old
Governor Loklok, if that’s his name,” replied Rob.
“And Carlo is of my opinion, it’s plain to see.”

The dog had never taken his eyes off the chief, and
watched narrowly every movement of those dark legs,
as if he were ready to seize them on very slight
provocation.

“ Oh, he’s all right. It’s only a way the old fellow
has. He wanted Ted to go ahead with him, I guess,
as a sort of sample.”

“ Much as to say we’re going to be sold.”

“Not by a good deal ! We'll keep our eyes open,
and let ’em have a taste of Winchester sauce if they
come any shines on us. Hullo, here’s the outlet.”

The rushing of waters could plainly be heard, and
presently the raft shot down the narrow channel, where
the banks were steeper than they had yet seen them.
The rapids were rougher than before, but there was
a much greater volume of water than in the upper
courses, and they suffered no greater disaster than an
occagsional bump, which would nearly npset them all,

One grave obstacle which had to be constantly
avoided was the occurrence, at sharp bends of the river,
of whole clumps of dead trees, which had fallen where
the earth had caved in, and now leaned out toward
the middle of the river, with their scraggy branches
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only half submerged. These had to be dodged with
great alacrity, and the Newfoundland was once fairly
swept off into the ice-cold stream, to the great delight
of the persecuted Loklok.

In some places these fallen clumps of earth had left
huge caves in the high banks, and the ice could be
seen dripping into the stream beneath. Now and
then the party were startled by a loud report as of a
musket ; not for some time did they discover that the
noises were merely caused by the breaking off and
falling of these heavy masses of earth, trees, and
rocks. '

Anxious as they were concerning the future, the
involuntary visitors could not help marvelling, as they
swept down-stream, at the scenery on both sides of
the river, which was for the most part bordered by
high hills, heavily wooded with spruce and fir. Along
the horizon stretched gigantic forms of the Rockies
and their outlying spurs, ending in snowy summits,
from which flowed enormous glaciers, all in plain sight
whenever the clouds were swept aside. No wonder a
recent traveller says that “ before long we may hear
Switzerland spoken of as the Alaska of Europe !”

A commotion was caused by a crashing among the
bushes just ahead.

“ Look !” cried Hugh, eagerly. ¢ There comes an-
other Indian, waving his arms!”

“Ugh! Moose!” grunted Joe, after one glance at
the object.

Hugh was not the first hunter in these far-away
forests to mistake the broad, spreading antlers of the
moose for the brandished arms of a man, as they were
seen approaching through the low underbrush.

The Indians quickly fitted their many-barbed moose
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arrows to their bows, but before they could shoot, the
great creature had caught the sound of Hugh’s voice,
and went crashing off into the depths of the woods. .

Seeing that Loklok appeared much surprised and
excited by the sight of the moose, Mr. Dutton inquired
of his guides if this animal was not common there-
abouts. The Indians informed him, correctly enough,
that in Alaska and the adjacent British possessions
large game is scarce in the summer time, being driven
away by the dense swarms of mosquitoes, and follow-
ing the melting snow line up the flanks of the moun-
tains.

By one o’clock Mr. Dutton estimated that they must
have made thirty miles from the island where they
had spent the night. Everybody was hungry, and it
was intimated to the chief that it was time for dinner.
The old fellow looked black, but presently gave a few
sharp orders to his band, who once more plunged into
the ice-cold water, waist-deep, and drew the raft
ashore.

‘While some were building a fire, and others produc-
ing pieces of strong-smelling dried salmon for the
meal, Hugh took the opportunity to try his rod in the
stream, using a small red-and-white fly. At the third
cast he had a hungry rise; in a couple of minutes a
fine spotted grayling of perhaps half-a-pound weight
was flopping about the timbers of the raft. The Ayans
were immensely impressed by the young angler’s
performance, and instantly a dozen eager hands were
stretched out beseechingly for the rod. Indeed, the
Duttons soon found that, while the natives assumed
a vast deal of dignity on absurd occasions, they were
not above begging for every movable thing they saw
in their guests’ possession. This trait gave the latter
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some uneasiness, but Mr. Dutton had already made
up his mind to give his dark-skinned entertainers
the slip before daylight the next morning, if it were
possible.

The meal dragged rather slowly, though it was
helped somewhat by Hugh’s contribution. The mos-
quitoes were now reinforced by a kind of small black
fly, much like those of the Rangeley Lakes and
Adirondacks, and their attacks became so determined
that the voyagers were glad to be on the move once
more.

After an hour’s progress, the JizhLt rafts of the
Ayans began to forge ahead. One by one they dis-
appeared beyond a bend of the river, until the larger
craft was left to itself.

“Tt’s a temptation,” said Robert, reflectively, eyeing
the morose chieftain, ““to give this old chap a good
ducking in the river, and leave him to shift for him-
self.”

“Don’t disturb him in any way,” cautioned his
father, earnestly. ¢ Our safety lies in his friendliness
toward us. We are much outnumbered, and so far
from our friends that if our whole party were mas-
sacred no one outside the tribe would know of it.”

Joe, the guide, was plainly of his employer’s opinion,
for he took from his pocket a small piece of tobacco,
and offered it to the chief.

Loklok seized it eagerly, and popped the precious
morsel in his mouth, as if to make sure of it. There
are no two commodities, Joe knew, so dear to an
Alaskan native as tobacco and tea.

It was of no use to ask an explanation of the sudden
disappearance of the Ayans, for ¢ The Bear ” could not
understand a word of English. The far-off bend in
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the river was reached in due time, and the raft swung
heavily round in the swift current. All were occu-
pied in keeping it clear of the.rocks, when a loud
exclamation from Loklok cansed them to look up from
their work. The chief was standing at his full height,
his blanket drawn round his shoulders, and an ex-
pression of patriotic pride on his wrinkled face, as
he majestically pointed ahead.

A glance showed the reason for this sudden change
in Loklok’s demeanour. On the right bank of the
river, about an eighth of a mile 'below them, a long
line of Indians was drawn up, with faces turned eagerly
toward the raft. Others ran wildly up and down the
shore, gesticulating and screaming frantically. Mr.
Dutton involuntarily tightened his grasp upon his
rifle, while the boys clustered in the bows of the raft
to gaze at the strange scene.

Loklok alone was unmoved, save by pride in the
array before him. A rope was now carried ashore,
and every Ayan rushed for it, including women and
children, pulling away until the raft grounded with a
bump.

The moment it was made fast, the line of Indians
commenced a low, monotonous noise, which was evi-
dently intended for singing. At the same time they
placed their arms akimbo, and swayed from side to
side in a kind of dance, their long hair swinging to
and. fro.

At a word from “ The Bear” the dance ceased, and
the travellers were conducted—all save Joe and Jim,
who absolutely refused to leave the raft—to the
clump of eight or ten houses which composed the
village.

Mr. Dutton pointed to his tent-pack, and intimated

6
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by gestures that he would prefer to occupy his own
quarters for the night. But Loklok shook his head,
and pointed firmly to one of the huts, a little larger
than the rest.  They were all obliged to enter, stooping
low at the entrance, and there “ The Bear” left them,
evidently relieved at having his curiosities securely
caged. ,

Now at last the party had a chance to reflect upon
the situation, and discuss plans for the morrow.



CHAPTER VIIL

A STARTLING DISCOVERY.

HE hut in which our friends found
themselves was a small affair, built
of spruce boughs, which were laid against
a ridge-pole in such a way as to form
a semicircular wall. A caribou hide was
thrown over the upper part of these, on
the outside, leaving only a small space
for the escape of smoke, which hung
heavily in the apex of the hut, rising from embers left in
the centre by the previous occupants, who had evidently
but just been hurried out of the guest chamber.

A dozen split salmon were hanging from the rafters,
drying in the smoke, at an altitude unpleasantly near
the noses of the new-comers when they stood up.
Every few minutes, a native dog, of which there ap-
peared to be dozens about the place, would put his
head in at the door and snarl viciously, until scared
away by Carlo, who had declared war Wlth the whole
canine tribe at the outset.

“1I say, father,” remarked Hugh, as the weary five
threw themselves down at the greatest possible distance
from the smouldering spruce-knot fire, “there’s no
danger of getting lost in this hotel, any way.”
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“Sure, it’s the hotel itself is lost,” added Teddy,
dolefully. “ Get out, ye baste ! ” with a kick at one

of the lean village curs.
“This is a summer village,” said Mr. Dufton.

CHILKAT CANOE,

“Where these fellows live in the winter I'm sure [
don’t know.”

“ Have you ever heard of the tribe before ? ”” asked
Rol?, who had been examining his surroundings
_euriously. )
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“Yes, I remember that Dick mentioned them in
one of his letters. They claim the whole country
watered by the Pelly River—which they call the
Ayan-—and a considerable stretch of the big Yukon
itself, above and below old Fort Selkirk. They
never go near the coast, I believe, but live along
the large rivers, and in the winter time make long
hunting excursions into the interior after caribou and
moose.”

¢ And bear ?”

“ Not much,” interrupted Hugh. “I heard Joe
say that the Alaska Indians won’t hunt the brown
bear, he is so fierce.”

“Tt’s strange that they have only rafts to go about
in.”

“ Down below, the tribe have plenty of canoes, and
good ones, t00, I've heard. They make them of birch
bark, sewed with the fine roots of the spruce, well
boiled to make them soft and tough.”

““Whew ! ” exclaimed Rob, at this point in the
conversation, ‘“isn’t that salmon terrific! 1 dont
believe I can stand it much longer.”

“Tf it was only salmon !” remarked Hugh, sadly.
“ But there are about four other smells, each worse
than all the rest.”

“Hold on, boys,” said their father. ¢ Ted, you
"stay near the door, and make sure that nobody is
listening. There may be some one in the-tribe who
understands English.”

“ Faith, it’s meself that'll be glad to get a breath
of air,” said Teddy, taking his post as sentry, and
laying hold of a good-sized stick, to keep the dogs
away.

“The question is,” continued Mr. Dutton, “how
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shall we get away from here? These fellows are
good-natured enough, but somehow I don’t wholly
trust them. Once or twice I caught old Loklok
exchanging glances with some of his big subjects,
and I didn’t like the look in his eyes.”

“T say, let’s part company with the whole crowd as
soon as possible,” urged Rob. I feel about them
just as you do, father. They looked at my rifle
to-night as though they’d eat it. I don’t believe -
they’ll be satisfied until they’ve laid hands on every-
thing in our packs. They could hardly keep from
fighting over Hugh’s rod there Wh1le he was catching
the grayling for dmner

“ Whist ! ” came from the doorway. ¢There’s an
Injun goin’ into the house beyant.” ‘

As “beyant ” was only a foot or two away, caution
was certainly necessary.

The huts were mostly in pairs, and the Duttons had
noticed, on entering theirs, that, in common with the
rest, it directly faced a duplicate of itself, with only
a narrow passage-way, a foot or two in width,
between.

. “Sure, it’s the ould ‘ Bear’ himself ! ” added Teddy
softly, peering out of the door.

“If Loklok ix to occupy that hut for the night,”
said Mr. Dutton, decidedly, “it’s of no wuse for us
to think of leaving by the front door. We must
make our way out of the rear of the hut, and that
very early in the morning, before the Ayans are
up.”

Fmtunately, this hut was a little removed from the
others in the village, and the back was towald the
forest.

“Look out!” sang out the faithfol Irish boy
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again, “one o’ these ugly craturs is comin’ now,
sure.” And he glided away from the entrance in
a manner that would have done credit to an Ayan
himself.

The visitor turned out to be some official of im-
portance, who was surmised to be a medicine-man,
He was dressed in a blue-black army blanket, with
a St. George’s cross of gorgeous red in the centre,
which had somehow found its way into the interior
from one of the military posts. This extraordinary
individual performed a series of remarkable antics
in front of the entrance to the two huts, strutting
up and down, dancing, and assuming all sorts of
ridiculous attitudes; at the same time flourishing the
showy blanket to what he considered the best
advantage.

In the very midst of an uncommonly dignified strut
he suddenly unbent, and, diving forward, would have
laid his hand on the rifle had not little Nat seen the
movement in time to snatch the piece out of his reach.
Carlo now thought it was high time for him to take
a part in the performance, and, darting forward before
anybody could stop him, gave the Ayan’s calf a good
pinch with his teeth.

The medicine-man uttered a cry of pain and rage,
and retreated, shaking his fist at the owners of
the malevolent Newfoundland. IHe plainly meant
mischief. _

“T thought all Indians wore tannued skins of animals
and had feathers stuck in their hair,” said Nat,
watching the retreating form of their uncouth caller.

“TWe are too far north for that,” explained his
father. “The Indians are more and more like Esqui-
maux in their habits and dress as we near the Arctic
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Circle, which, you will remember, passes directly
through Fort Yukon.”

A more alarming sound than the medicine-man’s
harsh voice was now heard at the other end of the
village. It was the report of a musket.

“Ah!” exclaimed Mr. Dutton, starting at the
noise, “so they have guns! It must be one of
the old smooth-bores, with flint locks. Dick said
they still tarned up, once in a while, among the
savages.”

“How did they get them, father ?

“ Why, when the Russian traders purchased furs
from the Indians, in the old times, they used to set
a musket upright, and pile skins around it until they
reached the muzzle. That amount was considered a
fair exchange for the gun.”

Further conversation was interrupted by a sort of
embassy of four Ayans, who waited upon the strangers
with a birch-bark dish piled high with dried salmon,
together with a generous slice of bear meat, roasted
over one of their smoky fires.

The boys would have preferred to provide their own
supper, but it was thought polite to accept the hospi-
tality, if such it was, of their hosts. They therefore
made low bows of thanks, and partook in a gingerly
fashion of the viands set before them. '

Several of the Indians joined the group at the
door-way, to watch the strangers at their repast.
Teddy was greatly amused to see the babies carried
on their mothers’ backs, and facing backward. The
good-natured boy completely won the heart of a
wofully homely squaw by giving a lump of sugar to
her copper-coloured pappoose.

As soon as the unsavoury meal was finished, the
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whites rose and began to stroll about the village.
Nobody made any objection to this, but the boys
noticed that there was always some one pair of
piercing dark eyes watching them. Now it was old
Loklok, who had a gaudy turban tied over his long,
stringy locks ; now the medicine-man’s ugly features
scowled at them from behind a hut ; now it was a
squaw, carelessly wandering near by, with appa-
rently no other object than to give her baby an
airing.

Joe and Jim were found comfortably ensconced on
the raft. They had prepared their own supper, and
eaten it in their own way ; the Ayans, it appeared,
had pressed their favourite tithit, some half-decayed
salmon, upon the swarthy visitors, but Greek had met
Greek, and Manitoban obstinacy had won against
Alaskan.

Mr. Dutton talked with his guides a moment in low
tones, giving them directions for action if he should
board the raft during the night ; but his conversation
evidently excited so much suspicion and distrust on
the part of the Ayans that he desisted and walked off,
after receiving a meaning glance and nod from each
of the guides.

The village itself was picturesque enough, the
red sides of the recently caught and split salmon
showing prettily against the dark spruce brush
of the wigwams, on which they were hung and
spread to dry. Some of the Indians were gathered
in groups, eagerly playing a sort of game with
small bone dice, or “ chips,” about as large as one’s
finger. .

The Duttons watched the progress of one of these
games with much interest. An even number of
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Indians took part—generally six or eight—and sat in -
two rows, facing each other. One of the little pieces
of bone was marked in a peculiar way, and was held,
in common with the other pieces, out of sight in the
hands of one of the players. The whole group then
commenced a sort of low, groaning sing-song, with
their elbows and heads wagging, until one of the five
suddenly pointed to the hand of his vis-d-eis, which
he thought held the marked piece. If he was right,
his side tallied one, with a peeled willow stick thrust
in the sand ; if wrong, the count went to the other
party, and the sing-song commenced again. It was
plain- that the Indians were gambling, and in dead
earnest, for they bet and delivered over fish, horn
implements, birch-bark dishes, and even the clothes
on their backs.

As the night grew more dosky, and the Indians
became more and more excited in their games, the
scene was a singularly striking one—the dark forms
bending eagerly forward, and swaying to the weird
music of their wailing song, the firelight now lighting
up their swarthy faces, now leaving them obscured in
the gathering shadows—the pale waters of the glacial
river rushing by the dark forests, and, behind all,
the huge, silent forms of the everlasting hills, with
their gloomy ravines, glittering peaks, and streams
of ice.

At length the Duttons, weary with the day’s exer-
tions, and uncertain what plan to pursue, turned
toward the hut allotted to them for the night. As
they did so, they brushed against an old, wrinkled
squaw, who had been eyeing them narrowly for a
considerable time, :

Something white fluttered from the filthy folds of
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her garment. Robert had it in his hand in a moment,
for it had a strangely familiar look.

It was a delicately embroidered handkerchief, and in
the corner were the words, in raised letters,—

‘ FLOSSIE, FROM MOTHER,”



CHAPTER IX.

FROM VICTORIA TO SITKA.

I, HEN Mrs. Dutton, Florence, and
: Chloe found themselves on the deck
of the good ship St. Elias, leaving the
hills of the United States blue and misty
on the horizon, and coasting along Van-
couver Island with all fore-and-aft sails
set, on a fair west-north-west wind, they felt that the
adventurous portion of their trip had fairly begun.

Of course, they had had no summer’s-day excursion
thus far. The two ocean voyages had been arduous,
and the ladies had often felt the need of a male escort
on their long and tedious journey. Still, they had not
struck off from the regular lines of travel, and many
of their own sex had been their companions on ship-
board. Now, on the contrary, they were the only
ladies aboard ; they were off the steam routes, and
were bound for a wild and desolate country. Haditnot
been for the near prospect of meeting her husband
and sons, Mrs. Dutton would have felt undeniably
homesick, as she leaned against the rail on the quarter-
deck of the St. Elias, and watched the headlands of
Cape TIlattery melt into the clouds that hung along
the southern horizon.

Flossie, on the other hand, was full of life and
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spirits.  She had just passed her sixteenth birthday,
and presented a fair picture of healthful girlhood.
Her soft hair blew out in golden wisps above a pair
of honest, sparkling, blue eyes, and fell over her
shoulders in a thick, shining, brown braid. Her nose
was just tarned up enough to be a bit saucy, and her
lips and dimpled cheeks were as winsome helpmates to
the before-mentioned features as one could wish to see.

“Don’t feel blue, mamma,” said the girl, nestling
to her mother’s side, and throwing an arm around her
in that pretty, half-protecting way that growing
daughters have. “ We’ll soon be there, and see them
all. I wonder if Hugh has grown! And little Nat—
I expect he’s a great, tall boy, brown as an Indian,”

T shall be glad When we see your Uncle Rlchznd
Flossie,” returned the elder lady.

“There! youre tired of taking care of me!”
laughed Florence. ¢ Youll be glad to send me off
with the boys, so that you can ‘talk sensible’ with
father and uncle !”

“] don’t care much about the minerals and the
great fortune he wrote of,” continued Mrs. Dutton,
hardly noticing the girl’s interruption. “The main
thing is to get them all back alive and well. We've
money enough to make us comfortable already.”

Here the attention of both was attracted to a school
of dolphins, who curved in and out of the waves close
beside the vessel, flashing brilliantly in the sunlight.

The steamers now running between California and
Sitka take the “inside route,” passing between Van-
couver and the mainland. Sailing vessels, however,
keep to the open sea, where they can have steady
breezes, and few treacherous currents, sunken reefs,
or floating icebergs, such as render the narrower
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channels perilous to craft that can be handled only
slowly. From San Francisco to Victoria is seven
hundred and fifty miles. From that port to Sitka the
Duttons had still a sail before them of somewhat
over a thousand miles. Richard Dutton would have
to travel about a third of that distance, from Fort
Wrangel, to join his sister-in-law at Sitka. With
these distances clearly fixed in our minds, we can
follow our friends over every league of their voyage.
While Mrs. Dutton was on the St. Elias, it may be
said, in dismissing the subject of times and distances,
her husband’s party was travelling slowly westward
through the dense evergreen forests of British America,
just south of Great Slave Lake. '

The good ship St. Elias was favoured with fair
winds, and in just a fortnight from the day she sailed
from Victoria the lofty peak of Mount Edgecumbe ap-
peared on the north-east horizon.

Flossie was wild with delight at the glorious view,
which constantly opened as the vessel kept on her
course toward land. The coast line was: everywhere
broken by huge mountains, their rugged sides torn by
avalanche and torrent, and seamed with glaciers, flow-
ing steadily downward into the sea. It was late in
the evening when the St. Elias entered Sitka Sound.
A long canoe, containing half-a-dozen Indians, passed’
the vessel. They were Stickeens, the captain informed
the passengers, running down to the halibut grounds
off Borka.

A sharp mountain peak lifted its granite head to the
very clouds straight ahead. This was Mount Verstova.
Its sides were clothed with dark reaches of hemlock
and pine.

At the head of the sound a clumyp of low, dingy-
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looking buildings crouched beside the water. One
of these was on a bold, rocky bluff-—the old Russian
castle—nearly two hundred feet above the other houses.
A tumbledown wharf presently came in view, with
a few sleepy people lounging upon it.
“ What place is this ? 7 asked Flossie, eagerly.
“Sitka!”



CHAPTER X.

DAY AND NIGHT IN ALASKA.

T was now after nine o’clock in the

evening, but the sun was still shining
brightly, lighting up with a soft glow
the slopes of Mount Edgecumbe, four-
teen miles away, and throwing a strange
light over every object ashore. It
seemed like a dream. There was the
old castle, of which they had read, the decaying wharf,
the desolate but sturdy old buildings of the Russians,
and the ice-topped heights far away, reaching up into
the eastern sky.

But now a tall, manly figure appeared on the wharf,
as the vessel dropped her anchor a short distance from
the shore. In another minute a boat was seen putting
off, manned by a native oarsman.

“Uncle Dick ! Uncle Dick!” cried Flossie, recog-
nising the quiet figure in dark blue sitting in the
stern-sheets. .

The officer made no reply, but lifted his hat and
swung it.

The boat came alongside ; Lieutenant Richard
Dutton was up over the side in a twinkling, and held
Flossie and her mother in his honest arms.

“I'm so glad you’ve come,” he said, as they rowed
ashore. “It was getting pretty late for a start, and
we've a long ourney before us. Bless me, how this
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little girl has grown!” and he eyed Florence with a
look of quizzical admiration, that made her laugh and
blush and give his whiskers a pull at the same time.

“You've grown—brown, yourself, uncle!” she
langhed. “You've tanned so, I didn’t know that you’d
know me !”

“I'don’t suppose you need to wait very long before
starting ? 7 inquired the lieutenant, turning to Mrs.
Datton.

“ Oh, no, not more than a week

“A week! Why, Ella, that won’t do at all.
To-day is the 15th of June. We have agreed to meet
at Fort Selkirk on July 10th.”

“Well, how soon must we go?”

“To-morrow.” '

Mrs. Dutton, as we have already seen, was a woman
of decision.

“Very well, Dick, at two o’clock to-morrow after-
noon my daughter and I will be ready.”

The lientenant looked relieved, and the subject was

- dropped.

The two ladies were lodged that night in an old
house, formerly belonging to one of the wealthiest
Russian residents. It was built of big spruce logs,
trimmed square, was three stories high, and as long as
a good-sized hotel. These large buildings were once
divided into ¢ flats,” like some modern apartment
hotels, and were occupied in this way by well-to-do
families, both comfort and self-protection being gained.
The walls of the house were painted red, and the roof
was covered with sheets of iron of a dingy yellow.

Flossie was delighted with her room, which opened
into her mother’s. She declared, as she tried one

antique piece of Russian furniture after another, that
7

b
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she almost wished she was going to stay in Sitka,
which promised so many surprising walks, funny
customs among the native inhabitants, and genuinely
interesting antiquities. Florence was an ardent lover
of history at school, and had taken pains during the
winter to post herself up thoroughly on the story of
Russian America, from the time when the first Russian
explorers visited its wild shores in 1742, through the
history of the oppressed Indians, the massacres and
wars, the greedy incursions of the fur-hunters, to the
year 1867, when the whole territory now known as
Alaska was sold to the United States for $7,200,000,
and garrisoned by United States troops. There was
already a custom-house officer at New Archangel, or
Sitka, as it had come to be called from the Indian
name.

So Flossie was eager to verify her studies, and as
she skipped over the polished plank floor of her room,
back and forth from the deep window-seats to the old
mahogany sofa and the wild-goat skin rug before the
fireplace, she did long to see the castle of Baronov,
and the tin-roofed spire, beneath which the gorgeously -
bedecked priests had so long administered the rites
of the Greek Church to Siwash, Stickeen, American,
Englishman, and Russian.

But Mrs. Dutton was already busy with preparations
for the trip, and at eleven o’clock, while it was still
bright daylight, the two ladies retired to dream of
the glaciers, forests,-and volcanoes which lay in their
path ; which separated them from the wonderful
“Red Mountain.”

Next morning, Florence is awakened by a flood of
sunlight streaming in on her chamber floor. Con-
science-stricken at having overslept, she patters to
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the window for a look at the new country before
dressing. Nobody seems to be stirring. Curious,
how lazy the inhabitants are ! She pulls out the tiny
Geneva watch that her father gave her on her sixteenth
birthday, and springs open the cover. A quarter
to three! With a merry little langh all to her-
self the girl swings to the shutters of the windows,
jumps back into bed again, cuddles down under the
blankets, and is soon enjoying the soundest of morning
naps.



CHAPTER XL

THE CHILEOOT PASS.

(11

i UT there is one thing that
troubles me,” said Lieu-
tenant Dick, as the party sat
around the table, eating
the last meal at Sitka,
“gnd that is that a
Copper River Indian,
k| with a couple of Ayans,
j| was hanging around the
settlements yesterday,
trying to find out where
we were going and what
* was the object of our

expedition.”

“ Are those tribes located in the country to which
we are bound ?” asked Mrs. Dutton, calmly, help-
ing herself to another saucer of preserved salmon-
herries.

“ That’s just the bother. The Coppers live on the.
outskirts of the very district covered by Peeschee’s
map. JIsn’t that so, Peeschee?”

“The Fox,” who was waiting on the party most
obsequiously, corroborated the lientenant’s statement
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by several emphatic shakes of the head. ¢ Ayans fish
on Yukon and Big Ayan,” he added.

“Hang it!” exclaimed the officer, ruefully, “I
hope we sha’n’t have any trouble with those fellows.”

“ What does he mean by the ¢ Big Ayan’?” asked
Florence, who had been listening attentively.

“That’s the native name for the Pelly River, the
northern fork of the Yukon. Fort Selkirk, where our
expedition is to form, is at the junction of the two
streams.”

“But why are you concerned about the Indians,
Dick 7 asked his sister-in-law.

“ Why, it’s only about twenty years ago that a lot
of ’em in there rose and massacred a party of whites.
Then, a few years later, they burned Fort Selkirk.
They’re awfully jealous of any one who comes into
their territory for mining,—or anytling else, for that
matter. I was in hopes that we could slip down
by their country without attracting much attention,
they’re so busy catching salmon just now.”

“ Well, why can’t we?”

“Because it’s got round somehow that we are a big
prospecting party, on the lookount to establish a post
for furs, and so cut in ahead of the natives and spoil
their profits. Here, Peeschee, step outside and see if
anybody has heard anything more of those skulking
chaps from the north.”

Peeschee was absent just seven minutes. No one
knew of his re-entrance until he was at his master’s
shoulder once more. )

“Injuns gone at sunrise this morning. Paddle um
canoes for Copper River.”

Richard shook his head gravely, and rose from the
table.



116  The Red Mountain of Alaska.

“We may hear more of them,” he said, “ but I
hardly think there is serious danger, or I would not
start. We shall go well armed, and when the cowardly
chaps find we are to strike reinforcements at Selkirk,

" they won't care to risk their skins, I reckon.”

One half-hour later the party was under way.

As it moved down toward the wharf, viewed by a
half-hundred sleepy Sitkans, it was composed as
follows :— ‘ :

1. Lieutenant Dutton and Peeschee.

2. Mrs. Dutton, Florence, and Chloe.

3. Thirty Chilkat Indians, whose services had been
procured to ¢ pack ” the tents, arms, blankets, and pro-
visions over the snowy mountain pass to the navigable
waters of the Yukon. '

- 4. Solomon Baronov. This last was a hunter,
" trapper, and guide ; a Yankee through and through on
his mother’s side, and a shrewd Russian on his father’s.
The former had been a Cape Cod girl, and had found
her way somehow with her father, the skipper of
a fisherman-coaster, to the Alaska banks. Seeking
shelter in Sitka from a storm, they bad met Ivan -
Baronov, and “ Betsy ” had loved and married him.
Solomon, their only child, had at an early age taken
to the woods for amusement and occupation. - Whether
his mother and grandfather had always retained the
peculiarities of the nasal New England dialect is not
known ; but certain it is that Solomon was “down-
east 7 in every shrewd twinkle of his eye and intona-
tion of his voice. This, with the fact that he was a
dead shot, and immensely powerful in his arms, is all
we need to know at present of Solomon Baronov.
We shall be better acquainted with him by-and-bye.
Getting wind of the lieutenant’s expedition, he had
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petitioned at once to join it, on small pay, as general
hunter and guide. At the present moment he was
swinging along at an easy gait, behind the In-
dians, smoking a Well blackened briar-wood as he
walked.

A small schooner had been chartered, and lay at the
wharf in waiting for her passengers and f1e1ght These
were soon on board, sails were hoisted, and the Walrus
began to plough the waters of the sound. Sitka was
left behind, Mount Edgecumbe passed, and the prow
of the schoonel turned northward.

The short voyage was without special incident, and
early on the morning of the fourth day, Saturday, the
Walrus let go her anchor in Chilkoot Inlet.

Canoes—and the schooner’s boat—were now taken
to the extreme head of the inlet, an all-day’s hard
pull. At noon the party stopped for lunch under some
large cedars near the shore. Grass grew on all sides
shoulder-high ; enormous dandelions, buttercups, and
violets dotted the moist banks, while briars and berry
vines, covered with snowy blossoms, grew in rank pro-

_fusion over boulder and fallen trunk.

Soon after leaving this spot, the little flotilla entered
the narrow portion of their course, known as Dayay
Inlet. Again Florence’s girlish adjectives of admir-
ation were called into play by the dark masses of
foliage clothing the steep hills on each side of the
stream, and the frequent cataracts that dashed down
from the far-off heights.

The end of open navigation was reached at last, but
the banks were too soft at this point to admit of a
eamp.

The swift Dayay River was therefore followed up
for a mile, and here the really wild life commenced.
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Tents were pitched and fires lighted at once. Solomon
slouched off with his rifle, and presently returned
with a couple of rabbits, which he threw down for
his contribution to the evening meal. .

After supper, the whites gathered about the fire in
front of the largest .tent, which was devoted to the
ladies, and told stories. How dim and weird the
twisted shapes of the trees in the dusky northern
twilight | How ceaseless and cold the rush of the
white, icy river! The Indians at once organized
themselves into gambling parties, and added their
doleful wails to the hooting of an owl somewhere in
the forest. :

“Hark 17 said Solomon, suddenly, letting his hand
drop instinctively upon his rifle, then continuing the
story he had just been telling, but plainly with every
sense on the alert. ' -

Flossie looked up inquiringly, but, guided by an
expressive gesture of the hunter’s big hand, said
nothing. ' :

Before Solomon had reached the end of his'story
—which indeed had assumed a remarkably rambling
character during the last few minutes—the snapping
of a twig close by was heard by all, and & moment -
later three men walked into the circle of firelight.

“Ayans | grunted the Fox, just loud enough for
his master to hear.

The new-comers merely glanced around the group,
and then joined the Chilkats, by whom, however, they
were coldly received.

Finding their presence unwelcome, they retired
a short distance, threw themselves down on their
blankets, and were soon apparently sound asleep.

In the morning the Ayans were missing, together
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with- several small articles, of more or less value,
about the camp—including an embroidered hand-
. kerchief, which Flossie had incautiously left on a
log ‘near the fire on the previous evening. As it
was Sunday, this day was spent quietly in camp.

Monday’s journey was a hard one. For ten miles
the party straggled along the banks of the Dayay,
up whose milky current the ¢ packers” dragged the
.canoes, heavily loaded with baggage. -More than a
dozen times the ladies had to be carried across the
stream, as the trail struck its bends and long, winding
détours. Chloe at first objected -seriously to this
method of ferriage. ‘ ‘

“Dat’s a po’ contrivance,” she said, anxiously, as
she watched a broad-shouldered Chilkat lift Florence
and carry her across to the opposite bank. “He'll go
an’ drop me, sho™.”

“But how are you going to cross, Chloe ?” asked
her mistress, amused.

“1 dunno, Mis’ Dutton, I dunno. ’Pears like I
done got far’s I ¢n go.” '

“Oh, nonsense, Chloe,” and Mrs. Datton gathered
up her skirts preparatory to her own embarkation.
“If I can go, you can.”

A compromise was finally effected by employing
two Indians, instead of one, to carry the black woman,
who uttered various uncouth cries at every step of her
bearers, and clung so tightly to their necks as almost
to choke them.

The scenery grew more and more wild as the
expedition advanced. Baird’s Glacier seemed fairly
to overhang the valley. Heavy clouds rested on the
summits of the highest mountains during the day,

" rising only as evening came on.
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That night the air was much colder than before;
bigger fires and more blankets were called into
requisition.

The canoes were now concealed in the bushes, a few
yards from the shore, and the baggage packed upon
the backs of the Indians, the men ecarrying about
one hundred pounds each, and the boys less weight,
proportionately to their strength. .

The travelling now became so difficult that Lieutenant
Dutton was in serious doubt whether it was practicable
for ladies to advance farther into the wilderness. He
accordingly summoned a council of war.

“ Rlla,” said he, addressing Mrs. Dutton, “ the trail
is decidedly rough—much rougher than I expected,
I must say. There seem to be thousands of acres of
these fallen trees——"

“We can climb over them,” interpolated Mrs.
Dutton with energy.

“There are boggy places between——"

“'We will wade through them.”

“There are numerous bears in the neighbourhood,
Solomon informs me.” o '

“ 8o much the better for the commissariat.”

“The Ayans have got wind of our approach——

“ Let them come.” :

“In short,” shouted Dick, in desperation, *it’s
going to be a mighty hard road to travel. The
question is, Shall we return, or go on?” '

Mrs. Dutton rose to the occasion. She did not
argue or discuss. She pointed to the mountain pass
before them, and said just two words—

“Go on1”

It was on the evening of this same day that they
reached a wild and desolate district, known to the
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Indians as the “stone houses.” These consisted
merely of huge boulders piled pell-mell in great
heaps, with crevices and caves between, where shelter
could be found. There were banks of deep snow close
by, and closing the gaps between mountains on every
side were walls of blue ice.

The lientenant and Solomon set to work at once, and

in a short time had one of these caves cleared out,
cirpeted ‘with moss and spruce boughs, and provided
with two front curtains, one of drilling and one of
netting, as a protection against mosquitoes, which
even at this altitude were inclined to be trouble-
some. -
This comfortable little retreat was bestowed upon
Mrs. Dutton, her daughter, and maid, and, with a
bright fire crackling just before the entrance, was
really as cosy-looking a camp as one could wish.

“ Qh, look !” cried Flossie, just as the cave was
finished, ¢ there’s some kind of a creature crossing the
snow, away off there ! ”

Solomon looked up from his work, and viewed the
distant animal with a professional eye.

“ A mountain goat,” said he, picking up his rifle.
“T guess I'll go ’n’ stir him up a leetle—no, I don’t
want anybody but the Iox thar,” he added, as
a dozen or more Chilkats came forward to join
him.

The goat’s hair was white, and he could hardly be
distinguished against the snow. Sending Peeschee
round in the rear of the animal, the hunter crept
cautiously toward a certain bold bluff of bare rocks,
half-way between him and the game.

. After an absence of some twenty minutes Peeschee
appeared beyond the goat, which started on a quick
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run toward the bluff. There he was seen to pause
suddenly, and wheel about. But it was too late. A
puff of smoke arose from between the rocks, a sharp
report rang out across the valley, and the goat made
his last leap, falling headlong over the bluff to the
boulders at its base. Solomon and Peeschee now
descended the cliff in more leisurely fashion, and
presently were seen bending over the game, which
was evidently stone-dead. _

What were the two men about? Were they pre-
paring to bring the carcase of the goat into camp?
Not they. The day’s work had been too arduous to
invite a “lug” of a hundred-and-fifty-pound goat
across half a mile of rough rocks and deep snow.
They busied themselves for some time at the foot of
the bluff, and then were seen coming back to their
party. Peeschee bore his share of the results of the
hunt—a hide of snow-white hair, reaching an almost
farry softmess on the neck and breast patts of the
animal. Solomon did not want the hide. The handle
of his hunting-knife had been cracked in some way the
day before. He proposed to occupy his leisure mo-
ments in manufacturing a new one from the glossy
ebony horns, the points of which protruded from the
pocket or pouch of his hunting-shirt. In each hand,
it should be added (Peeschee carried the empty rifle),
Baronov swung what might well be taken for an
uncommonly large “Indian club.” They were the
hind-quarters of the goat, which were straightway
added to the bill of fare of the party.

It was thought best to rest a day at the Stone
Houses, and the decision was a fortunate one, for by
eleven in the forenoon a driving hailstorm set in, and
thronghout the remainder of the day it rained and
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snowed furiously by turns. The ladies were quite
comfortable in their snug cave, the front opening of
which was overhung by a broad boulder, forming a
natural lintel. The Indians crept into the crevices
among the rocks, like so many marmots. Solomon
improved the time by fashioning the new horn handle
to his knife.

Next morning the expedition was en route at half-
past three. The sun shone brightly, and scattered the
fogs from the valleys. The hardest day’s march of
all was before the Duttons, through what is now
called Perrier Pass.

Up, up they mounted, over dreary wastes of snow
and ice, the Indian packers going ahead and often
‘pausing to cut steps in the glacier slopes, or looking
back and gesticulating to point out the best rounte.
At noon all hands reached the summit of the pass, a
trifle more than four thousand feet above the level of
the sea. A cold, clammy fog drifted arvound them ;
nothing was to be seen but snow and ice and a few
stretches of bare rock.

On one of these last they paused for & dry and cold
luncheon, there being no fuel of any kind near. On
again, down a steep descent, the Indians using snow-
shoes, which they had brought on their backs for that
purpose.

Now they came to a frozen lake. One swallow,
swiftly darting across its still, white expanse, was the
only sign of life.

" Nightfall—or what would have teen nightfall at
"home—came down upon them while tney were still
tramping wearily through the snow, and it was nearly
midnight when the broad waters of Lake Lindeman
stretched out before them. Tents were hastily pitched,
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and, thoroughly eshausted, the whole party threw
themselves down on their blankets and forgot snow,
ice, weariness, and mosquitoes, yes, even apprehensmns :
of the sullen Ayans, in refreshing sleep.

We have already seen how Mr. Dutton and the boys
built their raft near ¢ Camp Prospect.” It is needless
to describe the process again. Lieuntenant Dutton
went to work with his forces in much the same way,
and the result was a craft considerably stronger and
handsomer than the former—as government work is
usually more thorough than that of private contractors !
In addition to ropes at the corners of the raft, the
logs were fastened together with stout wooden pins,
driven into auger holes which had been bored for that
purpose at the points where the logs were mortised
and saddled. An elevated deck of spruce poles,
high and dry above the water, furnished com-
fortable quarters for the gentler members of the
expedition.

On the second Monday morning, the twenty-eighth
of June, the voyage down the river began. All the
Indians except Peeschee and half-a-dozen of the most
trusted Chilkats were paid, discharged, and sent home
across the pass.

For two weeks the raft sailed, bumped, ﬂoated its
way down-stream. Just below Lmdeman was another
lake, thirty miles long. Its shores were low and
boggy, but the hills in the background gave a live-
liness to the landscape, which was increased by the
abundance of little streams that came leaping down
from the far-away glaciers, to pour their ice-cold
waters into the larger river.

Now and then, but rarely, large game appeared on
shore. Solomon and Flossie became firm friends, and
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had many a long talk together as they sat on the
raised deck, looking out over lake or stream.

“ What do you do in the winter? ” the girl asked,
on one of these occasions.

“Oh, I jest hang raound, pretty much. Sometimes
I hev a line o’ traps to tend.”

“ What do you do with the poor little creatures after
you cateh them ?”

¢ Sell their pelts,” said Baronov, laconically.

“ Why, how much are they worth ?”

% (Qh, a good beaver skin 1l bring abaout two dollars
an’ a half. They’re the commonest fur animal in
Alasky that’s wuth ketchin’. Mush-rat pelts air wuath
five cents. A sea-otter’s skin kin be sold anywheres
for seventy-five dollars and up’ards.”

“1 wonder if there are really any ‘blue foxes’?”
asked Flossie. I had such a pretty boa last winter.
It was just the colour of a Maltese kitten, and the far
was as long and silky !”

% QOh, yes, thar’s some islands whar the blue foxes
are commoner than red. Thar’s eight or ten thaousand
pelts sent off every year. The Injuns on them islands
kill off the red foxes all they kin, so’s to leave only
pure blue ones.”

“Poor little things ! ” mused the girl. “ How they
must wish they didn’t bave any fur at all. I wouldn’t
like to be a blue fox.”

“Wal, I d’no,” said Solomon, “I reckon they kind
o’ look daown on the red ones, an’ git some comfort
out 0’ that, It’s astonishin’ haow foxes—an’ folks—
do like to look daown !”

Day after day the raft surged onward, drawing
constantly nearer its destination. On Friday noon,
July 9th, it was only forty-five miles from Kort
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Selkirk.. The banks were now steep and forbidding,
and the river full of dangerous rapids. More than
once Florence and Chloe went ashore and walked over
a “carry,” while the rest of the party shot the swift
water, or ¢ rips,” as they were called. Mrs. Dutton
.never deserted the ship.

All that Friday night they kept on, not darmg to
halt lest some unforeseen accident should cause them
to miss their appointment. For Saturday, July 10th,
was the day set for the union of forces.

Only twelve miles away ! Perhaps it was the effect
of the gloomy gorges through which they were shooting,
or the heavy clouds which settled down over the river,
betokening a coming storm ; but the party could not
shake off a strange sensation of fear, of dread of
some discovery to take place, of an actual shrinking
terror, that gained on them momently as they swept
onward. '

High noon, and the site of Fort Selkirk only five
miles away, according to the confident assertion of
Peeschee, the Fox,

Three miles,—two,—one !

A clump of blackened, ruined chimneys comes into
view, on a little raised plateau ahead.

Dick Dutton strained his eyes, Mrs. Dutton looked
eagerly in the same direction, F'lossie waved her hand-
kerchief and Chloe her red bandansa ; but there was
no response, though by all previous calculations the
British-American party ought to have arrived several
days in advance of the Sitkans.

The raft grounded, and the Duttons, with hearts full
of forebodings, hurried up to the ruined fort. Their
worst dread was realised. The ground was trampled
with the recent tread of many feet, but no other sign
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of the dear ones they longed for was to be seen. While
they stood staring silently at the ground, the wind
began to moan uneasily through the spruce tops, a
few great drops of rain came splashing down, and in
another minute, with a glittering flash of lightning,
the storm. burst npon them,



CHAPTER XIIL
AN ESCAPE, AND A NEW ENEMY.

s OMING upon his sister’s handkerchief,
A Robert’s heart sank within him. Until
@ his father and brothers were safe inside
the hut, and the tattered caribou hide
drawn across the entrance, the boy did not
dare to speak of his discovery.
cnmsrsmacs.  As they threw themselves down on the
Len MameeoM gking and blankets that carpeted the cabin,
the fire flared up for a moment. Instantly
Mr. Dutton saw by Robert’s expression that some-
thing had gone wrong.

“ What’s the matter, my boy?” he asked quietly,
after waiting a moment for the former to speak.

Robert handed him the handkerchief without a word,
hardly daring to look into his father’s face as he did so.

Mr. Dutton controlled himself by a strong effort.

“It is Flossie’s ?”

“Yes, sir.”

There was another silence, that threatened to be
broken by a wail from Teddy. While Hugh was
hushing him up, Carlo gave a low growl, and at the
same moment the hide across the doorway was pushed
aside.

“Be still, Carlo ! ” commanded Mr. Dutton. ‘“What
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is it?” he added more sharply to the new-comer,
forgetting that the Ayans spoke and understood only
their own language.

But, to the surprise of all, the wvisitor, though
evidently one of the tribe, replied in broken English.
By the dim light they could make out that it was the
ill-favoured squaw to whose pappoose Ted had given
the sugar.

“R-s-t,!” she hissed, looking over her shoulder.
“ Bad Injun hear. No speak loud.”

“ What do you want ?”

“Yon ’fraid, ’cause find white 01r1’s han’chif.”

The boys gathered more closely about the speaker,
Mr. Dutton’s voice trembled in spite of himself.

“Well, well, my good woman, go on. Is—is she
alive ? 7

“ White girl not hurt. Nobody hurt. Bad Injuns
go look for white people comin’. Think he come steal
fars. Injun take han’chif.”

The man gave a long sigh of relief.

“ What do your tribe mean to do ?” he asked.

“They go hunt for white people. P’r’aps kill ’em.”

“ And we——"

“You stay here with squaws.”

There was no trace of humour in the woman’s voice
or face. She was simply telling facts as she knew
them.

“You git off to-night, go tell white people,” she
added, rising to leave the hut.

“ When shall we try it?” eagerly inquired Rob
and Hugh, in a breath.

“ When ungaik (grouse) call t'ree times.”

And she was gone.

Preparations for departure were hastily made. The
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rifles, of which, fortunately, the Ayans had not yet
seen fit to deprive them, were carefully examined.

“ What day of the month is it 7 asked Nat, while
they were resting on their arms, listening for the
signal.

“The twenty-ninth of June, my boy

¢« And how far are we from the old fort, papa ? ”

“ About two hundred and fifty miles.”

“Then, if we start to-night, we shall get there
before the tenth of July, sha’n’t we, sir ?”

“ Please God,” replied his father, earnestly, “we
shall be there by the fifth, at the latest. Then we
can prepare for trouble, and, if they have not yet
arrived, we can even go up the Yukon a bit to meet
them. But I think they will be there, for we allowed
several days to spare, and Dick always was a prompt
fellow.”

For half-an-hour nobody spoke. Then Teddy started
up and put his hand to his ear. The others listened
intently.

“00-00-00 !> the sound came faintly from the forest.

The Duttons started to their feet and peered out of
the hut. What was their disappointment to find that
the Indian—presumably Loklok—occupying the hut
opposite and almost adjoining their own, had left his
front entrance wide open, so that it would have been
almost impossible for five men and a big dog to get
past and out through the narrow passage-way already
referred to without discovery., They softly withdrew
into the recesses of their own apartment for further
deliberation.

“ 00-00-00!  Q0-00-00 ! plainer than before. The
grouse was getting impatient.

A low exclamation from Nat directed the attention
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of the rest to Carlo, who was thrusting his black
snout between the spruce limbs formiug the rear wall
of the hut. The close air of the place disturbed the
Newfoundland, and, on being checked at the front
door, he was bound to get out by hook or crook.

The dog’s instinct had led him to the loosest place
in the wall. His masters took the hint, and softly
widened the aperture that Carlo’s nose had begun.
In three minutes it was large enough to allow a
human body to pass, and one by one the captives—
for such they practically were—squeezed through.

How delicious the cold night air, after the foul,
tainted atmosphere of the Ayan hut!  The dogs dis-
covered them at once, and set up a doleful howling,
but the natives were apparently too well used to
midnight concerts of that sort to trouble themselves
as to its cause.

The very uproar made by these canine performers
served, in fact, to cover the slight noise made by the
escaping party. They crept round behind the huts,
Nat holding Carlo by the collar, and Mr. Dutton
leading the way down to the shore of the river.

Joe and Jim were wide awake, and had managed,
during the earlier hours of the night, to edge the raft
off from the banks, so that it swung free in deep
water, held only by the rope.

One dark form after another crept on boald A
quick sweep of Joe’s sharp hunting-knife severed the
tightly drawn hawser, and away swept the raft to
freedom.

“ Glorious ! glorious !|” exclaimed Mr. Dutton, in
low tones, gazing back at the fast dwindling village,
where nothing was stirring but the wolfish dogs, who
howled a dismal farewell from the landing.
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The energies of all the party were now bent on
keeping the raft free from obstructions. Once they
grounded on a mud flat, but, by poling the free end
of the raft up-stream, they got the force of the current
to help them, and presently swung off again. The
sun rose brightly shortly after two o’clock, but the
refugees dared take no moment of rest. Hugh managed
to secure half-a-dozen grayling as they swept along,
and these were cooked over a fire of twigs hastily
collected at the lower end of a small island, where
they ventured to halt a fow minutes after ten hours’
steady progress. '

At noon they reached another lake, and here their
advance was slow, as hardly a breath of wind was
stirring. The rays of the sun were intensely hot, and.
the attacks of both mosquitoes and gnats incessant.

By six o’clock they had reached the lower end of
the lake, and just at the outlet they ventured to enjoy
an hour’s refreshing rest.

Hugh knocked over a brace of spruce grouse with
his shotgun, and these, with a mess of fish caught by
little Nat during their tedious sail across the lake,
made & very good supper.

It now seemed improbable that the Indians would
pursue them closely, so long a time had elapsed with-
out their appearing in the rear. All the Alaskan
tribes, Mr. Dutton knew, were sluggish in their dis-
position, and preferred to lLunt their game down
deliberately rather than with undue haste.

At a little after seven the raft resumed its voyage,
keeping steadily onward until midnight. A heavy fog
now set in, and the leader, confident that the savages
would not follow in the darkness or gray dusk, with
a risk of being caught in a storm, came to anchor



An Escape, and o New Enemy. 135

against a large boulder, just under the lee of a little
knoll erowned with spruces. All hands went ashore,
taking the most valuable of the property with them,
as a precaution against sudden attack. Tents were
pitched, and the weary crew were soon as sound asleep
as if they were in their own comfortable beds at home,
instead of the frontier of Alaska, surrounded by known
and unknown dangers.

Quietly the little company on the embankment
slept ; so quietly, so soundly, indeed, that they did
not perceive the approach of an enemy against which
they had not thought it necessary to guard. Attacks
of wild beasts they did not fear, for had they not their
good rifles, not to mention a 36-calibre revolver, and
a breech-loading shotgun with shells charged with
buckshot ? The Ayans, they felt certain, would not
trouble them, separated from them as they were by
leagues of fog-blanketed river. What other foe could
there be ?

Ab, one they never suspected ; one that had hereto-
fore been their best friend ; had, indeed, borne them
and their raft swiftly away from the hostile camp by
night and day.

You know now? Yes, the river itself. The
treacherous Pelly turned against them, and took away
their only means of reaching their friends in time.
Far up on the spars of the Rockies, two days before,
there had been a tremendous shower. It had poured
hundreds of thousands, millions of hogsheads of water
on the snowy slopes, and on the broad district drained
by the head-waters of the Pelly and its tributaries.
This shower, together with the suddenly melted snow,
had turned every trickling streamlet into a roaring
torrent. ILake afterlake had felt the incoming stream,
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and had brimmed to overflowing, passing the freshet
wave on from inlet to outlet. The advancing flood,
now grown more’quiet and gradual in its power, had
pursued the flying raftsmen more swiftly and surely,
through every maze in the forest, around every bend
of the river, than the best equipped canoe-fleet of the
Ayans. k

And as they slept it reached them. The men and
boys were safe on the embankment ; but there was
the raft ! Softly the river pushed its fingers under
the heavy logs ; lifted, lifted, lifted, as the minutes
flew by, until with one swelling, eddying ripple it
drew the sturdy old craft away from its moorings,
out into the deep current, and swept it silently down
the stream toward the sea.



CHAPTER XIIL
NAT’S SHAGGY PUP.

ATHER, father, where is the raft?”
Mr. Dutton sprang to his feet

and rubbed his eyes. There was the
river, running quietly between its
wooded banks, as he had seen it the
evening before. But the raft! No-

where to be seen !

Mr. Dutton’s first move was to secure his rifle and
glance at the lock.

“The Indians must be near ! They must have sur-
prised us during the night, and, having taken away
our means of escape, the cowards mean to attack us
only when we are too weak and bewildered to resist !”

By this time the boys were all awake, and filled
with consternation at their loss.

“ How much farther is it to the fort ? ” asked Hugh.

“Not far from two hundred miles. And to-day is
the first of July! We cannot reach it by the tenth.”
~ “But why not build a new raft, father ?”

Mr. Datton pointed sadly to the little heap of
baggage they had brought to land the night before.
Hugh’s eye followed the gesture, and wandered quickly
over the bags and rifles. Then be sprang to where they
were lying, and turned them over. It was of no use.
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No need for his father to put into words what was only
too plain o all ; the axes had been left on the raft !

At that moment Joe, the Indian guide, came ranning
up from the water’s edge. He evidently had made a
discovery.

“No Ayans !” he said, pointing to the river.

“No Ayans? Another tribe is on our heels, then?

“ No. Raft not carried off. Raft float away itself."

“Tloat away! How is it possible ?” demanded
Mr. Dutton, incredulously.

“ High water in night. Big rain in mountains.
Now him low again. Seel”

The evidence was indisputable. There was a mass
of drenched sticks and leaves left stranded on one of
the large boulders near which the ark of their safety
had been moored. All remembered that the top of
the rock had been bare and smooth the night before.

One source of dread, then, was removed. In much
better spirits than at first, the leader gave orders to
prepare breakfast. :

Here again trouble immediately arose. Hugh’s rod,
line, and reel were on the ill-fated raft. Fortunately,
his small wallet of flies was in his pocket. Three
spare lengths of snell were found tucked away in it.
One of these the boy knotted on to a piece of twine,
which little Nat produced from /4is pocket. A willow
rod was quickly cut from a thicket lining the river.
bank ; and, by standing on the boulders, well out’
toward the centre of the stream, Hugh found he could
make a tolerable cast. e first tried a brown hackle.
Finding that nothing rose, he changed it for a red ibis.
At the third cast there was a splash among the eddies
of the stream, and the rod bent almost double.

The strain came so quickly that the fisherman lost
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his balance and plumped fairly into the river. TFortu-
nately the water was not deep, and the plunge resulted
in nothing worse than an extremely cold before-break-
fast dip. Teddy rushed to the rescue, and, after ten
minutes’ careful manceuvring,—for Hugh was too
thorongh a fisherman to throw away the chance of
killing a fine fish just for a ducking,—they managed
to land the game.

It proved to be a splendid salmon, weighing at least
six pounds. Hugh was proud enough when he scram-
bled up the bank bearing the big fish, its beautiful
grey sides glittering in the sunlight.

Meanwhile, Rob had been in no less luck. Within
twenty rods of the camp, he had started up a rabbit,
and bagged him at the first shot. .

“Good for you, my boys ! exclaimed the ex-manu-
facturer, as the two purveyors came into camp almost
simultaneously. ¢ There’s not much danger of starving
while you are on the commissariat | ”

Teddy, who had a wonderful knack of cooking, pre-
pared some broiled slices of salmon in fine style. And,
though tea and coffee were among the lost stores, the
whole party declared they had never sat down to a
better breakfast than Teddy’s salmon, some hard bis-
cuit, which Iuckily had been brought ashore, and glacier
water from the river.

As soon as the meal was over, preparations were
made for an immediate start.

“Tirgt of all,” said Mr. Dutton, “let us know
exactly what we have for provisions and other baggage.
Ted, take up one thing at a time, and let me wrile
them down.”

The list, when complete, was as follows :—

Two Winchester rifles.



140 The Red Mountain of Alaska.

One Ballard shotgun.
Two hundred cartridges for the former, and half
that number loaded paper shells for the Ballard. .

About forty-eight pounds pilot-bread.

About one half-peck Indian meal.

About one pint salt.

Two cotton-drilling tents.

One mosquito-bar tent.

Every one of the party had a pocket-knife, and two
had small tin dippers on their belts. ~ Mr. Dutton pro-
duced his ‘compass, which was now to be their guide,
in company with the river, to Fort Selkirk.

The two Indians packed and shouldered the tents,
and the provisions were distributed as fairly as possible
among the rest, according to their strength.

“ Forward—march ! ” called Mr. Dutton, cheerily.

Joe went first, and Jim brought up the rear, the rest
trailing along between.

For an hour or more, no great difficulty was expe-
rienced. They kept along the height of land within
hearing of the river, following patiently all its way-
ward crooks and turns. At length, however, they
began to come upon fallen trees in greater and greater
abundance.

Now, the hardest possible tramping in wild lands is
where growing timber has fallen and died with its
limbs sticking out in every direction. This kind of
a district is called “slash,” and is as far as possible
avoided by hunters.

The Indian in advance stopped, dodged about here
and there, and tried every possible chance of an escape
or détour: but it was of no use; through the timber
their path lay, and through it they must go. There
had been large forest fires there at some time within
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the last generation, and the bleached or charred trunks
protruded mournfully from the entangled mass of
underbrush. Hour after hour the weary travellers
toiled over and through this terrible chevaux-de-frise.
Their clothes were torn, their limbs bruised, and their
feet aching. Oftentimes they would step from a
slippery log and sink in a slough, covered with
treacherous moss, up to the waist. The mosquitoes
—those ever-present torments—fairly swarm in this
brulé, as the French-Canadian hunters call the burnt
district. Poor Carlo’s eyelids were swollen by the
bites of the ravenous little insects so that he could
hardly see.

Not more than eight miles had been traversed when
Mr. Dutton began to look about for a camping-place
for the night. A clump of boulders, exquisitely draped
with ferns, showed itself above the desolate tract of
white trees, about half a league ahead.

Upon its summit was a little grove of spruces, fresh
and green, a refreshing sight in the midst of such
dreary wastes of dead timber. Toward this knoll they
pressed, gaining strength at the sight, like horses
headed for home.

As they advanced, the passage of the fallen trees
actually became less arduous. No one noticed this,
however, until Teddy exclaimed,—

“ Faith, isn’t it good, then, to git into a rale path
ag’in ! Sure, Id forgotten the looks o’ wan, I had.”

By a simultaneous impulse the whole train halted
in their tracks, and looked at the young Hibernian as
if he were crazy.

“T said it’s a path we're in,” he reaffirmed, stoutly.
“If ye don’t belave it, look fer yerselves. D’yer see
the branches broken off, jest beyant 7 ”
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Again, as one man, they looked at the point indi-
cated, and then at the ground at their feet. Teddy
was right this time. They had struck, without know- -
ing it, a trail--unmistakable, though faint.

“The question is,” said Mr. Dutton, breaking the
silence, “whether we are deliberately walking into
another Indian village.”

Something as near a smile as ever lights an Indian
face agitated the stolid features of the guides.

“Do you think it is an Ayan trail ?” asked the
leader, not noticing the flicker of merriment in the
faces of the two Indians.

Joe merely shook his head, but John solved the
problem with one word,—

“Bears!”

Teddy’s cheeks grew pale under his freckles.

“Bure, is it to them bastes we’ll be afther comin’ all
this way ! ” he muttered, glancing in every direction.

He did not have much time for reflection, however.
At that moment the expedition emerged on a small
open space, in the centre of which was a pool, sur-
rounded by low, boggy banks. The trees near by had
mostly fallen, and lay about in all stages of decay.
But it was not this that arrested the attention of our
friends. '

A little to one side, not far from the ¢ path,” were
three animals, busily engaged in pawing and pushing
over the prostrate trunks and roots in search of larvee.
Now and then one would. run out his tongue and pick
off a delicate morsel. No bevy of school children, off
on & picnic, gathering blueberries, could have enjoyed
themselves more heartily than these great  furry
creatures. For, beyond a doubt, they were good-sized
brown bears, every one of them.



Nat's Shaggy Pup. 143

The moment the two parties saw each other, Teddy’s
voice was raised in a cry of terror; and the three
bears, without waiting for a further introduction to
the strangers, wheeled about and dashed into the
brulé at the top of their speed. It was well known to
Mr. Dutton that the bears of the North-west, while
extremely dangerous if brought to bay or surprised at
close quarters, always obey their first instinct to run,
when they can get the chance.

Convinced that there was no further danger from
their ursine neighbours, he gave the word to advance ;
and an hour later the green oasis was reached in
safety. It was elevated about sixty feet from the sur-
rounding plateau, and was nearly a gquarter of a mile
from the river, whose rushing waters could be plainly
heard. At the summit of the mound was a broken
heap of large rocks, among the crevices of which grew
the little spruces that had escaped the fire, or sprung
up since its date. It was plain that the whole hill
was a mere pile of boulders, covered ages ago with
moss, decayed wood, and slowly-forming forest mould,
thus affording sustenance for the ferns and larger
growths upon its rugged sides. Nat soon spied a
sheltered cranny among the rocks, large enough to
accommodate the whole party, and here they resolved
to camp for the night. At the base of the knoll was
a spring of delicious cold. water, the ground round
about showing marks of many generations of bears,
caribou, and moose, who had slaked their thirst from
its clear depths.

Strips of salmon were soon sizzling most appe-
tizingly over the fire, the mosquito-bar was thrown
-over the rocks in such a way that any one not actually
employed could shelter himself from his noisy little
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foes. Overhead, the dark spruces stretched their
protecting arms.

While the other boys were deep in consultation
whether to turn the salmon, and the older members of
the party were getting water, unstrapping the packs,
and reconneitring the surroundings, Master Nathaniel
took it into his head to explore the snug niche, among
the boulders, which they had selected for a bedroom.
He scrambled up, therefore, over the slippery spruce
needles and jagged rocks until he reached what seemed
to be the end of the cave or shelter, formed by the "
overlapping stone. But no! a cluster of broad-leaved
ferns had concealed a further opening. The boy
pressed forward eagerly, and squeezed himself through
the narrow passage, which presently grew wider, until
it expanded into a sort of inner cave. The further
end of this subterranean chamber was a trifle lighter,
as if there were another entrance in that direction ;
but where Nat was it seemed as dark as night.

The little fellow had hardly gained his feet, after
the scramble on hands and knees, when a queer sound
caught his ear. It was a low, wheezing, snarling
noise, with now and then a sort of hoarse squeal, Iike
that of a pig with a very bad cold.

Nat’s curiosity was aroused. As his eyes became
accustomed to the dim light of the cave, he perceived
a wriggling mound of greyish-black fur. At first he
thought Carlo had made his way into thé cave ahead
of him ; but a moment’s observation convinced him of
his error. It was not a shaggy Newfoundland, venting
his displeasure so inhospitably in the corner. There
were plainly fwo animals, whatever they were, making
the uncouth noises, and showing their little white
teeth at the intruder. '
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Now Nat, as we have seen, was a strangely
courageous boy. He absolutely did not seem to know
what fear meant. - He always acted as if he knew hig
father were close at hand, and that no evil could
possibly befall him so long as he behaved well and
did as he would be done by.

When he saw the furry pair on the leaves in the
corner, he was by no means alarmed, but, advancing,
began to speak to them coaxingly, holding his hand
out as he did so.

The little creatures, after all, did not seem disposed
to be hostile, but rather cuddled up to the boy with
contented little whines and grunts. Nat’s heart was
won at once.

“They must be little dogs!” he said to himself.
“There are wild-cats in the woods, I've heard Joe
say ; and why shouldn’t there be wild dogs as
well 77

It then occurred to his active brain that one of
them would make a good play-fellow for Carlo—at
least over night. If he wanted to go back to his nest
in the morning he could.

Accordingly, Nat stepped out to the farther end of
the cave, and was delighted to find that an easy and
well-worn path led out into the open air, over a fern-
draped rock, from which he did not doubt he could
easily climb up to the camp.

Retracing his steps, he lifted the smaller of the two
puppies, as he called them, in his arms. The animal
was bigger than he thought, and proved to be about
all the boy could lift. Although he seemed very
young and helpless, his claws were remarkably sharp,
and in the course of a minute or two had inflicted one
or two painful scratches on his captor’s wrists.

9



146 The Red Mountain of Alaska.

“ Well,” exclaimed Nat, out loud, “ I never in my
life saw such a heavy puppy !”

There were bones scattered here and there about the
mouth of the cave. '

“That’s where the father and mother dog have
had their suppers,” thought Nat, pausing to take
breath. o

To return for a few moments to the rest of the
party : they all were so busily engaged in performing
their various tasks that they did not for some time
notice the absence of the youngest member of the
expedition.

Mr. Dutton walked down to the river bank, in a
vain hope of catching a glimpse of the lost raft. The,
terrible exertions of the day’s walk showed him what
a journey was ahead. He could hardly hope to reach
Fort Selkirk inside of ten days. Could the boys,
young and unaccustomed to hardship as they were,
endure the fearful strain? Besides, what if they
reached the fort, as now seemed inevitable, too late
to connect with his brother and wife? True, it had
~ been agreed that, in absence of any letter or sign at
the trysting-place, either party reaching it alone
should wait for the other, if it took ‘all summer. But
what if the Sitka expedition should fancy, by some
supposed traces or by false advices, that he and the
boys had gone on, down-stream ? :

The more poor Mr. Dutton thought about it, the
worse he felt, and the more bitterly he upbraided
himself for taking his family upon such an unheard-
of trip. His best tools and half his provisions were
swept away. Yes, and a large package of lucifer
matches, which had been left on the raft that unlucky
night. Without sure means for a fire, without pro-
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visions, without ammunition,—how long could such
a large party subsist at Fort Selkirk, a mere patch
of blackened ruins in a tract of countly as desolate,
save for wandering tribes of Indians, as if it had
been smitten by a plague ?

Mr. Dutton buried his face in his hands and
groaned aloud. His anxiety and self-reproach seemed
almost more than he could bear, as he turned his
weary steps back towards the camp, where he must
speak cheerfully, and keep up the spirits of the rest.

Hugh and Rob were entirely absorbed in a discussion
over the cooking of the salmon. Hugh maintained
that it should be laid on a previously heated rock, and
so baked. Robert was in favour of roasting or broil-
ing on a spit, Indian fashion.

Joe came back from a short excursion into the forest
with both hands full of what appeared to be small
green bulbs.

Teddy, as chief cook, gave the vegetables a dignified
sniff. Then his featnres expanded with delight.

“Hooray !” he shouted. ¢ Sure, it’s ingyuns ye
have!”

Onions they were—small, to be sure, at this season,
but with the “rale tang to ’em,” as Teddy announced.

Jim had taken the Ballard with him, and now
joined the campers, throwing down at their feet as he
did so a fine ptarmigan, such as abound in south
central Alaska and the adjoining province.

“Shtoffin’ fer the bur-rd | ” ejaculated Ted, feasting
his eyes on the suddenly accumulatedv stock of pro-
visions, in anticipation of the morrow’s breakfast.

“Where is Nat?” suddenly asked M1 Dutton,
looking round him.

“He climbed up those rocks just now, sir,” answered
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Hugh, his whole being concentrated on the slice of
salmon browning odorously over the blaze.

Mr. Dutton was not satisfied, and sprang up to the
highest point of the bluff, calling, “Nat! Nat!”
Presently he heard an answer, just below him.

Nat had found the big shaggy ¢ puppy ” a hard lug,
and nothing but real Dutton pluck kept him from
dropping his heavy, squealing, struggling burden.

Up he mounted, much out of breath. All at once
he heard his father’s shouts.

“Here I am, papa,” he answered, looking up.

At the same moment the father’s eyes fell on
the animal in his boy’s arms. The man’s face abso-
lutely blanched with terror. The two Indians gained
his side, and from the three men came a confused
medley of cries that smote on the boy’s ears as he
tugged away at his load.

“ A grizzly cub! A grizzly! Dropit, Nat! Drop
it _for your life!”



CHAPTER XIV.
TO THE RESCUE!

“ A GRIZZLY,a grizzly cub ! ”
- /4 repeated Joe and his mate.
“Come quick, Nat ! The
Y old one must be near.”

Nat must have failed to
catch the import of their
cries, for he still toiled up-
ward, despite the warning
gestures of the men and
the renewed struggles of
the cub.

Mr. Dutton, in an agony
of dread lest he should be too late, started down to
meet the lad, He had hardly cleared the first boulder
when a hoarse panting was heard by all, and a crashing
among the underbrush at the foot of the knoll., The
noise ceased as suddenly as it began, and the anxious
father hoped for a moment that the danger was past.
He reached Nat’s side in safety, almost tore the cub
from his arms, laid the animal down on the ground,
and, catching up his son without a word, started for
the camp.

As he did so, a low, deep growl came from below,
together with a renewed trampling of dry twigs and
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bushes. Then, perhaps for the first time, Nat realized
what he had done. The she-bear, having entered her
den and discovered the absence of one of her twins,
was returning and charging fiercely up the hill on
their trail.

In another moment her head and shoulders appeared,
and then her whole huge form, as she scrambled up the
rough hillside with marvellous rapidity.

On reaching her cub she paused and licked it ; then
lifted her head and locked up irresolutely after the re-

treating forms of her unwelcome visitors.

"~ Robert, by this time, had gained a good position,
rifle in hand ; but Joe told him not to fire unless the
life of his father or brother should actually be in peril.
It often takes a dozen well-placed balls to kill a full-
grown grizzly, and the risk of merely enraging her was
too great.

The shaggy mother, relieved at finding her off-
spring safe, now renewed her maternal attentions to
it; and soon, her natural affections mastering her
anger, she proceeded to trundle it along home,
partly lifting it by the back of the neck, like a
gigantic kitten, partly pushing it with her huge paws,
of which an ox might well have stood in terror.
As Mr. Dutton reached the summit of the knoll, the
grizzly disappeared among the willow scruob at its
base.

The Indians earnestly counselled that the bears
should not be approached. They believed that, if they
were not disturbed, the she-bear would not leave her
young to attack the camp. And the chance of killing
her, in case of a fight, without injury to some of the
party, was very sma]l

The result proved that the guides’ reasoning was
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correct. A watch was kept up during the night, but
nothing more was heard from the ursine neighbours.
Barly in the morning, the party “folded their tents
like the Arabs, and as silently stole away.”

It was very rare, Joe informed them, that a grizzly -
cub was still so small at that season. They are
usually born in January or February, and by the
time midsninmer arrives are able to shift for them-
selves.

- It would be tedious to follow our friends in their long,
wearisome tramyp throngh the forest. At the end of
the tenth day Hugh, looking down from a high bluff
by the river’s bank, beheld a sight that made his heart
beat with delight.

His shout of joy called the rest to his side.

“The raft | The raft!” he cried, pointing t6 a bend
in the river just below.

Sure enough, there was the old craft, grounded high
and dry, one end of it at least on a mud bank. All
hands rushed down, and, not without more or less
wetting, clambered on board.

Not one article of their belongings remained on the
raft, except a rusty axe. Every other scrap had been
swept away by flood, wind, or wild beasts.

The raft was in tolerably good repair, and, with the
aid of the axe, the men soon had it fitted out for another
voyage.

“A long push, a strong push, and a push all
together ! ” shouted Robert. The stubborn old raft
moved inch by inch, then slid off the bar, and floated
grandly away once more, bearing its little band of
adventurers, young and old.

In due time they arrived at Fort Selkirk. They
landed eagerly, and searched about for traces of their
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friends, the date being July 14th, or four days beyond
that appointed for the meeting.

Traces there were in abundance, but no litter. A
violent storm, of which they had experienced but the
edge, had evidently passed over the place not long
before, and nearly obliterated the tracks of the visitors.
But Jim and Joe had sharp eyes, and they presently
pointed out to Mr. Dutton the little heel-prints of the
* ladies, as well as the firmly-defined marks left by the
lieutenant’s boot. There were numerous other tracks,
seemingly older than these, which the guides did not
understand. One thing was plain : the salt-water
branch of the expedition had reached the spot, and,
without waiting even one night, had continued their
journey—presumably down the Yukon, whose waters,
increased at this point by the whole mass of the swift
Pelly, rolled downward toward the sea in a broad,
turbid flood. Why the -lieutenant had departed so
hastily, without leaving any message, was something
Mr. Dutton could not comprehend. Still, there had
doubtless been some good reason, and the party would
probably be found encamped near by.

Having reached the site of the fort in the early
evening, the travellers spent the night near the
blackened chimneys, and next morning took raft once
more, full of expectation of meeting their dear ones
soon.

For two days, however, nothing was seen of them.
At the end of the third, a faint sound of muskets was
heard—welcome break in the silence that had reigned
so long.

Half-a-mile more by river brought them into the
very midst of a stirring scene. A raft, much like
their own, but slightly larger ; three women and
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geveral men upon it ; smoke and flashes of fire issuing
from the muskets of the latter. On either shore,
skulking behind trees, dark, ugly forms, that could
be no other than Indians.

“To the rescue ! ” shouted the boys, lustily, bearing
down upon the expedition and the craft that had thus
been brought to bay.



CHAPTER XYV.
UNDER THE EARTH.

w MRS. DUTTON had barely time to draw
XY . 1Yi Flossie into the shelter of one of the
chimneys of the old fort, still standing,
when the storm burst upon them in all
its fury. The men occupied themselves
in covering the goods on the raft, and
making everything fast. The wind in-
creased in violence from moment to mo-
ment, and the rain came down in torrents.

Fortunately, there remained the greater part of the
fireplace, at the base of the chimney. It was as large
as a fair-sized bedroom would be in our own part of
the country. Evidently,the early traders had intended
to keep warm during the long, terrible winters of the
North, where even the Indians do not venture far
from their huts, and the desolate forests and bare
mossy plains are left to the undisputed reign of the
moose, the wolf, and the caribou.

Although the rain trickled down the sides of the
chimney, the dismayed little company in the old fire-
place soon perceived that the small rivulets finding
their way over the rough bricks did not increase in
size. They afterwards learned that the fur-traders
had an ingenious contrivance, consisting mainly ' of
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a large stone slab at the top of the chimney, which
could be closed at will during the summer, when only
rain fell, and the fire below was not needed.

The ruined fireplace, therefore, was far from being
an uncomfortable shelter from the storm, and, had
not their hearts been heavy with disappointment and
apprehension, the three women—if we count little
Flossie as such—would have really enjoyed the
fun.

How the wind did roar about the rugged old chimney !
It bellowed down the flue in trumpet tones, and died
away in doleful murmurs around the few gnarled and
tempest-beaten trees that told of the little settlement
once making its home there.

“ Here comes uncle,” exclaimed Floss ; “I'm so
glad!”

The rest of the men took shelter as best they might,
under canvas, and in the lee of rocks and ruined
walls.

“Well, well,” said Lieutenant Dick, whose spirits
had risen under the excitement of the storm and the
work of getting the baggage under cover, ¢ this isn’t
so bad, after all 1”

He stooped slightly, under the cwss-bar where a
mantel had once been, and stood upright with the
others.

¢ Oh, Richard, do you suppose we shall ever find
them ?

“Find them P—of course we shall! They can’t
have gone far, and my men say the tracks here-
abouts were made by Indians, who were probably
canoeing down the Yukon. There are half-a-dozen
villages on the banks, and nothing could be more
nataral.”
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“ But they may have taken my boys prisoners—my
husband——" Mrs. Dutton covered her face and
sobbed.

“Nonsense, Ella!” said Dick, with energy. “I
tell you the other party must have gone down at least
two days ahead of the rest. There isn’t a boot track
among ’em.”

“ But how can we ever find them ?”

“Qh, they’ll go down-stream a piece, and then
camp. They can’t go beyond Fort Yukon, any way,
for that’s the point where we leave the river, and
John hasn’t a ghost of an idea where to go to strike
the mountain.”

“We’'ll find them—we’ll find them !” cried Floss,
who was too young to remain sad over the future for
more than five minutes at a time. “ What a funny
old place this is !” she added, poking over a heap of
dry grass and leaves with her foot. “ Why, something
wriggled ! ”

She stooped and began to brush away the leaves.
“Look, look, mamma !” she cried, excitedly. ¢ An
iron ring, just like the Arabian Nights!”

The other members of the group now became in-
terested, and the lieutenant got down on his hands
and knees to help pull aside the rubbish.

A few minutes’ hard work cleared the surface of a
broad, flat rock, reaching from the side of the fire-
place out some three feet toward the centre. It was
blackened by the mass of cinders and charred wood
and bricks that had long lain upon it, but the outline
could be clearly made out. In the centre was an iron
ring, about four inches in diameter, let into a circalar
groove neatly hewn out of the face of the slab for its
reception and partial concealment. The ring was
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covered and eaten into by a thick layer of rust, and
when Mr. Dutton pried it out of its socket, and
endeavoured to raise the slab, the ironm, nearly cut
through by the rust, broke with such suddenness that
the lieutenant sat down hard, at the feet of the
startled Chloe, whose eyes had been growing rounder
at every new development.

“ Laws, massa |” she cried, her teeth chattering
with dread and the chill dampness of the place,
“d-don’t go no faurder. Dat’s an orful place, dar.
Nobody knows what’s in under dat stone. ’Pears like
sumfin’ °ll jump up at us, jes’ so soon as dat stone
comes off.”

Dick added to the black woman’s dismay by stamp-
ing on the slab, which gave out a dismally hollow
sound.

“Don’t you be afraid, auntie,” said he, good-naturedly,
seeing that she was really terrified by the combination
of the storm, the strange land, and the mystery
beneath their feet. ¢ This is nothing but a sort of
private cellar, I reckon, where those old Russians
kept their wines and other property they didn’t care
to have their coppery neighbours get hold of.”

¢ And when the door was covered with ashes,”
added Flossie, who felt the importance of a first
discoverer, ¢ of course no one could ever find it.”

There was a delightful sort of Captain Kidd flavour
about the whole thing, however, which urged them
all to make further investigations. At the same time
each one felt an nnaccountable sense of aversion and
distrust regarding that cellar. Looking round the
circle, they read the same expression in one another’s
face.

“ Nonsense ! ” exclaimed Dick, answering the look.
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“ What are we afraid of? Chloe’s talk has made
geese of us. It is dark, though!”

The clouds grew blacker, and the wind steadily rose
in fary, until it fairly lashed the little peninsula and
the frothing waters of the river beyond. The lieu-
tenant drew a small pocket-lantern from his coat,
unfolded it, and lighted the candle. Contrary to his
expectations, the yellow light, mingling with the cold
grey gloom from outside, but increased the eeriness of
the situation and the unpleasant sensations they had
all felt.

As he hesitated what to do next, he struck his heel
sharply again on the groove in the slab where the
ring had been. The blow broke the stone squarely in
the centre, and the two pieces fell in with a crash.
The stone itself was not over an inch thick, and
was merely a fire-proof protection for an under-layer
of planking, now worm-eaten and decayed.

A peculiar musty scent arose from the hole as they
bent over it. Dick remembered having somewhere
caught the same odour : at first he could not recall it:
then he remembered that it was at the reopening of
a long disused tomb, which he had watched with
boyish curiosity and awe twenty-five years before.
The recollection was not a pleasant one, and for a
moment the United States officer heartily wished that
his niece had found other employment for her little
feet than uncovering this uncanny aperture gaping
below.

“Well,” said he, at length, trying to throw off his
nervousness, which he felt to be unmanly, «shall we
enter?” ‘

The uncertain flame of the candle threw a fitful
light into the opening, and at first disclosed nothing.
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When Dick kneeled by the side of the hole, and held
his little lantern as far down into it as possible, there
could only be made out a small, square apartment, like
a dungeon, rudely walled in with uncut rocks, and
ceiled with timber. The two halves of the stone slab
lay where they had fallen, just beneath the opening,
on the earthen floor.

“1t’s quite empty !” announced the lieutenant,
in a tone of relief. “We had all our trouble for
nothing.”

“But, uncle,” interposed Florence, who had been
screening her eyes from the flame of the lantern,
“what do you call that dark place overin that corner?
Isn’t that another opening in the wall? A doorway
to some place beyond ? ”

Dick scrutinized the spot, and wished the young
lady with sunny hair was in—=Sheldon.

Beyond a doubt, it was a door. Beyond a doubt,
Dick Dutton was called upon, under the circumstances,
to pass through it, and explore the shadowy vault
beyond.

He tried to temporise..

“Why not wait till to-morrow ?” he suggested,
weakly.

“If you don’t go, Dick, I shall. I believe you're
afraid 1”

It was Mrs. Dutton who spoke, with a nervous
laugh that betrayed her own state of mind.

The lieutenant prepared to descend. He felt they
would all regret the discovery they were to make.
He knew they would make it, nevertheless, before
leaving the ruins of ill-fated Selkirk.

“If I must ” he said, with a resigned air.

Near the broken stone lay some fragments of wood.
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These, it appeared, were all that was left of a step-
ladder that had once formed a means of entrance to
and egress from the dungeon.

“Hold the lantern, Flossie,” said he, as he seized
the framework of the pit firmly, and let himself
down.

The dungeon, or cellar, was about eight feet deep.
He dropped the last two feet.

“ Wait,” called Floss, peering down into the dark-
ness ; 1 muost come, too !”

Richard groaned in his sleeve, but obediently reached
up and lifted the girl down, lantern and all. It was
exceedingly damp in the pit, and the close air gave
them a choking sensation.

“For Heaven’s sake, my girl, let’s hurry !” said
the officer, coughing violently ; “I want to get out
of this.”

“ Let me have the lantern,” commanded his niece.
“There ! I'm going ahead the rest of the way.”

She accordingly advanced cautiously to the opening
in the wall, which seemed to indicate further oppor-
tunities for e‘zplm ation.

Her unncle humoured her ambltlon for taking the
lead, but placed himself almost directly at her side.

On passing the doorway, which was so narrow that
they could hardly squeeze through, they found them-
selves in a sort of gallery, about five feet high and
two feet wide. Here they had to walk in single file,
Florence preceding her companion. The noise of the
storm overhead had now become only a faint, dull

-roar, like surf at a great distance.

Dick knocked his head several times against pro-
jecting roots or knots in the rough planks that only
partially lined the passage.
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Stooping, and moving very slowly, they crept along,
following the gallery, which had several sharp turns,
for fully two hundred feet. The air now became de-
cidedly more foul, and the lientenant earnestly begged
the girl to go back and wait for him. But she was
a Dutton, and was determined to see the adventure
through to the end.

The passage suddenly contracted still further, be-
coming so low that it was with difficulty they walked
at all. They could not speak without violently inter-
rupting themselves by spasmodic coughing.

“QOnly a few steps more,” gasped Floss. ¢ Then,
if we don’t find anything, I’ll turn back.”

HBven the light seemed to grow dim as they advanced.

Suddenly the gallery widened. They saw that they
were in another apartment, or cell, about the size of
the first. As Florence entered this room, and held her
lantern aloft, she uttered a shrill ery of terror, and,
turning, hid her face in her uncle’s arms.

It was no ordinary sight that shook the girl’s nerves.

The lieutenant felt a cold horror sweep over him as
he followed her glance to the furthest corner of the
room.

There were two pieces of furniture—a rough deal
table and a chair. In the chair, with head supported
by its hand, sat a skeleton, with its grinning jaws
turned directly toward the intruders.

The figure leaned against the wall, as well as the
back of the chair, and was thus kept in the position in
which death had come to the unhappy occupant of the
dungeon. Scattered over the table were two or three
bits of paper, yellow and mouldy.

A few rags still hung about the bones of the hideous
figure, adding to its fearful aspect.

10
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There were no indications of what had taken place
previous to the tragedy, slow or swift, which had been
enacted in that subterranean chamber of horrors, save
a shallow excavation in the floor, near the opposite
wall. A pickaxe lay on the heap of earth beside it.
The work of digging seemed to have been abandoned
on account of a ledge which was just below the surface
of the floor, and which, while a deep crack had been
made in it, or uncovered, by the pick, had dis-
couraged the poor creature whose repulsive likeness
alone inhabited the dreary place.

As soon as he could steady his nerves, and could
leave the shuddering girl by herself at the entrance
of the gallery, the lieutenant proceeded to inves-
tigate. :

Repressing his strong feeling of revulsion, he moved
across the room, and satisfied himself that this was
really the end of the passage. The sound of the
tempest was now more indistinet than ever, by which
he gathered that they were farther below the surface
than at any previous point in their walk.

The room had evidently not been meant for per-
manent habitation. There was no apparent means for
ventilation, and no arrangement for either cooking or
sleeping.  Rather, it might be a place of refuge in
times of sudden attack; of concealment of valuable
property, were the safety of the fort threatened. Could
that be the key to the excavation? Was the man en-
gaged in burying a hoard of treasure ? Bat, if so, why
did he stop, and die? It could not have been a violent
death, for that easy sitting position would not have
been taken.

All these thoughts flashed through the lieutenant’s
mind as he gathered up the fragments of mouldy paper,
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and tried to decipher them by the dim light of the
pocket-lantern. Nothing, however, could be made out,
and he stuffed the papers into his pocket for future
inspection.

There was one piece of paper, yellow and tattered,
toward which Richard felt an overwhelming repug-
nance ; vet that might explain the man’s errand in that
dismal burrow, and might disclose information that
wonld be highly important to the Dutton expedition,
or even to the government.

‘Why did the brave lientenant hesitate to touch this
document ? Because it was held in its place on the
table by a forefinger that eloquently forbade meddling.
Yet it must be taken. It was taken.

Richard gave a sudden start as he held it up to the
light. The paper showed no handwriting, but faint
tracings of curved lines, and odd figures like Egyptian
hieroglyphics. At the lower left-hand corner was a
character like a triangle ; then a wavy line crossed by
three vertical strokes. Just above these were three
inverted K’s, and further over to the right were three
objects looking something like sugar loaves. Various
other dots and markings were to be seen, the most
ominous of which was a plainly defined death’s head
in the npper right-hand corner. .

I said that Richard started the moment his eye fell
on the tracing. It looked strangely familiar to him.
Then he remembered.

“ Peeschee’s map!” he exclaimed, aloud. ¢ The
very thing, line for line! Just look here, Florence !

Without noticing that she gave him.no reply, he
continued his search about the room, preparatory to
leaving ‘it. He felt sure that this place was in some
way connected with the object of their search.
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Turning from the table, his foot struck heavily against
a box which he had not before noticed. It was a com-
mon grocery box, and the cover was nailed down. A
blow with his boot-heel broke the half-decayed boards,
and disclosed the contents. They consisted wholly
of masses of rock, which sparkled in the light of
the candle. A second glance showed their colour to
be a deep, glowing crimson. Richard took one in
his hand, and held it nearer the lantern. Without
a shadow of doubt, it was a magnificent specimen of
cinnabar in the ore. The box was full of similar
samples.

Richard tugged the box out into the centre of the
room, resolving either to take it out himself or send
Peeschee for it on his return to daylight.

All this takes a long time to tell, a shorter time for
you to read. The actual occurrences were still more
brief. Richard had not been in the dungeon two
minutes when he stooped down for a final look at
the ragged excavation in the floor, and the fractured
ledge.

As he did so, his cough, which had troubled him
more or less ever since he had entered the narrow pas-
sage-way, returned with redoubled violence. Ilis brows
throbbed with a sadden pain. He turned sick and faint.
The cell seemed to grow dark. Was he losing his -
senses in this fearful place P—or was it—Ilook—t/e
lantern! the lantern !

Even while the man rose dizzily to his feet, and tried
to collect his dazed senses, the flame of the candle—
not yet half burned out—dwindled, dwindled, before
his very eyes.

And now what is Richard doing? Is he going crazy ?
He snatches the little lantern up from the mound of
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loose earth on which he has placed it, tears it open, and
dashes out the feeble remnant of flame, leaving the
place in total darkness.
Then he staggers over to the entrance of the
passage-way, where he last saw Florence, gasping, - -
“Flossie! Flossie! Hurry! We are lost if we
wait | The fire-damp is on us!”



CHAPTER XVI.
A MYSTERY EXPLAINED.

Al T cannot be denied that we deserted our

7/, L gallant officer in a most nncomfortable
situation—¢under fire,” we might
almost say.

Had Lieutenant Dutton been obliged
to spend many moments in the old
cellar-way under Fort Selkirk, with his
sunny-tempered but headstrong little
niece, it 1s quite certain that neither of
the two would ever have lived to read this account
of their subterranean explorations.

As Richard started toward the door, he thrust his
foot, in the darkness, against the table. There was a
crash as the old piece of furniture went over, followed
by a rattling sound, like an armfal of dry sticks falling
on the hard floor. Under other circumstances, the
thought of what produced this singular noise would
have unnerved him ; but the man’s mind was now
wholly bent on rescuing the girl, whose continued
gilence filled him with a new fear.

He groped his way toward the exit, calling again,—

“Flossie! Flossie! my dear child! Where are you?”

No sound. Only the consciousness of that hideous
heap on the floor, over which he might stumble at
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any moment ; and the stifling carbonic-acid gas, or
“fire-damp,” which seemed fairly to have its clammy
hands on his throat. ;

After what seemed hours, he felt, with the joy of a
drowning man clutching at floating timber, the posts
that supported the doorway opening into the long
gallery.

Moving cauntiously along, he had not advanced a
yard in the new direction before he nearly stumbled
over an obstruction in his path. Stooping, he felt
the unconscions form of Flossie, who had been unable
to endure the poisonous gas.

Richard put all his waning strength into a great
effort, and lifted the girl in his arms. As he stag-
gered confusedly along the passage-way, bruising him-
self at nearly every step, realizing only that two lives
hung on his powers of endurance, he tried to call for
help, but his throat would not respond.

And now, in spite of every effort, he felt his senses
leaving him, and Flossie slipping down from his grasp.

“Help ! help!” he gasped, in a husky whisper.

Hark! Was that a sound of footsteps in the pas-
sage ? A rustling of woman’s clothing ? In another
moment Flossie was snatched from the lieutenant’s
failing grasp, and a torrent of soft, almost incoherent
ejaculations burst out in the darkness.

“ Dar, dar, my po’ little lamb ! Did ye git tired,
honey ? Was y’almos’ done suffumcated ?  Po’ chile ?
Come to yer ole mammy, bress yer heart! Dar!

dar!”

The sounds grew fainter as the rescuing Chloe with-
drew, bearing Flossie, and evidently forgetting all
about her late comrade.

Relieved of his burden, the man felt new strength
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come to him. The gas was not nearly as strong now,
and he could catch whiffs of fresh air from the opening
ahead.

And now the Fox himself, the faithful Peeschee,
came hurrying into the passage-way, and, with his arm
around his master, managed to assist him out to day-
light and life.

The Chilkats had already drawn Chloe and Floss
out of the pit, and Richard was soon pulled up after
them. Not ten seconds after he was extricated there
was a dull, crashing sound beneath them : the earth
settled slightly, in a line toward the river, and a cloud
of dust arose from the opening in the fireplace.

Then they knew what had happened. The old
timbers, long ago worm-eaten and crumbling, had at
some point been jarred or pushed down by the passing
footsteps. The earth had fallen; and the whole,
following like a river behind a broken dam, had
caved in, completely filling and destroying the
passage.

The Indians were employed for half-an-hour, as a
matter of safety for future visitors, in filling the
entrance pit with bricks, stones, moss, and clods of
earth—the whole smoothed over and covered with
ashes, until not the slightest trace remained of the
trap that had so nearly proved fatal to the two
adventurers.

Meantime the latter came fairly to their senses, and
soon were as well as ever, saving a pair of headaches
and a slight nausea, accompanied by a ringing in the
ears.

The storm was still violent, but evidently abating
its force.

“It’s going to clear off soon,” said Richard, looking
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up at the sky with a knowing air, “ but we can’t go
any further to-night, it’s so late. We must have
used up three or fours hours in this miserable busi-
ness.”

“ Dick,” remarked Mrs. Dutton, quietly, ¢“how long
do you suppose you and Floss were underground, from
the time you jumped in to the moment when you were
drawn out through that trap-door ?”

“T’'m sure I don't know, Ella,” looking rather sur-
prised at her queer tone. “1I1 haven’t looked at my
watch. Two hours, I should think, at the very least.
Perhaps more.”

“T did look at my watch,” said Mrs. Dutton, “for I
was anxious about you both. You were out of my
sight just six minutes and a half!”

It was hard to believe, but the evidence was con-
clusive. It is a well known fact that a review of a
whole life may pass through a man’s mind in a hardly
appreciable instant of time. So it had been in this
case.

They had arrived at the camp at about two o’clock in
the afternoon. It was now a quarter before four, the
surplus time having been occupied in securing the
raft and goods against injury and in filling up the
hole under their feet.

By half-past four the rain had ceased, the sun
blazed out with tropical fervour, and a glowing rain-
bow spanned the sky.

“ En route!” called the lieutenant, cheerily, bust-
ling about among the Indians, and urging them to
the work of resuming the voyage down-stream. Mrs.
Dutton had expressed her earnest wish to leave the
fort, with its unpleasant associations, and camp
further down on the banks of the Yukon. DBesides,
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she said, they would be lessening the distance between
the two parties, and every mile of hill and dale made
the separation harder to bear.

By five o’clock the raft, with all the company on
board, swung off into mid-stream, and floated slowly
downward, past the mouth of the Pelly, down which
the husband and sons were really pursuing their
toilsome journey. But the dark hills gave no hint of
the secret they held, and the Pelly, the Upper Yukon,
and old Fort Selkirk were soon out of sight.

Tor two days they rafted down-stream. On the
evening of the second day they passed two Takheesh
Indians paddling up-stream. The Indians were
friendly, and, on being questioned by the Chilkats,
informed them that no party of whites had descended
the river within the last fortnight.

Here was a poser. Poor Mrs. Dutton was almost
discouraged again, and even the sturdy lieutenant
hardly knew how to act. As they positively could
not, however, work the raft up-stream, they deter-
mined to go into comfortable quarters, and wait
several days—a week, at least—for the arrival of
their friends, at the first spot which should show
favourable indications as & camping-ground.

The north bank of the river, for many miles below
Fort Selkirk, had presented much the same appear-
ance as the lower Hudson, a steep, columnar bluff
playing the part of the Palisades. The south shore
was less bold, and invited the voyagers to rest there
during their enforced delay. A site for the camp
was accordingly selected near the mouth of the Yuk-
ko-kon Heena, or White River, whose swift, turbid
waters poured down like a broad stream of milk into
the deeper Yukon.
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The banks here were frozen some six or eight feet
deep ; but their mossy surface was bright green, and
at noon each day the sun was intensely hot.

Here the expedition remained for four days, undis-
turbed save by one or two thunderstorms and myriads
of gnats and mosquitoes. Lieutenant Schwatka, who
passed through the same region a dozen years later,
declares that, when a netting is put up in these
regions, two mosquitoes will hold the wings of a third
flat to his sides, and push him through the meshes !

‘While the raft was quietly resting at its moorings,
during these few days, Richard had ample opportunity
to examine the writings found under the fort. Of
most of the papers he could make nothing ; for not
only was the writing blurred and almost indecipher-
able by reason of age, but the characters were of a
sort which the honest young officer had never set eyes
on before.

“ They’re not Russian,” said he, throwing down the
papers in despair before Mrs. Dutton and her daughter;
“I'm sure of that. What those outlandish-looking
square things mean, with their dots and crosses, is
more than 1 can tell.”

Mrs. Dutton pored over them in vain, and shook
her head.

“Let me see, mamma,” said Florence, stretching
out her hand Janguidly. She had not been wholly
herself since her adventure that so nearly proved fatal,
and her mother watched her pale face anxiously as she

handed her the mysterious manuscripts.
~ “Why,” she exclaimed, “ these are not paperat all !
They’re parchment, and I think-—yes, I'm .sure, the
writing is in Hebrew.”

“ Why, how do you know that, Floss ?” asked the
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lieutenant, scrutinizing each fragment with a new
interest.

“ Teacher once showed us the ¢ Lord’s Prayer’ in
two or three languages. She copied them on the
blackboard out of a book, and one of them was
Hebrew. It looked almost exactly like this.”

As none of the party knew a word of the language,
the information didn’t avail them much ; although, as
Dick gravely remarked, it was “ a great moral conso-
lation to know what language they were written in.”

“I have it!” he added, suddenly. ¢ Let’s call
Peeschee into the council. That fellow knows a good
deal more than he’s told yet, I'll warrant. I want to
know how he got hold of a duplicate of the map our
—hem |—quiet friend down below was guarding so
carefully.”

He pulled a crumpled piece of parchment out of his
pocket as he spoke.

The Indian was summoned ; his stolid face changed
when he saw the map, and his teeth actually chattered
with fear.

“ W-where you git dat map?” he stammered,
pointing with shaking finger to the stained parch-
ment.

“Never mind where I found it, my fine fellow,”
said the other, sternly. ¢ The question is, where did
you get yours, and what do you mean by telling me
you made it?” -

“I—1 did make dat, master,” chattered the Fox,
looking fearfully over his shoulder. “ You no tell
medicine-man ? 7

“ There, there, Peeschee,” said the lieutenant, more
gently, perceiving that nothing was to be gained by
terrifying the man, “make a clean breast of it, and
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tell the whole story. You’ve done something crooked,
no doubt, but I don’t believe you mean any harm by
us. No,” he added, seeing the Indian’s frightened
glance around, “you needn’t be afraid of the party
that owned that map. He won’t trouble you any
more. He’s gone to the Warm Country” (an
Alaskan’s idea of heaven).

The Fox, being thus reassured, told his ¢ plain,
unvarnished tale ” as follows. We will turn it into
English, rather than stop to puzzle over his broken
sentences and Indian idioms.

‘1t is true that I have seen the Great Red Moun-
tain, It lies there,” pointing to the south-west. It
is true that the only way to reach the mountain alive
is by the map I have made for you, a copy of the one
on the parchment there. It is true that the piece of
red rock I showed you came from the mountain ; it
must be true, for the medicine-man with the grey
beard told me.”

“ 8o you have never visited the mountain yourself ?
You were lying to me when you told me that?”

“ Listen, master ! ”

Peeschee’s gesture with the outspread palm had
something of the native dignity that marks his red-
skin cousing of the lower latitudes.

“I have not visited the mountain myself. If I had
told you that, you would never have gone. When I
was & very small pappoose, my father was packing
goods for the great fur company. One day he wan-
dered from the trail. After a week of suffering he
came upon an Ayan village, where he was kindly
received. The medicine-man took him into his own
hut, and nursed him. He was an old man, with a
long grey beard and hooked nose, very, very terrible.
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« My father soon heard that he was a descendant of
many generations of medicine-men in that tribe ; that
he had in his possession many old pieces of skin,
covered with strange marks, that had been handed
down from father to son for many hundred years. The
whole tribe believed that when Alaska was made, and
raised up out of the ocean, the Ayans crossed the great
waters from the west, and took possession of the new
land.”

“The Lost Tribes of Judeea!” shouted Richard,
almost upsetting the tent in his eagerness, as he
sprang up and paced to and fro. “Don’t you re-
member, Ella, that one of the theories of scholars
is that the tribes crossed Behring’s Straits, and
gradually changed their character as they became
more fitted to the climate, until they were such men
as we see now among the North American Indians ? ”

“Yes,” replied Mrs. Dutton, no less eagerly, ¢ and
I noticed particularly that those two Ayans who
camped with us the first night had a strong Jewish
cast of countenance. Go on, Peeschee ! ”

The Fox had waited quietly, during these exclama-
tions of surprise, and now continued.

“One night the old Long Grey Beard fell asleep
before his kettle, in which he was boiling herbs. One
of those strange pieces of skin lay near him, forgotten
for the moment. My father copied it exactly on a
strip of birch bark, using a black coal from the fire.
Before the medicine-man awoke, he had hidden this
copy under his blanket. When Long Beard was
awake, my father asked, ‘ What does that mean?’
He was studying the map. ¢It is the road to the Red
Mountain,” said Long Beard, angrily. ‘It is the
house of demons and evil spirits, and no one can reach
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it alive but the great medicine-man.’ He then
" snatched np the map, and put it in his pocket. The
very next day, Long Beard went off for many hours
in his canoe. While he was gone, my father found
some red rocks under a pile of blankets in a corner of
the hut. He took only one,” said Peeschee, drawing
himself up with pardonable pride at his father’s moral
bravery under severe temptation. “ When he went
away, two days later, he showed one of the tribe the
piece of rock, and asked him what it was. The Ayan
looked frightened, and said it was a piece of the Red
Mountain, which could not be visited by any living
man. He added that it was worth more than gold,
but that it would surely bring death to the owner.
That is the piece of rock I gave to you.”

¢ Cheerful prospect for the present owners!” laughed
Richard, nervously, trying to shake off a presentiment
of coming evil, as he fingered the rock, at that very
moment reposing in the bottom of his pocket.

“ When I was hunting,” continued Peeschee, in
conclusion, “ I did see with my eyes the Red Mountain,
as I told you. I did not dare to go there myself,”
he added, honestly. ¢ When you saved my life, I
thought : I will tell him of the red rocks which are
better than gold among white men.”

“ And your father ? ”

“ He died many years ago.”

“ Have you heard from the long-bearded medicine-
man?”

Peeschee could not repress another shudder. He
simply said, “No.”

“But how do you know this map starts at Fort
Yukon, as you said ?”

“ Because that,” pointing, “is what the Indians
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make for fort. That is a big wigwam, with smoke
going up. You have seen the big chimneys that made
the smoke. The next year the fort was burned.”

«Yon think, then, that the medicine-man knew of
the mountain, through his old parchments, or skins, as
you call them; and that he made this map himself?”

“Yes,” and Peeschee nodded several times vigor-
ously.

« But why did the Ayans want to burn the fort ?”

“ The medicine-men of all the tribes drove them to
doit. They told the Ayans the white men would take
away their trade in skins. They were mad because
the white men brought good medicines, that cured
sick Indians better than their own.”

“ And do you suppose your long-bearded friend ever
visited the fort before it was burned ?”

“Yes. The tribe lived on the Ayan River, just
above the fort.”

“«The Ayan—that’s the river called Pelly now,”
mused the lieutenant. “I hope John and the boys
won’t get into any trouble up there. It’s perfectly
clear,” he added aloud. ¢ Old Grey Beard found out
about that cellar, which was probably built by the
traders to store their furs in, where they could be
neither stolen nor injured, either by Indians or ele-
ments, It probably was unfinished when the fort was
built. The crafty old medicine-man, knowing he was
closely watched in his own tribe, found out about this -
cellar, got down into it some day when nobody was
round, taking a pickaxe from Russian stores in the
fort. Then carried his treasures with him, intending
to hide them, like every old miser that ever lived,
where nobody could find them but their owner. While
he was digging, and planning future trips to his
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haunted Red Mountain, the steel point of the pick
struck open an empty pocket in the ledge, reaching to
a blast of that fearful fire-damp. It only came out
slowly, and I suppose he didn’t know what was the
matter, but sat down at the table to take another look
at his precious documents. He never got up again
from that chair.”

“ Do you suppose those Hebrew writings tell about
the mountain ?

“That’s more than I know. The main point is that
the map is probably correct, and, if we have the pluck
to putthis thing through, the Duttons are the wealthiest
family in the United States !”

Peeschee now withdrew, but not till his master had
given his hand a hearty shake as a token of restored
confidence.

The Indian’s eyes glistened, but he said nothing.

n



CHAPTER XVIL

A REUNION.

\ T was now nearly a week beyond the
- I day appointed for the rendezvous at
Fort Selkirk, and nothing had been heard
from Mr. Dutton. The lientenant began
to entertain serious fears as to the safety
of the inland party ; the more so when
he heard Peeschee’s account of the hos-
tility of the tribes of the interior to any
intruders upon their domain,

That there were Ayan villages or encampments
both above and below them on the river they knew.
The Chilkats went on daily scouting expeditions, and
on several occasions reported fresh trails of large
parties of natives,—whether peaceful or warlike they
could not tell.

Richard became decidedly impatient. He fretted
because of the enforced inaction, the torment of the
clouds of mosquitoes that infested the banks of the
river, the bands of Indians hanging about the camp ;
and last, but not least, the state of Flossie’s health.
The girl seemed suffering from a sort of malarial
attack, for which the most direct cure would be a trip
into the mountainous interior.

There was one more apprehension, of which the
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lieutenant did not speak to the rest of the party. By
the middle of September the warm season would be
over, and snow would fall among the mountains by
October 1st, if not before. If they should be caught
by the wintry storms, and snowed in, their escape
alive would be almost a miracle. Whatever was to
be done, then, must be accomplished within about
eight weeks at the latest, as it was now the middle
of July. Besides, the last vessels going south from
St. Michael’s, at the stormy mouth of the Yukon,
would leave before the end of September. Cut off
from this avenue of exit from Alaska, the only alter-
native was a long and arduous struggle with the
forest, through an unknown country, directly south
to William’s Sound. This last route was, moreover,
impassable on account of the enormous glaciers, which
can be seen for miles at sea, and which furnish the
northern Pacific with thousands of icebergs every
summer, advancing down the mountain-side, as they
do, at the rate of forty feet a day, or about twelve
times as fast as the swiftest pace attained by the
great glaciers of Mont Blanc,—the Du Bois and Mer
de Glace.

~ Under the circumstances, great alacrity was necessary
to prevent their trip from being an utter failure, or to
escape from the wilderness with their lives.

The raft was now poled out to the lower end of one
of the little islands with which the river was dotted,
and the heaviest of the goods stowed upon it, so as
to be ready for a start at half-an-hour’s notice. "The
Chilkats had a rather battered and leaky canoe which
they had found stranded among the rank willows by
the water’s edge, and in this shaky little craft the
goods and passengers were conveyed across the narrow
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arm of the stream separating the island from the
south shore.

On the morning of the seventeenth day of the
month, the whole company were seated outside their
tents, on the high, abrupt bank of the river; not,
however, over ten feet above the surface of the water.

Asusual, their conversation turned on the conjectural
whereabouts of their friends, and the length of time
which they should wait before giving up the under-
taking and floating down the Yukon to the sea.’

Richard declared positively that he would not stir
a step toward the mountain until he had his brother
by his side.

“Tt seems to me,” said Flossie, in her sweet voice,
that now had a little weary inflection, “that I see
something on the river, away up.”

They all shaded their eyes with their hands, and
gazed eagerly. The view from this point covered at
least two miles.

“A raft, a raft]” cried Richard, capering about
like a boy, after a single glance at the approaching
object through his field-glass.

The colour rushed to Flossie’s pale cheeks.

“ Oh, is it papa ? and Rob and Hugh and dear little
Nat? It can’t be! Oh, I feel better already !”

Richard instantly discharged his rifle into the air "
as a signal, but, before anything more could be said,
the Fox came hurrying up the river bank.

“Bad Injuns comin’,” he panted. “ Woods all full
both sides river. Come to kill white folks. No stay
here !'”

“To the canoe! To the canoe!” cried Richard,
forgetting the reinforcements at hand, in his fear of
the new danger. “ Quick! the island is our only
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chance. Jump in, Flossie and Ella. Peeschee, paddle
for your life!” ,

“Get into the willows, girls 1” he shouted, as the
canoe, driven by Peeschee’s powerful strokes, foamed
through the water.

In an incredibly short space of time he was back
again, and off once more with Chloe and the lieutenant.

As yet not an Indian had been seen. The Chilkats
plunged into the water, and swam across to the island.

The tents and the few remaining goods were hurriedly
bundled into the canoe, and carried to the raft.
Peeschee pulled the cance upon its stout logs and
dived for the willows.

Still no sign of the savages. Richard began to
hope the Fox had for once mistaken a passing band
of hunters for a war party.

“Perhaps we can get away quietly, and dodge the
whole crowd,” he said to Peeschee, in low tones.

Then, after a careful survey of both banks, he called
the women out on the raft. The Chilkats stood ready
with their poles. Peeschee held the painter in his
hand.

¢ Cast off the moment the other raft comes in sight
round the end of the island,” commanded Dick.
“ They’ll follow us——"’

His confident remarks were cut short by a loud
report from the shore, and a musket ball imbedded
itself in one of the logs, just grazing the bare leg of
the foremost Chilkat. In an instant, as if by magic,
the woods on either bank fairly swarmed with dark
forms.

The lieutenant, who had served through all the late
war, tossed his head up like a war-horse. Seizing his
Winchester, he sighted carefully on the nearest of the
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enemies, who was just preparing to swim out from
their late camping-ground, and pulled trigger. The
Indian clapped his hand to his left arm and howled
with terror and pain. At the same moment Peeschee
picked off an especially prominent assailant on the
opposite shore.

And now a splendid volley, from three pieces,
roared out like an echo, as Raft No. 2 swept round
the end of the island.

“To the rescue !” shouted the boys, waving their
hats.

“Hurrah | ” returned the lientenant, raising his
piece for another shot. But where were the living
targets that had thronged the shores but a moment
before ?

Gone ! The forest was apparently as lonely and
quiet as it had been for weeks before. The cowardly
foe had melted away into its depths at the first fire.
Even the man hit by Peeschee had picked himself up
and limped off, with apparently only a flesh-wound.

Thankful that no lives were lost on either side in
the little skirmish, Richard turned to greet the new-
comers.

Down came the raft, the boys clustering eagerly in
its clumsy bows, and preparing for a jump.

The two unwieldy crafts bump and swing round.
There is a confused laughing and crying and kissing,
all of which the Chilkats look upon stoically, as they
nold the second raft in place with their poles. Carlo
barks his londest, and “ wags his tail all over,” as
Nat expresses it. Even Chloe and Teddy are dis-
covered in a wild embrace.

“And now,” calls Mr. Dutton, in his hearty voice,
““as we are all united, through the mercy of Him



A Reunion. 187

who has cared for ns,—now we are ready to complete
our trip 1

“Onward, then!” cries Uncle Dick, catching the
infection of enthusiasm.

“ Hurrah for the Red Mountam'” cry the boys
in unison, while Flossie waves her little hand and
Chloe her red bandana.

“ Cast off, Peeschee, but keep the other raft in
tow ! ” orders Mr. Dutton, assuming command of the
expedition.

The timbers tremble under the powerful thrust of
the Chilkat poles and the impulse of the river current
as the flotilla sweeps down-stream.

“ Onward, to the Red Mountain ! ”



CHAPTER XVIIL

A LESSON IN BRIDGE-MAKING.

HUS far we have followed the for-
tunes of the Dutton party almost step
by step. But, I hear you say, what has
become of Solomon, the Yankee hunter
and backwoods philosopher? It seems
to us that you have left him entirely,

Not so, boy and girl readers; Solomon
has left himself out. During the adventure at Fort Sel-
kirk he was reconnoitring the vicinity of the peninsula,
regardless of rain or lightning. He accompanied the
lieutenant’s party as far as the White River camp,
and, learning that they had decided to wait there
several days, petitioned for a leave of absence. Solo-
mon, like most of his countrymen, was an uneasy
mortal. Ie wanted to prospect a little, he said, on
his own account, nearer the mountains. He agreed to
meet them at Fort Yukon.

The long-limbed hunter was better than his word.
He joined the united party at their first camp below
the White River, and now the expedition was complete
in its quota of members.

The raft swept bravely down-stream without further
molestation from the Indians, who seemed to have
been pretty thorcughly frightened. One or two
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villages were passed, but the inhabitants were all so
busy with their salmon-fishery that they paid but little
attention to the whites, probably thinking them a
party of fur-traders going out from the interior. The
size of the company on the raft was now such as to
intimidate any ordinary band of natives, no matter
how warlike their inclinations.

On about the fifth day they knew they must be
crossing the boundary of Alaska—in other words, the
one hundred and forty-first meridian west from Green-
wich. They were now fairly in Alaskan territory, and
felt that they were nearing their goal. Every night
the larger raft was moored to the lower end of an
island, with its more fragile consort, that of Mr,
Dutton and the boys, close at hand. The whole party
slept on board, going ashore only to cook, eat, and hant.

The broad and dreary “ Yukon Flat Lands” were
now reached, where the river spreads out in a perfect
network of shallow, swift streams, cutting off hundreds
of islands, and measuring ten miles in width from
bank to bank. The greatest care was necessary, lest
they should take the wrong channel, and be obliged to
abandon the raft. Indeed, this very accident occurred
to the smaller craft, which got swept into a narrow
passage-way between two sandbars, and presently
grounded, sticking so fast that it was unseless to try
to get it off before the next freshet. Three of the re-
maining Chilkat packers were now paid up and dis-
charged.

They immediately started up-stream, to return on
foot over the Chilkoot pass. This left the following
membership on the large raft; Mr. Dutton, Mrs.
Dutton, Lieutenant Dutton, Robert, Florence, Hugh,
Nathaniel, Chloe, Teddy, Solomon, Joe, and Jim ; two
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Chilkats, of whom one was a good interpreter ; Pees-
chee, and Carlo.

On the afternoon of the seventeenth day from
White River, the whole party said good-bye to the
old raft, and landed with all their stores on the left
bank of the Yukon.

They were now exactly on the Arctic Circle, which
runs through Fort Yukon at the extreme northern
point of the ¢ Great Arctic Bend” of the Yukon
River. They did not visit the rough-looking buildings
which constituted the trading-post, but struck directly
into the interior, heading due south. As they were
now to travel entirely by Peeschee’s map, it will do
no harm to take a fresh look at it, that we may follow
them intelligently during their wanderings in the
trackless wilderness,—the chosen home of the moose,
the caribou, the wolf, of countless numbers of bears,
and, as the native Alaskan devoutly believes, of
spirits, who guard the higher mountain peaks against
intrusion.

The map was arranged with the north and south
points exactly reversed: that is, the bottom of the
map is north, and the top south ; of course, east and
west change places accordingly. This must be care-
fully borne in mind in tracing the journey.

Starting from the lower left-hand (or north-east)
corner, at which point the rude representation of a
wigwam, with smoke ascending, stood for Fort Yukon,
the party took the east bank of a little stream for a
mile or two, then struck off to the right, where a
natural ravine, probably the path of an ancient glacier,
plainly corresponded to the route traced on the chart.
Peeschee indicated to the lientenant as well as he
could that, from what his father had told him, the
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whole distance marked out was not far from three
hundred and fifty miles. Of this there was one
section where over a hundred miles could be made in
twenty-four hours, by rafting down a swift and deep
river. The lieutenant made a rough guess at propor-

Fevethecs Hinf

tions, and marked a scale of miles on the margin of
his map—as the reader can doif he likes. On Richard’s
map he allowed about forty miles to an inch.

The second day passed without special incident.
Although there was no defined trail, the walking was
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far easier than Mr. Dutton had found it along the
Pelly. Peeschee seemed to choose by instinct the
exact route by which the original draughtsman of
the strange map had found his way to the great peak
of cinnabar.

In the forenoon of the third day, a new sound fell
upon their ears. It was a dull roar, like that of a
passing railway train.

Solomon was the first to notice it.

The party halted and listened.

“Ef T was in any kind of a decent country,” re-
marked the hunter, after a momentary silence, I
should guess we were comin’ to a waterfall, an’ a
mighty big one at that.”

Peeschee nodded several times intelligently, and
pointed to the vertical marks crossing the trail on
the lieutenant’s map. He then scrambled on ahead
with the utmost agility, much pleased at striking
the first landmark correctly.

The thunder of the waters grew deeper as they
advanced, until the ground itself seemed fairly to
shake beneath their feet. Soon a mist was seen
rising above the tree-tops. And half-an-hour later
the travellers were assembled on the bank of a swift,
deep stream, looking up with delight and awe at the
mighty cataract which came tumbling over the rocks
above with a sheer fall of sixty feet or more.

One feature of the scene lent an almost grotesque
aspect to the falling river; the water was nearly
white, with its sediment of glacial mud, so that it
was as if the spectators were looking upon a veritable
cataract of milk.

“But how to cross it ?” asked the leader, turnmg
to the guides.
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The Indians seemed somewhat at a loss. Solomon,
however, cast a critical eye up and down the stream.

“T guess we ¢’n fix it somehaow,” said he. “You
jest sit daown here ’n’ rest 'n’ git dinner. You come
along with me,” motioning to Joe, Jim, and Peeschee.

“Can’t 1 go, too, please?” asked Flossie, jumping
up, and placing herself at Solomon’s side.

“Wal, ef ye won’t git into no mischief,” said the
hunter, with a kindly look down into the girl’s pale
face. “I’low I do like to hev ye raound.”

“ And me!” called Nat, eagerly, running after them.

“And me! And me!” shouted the boys, joining
the pioneering party.

Solomon laughed, and shrugged his shoulders ; but,
as he made no serious objections, they all set off
together toward a point two or three hundred yards
below the camping-ground.

The boys followed the backwoodsman patiently,
climbing over logs and boulders, sinking knee-deep in
moss, and helping their sister over the roughest
places. They longed to inquire how Scolomon pro-
posed to-cross the stream, but they knew better than
to ask questions. Solomon was as averse as a briga-
dier-general to explaining his plans beforehand.

He paused at length at a point where the river
narrowed in to a width of about sixty feet, having a
depth of fifteen or twenty in the centre of the channel.
The shores were thickly wooded with evergreens,
rising to a great height. Prominent among these was
a huge old hemlock close to the water’s edge, towering
to the height of at Ieast one hundred feet. Solomon
measured it with his eye, and gripped his axe firmly.
He had found what he wanted.

Clip! clip! went the keen edge of the axe into the
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tough fibres of the tree. Chips flew in every direc-
tion. As the trunk was at least thirty inches in
diameter, it was no light job to reach its core, on the
side toward the stream. After ten minutes’ steady
work, the white man handed over his axe to Peeschee
and ’che Chilkats, all of Whom were accomplished
choppers.

The young people looked on as the pile of yellow,
fragrant chips grew ; applauding every particularly
large piece that was successfully detached. Hugh
became tired of inaction at length, and strolled off
with his fishing-tackle.

And now, after three-quarters of an hour’s pretty
continuons chopping, Solomon pronounced the cleft
sufficiently deep, and, taking the axe again into his
own hands, attacked the rugged bark on the opposﬂ',e
side of the tree.

Presently the great hemlock began to shiver ; every
blow was felt throughout its broad limbs and masses
of tiny-needled foliage.

“Look out!” shouted the backwoodsman to the
Indians, who were stretched out on the 1oss, danger-
ously near.

Slowly at first, then gathering speed and momen-
tum, the enormous tree swept downward with a
mlghty crash, which for the time drowned even the
voice of the cataract.

“Hurrah | cried Robert, leaping upon' the pros-
trate trunk, and waving his hat. “The bridge is
built !

The hemlock had fallen just as Solomon had in-
tended it  should. Its top rested well upon the

opposite bank of the river, with a good forty feet to
spare,
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He now proceeded to mount the trunk himself, and
with his axe clear away half-a-dozen boughs that
blocked the way across. Ilossie then walked over
the bridge, and pronounced it ¢ perfectly splendid.”

As soon as dinner was over, the march was resumed
across the mew hemlock bridge. Both Chloe and
Carlo showed considerable reluctance at going over,
but with persuasion and assistance the feat was
accomplished.

“Thar ! ” said Solomon, as, with his rifle thrown
across his shoulder, he paused and glanced back at
the fallen hemlock, “the b’ars ought tew pass a vote
o’ thanks to me at their next taown-meetin.’ They’ll
use that ar bridge o’ mine for the next forty year, and
not pay no toll, nuther ] ?



CHAPTER XIX.

CAPTURED BY BROWN BEARS.

T must be confessed that even Mr.

Dutton and the lieutenant looked for-
ward with considerable anxiety to the
next object, in the line of their route,
which the old medicine-man had thought
worthy of noting down on his map. If
Solomon had any misgivings, he kept
them to himself.

Peeschee admitted that he had no idea of the mean-
ing of the design, though it seemed intended to
indicate some animal. From the fact that it had no
tail, he was inclined to think it represented a bear ;
but that was a mere guess.

After leaving the stream which Solomon bridged so
neatly, they found that the trail led np the course of
one of the numerous little streams that threaded the
hillsides. Mr. Dutton paused from time to time to
adjust their route by the compass ; but there was now
not much danger of missing the path, which had clearly
been traversed many times since it was first made.
The lieutenant was of the opinion that its origin was
due to bears, whose tracks were plain enough beside
every muddy pool they passed. Peeschee, on the
other hand, maintained that the trail had been
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“Dbushed out ” in the first place by man. Whichever
theory was correct, the path was a good one ; other-
- wise, it would have been impossible for the women
to penetrate the thick underbrush which covered the
. whole district through which they were passing.

A day went by, and nothing was seen to indicate
any especially novel feature. The direction was still
steadily south-west.

Toward nightfall they came in sight of a range of
low hills, differing from any they had yet passed in
that they were entirely bare of vegetation, save a
coating, here and there, of crinkled black lichens.
Their aspect was dreary in the extreme.

The Duttons camped for the night beside the brook
they had been following, and in the morning pushed on.
- “Let me go on ahead with Solomon!” begged
Hugh ; and the two were allowed to precede the rest
of the party.

They were hardly out of sight when Richard called
his brother’s attention to a singular black cloud,
creeping up over the northern sky.

- Piling huge heaps of shadowy vapour on high, it
spread rapidly, until the sun disappeared, and every
object wore a lifeless, grey aspect. It was clear that
a severe storm was at hand.

Immediate preparations were made to meet it.
Tents were spread, and secured with double pegs.
Everything was got under cover as fast as possible ;
and none too soon, for the men had barely time to
dive into the tents, and close the flaps, before the
rain came down in torrents, thunder boomed and
rattled like a park of artillery, and the lightning
glittered almost incessantly.

Mr. Dutton was not much worried about Hugh, for

12
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Solomon was a host in himself, and would doubtless
find shelter for himself and the boy somewhere. At
the worst, only a thorough ducking could result.

The storm lasted all the forenoon, and left both
ground and bushes so wet that it was decided to be
impracticable to go on before the next day. A musket
was discharged three times, therefore, to recall the
wanderers. As they did not come in at once, the
signal was repeated. By six o’clock the party began
to worry a little, and Peeschee, with Carlo, was sent
on to hant up the two absentees. At ten o’clock, just
after sunset, he returned with news of grave import.

He had followed the trail for fully three miles,
when he came on a collection of Indian huts, from
which smoke was ascending, showing that some
members of the tribe at least were at home. He saw
nothing of them, however, nor of the missing ones.
‘Whether the natives were hostile or not, he could not
tell. The huts or wigwams, he said, Jooked something
like the work of coast Indians, but had this peculiar-
ity, that they were covered with skins of the brown
bear, instead of the more ordinary hides.

At this the Chilkats pricked up their ears.

“Well, what is it, man? Speak out!” said Dick to
the nearest, slapping the stock of his rifle impatiently.

“You say him tent have bearskin ?

“Yes.”

“ P’r’aps him Brown Bear Chilkat.”

“ What does he mean ?” asked Dick, appealing to
Peeschee. ‘

“Biggest tribe of Chilkats called ¢ Brown Bears,”
answered the Iox, laconically.

“And you think there may be a detachment of
them in this out-of-the-way place ? ”
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Peeschee nodded.

Dick was about to question the packers still further,
when he noticed that the one who had spoken was
gazing eagerly at a little ornament which dangled
from the bracelet on Flossie’s wrist.

“ What that ? 7 asked the Chilkat, eagerly.

“Qh,” said Floss, “that’s just a little charm for
my bangles. Mamma bought it in Victoria. See—it’s
a bear’s head, I believe.”

The dark faces of the Chilkats bent eagerly over the
flattened bit of copper, and two or three guttural
remarks were exchanged in their own langunage. 7

“Well, what mischief are you up to now?”
demanded Richard, after he had watched the panto-
mime long enough.

The Chilkat looked up.

“You buy boy and great hunter wid dat,” pointing
to the charm.

“Hm! seems to me, I remember now,” mused
Dick. “The Brown Bears are the wealthiest and
biggest clan of the Chilkats, and copper is called by
them the most precious metal. Is that so, Fox?”

Peeschee nodded again.

“ Exactly so. And the most valuable trinket you
‘can offer them is a brown bear carved in copper.
That’s the very thing !”

“ Who shall take it to the tribe ?” asked Mr.
Dutton hastily.

“ Hadn’t these Chilkats better go ?”

But the packers hung back, and Peeschee explained,
with a shrug of his shoulders, that they belonged to
another and inferior clan, the Penguins, and did not
relish meeting their superiors.

Thereupon Mr. Dutton declared he would go him-
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self, leaving Dick in command of the camp, and taking
Peeschee along as guide. Carlo should have been left
at home, but managed to slip off just as they were
starting, and only joined them when it was too late to
send him back. The council of war had been held
late at night; the ransom party started early next
morping. :

As they advanced, Mr. Dutton found that he was
entering a tract of country strikingly different from
anything he had yet seen. A fire seemed to have
swept over it at some remote period, clearing off all
the larger timber. In the valleys and along the
water-courses vegetation had sprung up and flourished
luxuriantly ; but from the hills the very soil itself
had been washed away by heavy rains, leaving only
the bare ledges. These were composed mostly of
limestone, and were full of caves, so that one huge
precipice looked fairly like a bank filled with swallows’
nests. :

“Roft | soft | ” whispered Peeschee, motioning with
his hand. ¢ Much big lot Chilkat squaw !”

Peeschee was a little in advance, and had nimbly
mounted to the top of one of those boulders left
by the ice-drift of the glacial period. The other
crept to his side, and peered over the edge of the
boulder. .

“About a hundred yards beyond them was the Indian
village, in plain sight. The huts were at the base of
one of those high and steep precipices pierced with
caves. They were built of timber and brush, with
huge, shaggy bear-skins thrown over them. In a
little open space between the huts and a small lake
which stretched away to the westward were twenty or
thirty hideous-looking old squaws, wrapped in blankets
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and seated in a circle around a man and boy, who were
lying, bound hand and foot, in their midst.

A glance only was necessary to identify the captives
as the two missing members of the expedition, Solomon
and Hugh.

The faces of the two presented a strange contrast.
Solomon glared. at his jailers with a look of extreme
disfavour, that would have made Mr. Dutton shout

. with laughter had not the situation been so serious.
Iugh, on the contrary, was pale as death, and, while
he tried his best to look amiable, kept glancing around
for succour.

Mr. Dutton and Peeschee, lying on their faceg, and
peering through the thick boughs of a sprace, could

~ easily see all this withount being seen.

The squaws now set up an excited jabbering,
pointing at the two whites before them, and discussing
some point with the utmost vehemence.

Peeschee made out, after a while, that they were
indifferent what became of poor Hugh, but that they
wanted Solomon for a husband, several of the ugliest
of the lot claiming him, each to the exclusion of the
rest. Perhaps it was fortunate that the long-limbed
hunter could not understand what they were up to,
or he might have expressed himself vigorously as to
a matrimonial alliance with any of the fair ¢ Brown
Bears ” before him.

“ Where do you suppose the men are ?” whispered
Mr. Dutton to his companion.

“Men gone ’way off to fish. All come back in
winter. Live in wigwam now.”

“ Well, the women won’t hurt their prisoners, will
they ?”

“ Bquaws much bad,” replied the Fox, sententiously.,
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“ Worse than men.”

Whatever plan might have been matured for a
rescue was now frustrated by a move on Carlo’s part.
The faithful Newfoundland was as much interested in
the scene as anybody ; and when Mr. Dutton uncon-
sciously loosened his grip on his collar, the dog freed
himself by a sudden jerk, and went crashing down
through the bushes toward his young master.

A perfect Babel of voices ensued. Two or three
dozen lean, sharp-nosed curs, such as the Alaskans
use for their sledges in the winter, sprang toward the
intruder, yapping, snarling, and howling vociferously.
The ring of squaws started to their feet, and several
muskets were produced from hiding-places. Carlo
paid no attention to any one until he had given both
Hugh and Solomon a plentiful lapping all over their
faces, a caress which they could not prevent, as their
hands were tied behind them. ‘

Immediate action was necessary. Mr. Dutton and
the Fox hesitated no longer, but followed in Carlo’s
tracks. Peeschee advanced first, holding up his hands
in sign of amity.

The squaws, seeing a man of their own colour,
lowered the threatening muzzles of their old Hudson’s
Bay muskets.

“I have come from the great white mediciné-man,”
sald Peeschee, rapidly, in his own tongue, “to visit
the royal clan of the Chilkats, the noble Brown
Bears 1”

The squaws looked at one another, but made no
reply.

“The medicine-man has decided to give to the
Brown Bears, and the women of the Brown Bears,
a marvellous present.”
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Sensation among the squaws.

“Have you ever seen an image of the terrible, the
fierce bear himself, the dweller in caves, the awful one,
engraved in the rich copper of the mountain? No,
you have not! Here, the great white medicine-man
is ready to give this to you. See!” And he held up
Flossie’s trinket, so that the sunlight glinted on the
bright metal.

Several of the squaws started forward eagerly,
when Peeschee suddenly drew back.

“Wait!” he commanded, waving his hand. “I
will consult the medicine-man once more.”

He beckoned, and Mr. Dutton came forward from
the grove, where he had been awaiting this signal.

Peeschee whispered one or two words to him, and
then turned once more to the Chilkats, whose brows
were beginning to darken.

“He consents to give you the wonderful image on
one condition. That is that you will set free the
captives now lying beside us, the mighty man with
the long arm, and the boy beloved by the black dog ;
and, moreover, that you will do no harm to his tribe,
who must shortly pass through the village of the
Brown Bears on their way to the mountains of fire.”

Peeschee well knew that no Alaskan Indian would
approach within twenty miles of a voleano. The
statement that the white men were to visit those
abodes of evil spirits and magic evidently impressed
them, as he had intended it should.

“The women of the Brown Bears will let the boy
go with the black dog,” they announced, after some
consultation among themselves ; and, stooping down,
one of them cut the thongs that bound poor Hugh,
who staggered stifly to his feet, rubbing his joints,
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and groaning in spite of himself at the twinges the
change of position caused him.

“No!” said Peeschee, firmly. “Both must go
free. And if the Bears should refuse, then will the
storm come upon their village, as it did yesterday,
and destroy every woman in the tribe for the evil
done to the white strangers!”

Whatever effect Peeschee’s speech might have had,
Mr. Dutton added the last straw by producing a small
pocket-mirror, which he handed to Peeschee. The
latter held it carelessly so as to let the light reflect
from it straight into the eyes of first one, then another,
of the delighted squaws.

As with one accord, two or three of them freed their
coveted bridegroom, and again stretched out their
hands for the gifts.

“Not yet,” said Peeschee, solemnly. “ When the
sun shall touch the trees on yonder hill, and all the
tribe of the great white medicine-man shall have gone
their way toward the land of fire, then shall you have
both gifts, and some of the white man’s tea to cheer
your hearts. Farewell |”

With these words, all four started on the return
trip to the camp, not without misgivings that some
squaw might repent, and select their backs for tar-
gets. Instead of this, however, the women began a
strange chant, swaying to and fro, and waving both
arms, until the travellers were out of sight. Even
then the wailing notes, like a dirge, could be heard
floating after them down the valley.*

* If any of my boy readers should think that Peeschee spoke
in more lofty strains than would be possible for a degraded
Alaskan Indian to use, let him send to the proper source for a
copy of an address recently made at Met-lah-Kah-tla by one of
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With all haste the camp was reached, goods packed,
and the party put in marching order. By noon they
came once more to the village. To the surprise of
all, not a living being was in sight. The wigwams
were perfectly deserted, and not even a dog was to be
seen. Evidently, the Brown Bears feared a summary
punishment from the mighty medicine-man, or ¢ Sha-
man,” to use the native term, who bore about upon
his angust person the image of their savage prototype.

At last Florence descried a dark face peering down
from one of the caves high above them ; then another
and another. The squaws had taken to earth, and,
while there, were certainly safe.

Peeschee alone stayed behind, and, when he had
given the expedition time enough to gain a dozen
miles by hard walking, he called in low, soft tones to
the women. One by oune they came trooping in..

The Fox pointed silently to the sunlight, just gild-
ing the topmost boughs of the far-off spruces on the
hilly horizon, as it sank from sight.

Then he drew from his pouch the copper trinket,
the looking-glass, and a half-pound package of tea.
These articles he placed on the ground, waved his
hands, as if in blessing, over the village, and departed
with stately stride.

Once out of sight, his dignity departed, and he
scrambled through the woods like a wild cat, over-
taking the main body at a little after midnight.

The hieroglyphic on the map was clear. The Brown
Bears dwelling in the caves,—any one could see it
now.

the nativeé, in which much more stately language was used
than that employed by the humble guide of the Dutton
expedition.
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To avoid the hills, the route on the morrow swerved
toward the north. The three peculiar-looking marks,
“like croquet hoops,” observed Floss, proved to indi-
cate three rounded mountains, far to the west. The
dots, some eighty miles further on, asserted themselves
as swarms of mosquitoes in a swampy territory ; while
the three K’s, to the east, were nothing more or less
than flying eagles, of whom an immense number were
seen soaring above the cliffs near the camp on
August 20th.

On the next day a discovery was made which
struck terror into every heart. It meant privation,
danger of a fearful kind, possibly death to .one or all
of the party. It will need but one sentence to explain
all. And that must be the opening sentence of the
next chapter. ‘



CHAPTER XX.

HALT !

INTER—a white valley between dark
mountain  walls reaching wup, up,
into the cold blue ice of eternal
glaciers, until they lose themselves
«~y 10 white frost clouds, impenetrable in
7 their clammy folds—two log huts, or
rather shanties, one of them contain-
ing, besides two women, one black
and the other white, a sick girl, tossing feverishly on
the pile of fir and cedar boughs that serve for a bed.

Reader, I told you in the last chapter that you
could read in one sentence the story of the mis-
fortune that had been threatening the Duttons ever
since the miserable adventure at Fort Selkirk, and
which had stared them plainly in the face ere they
had accomplished half the distance between the
river and their fateful goal. Fever had overtaken our
sunny-haired little Flossie. Far from every physician
and every comfort of home, the mother had seen with
agony the symptoms gaining from day to day.

Why did they not turn and hasten back to the
settlements ? you say. Because return up the Yukon,
against the swift current, was impossible with the
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only means of transportation at their command ; and

‘from Fort Yukon, where they struck off from the
river, to its mouth would have been a voyage of a
clear thousand miles, and that, too, through the very
kind of district most conducive to the malarial dis-
order which threatened the girl—to say nothing of
the countless perils of the trip. Even should they
reach the sea in safety, they would be too late to
take the last south-bound ships tc the settlements ;
and the small post at St. Michael’s, in the midst of
a desolate land of wintry storms, was not an alluring
prospect.

Had all gone well, the lieutenant had hoped to pilot
his party, after the Red Mountain was found and
roughly surveyed, to the country lying about the
head-waters of the Copper River, down which they .
could raft to the coast, and make the short sea-trip .
eagily in canoes to Sitka.

“ Had all gone well !”  But all had not gone well ;
and here was the expedition snowed in, in the interior
of one of the ‘wildest and coldest habitable countries on
the globe, with no prospect of release until the follow-
ing May ; and with a sick girl suffering for want of
proper nursing and medicine. Truly, all- had not
gone well !

To understand fully just how matters stood, we
must retrace our steps a little.

We left the expedition on the borders of a small
and exquisitely beauntiful lake, surrounded by stately
red cedars of centuries’ growth. This is the first you
have heard of the lake, you say? Turn back and look
at Peeschee’s invaluable chart. In the centre, do you
see that circle with something like a double-barbed
arrow sticking up beside it? That is the lake; the
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arrow indicated, beyond a doubt, the lofty trees that
mirrored their evergreen branches in its clear depths
along the northern shore.

Beanutiful, beyond anything they had yet seen, was
this broad, placid sheet of water, stretching away to
the south for nearly twenty miles. But before morning
the travellers wished themselves a thousand leagues
from its dimypling waves and bosky shores.

Little Floss had complained quietly, during the day,
of greater fatigue than usual.

“ Tt makes my back ache s0,” she said, “to climb
over these trees!”

So the Indians made an armchair, as they had
in the pass, and carried her for a while.. But she
soon tired of this, and asked to be allowed to walk
again.

¢ Never mind,” said Uncle Dick, cheerfully. “ We're
going straight toward home now, little girl. In not
many days we shall see salt water again, and you
shall have your cosy old room at Sitka.”

Flossie did not reply, but a tear trembled at the
end of her long brown lashes, as she thought of
Sheldon and home. That night, in the camp beside
the lake, she had an unmistakable chill, and the next
morning was so feverish and weak that they did not
dare to move on.

. During the day, however, and the two that followed,
she gained rapidly ; so much so they started forward
again on their weary march. About a week later they
found themselves in the rough country indicated on
the map by marks like this, A A A A-

Here the poor girl utterly gave out, and from the
twenty-fifth of August until the tenth of September
the expedition remained in permanent camp, their
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hopes now raised by a seeming improvement in her
health, now depressed again by renewed attacks of
chills and fever.

The wind began to sweep down savagely from
the heights beyond, and the nights became very
cold.

One morning, the ground was found to be white
with a heavy frost. It was plain that something
must be done, and that quickly.

A council was called, and the men all gathered
round the blazing fire in front of the tents.

“It’s of no use to try to return to the settlements,
that’s certain,” began Mr. Dutton. ¢ We are over
three hundred miles from the Yukon, and, if we
found the fort abandoned for the winter, we should
have a clear thousand miles of rafting before us,
down to St. Michael’s, all the time through low
country. Flossie’s only safety ”—here the strong
man’s moustache twitched, but he controlled him-
self and went on—‘“is in keeping to the high
grounds.”

“ And we may just as well give up all idea of going
on,” added the lieutenant, gloomily. “In the first
place, Flossie isn’t fit to move ; and secondly, we are
a good three hundred miles from the nearest point on
the coast—say somewhere along William’s Sound—
unless all my calculations are wrong.”

- * And no sign of the Red Mountain yet ! ”

It was Robert who spoke last. All eyes were
turned on Peeschee, who felt that his reputation was
at stake.

“Red Mountain there !” said the Indian, impress-
ively, pointing to the south-east.

“Well, for my part,” grumbled Solomon, who had
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thus far taken no part in the discussion, “ I’'m inclined
tew believe that the Fox, thar, dreamed the whole
business ! Thar ain’t no Red Maounting, and thar
never was.” He strack the butt of his rifle on the
ground, to emphasize his words. ¢ And never was!”
he repeated angrily.

Peeschee drew himself up to his full height. He
regarded the hunter one moment in silence. Then
said slowly,—

“Red Mountain there. Peeschee no lie. He go
bring back red rock. Come back in one moon,”
making a circular sweep with his hand.

Before any one could stop him, or realize what he
was doing, the Fox turned his back on the little group
by the fire, and strode off toward the woods.

“ By George, that’s rough!” exclaimed Richard,
springing to his feet. ‘

Solomon grasped his rifle angrily, and glared after
the retreating Indian.

“T swan, he’s up tew some rascally trick I” shouted
the sinewy backwoodsman. ¢Come back here, you
sneaking Fox ! Come back, or I'll stop ye in a way
ye won’t like !”

“Hold on, Solomon,” interposed the leader, seeing
that his follower was really in earnest, “ you can’t
stop him now, and if you did he’d make off within
twenty-four hours. The sooner he goes the sooner
he’ll get back.”

“T tell yon he’s goin’ to get some tribe o’ Bears
or Penguins or Catamaounts or some o’ his ugly
packs daown on us,” said Solomon, still fingering
his rifle excitedly. “Thar never was an honest
Injun yit, an’ I don’t believe the line’s started with
a Fox.”
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By this time the altercation was needless, for,
with a parting wave of his hand, Peeschee was
lost to sight in the thick ¢“black growth,” that
covered the foothills of the lofty range along the
horizon.

¢« Well,” resumed Mr. Dutton, with a sigh, ¢ there’s
one mouth less to feed for a month, any way.”

“We can’t stay in these tents mmueh longer,”
suggested Hugh, “or we’ll freeze to death. I was
awfully cold last night.”

It was curious that nobody referred to the map.
There seemed to be a tacit understanding that it
should not be consulted in this emergency. The last
time' Mr. Dutton had produced Peeschee’s masterpiece
which had travelled across the continent to Sheldon
a year before, and back again in the wealthy mill-
owner’s inside vest-pocket, a strange expression had
come into the faces that were gathered round him,
and were looking over his shoulder as usual. The
route was clearly traced from the fort on the Yukon
to their present camp. There were the cataract, the
caves of the Bears, the Three Buttes, the insect-infested
swamp, the eagles on the wing, the fair lake with its
symbol of the magnificent forest beside it ; yes, and
the hill country was plainly enough defined. Why,
then, shudder at the first glance npon this faithful
chart ?

Ah, there was one more hieroglyphic, whose fearful
import none could mistake. At the very spot where
they were encamped, and where all possibility of
either retreat or advance was cut off, was reared the
hateful symbol of death, the skull and bone. Could
it be, then, that this was to be the end of their
labours ? The map was hastily thrust aside—buried
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deep at the bottom of the largest pack of goods,
where no careless hand could reach it and bring it
unwittingly to light.

Out of sight—out of sight—but not one of the party
forgot.

13



CHAPTER XXI.

WINTER-QUARTERS.

W X<TYYHE lieutenant was the first to throw off
) the gloom which oppressed the little circle
rourd the fire after Peeschee’s departure.

. “Well,” he cried, cheerily,  there’s no
“ use in our moping here, at all events.

TI've been in a good deal tighter place
than this, and I don’t give up the ship. If we are to
stay here for a while, we must have a place to live in.”

“ Flossie is certainly no worse,” added Mr. Dutton,
catching the other’s hopeful tone. ¢ Perhaps the
winter air will be the very best thing for her, if
we can make a comfortable shelter for the cold
months.”

“Qh, good, good!” cried little Nat, who had
just run out from his sister’s tent. ¢ Shall we have
a teal log cabin to live in? Like President Lin-
coln?”

Mr. Dutton langhed. “ Who knows, Nat,” said he,
taking the boy on his knee, “ but you will be President
some day? and people will read about President
Nathaniel Dutton’s early hardships in the wilds of
Alagka | ”

“ Well, I know *twould make an awful good book,”
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said the boy, decidedly. “I just wish 1 could read it
about somebody else. Won’t you tell & man all about
it when we get home, papa, and let him malke a book
of it?” '

“ And put yowin?”

“Yes, and Carlo, and all 1 ”

“Illustrated ?

“ Of course, papa.”

Solomon set up a great laugh.

“I’d jest like to see a picter 0’ me drawn into a
book,” said he. ¢ Haow pooty twould be! Make it
sell like hot buns ! ” ,

“Well, I know you aren’t wery nice-looking,” said
Nat, frankly, “but you're awfully strong, Solomon,
and I guess you're real good, too. I’'d have a picture
of you chopping down that tree for a bridge !”

Solomon laughed again, as he exchanged his rifle
for an axe, and gave the fire a kick with his heavy
boot to settle the red brands; and remarked that
“ef he wus goin’ to set fer his picter, he guessed he’d
better be buildin’ a haouse to den up in, over winter,”
—a figure taken from the hibernating habits of his
neighbour, Ursus Arctos, of Alaska.

The men now went to work with a will. The
sounds of axes, the rustle of flying chips, the crackling
and crashing of falling trees, filled the air with cheery
sounds and delicious woody smells.

“I'm hungry as an ox,” said Rob, when dinner-
time came, ¢ Best forenoon’s work I ever did
yet.”

Flossie’s eyes brightened with interest, and she
listened eagerly to the plans of the architeets.

“ We shall need two big log huts,” said Mr. Dutton,
“ connected by a covered passage<way. Kach of them
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will be divided into two parts. One of the huts, on a
little higher ground than the other, and a little nearer
the shelter of the woods, shall have bedrooms in it for
you and me, Ella, and for Flossie and Chloe, as well
as for the three boys. The other half of the building
shall be used as a dining-room and general living-
room.’

“ And where shall we cook ?”

“The kitchen shall be in the other building, and
beds for the rest of the men.”

“Teddy shall sleep close by me,” declared Hugh,
throwing his arm around the boy’s shoulder; a
demonstration to which the warm-hearted Ted re-
sponded with an affectionate hug. Carlo set up a
loud barking, just for fun, and everybody was in the
best of spirits.

“There will be a good large fireplace in each
hut,” Mr. Dutton explained further. “We can get
- some good clay from the banks of the brook, about
half-a-mile above here ; and stones are plenty
enough.”

That afternoon all hands were hard at work.
Solomon was in his element, swinging his shining
axe, and bringing down tree after tree. Poplars and
spruces were mostly chosen, for their soft wood and
long straight trunks, from one to two feet in diameter.
As soon as a tree came down it was pounced upon
by Richard and his brother, who hewed off the few
boughs that grew from the lower portion, and cut the
logs into uniform lengths of about forty feet. The
large branches were pulled away by Hugh and Rob,
who cut off the smaller green boughs, which in turn
were taken to a point close by the camp, and piled up
by Teddy and little Nat. The Chilkats did not relish
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the work, and, rather to the velief of the leader, dis-
appeared at the close of the day ; nor did he ever set
eyes on them again, They probably joined some of their
tribe on the Yukon. Fortunately, the camp was so
carefully guarded by Solomon and Carlo, with a view
to this very contingency, that nothing whatever was
stolen by the deserters, beyond a small case of canned’
beef.

Next morning, work went on with more alacrity
than ever, although the assistance of the runaway
Chilkats, poor as it had been, was missed in handling
the heavy timbers. Joe and Jim, however, laboured
bravely in their stead. .

By the middle of the afternoon, Solomon, who had
quietly assumed direction of the house-building,
announced that he had logs enough to make a start.
In addition to the longer pieces, he had cut about
twenty, shorter by fifteen feet.

The boys had been employed in levelling off the
site as well as they conld without a shovel. The spot
chosen for the hut which was to be put up first, for
the use of the ladies, was peculiarly favourable to the
purpose.

There was a large rock, sloping down gradually on
the side toward the woods, but presenting an abrupt
and vertical face, some six feet high, at its opposite
extremity. Solomon resolved that this should form
the back of his fireplace, which was to be midway in
the longer wall of the hut.

Four logs were now laid on the ground, and care-
fully levelled by wedging them into place with rocks
and turf. They formed a perfect parallelogram, forty
feet by twenty-five. The rear forty-foot log came
within three feet of the perpendicular face of the
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boulder just described. This log was now cut-away
in front of the intended fireplace, which was to be six
feet broad.

The logs were notched deeply at the corners of
the hut, and saddled, as had been done in the raft-
making. At every point a strong upright pole was
driven to hold the ends of the logs which were not
supported by saddling on others. This was necessary
at the sides of the fireplace and the door. The full
length of the lowest log was left across the latter,
as Solomon .explained that it would make the whole
hut firmer, and they could easily step over it in going
in and out.

The laying of the four foundation timbers, and
driving stakes, occupied the builders until eight o’-
clock, when darkness stopped the work. That night
the mercury in Mr. Dutton’s little camp-thermo-
meter fell to 29° Fahrenheit, and ice formed across:
puddles and in deep footprints down by the brook.
The sun came out warmly, however; and the brac-
ing atmosphere not only added an incentive to the
labours of building, but lightened them. Little
Nat’s work was constantly to help Teddy collect
green fir and spruce boughs, and soft, thick moss;
they soon had a pile of each as large as a good-sized
haycock. :

Chloe absented herself on this particular morning
for a couple of hours, much to Mrs. Dutton’s sur-
prise. She returned, however, bearing a big armful
of green and withered rushes, of which a great abund-
ance lined a cove in a small pond close by. These
rushes she dried before the fire, and, while they were
spread out, gathered as many more, cutting every
blade with scissors. On the morrow she showep
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Mrs. Dutton how to braid the rushes into long
ropes. These she proposed to coil up so as to make
matting, but both string and thread were scarce.
What should she do? She had recourse to Solomon,
who was half-way through the trunk of a seventy-five-
foot poplar.

“Let me see,” said the chopper, leaving his axe
buried in the wood, “I guess I ¢'n find suthin’ that’ll
dew ye. Look here!”

He pulled up a little spruce, not more than a foot
high, that grew beside the brook. As he shook the
dirt off, Chloe could see a large number of fine, long
rootlets.

“See ef ye ¢’'n break one.”

The negro woman found them tough as stationers’
twine.

“ Naow,” said Solomon, resuming his axe, ¢ them’s
what the Injuns use in sewing their bark canoes.
You want to git a lot o’ them leetle roots, and bile
’em half a day. Then they’ll hold till the caows come
home.”

Chink! chunk! went the axe, and the poplar chips
began to fly in such a shower that Chloe was glad to
retreat. Hugh helped her to gather the roots, and
before night she had an ample stock of spruce thread.
The mats grew daily after that. TFlossie was never
tired of seeing the old nurse braid rushes, and even
helped with her own little thin fingers once in a
while.

The hut was floored with long spruce poles, laid
side by side, and hastily levelled. Chloe’s mats laid
over these, with a few fir boughs under the hollows
and uneven spots, would make the hut comfortable
under foot.
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The walls were raised higher and higher. Solomon
chopped steadily from morning till night. ¢ Bein’s
the others had 1’arned haow to lay the logs,” he said,
“1’d better use the axe.” No one disputed him, for
he could chop twice as fast as any other person in
camp, besides showing superior judgment in selecting
and felling the trees.

The inside of the hut was roughly partitioned off
with light upright poles, covered with bark, to the
height of about seven feet. Above that interstices
were left, for free circulation of air. Across the ends
opening into the main room they expected to hang
~skins, which could be drawn back most of the time.
Two small window-openings were left in the front
wall. When asked how they were to be “glazed,”
Solomon chuckled, and said he’d show ’em before
long.

One morning he announced that no more logs
would be necessary, in his opinion, for either house.
There were enough down to build both. As for
himself, he guessed he would take a holiday. And,
with his peculiar chuckle, he strolled off, rifle on
shoulder. .

Late in the afternoon he returned, staggering under
a queer burden. It was a large bundle, apparently
wrapped in dark brown fur.

“Thar!” said Solomon, still chuckling. ¢ Thar’s
your glass fer the winders ! ”

Nat would not be satisfied until Solomon ex-
plained himself. The backwoodsman untied the
folds of the fur, which proved to be the skin of a
good-sized bear, of the now familiar brown variety.
Inside the skin was a rather unsavoury-looking mass
of flesh from the animal himself. This consisted of
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steaks, skilfully sliced off by Solomon, and a pile of
intestines.

“What on earth did you bring that home for?”
asked Mrs. Dutton, after one look at his booty.

“You'll see, ma’am, before night.”

Solomon, with the assistance of the boys, stretched
the hide of the bear on the inside of one end of the
hut, now nearly completed. Having no nails, he was
obliged to drive wooden pegs through the pelt. He
then proceeded to thoroughly clean out and wash the
intestines, which he next cut open, and stretched to
their utmost across the logs, as he had the larger
skin. Within a week they were hard and dry, and,
on being fastened across the rude window frames,
served excellently the purpose of glass. This he had
learned from the natives: of Kamschatka, across the
straits.

Solomon made one or two more hunting expeditions,
and brought home the hides of several black and
brown bears, and one grizzly. The claws of the
latter he saved, and gave to Florence for a neck-
lace! He secured and laid up at the same time
a plentiful supply of tallow, or “bear’s greese,” for
the manufacture of candles and various household
purposes.

He stretched and dried a dozen or more sheets of
intestine, telling Mr. Dutton they would need to wear
them over their eyes on the intensely bright days of
spring, when the snow was on the ground and the sun
high.

Robert took every opportunity to assist in purveying
for the expedition, and was fortunate enough to come
upon & hillside perfectly honeycombed with marmots’
burrows. He managed to snare a dozen or more of
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these little animals, and preserve their skins, from
which Solomon promised to show him how to make
caps and gloves. A couple of deer and a large moose
fell victims to Solomon’s unerring aim, and their pelts
were added to the stock which was accumulating for
use as coverlets.

The first hut was now roofed over, the rafters being
shingled with long red-cedar slabs, which were riven
out by Solomon with his axe. They gave a delightfal
fragrance to the whole hut.

As soon as the ladies could sleep indoors, which
they did with great delight, their tent was used as a
smoke-room, and dozens of brook trout and grayling,
as well as slices of bear meat and venison, were pre-
pared for winter consumption. Teddy and Nat now
spent all their time in chinking up the spaces between
the logs with moss. ~ As the eaves of the huts were
not over six feet from the ground, this was easily
done, although it was a long and tedious job. Earth
and moss were ‘“ banked ” against the walls on the
outside to the height of four feet ; while all round the
end of the Dutton hut, where the beds were, a second
wall was made by laying poles up against the eaves
on the outside, and stuffing the space between with
boughs and moss.

The chimneys were Solomon’s pride and joy. Using
clay from the bed of the brook, he stoned up the.
sides of the fireplaces, and laid tolerably smooth
hearths. But the chimneys were built entirely of
small green poplar sticks, laid crosswise, and plas-
tered inside and out with all the clay that would
stick on.

Mis. Dutton was positive that her chimney would
burn up, together with the whole hut, when the first
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fire was built. Solomon assured her, however, that it
would last throughout the winter unharmed ; and the
result showed that he was right.

A double door was made, with storm entry between.
The idea of connecting the two huts was given up, as
liable to let in too much cold through the cracks and
joints. As the buildings were only a rod apart, the
passage-way was really not needed. Matches were
getting scarce, and a fire was kept constantly alight
on the hearth.

To understand how these two huts could be erected
in so short a time, it must be remembered that five
full-grown men, three strong, healthy boys (besides
Nat, whose nimble fingers were of great assistance),
and two remarkably capable women, worked during
every available hour of daylight, Sundays excepted,
for five weeks before the unfurnished, bare walls were
completed. Something in the way of tables and
benches had to be provided yet. These Solomon pro-
posed to make on Stormy days.

A good deal of anxiety was felt about Peeschee,
who was now two weeks overdue.

On the morning of the tenth of October, the first of
the Duttons who opened the door noticed something
like a white, downy feather float in and disappear.
Then another, and another. Before ten o’clock a
furious snow-storm was raging. Flossie was worse
that morning, as we learned at the opening of this
chapter ; but toward afternoon she grew brighter, and
took a great interest in the reports of the progress
of the storm. She was not told of the anxiety felt
by all concerning Peeschee, nor regarding their own
future.

Deeper and deeper fell the snow. The day seemed
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hardly three hours long. As night came on, the
wind roared and howled like a pack of wolves
about the little huts ; while the flames danced up
the chimney and threw their red light over the rough
bark of the logs, the rush mattings on the floor,
and the faces of the group gathered round the
hearth.



CHAPTER XXII.

PEESCHEE'S MARVELLOUS STORY.

HE nights became so cold during the
month of October that the Duttons found
they munst lay in more wood for their
winter’s supply. Accordingly, Solomon
once more shouldered his axe, and
started for the woods. There was one
member of the company who had as
yet done no work at all, beyond guard-
= ing the property. His turn had now
conie, and during the next week his labours were by
no means light. Who was he? Come with me this
clear, cold November morning, and take a view of the
encampment.

In one of the huts Mrs. Dutton is getting break-
fast, with the assistance of Chloe and Ted. Already
a dish of venison is smoking on the table, which is
built of slabs of cedar, rough-hewn with an axe.
Benches of the same manufacture are drawn up in
readiness for the men and boys, who are just now
in the other hut, putting the last touches on a sort
of sledge, the runners of which are stout young

saplings. The rest of the sledge is of cedar, rendering
it both light and strong. Carlo sits on his haunches,
and regards this new piece of furniture gravely. Well
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he may, for it is destined to be drawn by him. Yes,
he is the new labourer, and, being in Alaska, he must
do an Alaskan dog’s work. All hands are now sum-
moned to breakfast. I'lossie takes her place with
the rest, and begs permission to pour the tea. Tea-
cups are scarce, you observe. The boys have one
large tin dipper to pass round. :

Mr. Dutton bows his head and asks a blessing, as
gravely as if he were in his own luxurious home in
Sheldon. Then the merry hum of voices and langhter
begins.

“Mamma, Teddy is sure he heard a bear outside,
last night ! ”

“Ho! was it a prickly one, Ted ! ”

“Sure, I heard him shniff at the door.”

“What would a bar want wid a do’, chile? He
come down de chimbley arter you, f ye don’ look out!”

“Your sledge done, Solomon ?

“Bartin it is, ma'am. An’ this ’ere black fellow
wishes he’d gone home with them wuthless Chilkats
—don’t ye, Carlo ?”

Thump, thamp on the floor, with a shaggy tail.

“ Mother, please give me some more currants—and
Nat would like a little apple sauce.”

A strange request, this last, you think? You do
not know, then, that, before cold weather set in, Mrs.
Dutton gathered several quarts of wild currants near
the camp, and by great good-luck discovered a little
natural plantation of crab-apple trees, such as grow
loxuriantly in the interior of this great territory.
The currants she dried for occasional consumption ;
the apples she stored, and brought out from time to
time, in various appetizing shapes. In addition to
these fruits of the land, she had collected a large
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A DISH OF VENISON IS SMOKING ON THE TABLE.
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store of wild onions, to serve as anti-scorbutics during
the long winter.

One more article had been gathered, during those
two or three days of uncertainty when the party knew
not whether to push on, retreat, or camp. Peeschee
himself had been the harvester this time. He had
brought in a large armful of a plant with thick, rough
leaves, the under side being covered with a soft,
brown, “fuzzy” substance. When asked what it
was, the Fox had replied, laconically,— '

“Tea.” '

The others had laughed, and paid no more attention
to Peeschee’s harvest, supposing it to be some herb, of
medicinal qualities, nsed by the natives. The twigs
and leaves were carefully preserved and dried by their
finder, however, and were now hanging, in several
large bunches, to the rafters of the kitchen.

To return to the Duttons’ jolly breakfast table.
There is as yet but little daylight. It is eight o’clock,
and the sun is not above the mountain tops on the
east. The little hut is lighted by two lamps, each
made by floating a wick in a dish of bear’s grease.
Solomon had been aware, when he went bear-hunting,
that this commodity abounded in bears at just that
season, before they retired to their dens and hollow
trees for the winter.

A faint, yellowish light was already beginning to
show through the windows, which, with their stretched
skins, looked like square drum-heads, when the men
arose from the table and, whistling to Carlo, prepared
for a day of work. Both Richard and Solomon  had
seen too much of Innuit and Esquimaux life not to
understand how to harness a dog into a sledge, Carlo
had, indeed, been in training for several days, under
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the supervision of Nat. A harness had been made
for the Newfoundland from deer-skin thongs, and the
dog had already learned to draw a burden with tole-
rable steadiness. Accordingly, he trotted smartly along
over the crisp four or five inches of snow toward the
woods, Solomon and the rest following with axes.

All that day the sound of chopping rang out. Trees
were felled, cut into four-foot lengths, and laid on the
sledge, a dozen sticks at a time. Carlo pulled lustily,
and kept bravely to the work, encouraged by Nat,
who drove the sledge, loaded and unloaded it.

Favoured by several days of fair weather, this
method of labour was kept up until several cords of
firewood were piled in the kitchen, and a large heap
left outside the door. It should be added that much
of the cooking was now done in Mrs. Dutton’s own
establishment. It had been finally decided that
Richard, Joe, Jim, Peeschee, and all the boys except
Nat should occupy the other building, sleeping there,
and doing all their rough work beside their own fireside.

Early one evening, about November the 10th, there
was a sound of footsteps outside the door. Hugh
sprang to open it, and admitted—Peeschee! The
poor fellow was hardly able to stand from hunger and
exhaustion ; but before he would touch a morsel of
food he drew from his pouch a handful of rocks, and
handed them to Mr. Dutton, not deigning to look at
Solomon, who had long ago repented of his hasty
words.

They all clustered round the specimens, which
sparkled in the firelight with a dull-red glow. Beyond
a doubt they were splendid examples of the ore of
cinnabar.

“ Hooray for you, Fox!” shouted Solomon.
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“You've found the real stuff, sure. Come up here
to the fire, old fellow,” he continued, dragging the
shivering Indian to the hearth, “and get warm before
you speak a word. I swan, I'll feed ye myself!”
And he did.

Flossie was the only one who caught the gleam
of a tear in the eye of the rough hunter, but all
were touched by the evident attempt of Solomon
to make up for his past harshness and unjust sus-
picions.

Peeschee gravely held out his hand, and grasped
that of Baronov, in token of forgiveness ; then applied
himself voraciously to the ¢ pemmican,” or smoked
and chopped venison, which was set before him.

After he had eaten and eaten until Chloe became
geriously alarmed for his safety, and stood gazing at
him with arms akimbo, and the whites of her eyes
showing as she stared, Peeschee sat down on the floor
and told his story.

He had travelled straight on, in the line of the trail,
for two days. Then a hght flurry of snow had covered
all marks, and he soon found himself lost in a region
of ice and snow. He had struggled on, in what he
believed to be the right direction, until he came to a
~ higk cliff, which completely blocked his way. At the
foot of this precipice he had picked up his specimens
of cinnabar.

Almost fainting from cold, exhaustion, and want of
food, he had made his way down to the line of vegeta-
tion. There he managed to knock over a partridge,
and ate it raw. This gave him strength to travel
for a day or two longer, in what direction he knew
not. While wandering about aimlessly, he came
upon an enormous track in the moss, sunk to the

14
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depth of . several inches, and bigger over than a
barrel.

“Whew ! ” whistled Dick, incredulously, under his
breath. “I guess our friend was a little out of his
head !”

Peeschee paid no attention to the whisper, or the
glances that were exchanged over his head, but con-
tinued gravely.

On the fifth day after leaving the glacial regions,
he averred that he actually canght sight of the crea-
ture that had left the strange tracks. 'Peeschee heard
the animal crashing through the bushes, and presently
there came into view a gigantic quadruped, covered
with . long hairs, with fearful curving tusks of a
yellowish, shiny appearance, and a mouth big enough
to swallow a man at one gulp. He was larger than
a post-trader’s store, said Peeschee, and altogether so
frightful to behold that he, the narrator, fled in
terror. .

Again the boys nudged each other, their eyes
twinkling with fun. To their surprise, however,
Solomon looked grave, and stated that, on the whole,
he believed the Indian’s story.

“ Let’s see haow the critter looked, Peeschee,” said
he, handing him a charred stick, and clearing a spot-
on the smooth hearthstone.

‘When Peeschee leaned back again there was a
rough drawing on the stone.

“Why, that looks like an elephant!” exclaimed
two or three at once, as all bent eagerly over the
drawing.

“ That’s jest it |” said Solomon, who had eyed the
drawing closely. “I've heerd fur-hunters tell of an
animil jest like an elephant, somewhars in the interior,
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only a good deal bigger, an’ covered with long hair.*
They say thar’s only two or three in Alaska, an’
nowhars else in the world.”

“I know,” exclaimed Robert, snddenly. ¢ Whether
it’s true or not, the animal the hunters have described,
and Peeschee has drawn, is the Mammoth, or pre-
historic hairy elephant. In 1800 the body of one of
them was frozen into an iceberg in Siberia, and the
bones are in the Royal Museum now.”

“ Now you speak of it, I believe I’ve heard the same
story around Wrangel,” said the lientenant. ¢ But I
always supposed it was only a hunter’s yarn. I don’t
know why there may not be a few of those big fellows
left, though !”

The idea of having these gigantic neighbours was
not a pleasant one, and the women were glad when
Peeschee was allowed to resume his narrative.

Shortly after running away from the Mammoth, he
said, he sprained his ankle on a snow-covered root,
and felt that he could go no further. Making one
final effort, and limping painfully along, he was pre-
paring to lie down and die when he saw smoke arising
through the tree-tops. Pressing on once more, he
came upon a small collection of wigwams, containing
two or three dozen natives. They proved to be
Ungaliks, a little known tribe of the interior, with
whom he could only converse with signs. The Indians
were hospitable and kind to him ; had sheltered, fed,
and nursed him, as the Ayans had his father in years
gone by ; and at the end of three weeks he had been
able to continue his journey, with a pouch full of dried

# See in recent issue of Alaska Free Press (Sitka) and Boston
Journal, Oct. 28th, 1887, reports, by natives, of this strange
animal,
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meat and salmon. After a hard journey of six days’
duration he had arrived home.

“Home !” It was a strange word to apply to these
two lonely little huts in the midst of a wilderness of
forest and ice; but the Duttons felt more thankful
than ever for their cosy shelter as they heard
Peeschee’s story.



CHAPTER XXIII.
CHRISTMAS IN ALASKA.

S the winter wore on, all the members of
the expedition found that their clothes
were becoming decidedly the worse for wear.
“Why not make some more?” asked
Solomon.

“No eloth 1”7
H “Humph! A whole storeful running °
around the woods on four legs!”

Solomon accordingly took Joe and Jim, the two
Canadian Indians, and started off for a two-days’ hunt.
They returned heavily laden with pelts. On being
laid out, the furs were found to be long and silky, of
a delicate Maltese blue colour.

¢ Blue foxes,” explained the hunter. “ We struck a
lot of ’em up towards the maountings. Lucky we’ve
got plenty o> fish an’ meat stored up fer winter,” he
added, with a grave shake of his head. “I’ve never
seed game so scurce in my life. “It’s my belief that
that ’ere big critter Peeschee saw has scared ’em all
away. B’arsis denned up, and I haven’t seen a sign
o’ deer nor moose sence we started.”

The fox-skins were stretched and salted, and, as
soon as they were dry enough;, were manufactured into
garments. As there were over twenty of these skins,

0 '!m:



242 The Red Mountain of Alaska.

everybody soon had at least some bit of blue fox about
his person—and a picturesque-looking sight they were.
Flossie fairly screamed with delight when they first met
at table, wearing their new clothing of blue, silky fur.

It must be confessed that the days dragged some-
what wearily along through November and December.
The sun did not rise until about half-past nine o’clock ;
then it hung, sulky and red, above the horizon for
four or five hours only, and by three o’clock in the
afternoon it was dark enough in the ill-lighted huts
to use lamps again. They played games, told stories,
and even started a newspaper on birch bark.

The snow kept off marvellously, lying on the
ground to the depth of only about ten inches. The
boys hunted through the woods near by, but, as
Solomon had said, game was so scarce that it hardly
paid for the tramp. Many a time they came home
completely empty-handed. .

One morning Flossie had an inspiration. Teddy
was the unconscious first cause.”

“Oh, wirra!” said he, with his favourite excla-
mation, and a comical twist to his face, “do ye
remimber the Christmas we had last year as iver was,
at Sheldon? An’ look at us now!”

“Why not have Christmas here ?” cried Flossie,
with a sudden thought. ¢ What day is it now,
papa?”

“It is—let me see—Thursday, December tenth,”
said her father, consulting his calendar.

“Then, Christmas is just a fortnight from to-morrow !
We can have a tree, and hang up evergreen, and have
a splendid time! Why not?”

As nobody seemed disposed to come forward with
any reason “ why not,” the plan was eagerly taken up
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by all. The three Indians had no idea what Christ-
‘mas meant, and very gravely and sweetly Flossie
undertook to explain to them about its origin, and
how dear the day was to all the world.

As she told the story of Bethlehem, reading now
and then from her little Testament, Solomon joined
the group, and listened with bared head and a sober
face.

“ Reminds me of when I was a leetle feller,” he
said, when Flossie paused at the end of a chapter.
“Seems ter me my father used to read ’baout that
once, but I’ve e’ena’most forgotten every word of it.
Go on, miss.’

The Alaskans themselves hardly comprehended
what it was all about ; but something of the young
girl’s devout spirit must have made itself felt, for
they listened eagerly, and nodded to each other
several times, and were evidently sorry when the
lesson was over.

“ And now,” concluded Floss, closing her book,
“it’s going to be His birthday next week— Christmas,
we call it—aud everybody ought to be happy on that
day, and make everybody else happy—and we’re going
to have just as good a time as we can—there /"’

The girl jumped up, and at once entered into pro-
foundly secret plans with her mother and Chloe,
relating to evergreen, candles, ornaments for the tree,
and even gifts, for these last were by no means to be
omitted. Each of the family was occupied in mana-
facturing some kind of a surprise for the rest, and the
time went much more quickly. On the twenty-fourth
the boys tramped off into the forest, and gathered
armfuls of green boughs, as well as a lot of long, grey
moss with which the larger trees throughout the
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woods were draped. These boughs, which were of fir
and cedar, were tastefully fastened up about the large
“living-room,” and over the fireplace. Peeschee came
in a little after the others, and produced several
clusters of scarlet wild-rose hips, which ¢ came in just
right for holly berries,” Flossie said. -

Before long the whole room was spicy with the
fragrance of the boughs, and it began truly to seem
like Christmas. Solomon was trusted with the im-
portant duty of securing the tree, which he fulfilled to’
a charm, leaving it out-of-doors over night.

The next day— Christmas—what glorious weather
It began with the loveliest of rosy skies, slowly grow-
ing to bright gold, until the sun itself peeped over the
far-away mountains of ice, and sent its glad beams
dancing down to the little clearing. All hands were
up in good season, and dressed in their best blue fox
for the day.

Early in the afternoon, as the sun sank again be-
hind its fir draperies, the Christmas tree was brought
in, and set up near the fire. The boys and men were
now all banished to their own quarters, while the
others decked the boughs with the little gaieties they
had prepared. In the first place, a dozen tiny candles,
‘““dipped ” in bear’s grease, were fastened on with pins.
Then, some of Peeschee’s rose-hips, and streamers. of
grey moss, were added, and a lot of Mrs. Dutton’s
precious crab-apples hung here and there, giving a
really gala effect to the whole. A few bits of bright-
coloured ribbon completed the adornment of the tree
—but not its mission ; for now the gifts were placed
among its branches, carefully labelled. Flossie clapped
her hands, and fairly danced about it, as the candles
were lighted and blazed up bravely.
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“Call the boys, Chloe, call the boys ! said Mrs.
Dutton ; and, with a vast deal of stamping and
laughing, in they all came. A splendid fire was
blazing on the hearth, with a huge “ Yule Log” on
top, sending a glorious sheet of red flame up the
rude chimney. But ¢4e object in the room was the
tree !

How those Indians did stare, to be sure, and glance
apprehensively at the ceiling, to be sure the whole
building was not on fire! Never a word they said,
however, and you might have thought, after the first
moment, that they had been accustomed to Christmas
trees from their childhood.

Suddenly a strange-looking being came out from
behind a clomp of boughs in the corner. The as-
tonished Manitobans gave one involuntary grunt in
chorus, and then were as silent as before.

It was apparently a little old man, dressed in a
bear-skin, with a cap of marmot, and a blue-fox tail
hanging down behind. He wore a mask made from
material provided by Solomon’s brown bear, and had
a long grey beard (of moss).

This singular creature now advanced into the fire-
light, and announced himself as Santa Claus. He
was o little late, he said, because his reindeer were
a trifle timid about going through the Chilkoot pass,
and had shied at a Mammoth a few miles away.
However, he had arrived safely, and was prepared to
distribute presents, as usual.

Turning to the tree, he proceeded to take down a
really beautiful little pair of snow-shoes, about one
. half the regular size.

“These,” said Santa Claus, “ are for Miss Florence
Dutton. They were manufactured and placed in my
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hands for her by my good friend Solomon. ¢May she
live long to wear ’em,’ is his wish.”

Florence examined the shoes with delight. The
frames were made of young birch, and they were
strung with strong, fine sinews. The sockets and
straps were of marmot and deer skin. ,

“ Here is a bow and arrow for Master Nat,” con-
tinued the benevolent saint. ¢ Peeschee, the Indian,
knows more about the making of them than I do.”

A pair of deer-skin slippers, with the hair on, were
next discovered, and announced for Uncle Richard,
who somehow did not seem to be present. They were
laid aside until the lientenant’s return.

Everybody received something, even Joe and Jim.
It was wonderful how swiftly and skilfully the nimble
fingers of the women had wrought during these last
few days.

When the last present was given, and the candles
had burned low, Santa Claus wished all a good-night
and a merry Christmas, and went out through the
door. 'Within two minutes Uncle Dick appeared,
demanding, with a woful face, where the visitor was,
and /4ad he missed seeing him while he was just
taking a little stroll for his health ?

That the device was so transparent only tickled the
fancies of these grown-up people the more, and they
: }aughed as heartily as children over the lieutenant’s
un.

thoe, meanwhile, had ecalled into play all her
culinary powers, and now invited the company to sit
down to a Christmas dinner.

Robert and his uncle had put their heads together
the evening before, and produced with great solemnity
the following
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BILL OF FARE.
At Dutton Lodge, about lat. 63° N, long. 144° W, from

Greenwich.
CHRISTMAS, 1869.
" POTAGE.
Rabbit, ¢ I'ean chaude.
. FISH,
Salmon, fumé a I' Ayan. Broiled 8moked Grayling.
FOWL.
Roast Spruce Partridge, Sauce & la Chloe.
ROAST.
Venison, aux Ognons Sauvages. Bear, d I'dlaska.
ENTREES. )
Mountain Pemmican. More Rabbit. More Bear.
VEGETABLES, 7
Onions.
RELISHES.
Alaskan Currant Sauce. More A. C. Sauce.
PASTRY. .
Grilled Pilot-Biscuit.
DESSERT.

North-American Crab-Apples, au naturel.

This inviting bill, which was printed on birch bark,
was received with great applause. Mr. Dutton ven-
tured a mild doubt as to the French rendering of
“wild” onions, but was instantly frowned down by
the rest of the company. The rabbit and grouse had
been shot a week before, and kept frozen for the
occasion. The Indians, nay, Solomon himself, had
scoured the woods during the intervening period, with
the hope of procuring more variety for the grand
dinner, but had failed to find a living creature.

The long evening passed merrily enough. Hugh
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began the fun by reciting a familiar passage from
Dickens’s “Carol,” which be had used as a declamation
at school ; and little Nat following, “’Twas the night
before Christmas,” from beginning to end without a
stumble.

The lieutenant was now called on for a story. It
was evident that he had been at some pains in pre-
paring the narrative that followed ; for, although he
pretended to be weaving its incidents from his brain
on the spur of the moment, he was observed to glance
several times at a small slip of paper, covered with
pencilled notes, which he held in his hand.

“ Let me see,” said he, gravely, looking about upon
the company, and giving the blazing logs a kick: “I
suppose it must be a Christmas story ? ”

“ Of course.”

“Well, I'll call it

“ AN ECHO OF THE CHRISTMAS CAROL.”*

It was at precisely eight o’clock, on the evening of
the twenty-fourth of December, that Mr. Broadstreet
yawned, glanced at the clock, closed the book he had
been reading, and stretched himself out comfortably
in his smoking-chair before the cannel fire which
snapped and rustled cosily in the broad grate. The
book was “Christmas Carol;” and the reader, familiar
as he was with its pages, had been considerably
affected by that portion relating to Tiny Tim, as well
as cheered by the joyful notes with which the Carol
ends. '

For some minutes he sat silently surveying the

* Flossie and her mother afterward were at some pains to

copy the story out as nearly as they could remember it, so I can
give it to you entire,
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pattern on his slippers, and apparently working it out
again on his own brow. Now, Mr. Broadstreet was
not a man to act upon impulse. A lawyer in large
and profitable practice, and a shrewd man of business
as well, he was never known to do, say, or perhaps
even decide, anything without deliberation.

“ Hold on a bit,” he would say to an eager client ;
“softly, softly, my friend, youre too fast for me.
Now, what did you say was doune with the property ?”
and so on to the end of the story. If there was any
money in the case, Mr. Broadstreet was pretty sure
to draw it out for the benefit of his clients, and,
remotedly of course, himself.

“When I put my hand down,” he was fond of
remarking, with significant gesture upon the office
desk, “I never take it up again without something
in it.”

In the course of his long practice, aided by a series
of fortunate speculations, he had amassed such a
goodly sum that his name stood near the head of the
list of “Our Prominent Tax-Payers.”” He drove a
fine span of horses, and was free enough with his
money, in a general way. That is, when some large
philanthropic movement was on foot, Alonzo M.
Broadstreet, Esq., was pretty sure to be down for a
round sum. He paid his share in church and politics,
and annually sent a cheque to the Board of Foreign
Missions, He made arule, however, never to encourage
pauperism by promiscuous alms-giving, and never
tried a case or gave legal advice for love. Poor
people who called at his office for assistance always
found him unaccountably busy, and street beggars had
long since learned to skip his door on their morning
basket-vigits.
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To-night Mr. Broadstreet had picked up the “Carol”
in a specially complacent mood. He had spent liberally
in Christmas gifts for his wife and children, letting
himself almost defy his better judgment by purchasing
for the former an expensive pin she had seen and
fancied in a shop window the week before. Just as
he had completed the bargain, a reseript had come
down from the Supreme Court affirming judgment in
his favour, on a case which meant at least a five-
thousand-dollar fee.

Notwithstanding the memory of this recent good
luck, he continued on this particular evening, of all
evenings in the year, to knit his brows and give
unmistakable evidence that some emotion or reflection
not altogether pleasant was stirring him powerfully.

“ Nonsense ! ” said Mr. Broadstreet, presently, halt
aloud, as if he were addressing someone in the centre
of the glowing coals. “Nonsense!” he repeated,
looking hard at a grotesque, carved figure that sup-
ported the mantel ; “T’'m no¢ like Scrooge. I give
freely, and I spend freely. That fire don’t look much
like the one old Scrooge warmed his gruel over, does
it now ? 7

The marble figure making no answer to this appeal,
but continuing his stony gaze, Mr. Broadstreet shifted
his position again uneasily. “Don’t I give away
hundreds of dollars every year to the societies, and
haven’t I left them a round Ten Thousand in my will ?
Won’t somebody mourn for me, eh ?”

But the carved lips replied never a word, only
seeming to curl slightly, as the firelight played upon
them, thereby assuming such an unpleasantly seornful
expression that Mr. Broadstreet began to feel more
uncomfortable than ever.
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Rising hastily from his chair, and throwing the book
down upon the table, he walked on to the window,
rubbed a little place clear upon the frosty pane, and
looked out.

The night was gloomy enough to make the plainest
of homes seem cheery by contrast. Since morning,
the skies had been dully grey ; so that every one who
went out wore arctics and ulster, and was provoked
because no storm came. At about the time when the
sun might be supposed to be setting, somewhere be-
hind that dismal wall of clouds, a few tiny, shivering
flakes had come floating down or up, one could hardly
tell which, and had mingled with the dust that, driven
by the biting wind, had filled the air, and piled itself
in little ridges along the sidewalk, and blinded the
eyes of men and beasts throughout the dreary day.
Before long, the snow overcame the low-born friend
with whom it had at first treacherously allied itself,
laid it prostrate on the earth, and, calling in all its
forces, rioted victoriously over the field. The storm
now took full possession of the city, whitening roofs
and pavements, muffling every footfall and wheel-
rattle, filling the streets up to their slaty brims with
whirling mists of sleety snow, and roaring furiously
through the tree-tops and around corners. As Mr.
Broadstreet gazed through his frosty loop-hole, with
mind full of the story he had just finished, he fancied
he could discern the shadowy forms of old Marley and
his fellow-ghosts moaning and wringing their hands as
they swept past in trailing white robes.

He turned away with a half-shiver, and once more
ensconced himself in his warm easy-chair, taking up
the Carol as he did so, and turning its leaves carelessly
until he came to a picture of the Ghost of Christmas
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Present. It was wonderfully well drawn, following
the text with great care, and hitting off the idea of
the jovial, holly-crowned spirit to the very life. And
then the heap of good things that lay in generous
piles about the room ! Mr. Broadstreet could almost
catch a whiff of fragrance from the turkeys and geese
and spicy boughs. Indeed, so strong was the illusion
that he involuntarily glanced over his shoulder at the
marble-topped table near by, half expecting to see an
appetizing dish of eatables at his side. No one had
entered, however, and the table was as usual, with
only its album and gilt-mounted screen, flanked by a
few books that were too choice to be hidden away
on the library shelves. When he looked back at the
picture in the book, he started and rubbed his eyes.
He thought—but it could not have been possible—
that the central figure on the page moved slightly ;
and he was positive that one of the Ghost’s arms, in
the engraving, had been raised, while now both were
at his side.

Mr. Broadstreet turned back the leaf with some
misgiving, and looked carefully behind it. Nothing
but blank white paper.

“How,” muttered Mr. Broadstreet to himself, “a
man’s fancy does play strange tricks with—Halloo!”

He was once more glancing at the picture, when the
jolly Ghost gave him an nnmistakable wink.

To say that the lawyer started, was astonished,
struck dumb,—would be mild. He sat staring at the
page, not wholly believing his own eyes, and yet nob
liking to look upon such a—to say the least—peculiar
picture. S

While he was in this bewildered state of mind, a
rich, jovial voice was heard, apparently proceeding
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from a great distance, and at the same time directly
from the book he held in his hand; and—yes, no
doubt about it—the Ghost’s bearded lips were moving.

“Well?” said the Ghost, still seeming very, very
far off. : .

“Well, sir 7 stammered Mr. Broadstreet, in return.

“You see, 'm not dead yet, although some of your
good people on this side of the water pay precious
little attention to me.”

“Why, really,” said Mr. Broadstreet, instinctively
" arguing the opposite side of the question, “as to that,
I'm not so sure. Take Christmas cards, now. TFive
years ago they were unknown ; now they’re as common
as valentines.”

 Oh, yes,” replied thé Ghost, “I know. You see I
have my room pretty well decorated with them.”

The lawyer scrutinized the background of the picture
more clearly, and, sure enough, the walls were covered
with what at first seemed a rich sort of illuminated
paper, but proved to be composed entirely of Christmas
cards, many of which he had never seen. Even in the
momentary glance he gave, he observed that those
which had taken prizes, and had been most largely
advertised during the few past winters, were tucked
away in obscure corners, while several which were
exceedingly simple in design and text occupied the
most prominent positions. '

“Yes,” the Ghost went on, ““the cards are well
enough in their way, and so are the other displays
and festivities of the day. But it is the spirit of
Christmas that you need. Charity, charity in its good
old sense—open hearts and kind deeds, with less
thought of self-pleasing. While these dainty little
gifts are being manufactured, purchased, sent, and

15



254 The Red Mountain of Alaska.

thrown away, hundreds of people are at starvation’s
door in your own city ; thousands of people know
little or nothing of the real meaning of the day and
of its Founder.” A

As the Ghost spoke, its voice seemed to come
nearer, and at the same time the book grew so large .
and heavy that Mr. Broadstreet was fain to set it
down upon the carpet. He no longer feared the
Ghost, nor did it seem strange that it should converse
with him in this manner.

“ Wherein are we deficient?” he asked, eagerly.
“Qr what more can we do? The charitable institu-
tions of Boston are among the best in the world, the
sky is full of her church-steeples, her police and
missionary forces are vigilant and effective in their
work.”

The Ghost of Christmas Present gave a toss to his
long hair and beard.

“How much have you done to carry the spirit of
Christmas-tide beyond your own threshold ? Who in
this great city will cherish the day and love it more
dearly for your warm human friendship and kindly
act, until it symbolizes to them whatever is purest
and merriest and holiest in life ?

The Ghost’s voice, now grown very near, was rather
sad than stern, and its eyes were fixed intently upon
Mr. Broadstreet’s face.

Mr. Broadstreet hesitated. With cross-examination
he was familiar enough, but he did not relish the part
of witness. So confused was he that he hardly noticed
that book and picture were now so large that they
quite filled the end of the room in which he was

sitting, and seemed like another apartment opening
out of his own.
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“]—I—hardly know,” he stammered. ¢ Really,
I’ve spent a good deal of money ; my Christmas bills
are always tremendous, but 1 suppose it’s mostly in
the family.”

“Mind,” interrupted the Ghost, almost sharply, « 1
don’t say anything against the good cheer and merri-
ment at home. But there are many homes within' a
stone’s throw of your chair where there will be no fine
dinner, no presents, no meeting of friends, no tree,—
nothing but anxiety and doubt and despair. Your
dressing-gown would provide for several of them.”

Mr. Broadstreet looked meekly at the embroidery
upon his sleeves.

“ What would you have me do ? ” he asked.

“Do you desire to perform your part toward
making the morrow bright for some one who other-
wise would find it all clonds ? Do you wish fo plant
seeds of love and mercy and tenderness in some heart
that has heretofore borne only thistles? To bring a
smile to some weary face, warmth to shivering limbs,
light and hope to dreary lives?”

“I do! I do!” exclaimed the rich man, eagerly
starting up from his chair.

“ And are you ready to sacrifice your ease and com-
fort, this stormy night, for such as they ?”

Mr. Broadstreet seized his fur cap and ulster from
the rack in the hall. “Try me!” he cried. “I'm
ready for anything!”

The Ghost smiled pleasantly upon him, at the same
time seeming to lift its hand involuntarily, as in
blessing. Then he spoke for the last time.

“Hitherto you have known only the bright side of
Christmas,” it said, gently. “ It has been full of joy
to you and yours., But there are those among your
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fellow-creatures—nay, among your very neighbours—
who dwell in such continued misery that when Christ-
mas comes it but reminds them of their unhappy
state, and by its excess of light upon others deepens
the gloom about themselves. This is the Shadow of
Christmas Present, and it falls heavily upon many a
heart and many a household where the day, with its
good cheer and blessed associations, should bring
naught but delight.” The kind Spirit’s voice wavered
slightly. “I myself can do but little to dispel this
shadow. It grieves me sorely, year by year, but it
remains, and I fear I but make it worse, with my
bluff ways and keen winter breezes. It is for those
who love me most to carry such light and comfort to
those upon whom it rests that it shall be banished,
never to return. The shadow grows less year by year,
but it is still broad, broad.”

The Ghost was silent a moment. It beckoned to
the other, and motioned to him to step behind it.
“In my shadow you shall move to-night,” it concluded,
in a firmer voice. It shall accompany you wherever
you go, and your work shall be to turn it away with
whatever kind deeds your hand shall find to do, or
cheering words you may have the power to speak.”

It said no more. Mr. Broadstreet, who when a
child had often longed to peep behind a picture, found
himself actnally fulfilling his wish. As he drew
nearer the printed page he heard a dull roar, like
surf beating upon a rocky coast. He advanced farther,
picking his way around the pile of poiltry and vege-
tables and glistening holly upon which the Ghost sat
enthroned. A moment more and the room vanished
in utter blackness of night ; the roar grew grander
and deeper, until it throbbed in his ears like the
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diapason of the mighty organ ; a fierce blast of snow-
laden wind struck his bewildered face; the street-
lamp upon the corner flickered feebly in a mist of
flakes—he was standing before his own door, knee-
deep in a snow-drift, and buffeted above, below, and on
every side by the storm that was abroad that Christ-
mas HEve.

At this point in the lieutenant’s story Mr. Dutton
suddenly raised his hand, and turned his head slightly
towards the door.

His face wore an expression of keen anxiety.,

Everybody was silent, listening intently.



CHAPTER XXIV.

THE LIEUTENANT'S STORY CONCLUDED.

HEN Mr. Dutton, the coolest and most

self-possessed member of the party,
had so unexpectedly interrupted his
brother, and assumed a listening atti-
tude, with an undoubted look of appre-
hension toward the low door, the rest
could not resist a gradually increasing:
sensation of dread. What had their leader heard that
caused him such unconcealed alarm ?

As they listened, the wind, which seemed to be
rising, gave utterance to a long, low, and sad moan
vound the corner of the hut.

Mr, Dutton at once resumed his former easy posi-
tion, with a long breath of relief.

“1 believe I'm getting nervous,” said he, with a
short langh. “ Go on with your story, Dick.”
~ “I thought I heard somebody calling just now,
away off in the woods,” said Nat ; “but I guess twas
only the wind.” '

Mr. Dutton glanced sharply at the boy and at
Solomon, meeting the latter’s eyes for an instant.
Neither of them spoke, however, and the story-teller
proceeded with the strange adventures of Mr. Broad-
street.
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As soon as Mr. Broadstreet recovered himself, and
cleared his eyes from the blinding snow, he saw a
heavy black shadow on the sidewalk, enveloping his
own person and resting upon the figure of a man who
had evidently just sheltered himself behind the high
stone steps, for his footprints, leading from the street,
were still quite fresh. As the man thrashed his arms,
and stamped vigorously to start the blood throtigh his
benumbed feet, a bright button or two gleamed upon
his breast through the cape of his great-coat. Mr.
Broadstreet now recognized him as the policeman
whose beat it was, and whom he had occasionally
favoured with a condescending nod as he came home
late at night from the theatre or the club. He had
never addressed him by so much as a word ; but now
the Shadow was full upon him, and Mr. Broadstreet
felt that here was his first opportunity.

“ Good-evening, officer ! ” he shouted, cheerily,
through the storm. ¢ Wish you a merry Christmas
to-morrow.” '

“Thank you, sir ; same to youn,” replied the other,
with a tonch of the cap and a pleased glance at the
great man. ‘Hard times for the boys to-night,
though.”

“It ds hard,” said Mr. Broadstreet, compassionately.

And you're rather cold, I suppose?” he added,
awkwardly, after a pause.

“Rather [”

“ Why, bless me ! ” a bright thought striking him,
“ wouldn’t you like a cup of hot coffee, now ?

- The officer looked up again surprised. “1I would
that, sir, first-rate,” he answered, heartily.

Mr. Broadstreet stepped to the side door and pressed
the electric knob., :
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“ Give this man a good cup of coffee,” he said to the
girl who answered the bell. ¢ And, officer, buy the
folks at home a trifle for me ; Christmas, you know.”
As he spoke, he put a big silver dollar into the asto-
nished policeman’s hand, and at the same time the
Shadow vanished, leaving the light from the bright,
warm hall falling fairly upon the snow-covered cap
and buttons. _

A muffled roll and jingling of bells made themselves
heard above the wind, and a horse-car came labouring
down the street through the heavy drifts. Mr. Broad-
street, without a thought as to the destination of the
car, but impelled by some . unseen force, clambered
upon the rear platform. The conductor was standing
like a snow-man, covered with white from head to
foot, collar up round his ears, and hands deep in his
pockets. And the Shadow was there again. Broad
and gloomy, it surrounded both conductor and pas-
senger in its bleak folds.
~ “Tough night, sir,” remarked the former, pre-
sently.

“Yes, yes; it is, indeed,” rveplied Mr. Broad-
street, who was thinking what in the world he could
give this man except money. ‘And Christmas Eve,
too !”

“That’s a fact,” said the conductor. ¢ Just the
luck of it, I say. Now, to-morrow I get four hours’
lay-off in the afternoon; and my wife, she was
planning to take the children and go to the play.
But they’re none of ’em over-strong, and *twon’t do to
take ’em out in this snow. Besides, like’s not ’twill
storm all day.”

“Children 7 exclaimed Mr. Broadstreet, seeing
a way out of his difficulty ; “how many ?”
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“Two girls and a boy, all under seven.”

“@ot any Christmas presents for them ?—don’t
mind my asking.”

“Well, I'd just ’s lief show you what I Aawve got.
"Tain’t much, you know, but then it’s somethin’.”

He stepped inside the door, laid aside his snowy
mittens, and, taking from the corner of the seat a

small brown parcel, carefully removed the string and

wrappings.
“There | ” he said, with a sort of pleading pride in
his eyes. “I guess these’ll please ’em some. ’Tain’t

much, you know,” he added again, glancing at his
passenger’s fur cap, as he displayed the presents on
the car-seat.

A very red-cheeked and blue-eyed doll, with a
placid countenance quite out of keeping with her
arms ; these members being so constructed as to
occupy ounly two positions, one of which expressed
unbounded astonishment, and the other gloomy resig-
nation ;—a transparent slate, with a dim cow under
the glass, and “15 cents” plainly marked in lead-
pencil on one corner of the frame ;—and a rattle for
the girl baby.

As the conductor held up these articles in his stiff,
- red fingers, turning the doll about so as to show her
flaxen braid to the best advantage, and inducing the
arms to take the positions alluded to, the Shadow
crept away, and had well-nigh disappeared. But it
returned again, thicker than ever, when he said, with
a little choke in his voice, “I did mean to get ’em a
little tree, with candles on it, and a picture-book or
two ; but our pay ain’t over-much, and -we had sick-
ness, and—and ” he was very busy doing up the
bundle, and very clumsy he must have been, too, for
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it was a long time before the wide-looped, single
bowknot was tied, and the parcel carefully put away
again.

Mr. Broadstreet winked hard, and his eyes shone.

«“ How long before you pass here on the way back?”
he asked.

« About thirty-five minutes it’ll take us to get
round, sir, on account of the snow. It’s my last
trip.”

‘IzVery well. Now, conductor—ahem !—what did
you say your name was?”

“Tryson, sir ; David Tryson.”

“Then, ahem |—Mr. Tryson—just ring your bell
when you reach the corner there, on the up trip ; and
-dodge into that store where the lights are. You’'ll
find a bundle waiting for you. Good-night, cond—
Mr. Tryson, and a merry Christmas to you and
yours !”

“Good-night, sir!  God bless you, sir! Merry—"
but his passenger was gone.

As he reached the sidewalk, Mr. Broadstreet turned
and looked after the car. Whether it was the light
from the street lamp, or the broad flood of radiance
that poured out from the windows of the toy-shop
just beyond, he could not tell ; but the rear plat-
form was illuminated by a pure, steady glow, in the
very centre of which stood the conductor, smiling,
and waving his hand. No sign of a Shadow ; not a
bit of it. Mr. Broadstreet looked carefully about
him, but it was nowhere to be seen. Even the snow,
which all this time continued to fall without interrup-
tion, seemed to fill the air with tiny lamps of soft
light. '

Ah, that toy-shop! Such heaps of blocks, and
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marbles, and sleds ; such dolls with eyes that would
wink upside down, exactly like a hen’s ; such troops
of horses and caravans of teams; such jangling of
toy pianos, and tooting of toy horns, and shrieking of
toy whistles (these instrunments being anxiously tested
by portly papas and mammas, apparently to be sure
of a good bargain, but really for the fun of the thing) ;.
such crowds of good-natured people, carrying canes
and drums and hoop-sticks under their arms, taking
and giving thrusts of these articles, and being con-
stantly pushed, and pulled, and jammed, and trodden
upon with the most delightful good-humour; such
rows of pretty girls behind the counters, now climbing
to the summits of Ararats, where innumerable Noah’s-
Arks of all sizes had been stranded,—all these girls
being completely used np with the day’s work, of
course, but more cheerful and willing than ever, bless
them ! such scamperings to and fro of cash-boys, and
divings into the crowd, and emergings in utterly
unexpected places,—were never seen before in this
quiet old city. ‘

Mr. Broadstreet embarked on the current, and, with
an unconsciously benevolent smile on his round face,
was borne half-way down the store before he could
make fast to a counter.

“ What can I do for you, sir?” If the girlish voice
was brisk and business-like, it was, at the same
" time, undeniably pleasant. Mr. Broadstreet started.
“ Why, I want some presents ; Christmas presents,
you know,” he said, looking down into the merry
brown eyes.

“Boy or girl, sir, and how old 7’ Mr. Broadstreet
was fairly taken aback by her promptness. His wife
always did the Christmas shopping.
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“Let me see,” he began, hurriedly ; “two girls and
a—no, 1 mean two boys—why, bless me!” he went-
on, in great confusion, as her low laugh rang out
among the woolly sheep with which she happened
to be surrounded, “I’ve really forgotten. That is
-—oh, T see, you needn’t laugh !” and Mr. Broad-
street’s own smile broadened as he spoke. ¢ They’re
not mine. I never heard of them until five minutes
ago, and, I declare, I don’t remember which is which.
At any rate, there are three of them, all under
seven.”

“ How would a lamb do for the eldest? Real wool
and natural motion ! ” In proof of which latter asser-
tion, she set all their heads nodding in the most
violent manner, until it made her customers quite
dizzy to look at them. Mr. Broadstreet picked out
the biggest. one. “He seems to—ah—bow more
vigorously than the rest,” he said, gravely. ‘

The girl then proceeded to display various toys and
gay-coloured picture-books, Mr. Broadstreet assenting
to the choice in every instance, until a large, compact
bundle lay on the counter, plainly marked :—

“MR. TRYSON, CONDUCTOR, TO BE CALLED FOR.

As the lawyer was leaving the store he remembered
something, and turned back.

“I forgot,” he said, “I wanted to buy a tree ?

“Just round the corner,” interrupted the brown-
eyed girl, over her shoulder, without looking at him.
She was already deep in the confidence of the next
customer, who had told her the early history of two
of her children, and was now proceeding to the third.
Mr, Broadstreet buttoned up his coat collar, and
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stepped out once more into the storm. A few moments’
walk bronght him to a stand where the trees were for
sale.” And what a spicy, fragrant, delicious, jolly
place it was, to be sure! The sidewalk was flanked
right and left with rows upon rows of spruce, pine,
and fir trees, all gaily decked with tufts of snow ;
every doorway, too, was full of these trees, as if
they had huddled in there to get out of the storm.
Here and there were great boxes, overflowing with
evergreen and holly boughs, many of which the
dealers had taken out and stuck into all sorts of
crannies and corners of their stands, so that the
glossy leaves and scarlet berries glistened in the
flaring light of the lamps. Wreaths of every size
and description—some made of crispy grey moss,
dotted with bright amaranths, some of holly—were
threaded upon sticks like beads, and were being con-
stantly pulled off and sold to the muffled customers,
who poured through the narrow passage-way in a
continuous stream.

«“All brightness,” thought Mr. Broadstreet, ¢ and
no shadow this time.”

None? What was that black, ugly-looking stain on
the fallen snow, extending from his own feet to one
of the rude wooden stands where traffic was busiest ?
Mr. Broadstreet started, and scrutinized it sharply.
He soon discovered the outline of Christmas Present.
Beyond a doubt, it was the Shadow again.

It must be confessed that for a moment Mr.
Broadstreet felt slightly annoyed. Why should that
thing be constantly starting up and darkening his
cheerful mood? Tt was bad enough that the Sha-
dow should exist, without intruding its melancholy
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length upon people who were enjoying Christmas
Eve. He might have indulged in still further dis-
content, when he noticed the head of the Shadow-
figure droop as in sadness. He remembered the kind
ghost’s grief, and upbraided himself for his hardness
of heart.

¢“ Forgive me,” he said, half aloud. “I was wrong.
I forgot. I will, please God, brighten this spot and
turn away the Shadow !”

Without further delay, he advanced through the
gloomy space until he reached the box upon which
a large lot of holly wreaths and crosses were dis-
played. He soon completed the purchase of a fine,
thick fir, and sent it, together with a roll of ever-
greens, to the toy-shop, directed, like the parcel, to
the conductor, '

The owner of the stand was a jovial, bright-faced
young fellow, and it was evident that to him Christmas
meant only gladness and jollity. But the Shadow
still rested upon Mr. Broadstreet and all the snowy
sidewalk about him. He was thoronghly puzzled to
find its object, and had almost begun to consider the
-whole affair a delusion, when his eyes fell upon an
odd little man, standing in the shelter of the trees,
and visibly shaking with, the cold, although his coat
was tightly buttoned about his meagre form, and
his old hat pulled down over his ears. As he saw
the portly lawyer looking at him, he advanced timidly,
and ttouchedl his hat with a not ungraceful move-
ment.

“Can I carry a bundle for you, sir ? ” he asked, his
teeth chattering as he spoke.

« Wl.ly, I'm afraid not,” said Mr. Broadstreet.
“T've just sent away all my goods.”
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The man’s face fell. He touched his hat again,
and was humbly turning away, when the other laid
his hand lightly on his shoulder.

“You seem to be really suffering with the cold,
my friend,” he said, in such gentle tones that his
“learned brothers upon the other side” would not
have recognized it; “and that’s a little too bad for
Christmas Eve.” '

¢ Christmas ! Christmas ! ” shivered the man, with
a little moan, wringing his thin hands, “what is
that to me! What is that to a man whose wife is
dying for want of tender nursing and wholesome
food *—whose children are growing up to a life
of misery and degradation?—whose own happiness
is gone, gone so long ago that he has forgotten the
feeling of it?”

Mr. Broadstreet patted his shoulder gently. “ Come,
come,” he said, trying to speak cheerily, “it isn’t so
bad as that, you know. Times are better, and there’s
plenty of work.”.

“Work ! cried the man, bitterly. ¢ Yes, for the
friends of the rich; for the young and strong; for the
hopeful, but not for me. I tell you, sir,” he continued,
raising his clenched fist until the ragged sleeve fell
back and left his long, gaunt wrist bare in the biting
wind, “ I've walked from end to end of Boston, day
after day, answering every advertisement, applying
for any kind of honourable employment ; but not even
the city will take me to shovel snow in the streets,
and I'm discouraged—discouraged.”

To Mr. Broadstreet’s dismay, the poor fellow sud-
denly hid his face in his hands and broke down in
a tempest of sobs.

Ah, how dark the Shadow was then! The storm
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had ceased, but the keen north-west wind still
swept the streets, filling the air with fine, icy par-
ticles of snow, and driving to their warm homes
those who had remained down town to make their
last purchases. '

The man shivered and sobbed by turns, and was
quite the sport of the wind, which was buffeting him
with its soft, cruel paws, when suddenly the world
seemed to grow warmer. He felt something heavy
and soft upon his back and round his neck. Me-
chanically thrusting his arms through the sleeves
which opened to meet them, and looking up in amaze-
ment, he beheld his new friend standing upon the
sidewalk in his dressing-gown, a genial smile upon
his beaming face, and his hand outstretched. The
lawyer laughed gleefully at his consternation.

“It’s all right,” he said, as the discouraged man
tried to pull oft the ulster and return it to its owner.
“Im warmer than ever. Come on, let’s go home
and see your wife and children. Don’t stop to talk!”
And seizing the other by the hand, or rather the
cuff’ of his sleeve, which was much too long for him,
he hurried him off, snatching a couple of wreaths from
the stand as he went by, and dropping a half-dollar
in their place.

It was a strange experience for the proud lawyer, -
that walk through the dark streets, floundering among
snowdrifts, slipping, tumbling, scrambling along over
icy sidewalks and buried crossings, the long-skirted
gown flapping about his heels in the most ridiculous
way. He kept his eyes steadily fixed on the Shadow,
which was always before him, now turning down a
side street, now doubling on itself, ever growing more
and more distinct, and drawing its two followers
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further and further into the lowest quarter of the city.
The stars were out now, and seemed to flicker in the
fierce wind like the gaslights upon the street corners.
Mer. Broadstreet felt curiously warm without his ulster,
and as light-hearted as a boy.

As they passed through the most brilliantly lighted
streets, however, he saw much that filled him for the
moment with sadness. For the Shadow now grew
enormously large, and rested npon many places. It
brooded darkly over the brilliant saloons that lined
the way, and that clothed themselves in the very
garments of Christmas to attract the innocent and
foolish, so that, drawn by the sheen of holly and ever-
green, and the show of festivities and good cheer,
they might enter and find their own destruction.
Oftentimes, too, the Shadow flitted along the street
in company with some man or woman who, to all
outward appearance, was calm and content with life ;
perhaps even happy, one would have said. In the
black folds of the Shadow, brutal-faced ruffians hid
their bleared eyes; houses were draped as in some
time of national mourning ; once the slight, pretty
figure of a young girl came up, wearing the Shadow
flauntingly about her neck, like a scarf; she stopped,
and seemed about to address Mr. Broadstreet with
bold words.

As she met his kind, pitying glance, however, her
own eyes fell, her lips quivered, she drew the Shadow
about her face and fled. Alas! they could do nothing
for such as her, unless that gentle, fatherly face should
come before her again in her solitude, and by its silent
eloquence lead her to better things, and to the Founder
- of Christmas.

While Mr. Broadstreet was peering about for the
16
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Shadow, and taking into his heart the lessons it
taught, he had not been idle, giving a kind word, or
a bit of money, or a pleasant glance wherever the
chance offered.

The Shadow now paused before a narrow doorway
in a crooked little street, and the two—or rather the
three, for the Shadow went before them—entered and
mounted the stairway. Mr. Broadstreet stumbled
several times, but the Discouraged Man went up like
one who was well used to the premises. As they
reached the third landing, a voice somewhere near
them commenced to sing feebly, and they stopped to
listen.

“It’s Annette,” whispered the Discouraged Man ;
“she’s singing for me. It was a way she had when
we were first married ; and I used to like it, coming
home from a hard day’s work, so she tried to keep it
up ever since. Do you hear her, sir?”

Yes, Mr. Broadstreet heard her. Poor, poor little
thin voice, trembling weakly on the high notes, and
avoiding the low ones altogether. It was more like
a child’s than a woman’s, and so tired—so tired ! He
fambled in his dressing-gown pocket, and turned
his head away—quite needlessly, for it was very
dark.

The two men remained silent for a moment, listen-
ing to the echo of the gay young voice with which the
little bride used to greet her husband ; she so tender,
and loving, and true; he so strong, and brave, and
hopeful for the future! And, as they listened, they
caught the words :—

¢ Christ was born on Christmas Day,
Wreathe the holly, twine the bay ;
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Carol, Christians, joyfully,
The Babe, the Son, the Holy One of Mary.”

“That’s a new one,” whispered the Discouraged
Man again, delightedly. “She never sang it before.
She must have learned it on purpose for to-night!”

There was a weary little paunse within the room.
She was wondering, perbaps, why he didn’t come.
Presently she began again, and her voice had grown
strangely weak, so that they could hardly hear it in

~the rush of the wind outside the building.

“Let the bright red berries glow
Everywhere—in goodly show "—

It died away into a mere whisper, and then ceased
entirely.

Mr. Broadstreet hesitated no longer, but touched his
companion’s arm, and they both entered. :

She was lying on a rude bed in the corner of the
room, her eyes closed, and her hands folded npon her
breast. An agony swept across the face of her hus-
band as he knelt beside her, taking her cold hands—
ah, so thin l—in his own, chafing and kissing them
by turns. :

Above his head, on the whitewashed wall, was the
word “ JOHN,” in large, bright letters. It was his
name ; she had erept from her bed and traced it npon
the frosty window-pane, so that the light from a far-off
street-lamp shone through the clear lines, and thus
reproduced them upon the opposite wall. Just beneath
was “ Merry Christmas.” Shethought it-wonld please
him, and seem like a sort of decoration hung there
above her bed. And now he was kneeling by her
side, and holding her thin hands. Perhaps he was
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more discouraged than ever just then. Oh, Shadow,
Shadow, could you not have spared him this !

. Mr. Broadstreet hung the wreath he had bought
upon the bedpost, and waited helplessly. A mist
gathered in his eyes, so that he could not see ; the
walls of the little dismal chamber wavered to and fro;
the Shadow grew more and more dense, until it seemed
to assume definite shape, the shape of Christmas
Present, sitting, as before, enthroned amidst plenty
and good cheer ; the deep-toned bells in a neighbour-
ing church-tower slowly and solemnly tolled twelve
strokes, answered by the silver chime of a clock ; the
flames of the open fire rose and fell fitfully, in mute
answer to the blasts of wind that roared about the
chimney top. The Ghost dwindled rapidly, the Dis-
couraged Man assumed the proportions and appearance
of a marble figure under the mantel, and Mr. Broad-
street, starting np in affright, found himself standing
in his own warm room, the Christmas Carol (still
open at the wonderful picture) in his hand, and his
fur cap upon his head. The air still vibrated with the
last echoes of the midnight bell. It was Christmas
morning.

Not many hours later, the glad sun was shining
brightly over the white-robed city, sprinkling the
streets and housetops with diamond-dust, gleaming
upon the golden spires of churches, seeking out every
dark and unwholesome corner with its noiseless step,
and dispensing with open hand its bounty of purity
and warmth. Yet the Shadow was there, even on
that fairest of Christmas Days,—and Mr. Broadstreet
knew it.

Throughout the day he was thoughtful and ab-
stracted, and during the following weeks he was
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observed to act in the most unaccountable manner.
‘On snowy evenings he would dodge out of the house,
without the slightest warning, and return shortly
after with damp boots and a discouraged air, until
one night he came in with a beaming face, leading a
policeman, upon whom he had apparently turned the
tables by arresting him in his own doorway. He
only made him sit down, however, and drink hot
coffee to a most alarming extent, following it up with
an invitation to drop in any cold evening and warm
himself, )

Upon the horse-cars Mr. Broadstreet became famous
that winter for his obliging manners and pleasant
ways with the employés. Indeed, he more than once
persisted in remaining on the platform with the con-
ductor or driver, at the imminent risk of freezing his
ears and nose, until he was fairly driven within-
doors. ’

Down town he behaved still more queerly, leaving
the office long before dark, and being discovered in
the oddest places imaginable ; now diving into narrow
courts and up steep staircases, now plunging into
alley-ways and no thoroughfares ; and returning home
late to dinner, greatly exhausted, with little or no
money in his pockets. In these days, too, he began
to talk about the sufferings of the poor, the abuses of
the liquor law, the need of strong, pure women to go
among the outcasts of the great, troubled city and
perform Christ-like deeds.

One bitter cold night he was much later than usual.
It had been snowing heavily, and his wife had begun
to worry a little over the absence of her husband,
when she heard the click of his key in the front door.
When Mr. Broadstreet entered, sprinkled with snow
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from head to foot, what was her amazement to sece
him standing there with fur cap and gloves, and a
glowing face, but no ulster !

“Alonzo! Alonzo!” she cried, from the head of
the stairs, ¢ what will you forget next ? Where have
you left it 77 .

“Why,” said he, simply, “I’ve found the Dis-
couraged Man, And the doctor says she’ll get well.”



CHAPTER XXV,

SNOWED UP.

E HEN the applause which followed the
- 7 lieutenant’s story had died away, Mus.
Dutton announced that it was ten
o’clock, and time for the young folks
to be a-bed.

There was a general outery at this,
and Mr. Dutton good-naturedly con-
sented to tell one more story, to wind
up the evening.

“I can’t pretend to make it up,” said he. “ It’s one
I read in the Christmas Traveller in Boston a year or
two ago. However, here goes! T’ll give it to you as
nearly as I can, the way it came out in print.”

The story which Mr. Dutton told, he announced as

CHRISTMAS ON WHEELS.

A rajlroad station in a large city is hardly an inviting
spot, at its best. But at the close of a cheerless,
blustering December day, when biting draughts of wind
come seurrying in at every open door, filling the air
with a grey compound of dust and fine snow ; when
passengers tramp up and down the long platform,
waiting impatiently for their trains ; when newsboys
wander about with disconsolate, red faces, hands in



276 The Red Mountain of Alaska.

pockets, and bundles of unsold papers under their
ragged and shivering arms ; when, in general, haman-
kind presents itself as altogether a frozen, forlorn,
discouraged, and hopeless race, condemned to be swept
about on the nipping, dusty wind, like Francesca
and her lover, at the rate of thirty miles an hour,—
then the station becomes positively unendurable.

So thought Bob Estabrook, as he paced to and fro
in the Boston & Albany depot, travelling-bag in hand,
on just such a night as I have described. Beside him,
locomotives puffed and plunged and backed on the -
shining rails, as if they, too, felt compelled to trot
up and down to keep themselves warm, and in even
tolerably good humour.

“ Just my luck ! growled Bob, with a misanthropic
glare at a loud-voiced family who were passing.
“Christmas coming, two jolly Brighton parties and
an oratorio thrown up, and here am I, fired off to
San Francisco. So much for being junior member of
a law firm. Wonder what——"

Here the ruffled current of his meditations ran
plump against a rock, and as suddenly diverged from
their former course. The rock was no less than a
young person who at that moment approached, with
a grey-haired man, and inquired the way to the ticket
office. '

Bob politely gave them the desired information, and
watched them with growing interest as they followed
his directions and stood before the lighted window.
The two silhouettes were decidedly out of the common.
The voice, whose delicate tones still lingered pleasantly
about Mr. Robert Estabrook’s fastidious ears, was an
individual voice, as distinguishable from any other he
remembered as was the owner’s bright face, the little



Snowed Up. 277

far collar beneath it, the daintily gloved hands, and
the pretty brown travelling-suit.

“ Dignified old fellow !” mused Bob, irrelevantly,
as the couple moved toward the train-gates. * Pro-
bably her father. Perhaps—hallo, by George ! they’re
going on my car!” :

With which breath of summer in his winter of dis-
content, the young man proceeded to finish his cigar,
consult his watch, and, as the last warning bell rang,
step upon the platform of the already moving Pullman.

It must be admitted that as he entered he gave an
expectant glance down the aisle of the car; but the
sombre curtains hanging from ceiling to floor told no
tales. Too sleepy to speculate, and too learned in the
marvellous acoustic properties of a sleeping-car to
engage the porter in conversation on the subject, he
found his berth, arranged himself for the night with
the nonchalance of an old traveller, and, laying his
head upon his vibrating atom of a pillow, was soon
plunged info a dream at least fifty miles long.

It was snowing, and snowing hard. Moreover, it
had been snowing all night and all the afternoon
before. The wind rioted furiously over the broad
Missouri plaing, alternately building up huge castles
of snow and throwing them down again, like a fretful
child ; overtaking the belated teamster on his home-
ward journey, clutching him with its icy hand, and
leaving him buried in a tomb more spotless than the
fairest marble ; howling, shrieking, racing madly to
and fro, never out of breath, always the same tireless,
pitiless, awful power. Rocks, fields, sometimes even
forests, were blotted out of -the landscape. A mere
hyphen upon the broad, white page lay the Western-
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bound train. The fires in the locomotives (there were
two of them) had been suffered to go out, and the
great creatures waited silently together, while the
snow “drifted higher and higher upon their patient
backs.

When Bob had waked that morning, to find the
tempest more furious than ever, and the train stuck
fast in a huge snow-bank, his ﬁlst thonght was of
dismay at the possible detention in the narrow limits
of the Pullman, which seemed much colder than it
had before; his next was to wonder how the change
of fortune would affeet Gertrude Raymond. Of
course, he had long ago become acquainted with the
brown travelling-suit and fur collar. Of course, there
had been numberless little services for him to perform
for her and the old gentleman, who had indeed proved
to be her father.

Once more he became misanthropic. ¢ There’s
Miss Raymond, now,” he growled to himself, knock-
ing his head savagely against the upper berth in his
attempt to look out through the frosty pane, ¢ sitting
over across the aisle day after day, with her kid
gloves and all that. Nice enough, of course,” recall-
ing one or two spirited conversations where hours
had slipped by like minutes, “but confoundedly use-
less, like the rest of ’em. It she were like mother,
now, there’d be no trouble. She’d take care of herself.
But, as it is, the whole car will be turned upside down
for her to-day, for fear she’ll freeze, or starve, or spoil
her complexion, or something.”

Here Bob turned an extremely cold shoulder on the
window, and, having performed a sort of horizontal
toilet, emercred from his berth, his hair on end, and
his face expressive of utter deﬁance to the World in
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general, and contempt of fashionable young ladies in
particular.

At that moment Miss Raymond appeared in the
aisle, sweet and rosy as a June morning, her cheeks
glowing, and her eyes sparkling with fun.

“ Good-morning, Mr. Estabrook,” she said, demurely,
settling the fur collar about her neck.

Bob endeavoured to look dignified, and was conscions
of failure.

“ (tood-mo-morning,” he replied, with some stiff-
ness, and a shiver which took him by surprise. Tt
was cold, jumping out of that warm berth.

“1 understand we must stay—but don’t let me
detain you,” she added, with a sly glance at his hair.

Bob turned and marched off solemnly to the mascu-
line end of the car, washed in ice-water, completed
his toilet, and came back refreshed. Breakfast was
formally served as usual, and then a council of war
was held. Conductor, engineers, and brakemen being
consulted, and inventories taken, it was found that,
while food was abundant, the stock of wood in the
bins would not last till noon. There were twelve
railroad men and thirty-five passengers on board,
some twenty of the latter being emigrants in a
second-class, behind the two Pullmans.

The little company gathered in the snow-bound car
looked blankly at each other, some of them instinctively
drawing their wraps more tightly about their shoulders,
as if they already felt the approaching chill.

It was miles to the nearest station in either direc-
tion. Above, below, on all sides, was the white blar
of tumultnous, wind-lashed snow.

The silence was broken pleasantly. Once more
Bob felt the power of those clear, sweet tones.
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“The men must make up a party to hunt for
wood,” she said. ¢ While you’re gone, we women
will do what we can for those who are left.”

The necessity for immediate action was evident ;
and without further words the council broke up, to
obey her suggestion.

A dozen men, looking like amateur Esquimaux,
and floundering up to their armpits at the first step,
started off through the drifts. Bob thought he recog-
nized a face pressed close to the pane, and watching
them anxiously ; but he could not be sure.

Two hours later, the men appeared once more, some
staggering under huge logs, some with axes, some
with bundles of lighter boughs for- kindling. In
another five minutes, smoke was going up cheerily
from the whole line of cars.

When Bob Hstabrook stamped into his own car,
hugging up a big armful of wood, he was a different-
looking fellow from the trim young lawyer who was
wont to stand before the jury seats in the Boston
court-house. He had on a pair of immense blue-yarn
mittens loaned by a kindly brakeman, his face was
scratched with refractory twigs, his eyebrows were
frosted, his moustache an icy caret, two fingers-tips
frozen, and, with all this, he looked and felt more
manly than ever before in his life.

His eye roved through the length of the car, as it
had that first night in the depot. She was not there.
He was as anxious as a boy for her praise.

“Guess I'll take it into the next car,” he said,
apologetically, to the nearest passenger; ¢ there’s
more coming, just behind.”

v She was not in the second Pullman. Of course she
wasn’t in the baggage-car. Was it possible— ? He
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entered the third and last car, recoiling just a bit at
the odour of crowded and unclean poverty which met
him at the door.

Sure enough, there she sat—his idle, fashionable
type of inutility—with one frowzy child upon the seat
beside her, two very rumpled-looking boys in front,
and in her arms a baby with terra-cotta hair. Some-
how, the baby’s hair against the fur collar didn’t look
80 badly as you would expect, either. She seemed to
be singing it to sleep, and kept on with her soft
crooning as she glanced up over its tangled red locks
at snowy Bob and his armful of wood, with a look in
her eyes that would have sent him cheerfully to Alaska
for more, had there been need.

With the comfortable heat of the fires, the kind
offices of nearly all the well-dressed people to the
poorer ones,——for they were not slow, these kid-gloved
Pullman passengers, to follow Miss Raymond’s ex-
ample,—the day wore on quietly and not unpleasantly
toward its close. Then some one suddenly remem-
bered that it was Christmas Hve.

“ Dear me!” cried Miss Raymond, delightedly,
reaching round the baby to clap her hands; “let’s
have a Christmas party ! ”

A few sighed and shook their heads, as they thought
of their own home firesides ; one or two smiled indul-
gently on the small enthusiast ; several chimed in at
once. Conductor and baggage-master were consulted,
and the spacious baggage-car “specially engaged for
the occasion,” the originator of the scheme triumph-
antly announced. Preparations commenced without
delay. All the young people put their heads together
in one corner, and many were the explosions of
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laughter as the programme grew. Trunks were visited .
by their owners, and small articles abstracted there-
from to serve as gifts for the emigrants and train-men,
to whose particular entertainment the evening was by
common consent, to be devoted.

Just as the lamps were lighted in the train, our
hero, who had disappeared early in the afterroon, re-
turned, dragging after him a small, stunted pine tree,
which seemed to have strayed away from its native
forest on purpose for the celebration. On being ad-
mitted to the grand hall, Bob further added to the
decorations a few strings of a queer, mossy sort of
evergreen. Hereupon a very young man with light
eyebrows, who had hitherto been inconspicuous,
suddenly appeared from the depths of a battered
_trunk, over the edge of which he had for some time
been bent like a siphon, and with a beaming face pro-
duced a box of veritable tiny wax candles! He was
“on the road,” he explained, for a large wholesale
toy-shop, and these were samples. He guessed he
could make it all right with the firm.

Of course, the affair was a great success. I have
no space to tell of the sheltered walk that Bob con-
structed, of rugs, from car to car; of the beautified
interior of the old baggage-car, draped with shawls
and brightened with bits of ribbon ; of the mute
wonder of the poor emigrants, a number of whom had
but just arrived from Germany, and could not speak
a word of Einglish ; of their unbounded delight when
the glistening tree was disclosed, and the cries of
“ Weilnachtsbaum! Weithnachtsboum !” from their
rumpled children, whose faces waked into a glow of
blissful recollection at the sight. Ah! if you could
have seen the pretty gifts, the brave little pine (which
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all the managers agreed couldn’t possibly have been
used had it been an inch taller); the improvised
tableanx, wherein Bob successively personated an
organ-grinder, a pug dog, and Hamlet, amid thunders
of applause from the brakemen and engineers! Then
the passengers sang a simple Christmas carol, Miss
Raymond leading with her pure soprano, and Bob
chiming in like the diapason of an organ.

Just as the last words died away, a sudden hush
came over the aundience. Could it be an illusion, or
did they hear the muffled but sweet notes of a church
bell faintly sounding without? Tears came into the
eyes of some of the roughest of the emigrants as they
listened, and thought of a wee belfry somewhere in
the Fatherland, where the Christmas bells were calling
to prayers that night. The sound of the bells ceased,
and the merriment went on, while the young man,
with eyebrows lighter than ever, but with radiant face,
let himself quietly into the car unnoticed. It had
been his own thought to creep out into the storm,
clear away the snow from the nearer locomotive bell,
and ring it while the gaiety was at its height.

All this indeed there was, and more; but to Bob
the joy and sweetness of the evening centred in one
bright face. What mattered it if the wind roared and
moaned about the lonely, snow-drifted train, while he
could look into those brown eyes, and listen to that
voice for whose every tone he was fast learning to
watch ? Truly, it was a wonderful evening altogether.

Well, the blockade was raised, and the long rail-
road trip finished at last. But two of its passengers,
at least, have agreed fo enter upon a still longer
journey.

She says it all began when he came staggering in
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with his armful of wood and his blue mittens. And
he? he doesn’t care at all when it began. He only
realizes the joy that has come to him, and believes
that after a certain day next May it will be Christmas
- for him all the year round.

The story was voted a success, and with many
“ good-nights ” the company broke up to lie down and
dream of the dear old Christmas Day of old,—and of
home.

At about midnight, Mrs. Dutton was aroused by a
hand placed on her shoulder. '

“TLor, Mis’ Dutton!” chattered Chloe, who had
awakened her, “I’s mos’ scaret to death, I am | ”

“ Why, what’s the matter, Chloe ? ”

“Jes’ you hark, ma’am !—Dar—hear dat ?”

Mrs. Dutton did hear it, and it made her flesh creep.
It was a long, mournful howl, as sad and penetrating
in its drawn-out notes as the wail of a lost soul.
Another, and another, nearer than before.

Carlo, who was spending the night in their hut
now began to growl. Looking out, they found him
standing in the firelight, his hair bristling and his
teeth showing.

“Look at his tail, missns!” whispered Chloe.
“He’s as scaret as Lam, Oh, Lor’! what shell we do?”

She was right. The big Newfoundland’s tail was
between his legs, and he was trembling from head to
foot.

“Wake up, wake up, John!” cried Mrs. Dutton,
arousing her sleepy husband. ¢ There’s something
outside the hut. Look at the dog!”

By this time little Nat and Flossie were beside their
. mother,
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Again that fearful howl, so much nearer, and re-
peated in such prolonged chorus that every one started.
The women shook with fear.

“ Let’s go out and see what it is,” said Nat, calmly,
stepping toward the door and opening it.

Mr. Dutton sprang forward, dragged the boy back,
and slammed the door again ; none too soon, for within
a rod of the hut were a dozen dark, shadowy forms,
with fiery eyes and snarling mouths. Tven as Mr.
Dutton closed the door two or three of them sprang
forward.

A renewed howl arose at their disappointment.

“Wolves,” said Mr. Dutton, calmly, turning to his
wife. “As long as we keep indoors we are safe.”

Mrs. Dutton shuddered, as she thought of the free-
dom with which they had all strayed away from the
hut during the past week.

“They have found game scarce, just as we have,”
added Mr. Dutton, “ and that makes them ugly and
bold——7

He was interrupted by a renewed howling and snarl-
ing outside, accompanied by a scratching and ripping
sound.

Then came a rifle shot, close by, a sharp yelp, and
a tremendous scampering of feet. The door opened,
admitting the welcome form of Solomon, rifle in hand.

“The pesky critters have got into our stores,” said
he, hastily. “Come out here quick, an’ bring your
rifle to keep ’em off, while I see haow much mischief
they’ve done.”

Mr. Dutton turned pale, but did as he was bid.
Already the fierce creatures were gathering for another
onslanght. A well-aimed ball scattered them again,
and a hasty examination was made of the storage tent.

17
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‘When the hunter and Mr. Dutton re-entered the
hut they were silent. Bach bore in his arms a few
pieces of meat and fish. As they laid these fragments
on the table at which they had so recently sat with
shouts of merriment, Mr. Dutton turned his face away
from his wife’s inquiring look. :

“ Is—is—that il that is left, John ?”

“CAILL?

The wolves had made an almost clean sweep of the
lIarder. Not four days’ provisions were left. There
was no game to be found within fifty miles, so far as
the besieged party knew, and the fierce pack consti-
tuted a new peril to hunters. Four long months of
cold weather to come before they could think of
resuming their journey. Was Peeschee’s map right,
then, after all? Was a new enemy—starvation—to
accomplish what neither cold nor wild beasts nor
disease had effected? Was it to be, to this brave
little company, a Valley of Death ?

Mournfully, on the night wind, came the howl of
the wolves outside, like an answer to the question.



CHAPTER XXVI.
PEESCHEE’S MAP AGAIN.

" “TIAPA, we've just been having Christ-
: mag, you know. Won't He take
care of us, and give us plenty to eat?
He did once, didn’t He, with only just a
few loaves and fishes ?”

The men had remained silently stand-
ing before the fire. Mr. Dutton’s head
was bowed, and his face was covered
with his hands.

At little Nat’s words, which showed never a doubt
of his heavenly Father’s care over His children, Mrs.
Dutton came to her husband’s side, and laid her hand
gently on his shoulder.

“Nat is right,” she said, softly. ¢ Let us be brave,
John. God has not deserted us yet, and He will not
now.”

“ But what can we do, Ella?”

“T wus thinkin’,” broke in Solomon, who had been
standing at a little distance, leaning on his rifle, “the
only way will be fer me and your two Injuns to start
off to-morrow morning fer a grand hunt.”

“ Qh, I shall go myself,” began Mr. Dutton.

“No. You mustn’t resk anything before you have'
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to. You've got your wife an’ darter and the boys
to think of. I'm alone in the world. No one will
care when I go, any way ! ”’—the man faltered a
little.

“ Qh, -Solomon !” cried Floss, slipping her little
hand into his, “ youmustn’t talk so! We all love you
dearly I

“T know, I know,” said Solomon, “an’ as fer you,
Miss Floss, I b’lieve I couldn’t think more of ye ef
you wus my very own darter. But, however that
may be, I'm the fust man to go on that hunt.
The Injuns shall go too, ef they will. They’re lone-
some, roamin’ critters like me, and mout’s well be
off in the woods as sozzlin’ over the fire here ’t
home.”

“ When shall you start?” asked Mrs. Dutton.
“Oh, those wolves!” she added, nervously. “1I do
wish they’d stop that dreadful howling !”

“ Can’t afford to waste lead on ’em, or I’d drive ’em
off fer a while. I shall start as soon as it’s light
enough to see.” :

“ Papa,” said Nat, holding up a piece of paper,
“what is this? It was sticking on to that largest
piece of meat you brought in.”

Mr. Dutton glanced at it carelessly, as he took
it.

“It’s Peeschee’s map,” he said. “ Would to God
he had never made it ! ” he added, bitterly.

Solomon too had observed the map, as the httle
fellow held it.

A sudden thought, or remembrance, seemed to strlke
him.

“&Liet me look at that ar map one minute, will ye ?*
he said.
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He held it down to the firelight and examined
it attentively ; then rubbed his hand through his
grizzled locks in a puzzled way.

“ What is it, Solomon ? ”

“T want to see Peeschee,” said the hunter, reflect~
ively, without vouchsafing an answer.

He rose to go out, but the Alaskan saved him the
trouble by entering the hut at that moment. It was
evident from his blank face that he knew what had
happened, and realized the danger that stared them
in the face.

“ Look here, old fellow,” said Solomon, ¢ here’s
something I don’t understand.”

He pointed to the hieroglyph, on the map, which
looked like a saw-horse with an X on one end.

“We've faound everything else, so far,” continued
Solomon, “except that critter. As fer that skull
in the corner, I believe the old medicine-man, or
whoever first made the map, jest put it in to scare
people away, in case they got so near the maounting
as this.” ‘

The two men crouched by tlhie fire, and bent closely
over the tracing.

Presently Peeschee straightened himself up, and
announced his verdict in one word :

“ Caribot.”

“ Hooray ! ” shouted Solomon, starting to his feet.
“You've got it, sure. I've seen an Injun draw a
caribou, an’ that’s jest the way he figgers it aout.
Four legs and two big horns.”

“Well, well,” said Mr. Dutton, impatiently, ¢ what
does it mean? We haven’t seen any caribou signs
near the trail.” »

“That’s exactly the p’int. Ef we had, and hadn’t
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come on to a caribou, I should think sartin the game
hed desarted the country and moved thar quarters.
But it’s my opinion we hevn’t struck the right place
for ’em, fust nor last!”

“ Where do you think the game is, then?” Mr.
Dutton’s tone, i must be confessed, was not very
hopeful.

“ Why, I remember seein’ a sort of big guleh
making up inter the maountings on the right-hand
side o’ the trail, as we come along over that ar awful
rough piece o’ travellin’. It looked kind o’ gamey
then, but we wus all so full o’ gittin’ ahead that thar
was no chance to try. It’s my opinion that ef I should
go back fifteen miles or so on our trail, and then strike
off straight to the west’ard, by that ar gulch, I'd bring
ye in some cariboun.”

“You never could get it home, if yon shot one.”

“(Qh, you ¢’n resk me an’ the Injuns fer luggin’ it
home, ef we once bring daown a caribou. Anyways,
we’ll try it. Good-night !”

“ Good-night, Solomon, and God bless you for your
courage and devotion !”

They all shook hands with him silently, and he
went, out into the night.

Long before breakfast, the three hunters were off on
their wearisome and perilous-undertaking.

That day passed slowly, and the next, and the next,
the wolves returning each night with their dismal
serenade.

The stock of provisions diminished with frightful
rapidity. Mr. Dutton prepared to start out himself
on the morrow. More than one look was cast on
Carlo, whose brown eyes were raised piteously to his
young master, as if he understood that, in case of
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Solomon’s failure to replenish the larder, he must be
sacrificed to save the lives of the rest.

They tried not to think of such a possibility, and
caressed the noble Newfoundland with unusual tender-
ness, as if to atone for the sunggestion which had
entered their minds.

Meanwhile, what of Solomon and the two Cana-
diaps ?



CHAPTER XXVII.

FOR LIFE OR DEATH.
?ﬁ, gx, ON leaving the camp at about nine
o’clock—or an hour before sunrise—
. on the morning after Christmas, the three
men had proceeded directly down the
banks of the brook, following the route
by which the party had come. The wolves
had withdrawn to the depths of the forest,
as is their custom in the day-time, and were nowhere
to be seen. Fortunately, the snow on the ground was
still of only moderate depth, and the brook was open
except in the deeper pools. Colder weather might now
pe expected at any time, Solomon knewyjand the
reflection added speed to hls powertul stride.

Each man had in his pouch a scanty three-days’
supply of pemmican. If no game had been found by
that time—why, Solomon reasoned that they might
as well die in the woods, like wounded deer, as go
back and perish with their friends.

The morning was fair, and the hunters made good
time. Unencumbered by baggage or women, they
covered nearly the whole distance to the ravine of
which Solomon had spoken in a single day.

At night they built a huge fire, and encamped in
the open air, near the brook. "All three were terribly
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cold before morning, but they ate their pemmican and
resumed their march. It was no boy’s-play in which
they were engaged. It was life or death to them-
selves and those they had left behind.

By ten o’clock they had reached the gulch, and, with-
out stopping, turned into it. Their route now lay up-
hill, and was much more difficult. They managed to
cover four miles, however, before they stopped to lunch.

While they were silently munching their dried
meat, a twig cracked not far away.

The suddenness with which all three pairs of jaws
ceased to move was almost comical.

Three right hands cautiously grasped the stocks of
as many guns, and the hunters watched the woods
like so many panthers waiting for their prey.

While they looked, a magnificent animal emerged
from the spruce growth and stood an instant by the
brook.. Before a muzzle could be raised, he had
caught both scent and sight of the strangers, and
bounded forward into the cover like an arrow. It was
a full-sized buck caribou.

The men looked at each other for a moment in
blank silence.

Then Solomon issued his orders.

“You creep raound that way,” said he to Joe, indi-
cating the circuitous route he wished him to take,
“and you, Jim, go raound the other side of the valley.
T’1l foller the brook straight up. We'll meet, say,
two mile above here. See?”

The two nodded intelligently, examined the locks of
their pieces, and disappeared almost as quickly as had
the startled caribou.

With beating heart, in spite of his long experience
in the woods, Solomon started up the hed of the brook.
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It was very hard walking indeed. The stores of the
stream were coated with ice, which in its turn was
covered with a thin layer of snow. Again and again
the hunter slipped and stumbled, bruising his hands
and limbs, and wrenching his ankles. Before long he
struck abundant “sign” of caribou. The snow was
fairly trampled hard in some places, where the water
was open, and the animals had often come to drink.

Creeping cautiously along, he worked his way up-
ward, now crouching beneath snow-laden fir-boughs,
now walking upright for a few steps, now crawling on
his hands and knees. After about a mile of this sort
of work the ground became more level. The brook
was frozen solid, and formed an admirable highway, of
which the stags had evidently availed themselves.

A sudden turn of the banks brought the hunter out
upon the margin of a small pond or lake, perhaps
three-quarters of a mile long by an eighth wide.
The hills rose precipitously from its shores on either
- side, giving it almost the appearance of a broad cafion,
and forming a scene of striking grandeur.

But Solomon gave not a thought to the picturesque
qualities of the landscape. He had dropped flat upon
his stomach beneath a clump of half-grown willows,
and was peering eagerly out through their stems at
some object or objects at the further end of the
opening.

At first he thought he saw Joe and Jim, and his
heart sank. An instant later he discovered the true
character of the moving creatures just in the edge of
the woods at the head of the pond. They had four
legs apiece, and spreading antlers. They were of a
greyish-brown colour—about as large as good-sized
ponies—and had each a light-coloured mass of long
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“hair depending from the neck. The moment Solomon

got a good look at them he recognized the animals.
Beyond a doubt they were caribou, a fine herd of at
least a dozen individuals. They had as yet taken
no alarm, but were feeding in leisurely enough fashion
on dried grasses, projecting from the snow, and the
tender bark of willow shoots.

Solomon determined to wait until the Indians should
surround them, rather than make the attempt at
stalking. By good luck the light wind was in his
favour, blowing directly from the game.

Assuming as easy a position as was consistent with
concealment, the backwoodsman set himself to wait
patiently for some action on the part of his allies.
He was spared a long delay, however, by a new crowd
of actors in the scene.

Solomon at first did not understand the movements
of the caribon. They tossed their heads, and made
little starts to and fro as if in great alarm. It could
not be from any proximity of the Indians, for it was
simply impossible for them to have surmounted those
steep hills, and reached the end of the cafion, in so
short a time.

Suddenly a sound broke the stillness of the Alaskan
“solitude. It was a dismal noise, a succession of long,
uncanny howls, like those of a dog in distress.

Solomon knew well enough now what was the matter;
and indeed his doubts, had any remained, would have
been solved a moment later, when at least thirty dark
grey animals were seen leaping out of the woods,
and dashing around the terrified caribou. It was an
uncommonly large pack of wolves, such as had
fattened themselves on Mr. Dutton’s store of pem-
mican and sent Solomon off on this expedition. The
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very best pemmican is made from caribou meat ; this
pack was more particular than the first, and preferred
their meat fresh.

Do not suppose they intended to attack the whole
herd, or any member of it, so long as it remained
compact. They were far too wary and too cowardly
for any such procedure. With red tongues hanging
out, and with yelps and howls, they made feints of
charging at the youngest and feeblest does, while
others of the pack kept galloping around them, to
keep them from taking to the woods.

At last the crisis came. A fine doe and two fawns, .
nearly full-grown, retreated a few paces before a
forious onslaught from their assailants. Instantly
half-a-dozen gaunt fellows leaped into the gap, and
cut them off from the rest of the herd. The three
helpless creatures ran off a few steps, looked in vain
for help from their trembling companions, then made
& sudden break, and started at full speed down the
lake.

This was exactly what the wolves wanted. In full
cry they started after their prey, over the ice.

Solomon rose to his feet, as he saw this dénouement
of the little drama at the head of the valley, and,
stepping boldly out into open ground, prepared to take
part in it himself. Neither pursued nor pursuers
caught sight of him until within less than sixty rods.
The doe tried to check herself, and threw herself fairly
down on her haunches, her two fawns following her
example, but the momentum of all three carried Lhem
over the ice to within easy range of a rifle that had
rarely missed its aim.

Just as the largest caribou scrambled to her feet,
and headed for the side of the pond, there was a sh‘mrp
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report, and, with one leap, she fell almost in her
tracks. The youngest one paunsed an instant irreso-
lutely, when half-a-dozen wolves were upon it, and
dragged it to the ice; again the report of the gun,
and the third of the trio fell, while the cowardly
wolves scattered, snarling and yelping, as Solomon
came running toward them, shouting and waving his
arms.

All this had occurred within the space of half a
minute ; in fifteen seconds more all three of the
caribou were put out of their suffering. '

Solomon replaced bis knife in its sheath, and looked
around for Joe and Jim. Here was meat enough to
last for weeks to come; but could it be carried to
the camp, with twenty miles of rough ground and two
independent packs of half-starved wolves between ?
This was the question which passed through Baronov’s
mind as he stood there on the ice, in the midst of his
booty.



CHAPTER XXVIIL

WOLF AGAINST MAN.

.| F;f HE wolves were evidently thoroughly
i frightened by the presence of the hunter
and the reports of his gun. Besides,
they refreshed themselves with a light
lunch as soon as they gained the shelter
of the woods. When Solomon heard a
fresh series of wolfish howls, he knew
what they were about.

The six members of the pack who had leaped upon
the fawn and torn it had smear ed themselves with blood
in the process. These red patches were the seals of
their death-warrants. All six of them were sure to
fall beneath the fangs of their famished comrades.

The bunter lost no time in preparing the carcasses
of the caribou for transportation. He had already
carved off the hind-quarters of the largest, together
with a few choice slices from the ribs, when Joe and
Jim put in their appearance, running down the pond
at the top of their speed. When they saw the three
carcasses stretched out on the ice, they made no .
comment whatever, but immediately set to work on
the two as yet untouched. As they laboured, they
paused occasionally to suck the marrow of the larger
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bones, which is very sweet and palatable, and almost
invariably eaten raw by the natives. They also
removed from under the skin of the back and croup of
the two fawns, both of which were males, a fatty
deposit, some three inches thick, called by French
Canadian hunters dépouillé.

This, Solomon knew, was an essential element in
well-prepared pemmican, being pounded in with the
dried flesh of the animal.

Just as they were making ready to start, heavily
loaded, the down-easter was observed to stoop and
sever the bladder from each of the remains before
him. These he tied on to the rest of his load—for
what purpose we shall soon see.

“ And naow, boys,” said Solomon, as the three
started off in high spirits, ¢ we want to jest pull fer
home in good style.” .

“Pull” they did, although, encumbered as they
were with their heavy loads, they could not move as
fast as during the morning. Still, by dint of perse-
verance and steady work, they managed to reach their
last night’s camping-ground before stopping to rest.

The first thing Solomon did was to pull open the
ashes with which he had prudently covered the live
coals of the fire that morning, thus saving an extra
match. Next, he hung each of the bladders he had
saved to the swaying end of an alder withe, which he
stuck into the ground a few feet away from the camp.
Neither of his companions needed to ask the reason
for these singular objects ; they had often protected
themselves for a night in the woods by a ““scare-wolf”
of the same sort. Fierce and voracious as is this ugly
animal, he shares with the New England crow its
terror of any novel or unusual contrivance, such as a



304 The Red Mountain of Alaska.

bit of fluttering ribbon, a trailing string, or a bladder
~bobbing about at the end of a rod.

Their hungry neighbours howled about the three
sleepers by the hour that night, aggravated by the
smell of fresh meat, but kept at a respectful distance.

Barly in the morning the hunters were on the
move again, after a hasty breakfast from their original
supply of pemmican. During the day they made ten
miles, np-hill, over rough country. KEach of them
carried upwards of eighty pounds of meat, in addition
to his rifle and ammunition. They camped that night.
within five miles of the huts.

Soon after midnight snow began to fall, and, by
the time they could see to walk, the storm was raging
furiously, doubling the labour and the dangers of the
journey. Once or twice they heard the distant howl
of a wolf, but were unmolested until within half a
mile of camp.

“ Here they come—the same pack o’ varmints that
carried off the meat,” cried Solomon, as a dozen great
doggish forms came pouring over a high bank just
ahead. “They’ve been hanging raound here ever
sence, 1 ’low.”

The wolves fairly filled the bed of the brook in
front, and showed no disposition to yield at the
approach of the men.

“Let me have half your load, and give Jim the
other half,” said Solomon to the foremost Indian,
shaking his head as he saw the stubborn stand taken
by the enemy. “Naow, Joe, you let drive into ’em,
and see if you can’t scare ’em a bit.”

Joe fired and rushed at the pack with hideous
whoops and frantic gestures. One of the wolves fell,
mortally wounded, and the rest leaped up to the top
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of the bank, where they paused and eyed the men
hungrily as they staggered along under their increased
burdens.

“ Impudent critters ! ” growled Solomon. ¢ I'd like
to wring their necks, every one of ’em !

The moment the travellers were past, the pack fell
upon their wounded brother, and speedily ate him up.
Then they closed in upon the men, as before, except
that they were behind instead of in front.

The same manceuvre was repeated by Joe, with less
satisfactory result than at first. They hardly gained a
dozen steps before the pack were close at their heels.
At any moment a rush might be made, and all the
precious supplies lost, if not human life.

Just as the sitnation was beginning to assume a de-
cidedly serious aspect, a rattling volley of musketry
was heard, followed by joyous shouts from the front.
Three wolves fell in their tracks, and, while the
cannibal pack were making a meal of them, the relief
party, consisting of Mr. Dutton, Richard, Robert, and
Peeschee, came rushing down the trail to meet them.

“We heard the reports of your gun,” they explained,
as they hastily divided the loads of the two nearly
exhausted men among themselves; “and we were
prepared to start off on a trip of our own, any way,
as a last hope. Whata glorious supply—two hundred
pounds, at the very least !| Where did you get them ?
Are you completely used up ? Here, Jim, let me take
your rifle, poor fellow. Oh, Carlo, you're safe, my
boy ! ”

And Robert fairly cried like a baby, as he stooped
and hugged the faithful dog, who had come with the
rest to the rescue of the rescuers.

For the next two days the camp was a scene of

18
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joyous activity. Outside the wind roared and the
snow fell steadily, drifting deep around the two huts,
and making them warmer than they had been at any
time during the winter. The meat was cut into long
‘thin strips and hung in one of the chimneys, where a
huge column of smoke was kept going night and day.-
No better manufacturer of pemmican could be found
than Solomon, who was now in his element.

As fast as the meat was ready, it was stored away
in a little cellar hole, which was dug out under the
flooring of the cooler of the two huts. In this way
over a hundred pounds of fine dried meat were pre-
served for future use. The vegetables and small
fruits had not been harmed by the wolves.

Chloe announced in woful tones, one morning early
in January, that the tea was all gone; but Peeschee
thereupon pulled down his precious bundles of Lab-
rador Tea, from which he showed the negro woman
how to concoct a beverage which, if not equal to that
produced by the famous Japanese herb, was at least
hot and refreshing, and not at all unpalatable.
Peeschee, moreover, went out for an hour or two, one
day, and brought in a big pouch full of a crinkled black
substance, which Richard, on inspecting it, pronounced
to be the “ edible lichen ” of the Russian fur-hunters.
On being boiled, this gave a rather sticky but not ill-
tasting dish, somewhat resembling sago.

Now and then a rabbit was knocked over, and
afforded a pleasant variety in the monotonous régime
to which our adventurers had for some time been
reduced.

The snow increased in depth, after a week’s thaw in
January, and the mercury dropped until it marked
40° below zero, beyond which Mr. Dutton’s provok-
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ing thermometer, like Gilbert White’s, would not
register.

In March a few puffs of warmer breeze from the
south, and the swelling buds of willow and alder, told
that spring was coming. The wolves no longer
troubled them, having learned at last that too much
familiarity with these human intruders meant a flash
of lightning, a peal of thunder, and sudden death.
Caribou afforded easier prey, and off streamed the
remnant of the pack to some part of the country
where they could obtain better returns for less labour
than round the Dutton camp.

Game now became plentiful, and famine was no
longer feared. The days lengthened, and snow-banks
began to disappear before the coaxing rays of the sun,
which shone on them for twelve hours together.

In April there was such a freshet in the little brook
near by that the safety of the huts themselves was
threatened, and the fire in one of them was actually
put ont, one night, by invading rills of melted snow.

On May Day a sound was heard which brought
tears to the eyes of Mrs. Dutton. It was a robin’s
whistle, half cheery, half plaintive, reminding her
of the old home-orchard, where she had played in
the tall grass, and picked buttercups, when she was
a little girl.

And now it was time to make preparations for an
early start southward. Flossie’s weakness had entirely
disappeared, and she was never in better spirits or
health. It was the same with all the rest.

On the last evening before setting out anew on their
long journey, now nearing its end, the whole party
stood before the door of the little hut, looking wistfully
along the path they were to take on the morrow.
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There were the mountains, covered, as they had ever
been since last autumn, with seemingly eternal banks
of clouds. '

Suddenly Mr. Dutton seized his wife’s arm. His
face was lighted with a strange expression. His hand
trembled.

“ What is it, dear?”

He pointed, without a word, to the eastern sky.

Oh, wonder of wonders! Through a rift in the
snowy banks of mist there towered, faintly visible in
the rays of the setting sun, a single peak, mounting
into the blue sky, one hundred miles away.

It was of the most exquisite rose-colour, as fair to
look npon as the blush upon a girl’s cheek.

“Can it be——7

“The Red Mountain! The Red Mountain of
Alaska 1”7



CHAPTER XXIX.
OVER THE ICE.

“ ELL, I swan! I'd ruther travel

tew miles through the woods
than one on this ice. Do you s’pose
‘twill last long, capm ?”

“I’m sure I can’t tell, Solomon. If
this glacier is what is meant by those
wavy cross-lines on the map, we shall
probably get over it in the course of three or four
hours.”

Solomon groaned so comically that Flossie laughed
outright.

“I don’t mind it a bit,” said she, merrily. *This
reminds me of when I was in Switzerland, Solomon.
We often walked on a glacier, though none of them
were as large as this.”

The Duttons, you see, were fairly en route once
more. Not without a feeling of sadness they bade
farewell to the huts that had sheltered them so long,
knowing the extreme improbability of their ever be-
holding them again.

In easy stages they had journeyed to the eastward.
After about a week of steady ascent, they had come to
a broad river of ice, bordered by immense moraines, or
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banks of stone and gravel, pushed up by the glacier.
No one could doubt that this was the one remaining
object indicated on the map between them and the
lofty peak which was their goal.

They had caught several glimpses of the moun-
tain, which did not appear so red as they drew near
to it.

A dark column of smoke hung over it continually,
and now and then rumblings and even sharp reports
could be heard, denoting that it was an active volcano.

Ag this became evident, some new thought counld
be plainly seen to be working in the lieutenant’s
mind. He made repeated examinations of Peeschee’s
map, compared it with a small travelling-map of
Alaska carried by his brother, and covered the backs
of both with figures. Something perplexed and
troubled him, but as yet he held his peace, and the
others refrained from disturbing him with questions.

The journey now became really perilous, as well as
exceedingly laborious. They could only advance five
or six miles a day after they left the glacier, for the
ground was encumbered with underbrush and fallen
trees, the valleys were filled with soft and treacherous
mud, and thin layers of moss often covered a deep
substratum of slippery ice, on which the negro woman,
in particular, floundered about like a seal.

Besides, the air was steadily growing rarer as well
as more chilly. By his pocket barometer, which
formed a part of the same instrument with the ther-
mometer, Mr. Dutton found, on the tenth day from
winter-quarters, that they had actually reached an
altitude of ten thousand feet above the level of the
sea. He consulted seriously with his brother and
Solomon as to the propriety and feasibility of leaving
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the women while the rest should go on, accomplish
the necessary prospecting, and return to them,—
the whole expedition then to proceed directly toward
the coast.

Richard agreed that this would eventually be a
wise method of procedure, and two days later a com-
fortable little brush camp was built in accordance
with this plan. Joe and Jim were left with Mrs.
Dutton, Chloe, Flossie, Nat, and Ted. The other
six pushed on toward the granite peak, which now
towered into the clouds directly before them. At
the end of the third day they returned, their pockets
bulging with ore. Robert told the story of their
visit to the great object of the whole trip, as follows.



CHAPTER XXX.

CONCLUSION.

¢ HEN we left you, mother,” he began,
3 taking a comfortable position before
the fire, “we dropped all care for any special
trail, and just put straight for the Red
Mountain itself, right before our eyes.

“You've noticed that it hasn’t seemed

S so red lately? Well, we’d all thought

! of the same thing, but nobody liked to say
anything about it. We crossed a small
glacier, about three miles from here, and pretty soon
met, another, coming straight down from our mountain.
Peeschee himself didn’t know where he was, for he’d
never been there before. The cliff where he picked
up his rocks last fall was round further to the north,
he said.

“We climbed up over the moraine, which was a
huge one, and started straight up the glacier, instead
of across it. g

“¢I've noticed, Dick,’ says father, after a while,
‘that we don’t hear the volcano as plainly as we did.
Do you suppose it’s dying down a little P’

“¢I'm afraid not, says Uncle Richard.

“¢Why afraid ?’
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“¢Becanse—I’ll tell you before long, 11 what I am
afraid of turns out to be true’

“Unecle looked troubled when he said this, and
it worried us all a little. Somehow we had a feel-
ing, a presentiment, I suppose yowd call it, that all
our trip was to be for nothing. Still, we kept on.

“That night we camped on the moraine, where
we went to get off the ice, which was chilling us
through. We bhadn’t a spark of fire, and I didn’t
know but we’d freeze to death before morning. Oh,
what a long night!”

Robert spread out his hands to the fire as he spoke,
and shivered at the bare recollection.

“Well, you may be sure we were on our way bright
and early the next morning. We left the glacier at
about ten o’clock, and reached the foot of the great
peak itself an hour later. You can imagine how we
felt, mother, laying our hands on the veritable Red
Mountain of Alaska, that we had been travelling a
year to reach.

“ And now comes the queerest part of the story.”

Mrs. Dutton, Florence, and indeed all who had been
left behind, leaned forward eagerly to listen.

“ When we came to examine the rock, it was—mnot
cinnabar at all | ” _

The faces of the listeners fell. It was a terrible
disappointment to them, as it had been to the men
when they made the discovery.

“ Well,” said Mrs. Dutton, heaving a deep sigh, as
she saw her dreams of wealth depart, “I suppose we
ought to be so thankful to have you back again, and
to have escaped all the fearful dangers of last winter,
that we shouldn’t complam when we find it has all
been a wild-goose chase.”
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4% Never mind,” said Flossie, trying to be brave
under the disappointment. ¢ We’ve enough left,
papa ; and perhaps it would have made us proud and
disagreeable if we had been awfully rich.”

“T did hope,” began poor Mrs. Dutton, who found it
hard to relinquish all the plans she had made, “I
did hope we might endow an institution, and call it
‘ Dutton University,” but there I-—I’ll try not to think
of it again, Did you bring money enough to pay our
fares home, John, from Sitka ?”

“There, there, Ella! don’t take on about it,” said
Mr. Dutton ; and he actually laughed.

His wife looked up sympathetically at what she
thought his heroic effort to be cheerful ; but there
was actually a twinkle in his eye. It was provoking,
you know, when she was trying so hard to bear up
under this culminating misfortune.

“I really don’t see, John,” she began, in a hurt
tone, her lips quivering a little,  what you can find
amusing in it. To say nothing of my having dragged
myself a thousand miles or more through these woods,
and suffering such torments of anxiety as I have about
Floss, I ave had my hopes raised about that moun-
tain. I didn’t mean to think of anything beyond
your health ; that’s why I came, to take—care—of
you—_9,

Here the poor woman, worn with the final anxiety
of the last few days, actually sobbed. The reaction
was too great, and she was unable to go on.

Now, Mr. Dutton was not one of that sort of men
who think it fun to “ tease.” He recognized the fact,
as every true, manly boy will, that giving pain to any
one under the name of “ teasing ” is a disgraceful and
cruel sport,
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So he just crossed right over to his wife, sat down
on the big log beside her, and drew her head down on
his shoulder.

“There, there, dear ! ” said he, “it isn’t quite so
bad as you think. I've been trying to tell you, but
you wouldn’t listen to comfort. Who said we were
disappointed ?

“ Why, Robert here ! ”

“No, indeed. He merely said the mountain was
not one of cinnabar. You stopped him, my dear,
before he could go on to tell you that, although that
fairy dream of a whole mountain of wealth (which I
don’t believe either of us really entertained in our
serious moments) could not be realized, we have not
been left to spend the remainder of our lives in abject
poverty, nor yet in that condition of well-to-do-ness
which we have enjoyed at Sheldon. I am not sure that
¢ Dutton University > will prove a myth after all, Ella.”

“ What do you mean, John ? ”

Mrs. Dutton sat up straight and dried her teals with
wmarvellous alacrity.

“Why, don’t you see, mother,” broke in Hugh,
taking up the story where Rob had left it, ¢ there
might be something else there almost as good as a
mercury mountain? Just as we reached the foot of
the peak, we heard the old volcano once more, and the
rumbling and all. The queer look came into Uncle
Dick’s face again.

“¢Well, what is it?’ says father. ‘Out with it
Dick. Don’t stand there staring like an owl with a
bad conscience.’

“¢Well, the fact is,” says uncle, ‘I’ve made a dis-
covery. 1 wasn’t quite sure of it until to-day, but
I've figured it out pretty carefully, and I'm confident
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I’'m right now.’ (You can’t hurry uncle a mite, you
know, when he chooses to take his time.) ¢Where
is north ?’ says he, in a general kind of a way.
¢«¢Qver there, says Solomon, who carried the com-
ass.
F «“¢H’m! Then, the sun rose in the south-west, and
is going to set due east !’

“Sure enough, there was the sun, all twisted round
on the wrong side of the sky.

« «Well, now for your figures,” father sings out.

“As for Solomon fhere, he just scowled at the
sun, and kept saying, ‘I swan!’ over and over.”
And Hugh burst into an irrepressible langh at the
memory. .

“ Uncle pulled Peeschee’s map out of his pocket,”
said Robert, hastening to take the floor while Hugh
was indulging in his merriment, “and placed it beside
father’s little map of Alaska. ¢There,’ said he, ¢ now
allow two points’ variation of the compass back there
by the lake-with-the-tall-trees, swerving more and
more as we worked our way over the last two hun-
dred miles of the trip, till the needle is nearly at
right angles with its true course ; where would we be
on the map of Alaska ?’
~ “‘Bomewhere about this point,’ says father, putting
his finger down on the map.

“¢Exactly so. Now oblige me, John, by looking -
under your finger.’ A

“¢Mount Wrangel !”

“¢And no other !’ says Uncle Dick, getting rather
excited as he comes out with his discovery. ¢Your
Red Mountain, Peeschee, is nothing more or less than
a spur of Mount Wrangel, twenty thousand feet high,
the loftiest mountain in America !’
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¢ But how about the variation of the compass ?’

“‘Look !’ says uncle, pointing up at the jagged
rocks above us. ¢ Red Mouniain, eh, John? This
peak is not composed of solid cinnabar, to be sure,
but it is a tolerably perfect specimen of a mountain
of iron!’?”

“ There, mother, there ! ” cried Hugh, ¢ the secret’s
out!” ’

“ But how can the iron help us, John ?”

“ Because, in the first place, that ore, in such rich

proportions of the troe metal, is extremely valnable.
Secondly, it is almost invariably accompanied by the
presence of other ores of great commercial worth.
By a little diligent prospecting we came across out-
crops- of one or two splendid cinnabar veins, with
specimens such as Peeschee found on the other side
of the mountain, split off by frost, and asking to
_be gathered. Then there was every indication of
immense amounts of copper, and, better still, a
glorious vein of silver-bearing ore. There was a
little gold to be seen here and there, and a broad
streak of bituminous ecoal, which will double the
value of mines, crushers, and smelting works, by
providing the fuel for the furnaces, as in the Penn-
sylvania region. Here are the specimens of every
ore found.”

Pockets were emptied, and the beautiful, sparkling
bits of rock examined with delight.

‘““Peeschee and Solomon will return to the spot,”
continned Mr. Dutton, ¢ as soon as they get us fairly
started on our rafting voyage down the Copper River,
which rises somewhere hereabouts. They will locate
and stake out mines, as required by miners’ law, and
remain actually on the spot, with good salaries, to hold
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the ground until we have assayed the minerals, and
disposed of the claims.”

“(Qh, Solomon !” exclaimed Flossie, “aren’t you
going to finish the trip with us ? We shall miss you
dreadfully ! ”

“Can’t do it, little gal,” said the honest hunter,
not daring to look her in the face. ¢ The settlements
is no place fer me. I shall spend my days in the
interior, with the Ungaliks and grizzlies. Mayhap
Tl git a shot yet at the big hairy elephant, and
be famous !” he added, with a poor attempt at a
laugh.

Flossie’s eyes filled with tears at the thought of
losing her faithful companion and protector, but she
made no further protest.

Carlo looked up with his grave brown eyes, as if
he had understood all that had been said, and, rising .
gravely, walked over to the hunter, and laid his head
upon his knee. The rest went to their tents one by
one, but Solomon never moved. The dog lay down
at his feet and slept; and all night the grave, quiet
man sat there, his head leaning on his hand, now
closing his eyes with a quick contraction of the fore-
head as if with a sudden pain; now glancing toward
the white tent where the girl was resting ; now gazing
into the glowing coals of the camp-fire, and reading
there, perhaps, the bright story of—what might have
been.

So the short hours of the Alaskan night passed
away. The light spread in the eastern sky; the
song-sparrow and white-throat raised their contented
chants from the valley, and a flock of snow-birds, in
pretty array of gray and white, fluttered through the
spruce boughs over the head of the silent man.
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At last he rose stiffly, drew his hand once or twice
across his eyes, threw his rifle over his shoulder,
whistled to Carlo, and started off into the forest.

“1 guess we'll go an’ pick ’em up a leetle suthin’
fer breakfast,” said he, gently, to the dog. ¢ Like’s
not, they’ll be hungry.”

The rest of the story is short. I linger over the
last few pages of manuscript, dear boys and girls,
with a pleasure that is touched with pain. Long as
you have lived in the company of the Duttons, the
author has lived longer with them; for not only does
the writing take far more time than the Teading of
a story, but Flossie and Robert and Solomon and the
rest have been my companions, night and day, since
the words CmaPTER 1. were written. I hope you have
learned to love them as I have, and that you will feel
a little sorry at parting with them. For part we
must at last. There is no need of telling you.in detail
how they journeyed to the navigable waters of the
Copper River; how they said good-bye to Solomon
and Peeschee, watching them from the raft until it
passed round a bend in the river, and they were
lost to view; how the little expedition reached the
coast in safety, took passage in a small fishing-smack
to Sitka, and thence by packet-ship to San Francisco.

You will be interested to learn that Mr. Dutton
succeeded so well in convincing half-a-dozen California
capitalists of the practical value of his «claim that
they formed a stock company for working the mines,
allotting him a share in the enterprise, which he sold
out, four vears later, for a trifle over half-a-million
dollars.

Mrs. Dutton is much exercised over a site for an
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educational institution which her husband proposes to
found next spring, with a permanent fund.

As to Solomon’s history, and the subsequent adven-
tures of Flossie and the boys, I must tell you at
another time.

Good-night |

THE END.

Printed by Hazell, Watson, & Viney, Ld., London and Aylesbury.
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Pilgrims of the Night. By Sarah Doudney. Frontispiece,
Large Crown 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt top.

The Story of the Bible. Arranged in Simple Style for
Young People. New Edition, Demy 8vo. 620 pages. Eight
beautiful pictures in colour, and more than rco other illustrations.
Cloth extra, 3s. 6d. Gilt edges, bevelled boards, 4s. 6d.

Bix Stories by *“ Panasy.” Imperial 8vo. 390 pages.
Fully Iustrated and Well-Bound in Cloth, with attractive
Coloured Design on Cover, and Six Complete Stories in each Vol.
3s. 6d. each,

The Skoleton Reef: A Sea Story. By Hugh St. Leger.
Large Crown 8vo. Frontispiece. Cloth extra, gilt top.

The Pilgrim’s Progress. By John Bunyan. Ilustrated
with 55 full-page and other Engravings, drawn by Frederick
Barnard, J. D. Linton, W, Small, and engraved by Dalziel
Brothers. Crown 4to. Cloth extra, 3s. 6d. Gilt edges, 5s.

The Scuttling of the “ Kingfisher.” By Alired E. Knight,
Frontispiece. Large Crown 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt top. -

The Missing Million : A Tale of Adventure In Search of a
Miilion Pounds. By E. Harcourt Burrage. Frontispiece. Large
Crown 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt top.

Come, Break your Fast: Daily Meditations for a Year.
By Rev. Mark Guy Pearse. 544 pages. Large Crown 8§vo.
Cloth extra. .

2s. 6d. each.

“ GIRLS' IMPERIAL LIBRARY.”

By Popular Authors. Large Crown 8va. 332 pages. 6 illustvations
printed in photo-brown. Handsomely bound in Cloth boards.

Uncle Joshua’'s Heiress ; or, Which shall it be ? By Lillias
Campbell Davidson,

‘Molly: The Story of a Wayward Girl. By Harriet E.
Colvile, Author of ** My Grandmother's Album.”

Love’s Golden Thread. By Edith C. Kenyon.

Sydney Lisle; or, The Heiress of Quentin Towers. By
Dorothea Moore.

The Fortunes of Eight; or, The House in Harford Place.
By Isabel Suart Robson.

The Little Missis, By Charlotte Skinner.

A Girl’s Battle. By Lillias Campbell Davidson.
A Girl in & Thousand, By Edith C. Kenyon.
Agnes Dewsbury, By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

Monica’s Choice.. By Flora E. Berry.
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2s, 6d. each (wmissed),
“RED MOUNTAIN” SERIEA.
Crown 8vo. 320 pages, Ilusivated.  Handsomely Bound in
cloth boards. :
The Boy’s Life of Nelson. By ‘] Cuthbert Hadden.

Large Crown 8vo. 300 pages. Beautiful coloured frontispiece and
eight illustrations on art paper. 2s. 6d.

In the Misty Seas: A Story of the Sealers of Behring
Straits. By Harold Bindloss.

Two Barchester Boys: A Tale of Adventure in the Malay
Straits, By K. M. Eady.

True Grit: A Story of Adventure In West Africa. By
Harold Bindioss. Six Illustrations.

The Yellow Shield; or, A Captive in the Zulu Camp. By
William Johnston. Six Illustrations.

The Firebrands of the Caspian: The Story of a Bold
Enterprise. By F. M. Holmes. Illustrated.

- K Desert Scout: A Tale of Arabi’s Revolt. By Wm,

Johnston. Illustrated.

Cormorant Crag: A Tale of the Smuggling Days. By
G. Manville Fenn. Eight Illustrations by W. Rainey, R.I.

One of the Tenth: A Tale of the Royal Hussars. By
William Johnston. Six Illustrations.

Goid or Dross? By John W. Kneeshaw, Author of
* Norcliffe Court,"” etc. 9ix Illustrations.

Lost in the Slave Land; or, The Mystery of the Sacred
Lamp Rock. By W. M. Graydon. Six Illustrations.

Ice-Bound ; or, The Anticosti Crusoes. By Edward Roper,
F.R.G.S. Siz Illustrations.

On Winding Waters: A Tale of Adventure and Peril
By William Murray Graydon. Six Illustrations.

Under the Birdar's Flag. By William Johnston, Author
of ** Tom Graham, V.C.," etc. Six Illustrations.

Dorothy: The Coombehurst Nightingale. By E. M.
Alford, Author of ** Honor," etc. Frontispiece.

The Boy from Cuba : A School Story. By Walter Rhoades,
Author of ** Two Scapegraces,” etc.

The Fighting Lads of Devon; or, In the Days of the
Armada. By Wm. Murray Graydon.

A Trip to Many Lands, By W. J. Forster. Illustrated
with 26 full-page pictures. 4to. Cloth gilt,

The Adventures of Mark Paton, By Charles J. Mansford,
Author of ** Shafts from an Eastern Quiver," etc.

The Crystal Hunters: A Boy's Adventures in the Higher
Alps. By G. Manville Penn,




6 CATALOGUE OF BOOKS PUBLISHED

2s. 6d. each (eontinuica).

“RED MOUNTAIN” BERIER (conlinusd}.’

First in the Field: A Story of New South Wales. By G.
Manville Fenn. 416 pages.

Great Works by Great Men: The Story of Famous
Engineers and their Triumphs. By F. M. Holmes.

The Lady of ths Forest. By L. T. Meade, Author of

" Scamp and I," ¥ Sweet Nancy," etc.

The Red Mountain of Alaska. By Willis Boyd Allen,

Aunthor of ** Pine Cones," ** The Northern Cross,” etc,

True unto Death : A Story of Russian Life and the Crimean
War, By Eliza F. Pollard, Author of ' Roger the Ranger.”

The Two Henriettas. By Emma Marshall, Author of

¢t Eaglehurst Towers,"' etc.

Yasl%tilS&vage: The Story of a Gipsy Girl. By Sarah
yiler,

PCPULER WORES BY MIS8 CHARLOTTE HURRAY.

From School to Castle, By Charlotte Murray. Illus-
trated. - Large Crown 8vo. Cloth boards,

Qoral: A Sea Waif and her Friends. 268 pages. Six
Illustrations. Cloth boards.

Stuart’s Choice ; or, Castleton’s ¢ Prep,” Crown 8vo. 288
pages. Six Illustrations, Cloth boards.

Biuriel Malons; or, From Door tc Door. Illustrated.
Crown 8vo. 272 pages. Cloth boards.

Through Grey to Gold. Crown 8vo. 280 pages. Six
Illusirations. Cloth boards,

Wardlaugh ;, or, Workers Together. (Sce wiuder Home
Library, 2s))
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2s, 6d. each {continued).

FERRAR FENTOR’S TRANSLATIONS OF THE HOLY SCRIFTURES
IN MODERKN ENGLISH. 2s. 6d. each Net,

Yol. 1.—The Five Books of Moses.

Yol. IL.—The History of Israel.

VYol. II1.—The Books of the Prophets.

Yol, I¥.—The Psalms, Soclomon, and Sacred ¥Writers.

Yol. ¥.—The New Testament,

The Cemplete Bible in Modern English. Incorporating the

above five volumes. Cloth exira, gilt top. 105, net,

James Flanagan : The Story of a Remarkable Career. By
Denis Crane. Crown 8vo., Fully illustrated. Cloth beards.
2s. 6d. net.

The Earnest Life. By Silas K. Hocking, Crown 8vo.
192 pages. With portrait and autograph. Handsomely bound in
cloth boards. 2s. 6d.

Stories of Self-Help : Recent and Living Examples of Men
Risen from the Ranks. By John Alexander, Author of ** The
Two Stephensons.’”’ Well Illustrated. :

K Young Man’s Mind, By J. A. Hammerton, Author of ¢ J.
M. Barrie and His Books,'’ etc. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt top.

The Romance of The Bible. The Marvellous History
of the British and Foreign Bible Society. By Charles F., Bateman,
Author of ** Dr. Clifford,”” ete. Crown 8vo. Cloth.

Crown and Empire: A Popular Account of the Lives,
Public and Domestic, of Edward VII. and Queen Alexandra.
By Alfred E Knight. Large Crown 8vo. 336 pages. Cloth boards.

My Dogs in the Northland. By Egerton R. Young,
Author of "By Canoe and Dog Train,’" etc. 288 pages. Many
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth,

Cur Rulers: From William the Conqueror to Edward VI1I,
By ]. Alexander. Foolscap 4to. Cloth gilt. Sixty beautiful
Iliustrations. Attractively bound.

The Great Siberian Railway: What I saw on my Journey.
By Dr. F. E, Clark. Crown 8vo. 213 pages. Sixty-five First
class Illustrations on art paper, and a Map. Handsomely bound.

Chaplains at the Front, By One of Them. Incidents in
the Life of a Chaplain during the Boer War, 1899-1900. By
Owen . Spencer Watkins, Acting Wesleyan Chaplain to His
Majesty's Forces. Crown 8vo. - 334 pages. Handsomely bound.

Lord Roberts of Kandahar, ¥.0.: The Life-Story of a
Great Soldier. By Walter Jerrold. Crown 8ve. Eight Ilustra-
tions. Handsomefly bound in cloih boards. 2s. 6d. Net.



8§ CATALOGUE OF BOOKS PUBLISHED

2s. 6d. each (continved).

Bir Redvers H. Buller, Y¥.C.: The Story ot His Life and
Campaigns. By Walter Jerrold. Crown 8vo. 218 pages. With
8 Illustrations. 2s. 6d. net.

Following Jesus: A Bible Picture Book for the Young.
Size 133 by 10 inches. Contains 12 beautifully coloured Old and
New Testament Scenes, with appropriate letterpress by D.J.D,

Brought to Jesus: A Bible Picture Book for Little Readers.
Containing 12 New Testament Scenes, printed in colours. Size
1334 by 10 inches. Handsome coloured boards.

Bible Pictures and Stories: Old and New Testament. In
one Volume. Bound in handsome cloth, with 89 full-page
Illustrations by Eminent Artists, )

Light for Little Footsteps; or, Bible Stories Illustrated.
With beautiful coloured Cover and Frontispiece. Full of Pictures.
Size 133 by 10 inches. ' ] .

Potters : their Arts and Crafts, Historical, Biographical,
and Descriptive. By John C. Sparks and Walter Gandy. Crown -
8vo. Copiously Illustrated, Cloth extra, 2s. 6d. L

The Btory of Jesus. For Little Children. By Mrs. G,
E. Morton. New Editien. Large 8vo. 340 pages. Eight pictures
in best style of colour-work, and many other illustrations., Hand-
somely bound in cloth boards. 2s. 6d.

Vietoria; Her Life and Reign. By Alfred E. Knight.
New edition, brought up to date. Crown 8vo. 384 pages. Cloth
extra, 2s. 6d.; fancy cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d.

2s. each.
THE HOME LIBRARY.

Crown 8vo, 320 pages. Handsome Cloth Covers. Artistically
Lilustrated.

The Adventures of Don Lavington ; or, in'the Days of the
Press Gang. By G. Manville Fenn,
Roger the Ranger: A Story of Border Life among the
Indians. By E. F. Pollard. .
Bra.!ée lirothers; or, Young Sons of Providence. By E. M.
tooke. :
The Sl![oi.t House; or, Celia’s Deceptions. By Eleanora H.
ooke,
The White Dove of Amritzir: A Romance of Anglo-Indian
Life. By E. F. Pollard.
In Battle and Breeze: Sea Stories by G. A. Henty, G.
Manville Fenn, and J. Higginson. 320 pages, Illustrated.
Crag Island; or The Mystery of Val Stanlock, By W.
.. Murray Grayden.
Wild Bryonie. By Jennie Chappell.
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2s. each (ontiswed).
THE HOME LIBRARY (continved).

Edwin, the Boy Outlaw; or, the Dawn of Freedom in
Ilj:Inglat:d. A Story of the Days of Robin Hood. By J. Frederick
odgetts,

Manco, the Peruvian Chief. By W. H. G. Kingston.
New Edition, Illustrated by Lancelot Speed.

Neta Lyall. By Flora E. Berry, Author of *In Small

Corners,” etc.  Six Illustrations.

Robert Aska: A Story of the Reformation. By E. F.
Pollard, Eight Illustrations.

dohn Burleigh’s Sacrifice, By Mrs. Chas, Garnett.

Nineteen Illustrations,

The Lion City of Afrieca, By Willis Boyd Allen. Sixteen

Illustrations.
Aveline's Inheritance. By Jennie Chappell.
Ben-Hur, By L. Wallis,
The Better Part. By Annie S. Swan.

Cousin Mary, By Mrs, Oliphant, Author of ¢ Katie
Stewart."

Dorothy’s Training ; or, Wild-flower or Weed? By Jennie
Chappell.

Gra%e %shleigh; or, His Ways are Best. By Mary D. R.
oyd,

Honor: A Nineteenth-Century Heroine. By E. M. Alford.

Her Saddest Blessing, By Jennie Chappell.

The Inca's Ransom: A Story of the Conquest of Peru,
By Albert Lee, Anthor of * The Black Disc,” etc.

John: A Tale of the Messiah. By K. Pearson Woods.

dJacques Hamon; or, Sir Philip’s Private Messenger. By
Mary E. Ropes,

Leaders into Unknown Lands: Being Chapters of recent
Travel, By A. Montefiore-Brice, F.G.S., F.R.G.S.

Lights and Shadows of Forster Square. By Rev. E, H,
Sugden, M. A,

The I«l‘:‘?t“ Earl Grahame, By Rev. J. M. Dryerre, LL.B,,

R.G.S.

The Martyr of Eolin: A Story of the Bohemian Persecu-
tion. By H. O. Ward.

Morning Dew-Drops: A Temperance Text Book. By
Clara Lucas Balfour.

Mark Deshorough’s Yow. By Annie S, Swan.



0 CATALOGUE OF BOOKS PUBHSHED

2s. each (eontinued).
THE HOME LIBRARY (rontinued).
Mick Tracy, the Irish Scripture Reader. By the Author of

« Tim Doolan, the Irish Emigrant."

Norman’s Nugget. By J. Macdonald Oxley, B.A. Author
of ** Archie Mackenzie,” etc. Six Illustrations.

A Puritan Wooing: A Tale of the Great Awakening in
New England. By Frank Samuel Child.

Petrel Darcy ; or, In Honour Bound. By T. Corrle.

A Polar Eden; or, The Goal of the *Dauntless.” By
Charles R. Kenyon, Author of * The Young Ranchman,’ etc.

The Strait Gate. By Annie S. Swan.

The Spanish Maiden: A Story of Brazil, By Emma E,
Hornibrook.

The Tramp Ship’s Fate: The Story of a Secret Com-
mission. By F. M. Holmes., Six Illustrations,

Wardlangh ; or, Workers Together. By Charlotte Murray.

The Wreck of the “ Providence.,” By Eliza F. Pollard.

Klfred the Great: The Father of the English. By Jesse
Page. Crown 8ve. 288 pages. Eight Illustrations. Cloth extra.

LIBRARY OF STANDARD WORES BY FAMOUS AUTHORS,

Croun 8vo. Bound in handsome cloth boayds.

Coral Island. By R. M. Ballantyne. .

Nettie's Mission. Stories illustrative of the Lord’s Prayer.
By Alice Gray.

Home Influence: A Tale for Mothers, By Grace Aguilar,

The Gorilla Hunters. By R. M. Ballantyne. ‘

What Katy Did. By Susan Coolidge. Crown 8vo. 350 .
pages. Fully Illustrated.

Peter the Whaler. By W. H. G. Kingston. Crown 8vo.
300 pages. Cloth boards. Six Illustrations.

Melbourne Hounse., By Susan Warner, Author of “ The
Wide, W.ide World,” 452 pages. Six Illustrations.

The Lamplighter. By Miss Cummins., 444 pages. Six
Illustrations.

Grimm's Fairy Tales, Carefully chosen from the Tales
collec_ted by the I.Brothers Grimm. Twelve Illustrations. 344 pages.

The Swiss Family Robinson: Adventures on a Desert
Island. Twelve Illustrations. 400 pages.

Tom Brown’s 8chool-Days. By an Old Boy. 344 pages.
Twelve Iilustrations.

Little Women and Good Wives, By Louisa M. Alcot.
450 pages. Six Illustrations,

The Wide, Wide World. By Susan Warner, 478 pages.

Six Ilustrations,
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2s. each (continsed).
LIBRARY OF ETANDERD WORKS BY FAMOUS KUTHORS (conid.).

Danesbury House. By Mrs. Henry Wood., 332 pages.

Six Illustrations.

Stepping Heavenward. By E. Prentiss. 332 pages. Six
Illustrations.
John Halifax, Gentleman, By Mrs. Craik. New Edition,
540 pages.
LifaDafnd Adventures of Robinson Crusce, By Daniel
eroe,

Naomi; or, The Last Days of Jerusalem. By Mrs. Webb.
The Pilgrim’s Progress. By John Bunyan. 416 pages.
Uncle Tom’s Cabin. By Harriet Beecher Stowe.
Westward Ho! By Chas. Kingsley.

Bunyan’s Folk of To-day; or, The Modern Pilgrim's
Progress. By Rev. J. Reid Howatt. Twenty Illustrations. Crown
8vo. Cloth extra.

Sunday Afternoons with My Scholars. By J. Atten-
borough, With portrait. Crown 8vo. 290 pages. Cloth gilt,

Bible Light for Little Pilgrims. A Coloured Scripture
Picture Roll. Contains 12 beautifully coloured Old and New
Testament Scenes, with appropriate texts. Varnished cover
printed in 10 colours. Mounted on Roller for hanging.

Kwang Tung; or Five Years in South China. By Rev.
J. A, Turper, Eight Illustrations. Map. Imperial 8vo. 176
pa.ggls.t Cloth gilt. New edition, revised and brought np-to-date.
2s. Net,

Twilight Whispers, For Devotional Moments. By J. O.
Keen. Crown 8vo. 256 pages, with Portrait of the Author.
Cloth boards.

Platform, Pulpit, and Desk; or, Tools for Workers,
Being 148 Outline Addresses on all Phases of the Temperance
Movement for all Ages and Classes, By W. N. Edwards, F.C.S.
With an Introduction by Canon Barker. Crown 8vo, 300 pages.

Pleasant Half Hours; or, Thoughts for Men. By Rev. E.
H. Sugden, M.A., Author of " Lights and Shadows," et¢. Witha
Preface by Rev. A. Plummer, M.A,, D.D., Master of University
College, Durham, Crown 8vo, 224 pages.

Bible Picture Roll. Containing a large Engraving of a
Scripture Subject, with letterpress, for each day in the month,

Love, Courtship;, and Marriage. By Rev. F. B. Meyer,
B.A. Crown 8vo, 152 pages. Embellished cloth cover. 2s. Net,
Full gilt edges, 25. 6d. Net.



12 CATALOGUE OF BOOKS PUBLISHED

2s. each (ewtiswea).
‘ By CHAS, M. SHELDON. ‘

The Crucifixion of Phillip 8trong. By Chas. M. Sheldon.
His Brother’s Keeper. By Chas. M. Sheldon.
QOur Exemplar; or, What would Jesus do? (In His Steps).

By Chas. M. Sheldon, .
Richard Bruce. By Chas. M. Sheldon.
The Twentieth Door. By Chas. M. Sheldon.

Is. 6d. each.

PARTRIDGE'S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES
0f Charming Stories for Holiday and Fireside Reading.
Crown 8vo. 760 pages. Well Ilustrated and Attractively Bound.

A String of Pearls. By E. F. Pollard.

Elsie Macgragor: or, Margaret’s Little L.ass. By Ramsay
Guthrie. .

The Lady of the Chine, By M. S. Haycraft.

Carola’s S8ecret. By Ethel F. Heddle,

The Homa of his Fathers. By Lillias Campbell Davidson.

A Great Patience, By L. Moberly.

In the Bonds of Silence. By ]J. L. Hornibrook,

A Late Repentance. By Hannah B. Mackenzie.

Shepherds and Sheep. By E. Stuart-Langford.

The Golden Doors. By M. S. Haycraft.

A Noble Champion. By David Hobbs.

THEE UP-TO-DXTE LIBRARY,
Of Thick Crows 8vo, Volumes. 320 pages. Many Ilustrations.
Cloth boards. :
A Bunch of Cherries. By J. W. Kirton.
- A Yillage Story., By Mrs. G. E. Morton.
The Eagle Cliff. By R. M. Ballantyne,
More Precious than Gold. By Jennie Chappell.
The Slave Raiders of Zanzibar. By E.Harcourt Burrage.
Ester Ried. By Pansy.
Avice: A Story of Imperial Rome. By E. F. Pollard.
The King’s Daughter. By Pansy.
The Foster Brothers: or, Foreshadowed. By Mrs. Morton,
The Household Angel, By Madeline Leslie,

The Green Mountain Boys: A Story of the American
War of Independence. By E. F. Pollard, ’ ‘

A Way in the Wilderness. By Maggie Swan,
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Is. 6d. each (cowtinwei).
THR UP-TO-DATE LIBRARY ({continscd).

Miss Elizabeth’s Niece. By M. S, Haycraft.
The Man of the Housa. By ¢ Pansy.”

Olive Chauncey’s Trust: A Story of Life's Turning Points.
By Mrs. E. R. Pitman.

Whither Bound? A Story of Two Lost Boys. By Owen

Landor.
Three People. By ‘¢ Pansy.”
Chrissy’s Endeavour. By ¢ Pansy.”
The Young Moose Hunters, By C. A. Stephens,
Eaglehurst Towers, By Emma Marshall,

Chilgoopie the Glad : A Story of Korea and her Children.

. By Jean Perry. With eight illustrations on art paper, and bound
in cloth boards. 1s. 6d.

More Nails for Busy Workers. By C. Edwards, Author
of ** A Box of Nalls for Busy Christian Workers,” etc. Crown 8vo.
196 pages. Cloth boards.

Queen Alexandra: the Nation's Pride. By Mrs. C. N,
Williamson. Crown §vo. Tastefully bound. 1s. 6d. Net.

King and Emperor: The Life-History of Edward VII.
By Arthur Mee. Crown 8vo. Cloth boards. 1s. 6d. Net.

William McKinley: Private and President. By Thos,

© Cox Meech. Crown 8vo. 160 pages, with Portrait. 1s. 6d. Net,

Btudies of the Man Paul. By Robert E. Speer. Long
8vo. 304 pages. Cloth gilt. 1s. 6d. Net.

The Angel and the Demon; and other Storles. By E.
Thorneycroft Fowler. Cloth gilt. Eight Illustrations.
A Measuring Eye, By E. Stuart-Langford, Author of
** Miss Sophia’s Repentance,'’ etc. Illustrated. Cloth boards.
Wellington: The Record of a Great Military Career. By
A. E. Knight. Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt, with Portrait, 1s. 6d. Net.

Hector Macdonald; or, The Private who became a General,
By T. F. G. Ceates. Cr. 8vo. Cloth gilt, with Portrait. 1s.6d. Net.

Baden-Powell: The Hero of Mafeking. By W. Francis
Aitken. Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt, with Porirait. 1s. 6d. Net.

Every-day Life in Bouth Africa. By E. E. K. Lowndes.
Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Cloth boards. 1s. 6d. Net,

The Royal Life. By Rev. J. C. Carlile, Crown 8vo. 128
pages. Cloth gilt.

Insects: Foes and Friends. By W. Egmont Kirby, M.D.,
F.L.S. 32 pages of Coloured Illustrations. = Cloth boards.



2] CATALOGUE OF BOORS PUBLISHED

1s. 6d. each (coniwics).
THE BRITISH BOYS®’ LIBRARY.
Fully Ilustrated. Crows 8vo. 7168 pages. Cloth exira,

Missionary Heroes: Stories of Heroism on the Missionary
" Field. By C. D. Michael,

Andrew Bennett’s Harvest; or, The Shadow of God's
Providence. By Lydia Phillips.

Brown A1:; or, A Stolen Holiday. By E. M. Stooke.

The Pigeons’ Cave: A Story of Great Orme’'s Head in
1806, By J. S. Fletcher.

Robin the Rebel. By H. Louisa Bedford.

Runaway Rollo. By E. M. Stooke.

Success: Chats about Boys who have Won it, By C. D.
Michael.

Well Done! Stories of Brave Endeavour. Edited by C.
D. Michael, Author of ** Heroes All,"” ** Deeds of Daring,” etc.

The Wonder Seekers. By Henry J. Barker, M.A,
Little Soldiers. By Kate L. Mackley.
Will; or, That Boy from the Union. By Lydia Phillips,

Heroes All! A Book of Brave Deeds for British Boys.
Edited by C. D. Michael.

Deeds of Daring; or, Stories of Herolsm t - i
D MicEa’el. s eroism in Every-day Life,

Noble Deeds: Stories of Peril ) .
o Deadg s orories of Feril and Herolsm. Edited by

Armour Bright: The Story of a Boy’s Battles. By Lucy

Taylor, Author of * Astronomers and their Observations," etc.

The Thane of the Dean: A Story of the Time of the
Conqueror. By Tom Bevan. ‘

The Gld Red School- s
By Branchs B, WOgd' house: A Story of the Backwoods,

Ben: A Story of Life's Byways. By Lydia Phillips.
The Secret of the Yew. By Frank Yerlock.

Major Brown; Wh
, aJEdith 0 Da‘;i:r. ether White or Black, a Man. By

dack. A Story of a Scapegrace. By E. M. Bryant.

Hubert Ellerdale: .
W. Oak Rﬁind.e A Tale of the Day_s of Wicliffe, By
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Is. 6d. each (continued).

THE BRITISH GIRLS’ LIBRARY.
Fully Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 160 pages. Cloth cxtra.

Patsie’s Bricks, By L. S. Mead.

Salome’s Burden; or the Shadow on the Homes. By
Eleanora H. Stooke,

Heroines: True Tales of Brave Women. By C. D.
Michael, Author of ** Well Done," etc.

Granny’s Girls, By M. B. Manwell.

Mousey; or, Cousin Robert’s Treasure. By Eleanora H,
Stooke.

Marigold’s Faneies. By L. E. Tiddeman.
“Our Phyllis.” By M. S. Haycraft.
The Lady of Greyham; or, Low in a Low Place. By

Emma E. Hornibrook.
The Gipsy Queen. By Emma Leslie.
Kathleen ; or, A Malden's Influence. By Julia Hack,
The Rajah’s Daughter; or, The Half-Moon Girl. By

Bessie Marchant.
In Self-Defence. By Julia Hack.

Regia: or, Her Little Kingdom. By E. M. Waterworth
and Jennie Chappell.

Una’s Marriage. By Mrs. Haycraft.
Tephi: An Armenian Romance. By Cecilia M. Blake,
Christabel’s Influence. By J. Goldsmith Cooper.

Queen of the Isles, By Jessie M. E. Saxby.

“THE WORLD'S WORDERS” BERIEX.
Crown 8vo, 7160 pages. Copiously Illusivated. Handsome cloth covers.

The Conquest of the Bir: The Romance of Aerial Naviga-
tion. By John Alexander.

Surgeons and their Wonderful Discoveries, By F. M.
Holmes, ‘

The Life-Boat: Its History and Heroes. By F. M.
Holmes.

Firemen and their Exploits, With an Account of Fire
Brigades and Appliances. By F. M. Holmes.

The Romance of the Savings Banks, By Archibald G,

Bowie,
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Is. 6d. each (constinssd).
“THR WORLD'S WONDERS” BERIES ([continusd).
The Romance of Glass-Making: A Sketch of the History
of Ornamental Glass. By W. Gandy.

The Romance of the Post-Offlce: Its Inception and
Wondrous Development. By Archibald G. Bowie.

Marvels of Metals. By F. M, Holmes.

Triumphs of the Printing Press. By Walter Jerrold.
Electricians and their Marvels, By Walter Jerrold.
Musicians and their Compositions, By J. R. Griffiths.

Naturalists and their Investigations. By George Day,
FR.M.S. »

POPULAR MISRIONARY BIOGRAPEIES,
Crown 8vo. 160 pages. Cloth extra.  Pully Ilustyaied,

The Christianity of the Continent: A Retrospect and a
Review. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

Missionaries I have Met, and the Work they have done,
By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S., Author of ** Samuel Crowther,” etc,

James Chalmers, Missionary and Explorer of Rarotonga
and New Guinea. By Willlam Robson.” New Edition, brought
up-to-date by Frank B. Broad, of the London Missionary Society.
With recent Porirait and many other Hlustrations. 176 pages.

Griffith John, Founder of the Hankow Mission, Central
China. By William Robson. New Edition, brought up-to-date
by Frank B. Broad, of the London Missionary Society. 176 pages.

Robert Morrison: The Pioneer of Chinese Missions. By
William J. Townsend.

Amid Greenland 8nows; or, The Early History of Arctic
Missions. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.
Bishop Patteson: The Martyr of Melanesia. By same

Author,

capfika.ig Allen Gardiner: Sallor and Saint. By same

uthor.

The Congo for Christ: The Story of the Congo Mission,
By Rev. J. B. Myers, Author of * William Carey,” otc. New
Edition, brought up to date.

David Brainerd, the Apostle to the North-American
Indians, By jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

David Livingstone: His Labours and his Legacy., By
Arthur Montefiore-Brice, Author of * H. M. Stanley,'’ etc.
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Is. 6d. each (eontimued).
POPULAR MISSIONARY BIOGRAPHIES (continued).

From Kafir Kraal to Pulpit: The Story of Tiyo Soga,

girst. Ordained Preacher of the Kafir Race. By Rev. H. T.
ousins.

Japan: and its People. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

John Williams: The Martyr Missionary of Polynesla, By
Rev. James Ellis. ‘

dJames Calvert; or, From Dark to Dawn in Fiji. By
R. Vernon.

Lady Missionaries in Foreign Eands. By Mrs, E. R.
Pitman, Author of * Missionary Heroines in Eastern Lands.'.
Miss;onary Heroines in Eastern Lands. By Mrs. E. R.

itman. '

Reginald Heber: Bishop of Calcutta, Author of *From
Greenland's Icy Mountains.!" By A. Montefiore-Brice, F.R.G.S,

Robert Moffat: The Missionary Hero of Kuruman. By
David J. Deane.

Bamuel Crowther: The Slave Boy who became Bishop of
the Niger. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

Thomas J. Comber: Missionary Pioneer to the Congo.
By Rev. J. B. Myers.

William Carey: The Shoemaker who became the Father

. and Founder of Modern Missions. By Rev. J. B, Myers.
Henry Martyn. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

NEW POPULAR BIOGRAPHIES.
Crown 8vo. Cioth boards. Fully Iliusivated.

Life-Story of Ira D, Sankey, The Singing Evangelist. By
David Williamson.

Great Evangelists, and the Way God has Used Them,
By Jesse Page. Crown 8vo. 160 pages, with portraits and illus-
trations. .

Women who have Worked and Won. The Life Story of
Mrs. Spurgeon, Mrs. Booth-Tucker, F. R, Havergal, and Ramabali.
By Jennie Chappell.

John Bright: Apostle of Free Trade. By Jesse Page,
F.R.G.S. Lo

The Two Stephensons. By John Alexander,

J. Passmore Kdwards: Philanthropist. By E. Harcourt
Burrage.

Dwight L. Moody : The Life-work of a Modern Evangelist.
By Rev. J. H. Batt.

Noble Work by Noble YWomen : Sketches of the Lives of
the Baroness Burdett-Coutts, Lady Henary Somerset, Miss Sarah
Robinson, Mrs. Fawcett, and Mrs. Gladstone. By Jennie Chappell,
Author of ** Four Noble Women," etc.




CATALOGUE OF BOOKS PUBLISHED

Is. 6d. each (continsied),

NEW POPULAR BIOGRAPHIES (continued).

Four Noble Women and their Work: Sketches of the Life
and Work of Frances Willard, Agnes Weston, Sister Dora, and
Catherine Booth. By Jennie Chappell.

The Canal Boy who became President. By Frederic T,

Gammon.

Florence Nightingale: The Wounded Soldiers’ Friend.
By Eliza F. Pollard.

Four Heroes of India: Clive, Warren Hastings, Havelock,
Lawrence. By F. M. Holmes.

General Gordon: The Christian Soldier and Hero. By
G. Barnett Smith.

W, E. Gladstone : England’s Great Commoner, By Walter
Jerrold, With Portrait and 38 other Illustrations.

Heroes and Heroines of the Scottish Covenanters. By
]J. Meldrum Dryerre, LL,B., F.R.G.S.

John RKnox and the Scottish Reformation. By G.
Barnett Smith. ‘ ‘

Philip Melancthon: The Wittemberg Professor and
Theologian of the Reformation. By David |. Deane.

8ir John Franklin and the Romance of the North-West
Passage. By G. Barnett Smith.

The Blave and His Champions: Sketches of Granville
Sharp, Thomas Clarkson, William Wilberforce, and Sir T. F,
Buxton. By C. D. Michael.

C. H. Spurgeen: His Life and Ministry. By Jesse Page,
F.R.G.S,

Two Noble Lives: John Wicliffe, the Morning Star of the
Reformation; and Martin Luther, the Reformer. By David
J. Deane. 208 pages.

William Tyndale: The Translator of the English Bible,
By G. Barnett Smith,

The Marquess of Saligbury : His Inherited Characteristics,
Political Principles, and Personality. By W.F, Aitken. 1s.6d,

Frederick Temple, Archhishop of Canterbury, By W,

Francis Altken, Author of Baden-Powell,” etc. 13, 6d,
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Is. 6d. each (continued).
NEW POPULAR BIOGRAPHIES (continusd).

Torrey and Alexander : the Story of Their Lives. By J.
Kennedy Maclean. Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Imitation cloth,
1s. Net. Cloth boards, 1s. 6d. Net.

Joseph Parker, D.D.: His Life and Ministry. By Albert

Dawson. 1s. 6d

Hugh Price Hugh.es. By Rev. ]. Gregory Mantle. 1s. 6d.

R. J. Campbell, M.A.; Minister of the City Temple,
London. By Charles T. Bateman.

Dr, Barnardo: ‘* The Foster-Father of Nobody's Children.”
By Rev. J. H. Batt.

. Robertson Nicoll, LL.D., Editor and Preacher. By
Jane Stoddart.

F. B. Meyer: His Life and Work. By Jennie Street.

John (Clifford, M.A., B.Se,, LL.D,, D.D. By Chas. T.
Bateman.

Thirty Years in the East End: A Marvellous Story of
Mission Work. By W, Francis Aitken.

Alexander Maclarsn, D.D.: The Man and His Message.
By Rev. John C, Carlile.

Lord Milner. By W. B. Luke.

Lord Rosebery: Imperialist. By ]. A. Hammerton,
Author of * J. M. Barrie and His Books "
Joseph Chamberlain: A Romance of Modern Politics.
By Arthur Mee.
Gen%ra.l GBoot'.h: The Man and His Work, By Jesse Page,
.R.G.S,

ILLUSTRATED REWARD BOOKS.
Crown 8vo. 160 pages. Cloth extra. Fully Illustrated.

Bethesda Chapel. A Story of the Good Old Times. By
Rev. C. Leach, D.D.

Philip’s Inheritance; or, Into a Far Couatry. By F

Spenser.

Donald’s Yietory, By Lydia Phillips.
A Red Brick Cottage. By Lady Hope, Author of * His’

Handiwork,” etc.
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Is. 6d. each (coniinsed).

ILLUSTRATED REWARD BOOES (continucd).

Marchester Stories. By Rev. C. Herbert.

Everybody’s Friend; or, Hilda Danvers’ Influence. By
Evelyn Everett-Green, Author of ** Barbara’s Brother," etc.

Sister Royal. By Mrs. Haycraft, Author of ¢ The
Children of Cherryholme," etc.

DEYOTIONAL CLASBICS.

A wew sevies of Devotional Books by standavd authovs.,  Well prinied on
good paper. Size 6% by 43 inches. Beautifully bound tn
Cloth boards.  1s. 6d, each, Net,
(Not illustrated.)

The Imitation of Christ. By Thomas 4 Kempis,
The Holy War. By John Bunyau.

Letters on the Simple Life. By the Queen of Roumania,
Marie Corelli, Madame Sarah Grand, ** John Oliver Hobbes," Sir
A. Conan Doyle, The Bishop of London, Canon Hensley Henson,
Sir J. Crichton Browne, Rev. S. Baring-Gould, Dr. Robertson
Nicoll, etc. Crown 8ve. 160 pages, With Autographs of con-
tributors in fac-simile. Imitation Linen, 1s. net. Cleth beards,
1s. 6d. net. (Net illustrated).

PICTURE BOOKS.

Stige G by 7 inches.  Colouved and numevous other Illustvations. Handsome
Coloured Cover, Paper Boayds with Cloth Back.

Happy and Gay: Pictures and Stories for Every Day. By
D. ]. D., Author of * Stories of Animal Sagacity," etc.

Pleasures and Joys for Girls and Boys. By D. J- Dy

Author of ** Stories of Animal Sagacity.”
Anecdotes of Animals and Birds. By Uncle Joha.
Stories of Animal Sagacity, By D.].D. A companlon

volume to " Anecdotes of Animals.
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Is. 6d. each (continsed),
“ONWARD” TEMPERANCE LIBRARY.

Crown 8vo. [lustvated. Cioth exiva.
Dick’s Chum. By Miss M, A, Paull.
$*This book {s well wrltten and illustrated. It Is just the book for boys,
We Girls, By Miss M, A, Paull.
' A gapital book for girls—written by one who thoroughly understands them, *

Manor House Mystery. By Mrs. C. L. Balfour,

* It is written in excellent style, with a well-gonstructed plot, sparkling dialogue
and a faultless moral,”

The Bird Angel. By Miss M. A. Paull.

*“ One of Miss Paull's most delightful stories.' o
Lyndon the Qutecast. By Mrs. Clara Lucas Balfour.
Ronald Clayton’s Mistake., By Miss M. A. Paull,

# It is a capital book to place in the hands of working lads,”

Nearly Lost, but Dearly Weon., By Rev. T. P. Wilson,
. M.A., Author of * Frack Oldfield,” etc.
Hoyle’s Popular Ballads and Recitatioms, By William

Hoyle, Author of ** Hymns and Songs,” etc.
1 A ocapital book for Sunday Scbool, Temperance, and gencral Recitations.”

Is. each, net.
(Not Ilustvated.)

Partridge’s Humorous Reciter (uniform with Partridge’s
Popular Reciter), Imitation Cloth, 1s. net; Cloth boards, 1s. 6d.
net.

Partridge’s Popular Reciter. Old Favourites and New.
208 pages. Crown 8vo, Imifation Cloth, 1s. net; Cloth beards,
1s. 6d, net,

Is. each.
“ ONWARD” TEMPERANCE LIBRARY.
Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Cloth extra.

A Western Waif. By Old Cornish, Author of “ Ste,” ¢ Our
 Girls," ** Pete and his Daddy," etc., etc.

Addy’s Two Lives. By Mrs. Rutk B, Yates, Author of

* Grumpy Grafton,” ** Green and Gold,” etc., etc.

John Dudley’s Secret; or, The Gambler's Daughter. By
Edward Armytage,




22 CATALOGUE OF BOOKS PUBLISHED

Is. each (ontinued).
OFWARD” TEMPERZANCE LIBRARY (continucd).

Buspected ; or, Under a Cloud. By A. J. Glasspool, Author
of * Snatched from Death,” etc. 1

Whispers to those who wish te Enjoy a Happy Life.
By Rev. Benj. Smith, Author of * Climbing," ** Gems Reset,” etc,

Snatched from Death, By Alfred J. Glasspool, Author of
'* The Young Abstainer's Laboratory," etc., etc.

Is. each.
ONE SHILLING REWARD BGOKS,

Fuylly Illustrated.  Crown 8Svo.  Cloth exiva.

Dick’'s Desertion: A Boy’s Adventures in Canadian Forests.
By Marjorie L. C, Pickthall, .

The Wild Swans; or, The Adventure of Rowland Cleeve
By Mary C. Rowsell. )

Georgs & Co.; or, The Choristers of St. Anselm’s. By

: Spencer T, Gibb,

Fern Dacre: A Minster Yard Story. By Ethel Ruth Boddy.

Caravan Cruises: Five Children in a Caravan—not to
mention Old Dobbin, By Phill Ludlow.

Other Pets and their Wild Cousins, By Rev. J. Isabell,
F.E.S, Many Iliustrations.

Little Chris the Castaway. By F. Spenser.

The Children of the Priory, By J. L. Hornibrook.

Through Sorrow and Joy; or, The Story of an English
Bible in Reformation Times. By M. A. R,

Tom and the Enemy., By Clive R. Fenn. ,

Ruth’s Roses: or, What Some Girls Did. By Laura A.
Barter-Snow. Four Illustrations,

In Paths of Peril: A Boy's Adventures in Nova Scotia. By

J. Macdonald Oxley. Six Illustrations.

Pets and their Wild Cousins: New and True Storles of
Animals. By Rev. ]. Isabell, F.E.S. Twenty Iilustrations.

& Brother's Need. By L. S. Mead. Crown 8vo. 128
pages.

Sunshine and 8now. By Harold Bindloss, Six Ilustrations. .

Donalblane of Darien. By J. Macdonald Oxley., Six
Illustrations,

Crown Jewels. By Heather Grey. Four Illustrations.

At the Bend of the Creek. By E. Gertrude and Annie A,
Hart. Four Illustrations.
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Is. each (ontinua),
ONE SHILLING REWARD BOOKR (continued).

Bll Play and No Work. By Harold Avery, Author of
* The Triple Alliance," etc. Six Illustrations by Harold Copping.

Bernard or Ben? By Jennie Chappell, Author of ¢ Ray-
mond’s Rival,” etc. Six Illustrations by T. L. Pethybridge.

Alweys Happy; or, The Story of Helen Keller. By
Jennie Chappell, Author of ** Ted's Trust."

Birdie and her Dog, and other Stories of Canine Sagacity.
By Miss Phillips (Mrs. H. B. Looker).

Bessie Drew; or, The Odd Little Girl. By Amy Manifold,

Gola Monti; or, The Story of a Genius. By Mrs. Craik,
Author of ' John Halifax, Gentleman."

The Children of Cherryholme. By M. S. Haycraft.

The Fatal Nugget. By E. Harcourt Burrage.

Frank Burleigh; or, Chosen to be a Soldier. By Lydia
Phillips.

Harold ; or, Two Died for Me. By Laura A. Barter.

\ndian Life in the Great North-West, By Egerton R.
Young, Missionary to the North American Indian Tribes.

Jack the Cenqueror; or, Difficulties Overcome. By the
Author of ** Dick and his Donkey." ‘
Jim’s Discovery; or, On the Edge of a Desert. By T. M.

Browne, Author of * Dawson’s Madge," etc.

Little Bunch’s Charge; or, True to Trust. By Nellie

Cornwall, Author of ** Tamsin Rosewarne," etc.

Lost in the Backwoods, By Edith C. Kenyon.

The Little Woodman and his Dog Ceasar. By Mrs.
Sherwood.

Our Den. By E. M. Waterworth, Author of ¢ Master
Lionel, that Tiresome Child.”

Paul the Courageous. By Mabel Quiller-Couch, Six Il-
lustrations by Florence Reason.

Roy’s Sister; or, His Way and Hers. By M. B. Manwell,

Raymond’s Rival ; or, Which will Win? By Jennie
Chappell.

8t. Mary’s Convent ; or, Chapters in the Life of a Nun. By
J. S. Damamast, Author of ** The Fatal Legacy."

Sweet Nancy, By L. T.Meade, Author of #Scamp and L.”
Who was the Culprit? By Jennie Chappell.
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1s. each (continued).
ONE SHILLING BOOKS (continued).
The New Cookery of Unproprietary Foods. By Eustace

Miles, M.A. 102 pages. IS. nel. .

The Child’s Book of Health. A Series of Illustrated and
Easy Lessons for Children and Parents on taking care of ourselves.
By Walter N, Edwards, F.C.S. 1s. net. ‘

Golden Words for Every Day. By M. Jennie Street.
A prettily illustrated Text Book for the Young.

The Armour of Life, A Little Book of Friendly Counsel.
Edited by J. A, Hammerton, Author of ** A Young ‘Man’s Mind."
Foolscap 8vo. Ninety-six %a.ges. Cloth.

Hiram Golf’s Religion. By George H. Hepworth, D.D.,
Author of ** The Life Beyond," etc. 128 pages. Cloth gilt. o

Eon the Good; and other Verses. By Charlotte Murray.
Crown 8vo. i )

What is Christian Bcience ? An Examination of the
Metaphysical, the Theological, and the Therapeutic Theories of
the System. By P. C. Wolcott, B.D. Long 8vo. g6 pages. Cloth.

Knother Pentecost. By Rev. I. E. Page. Long 8vo. 128
pages. Cloth boards.

Uncrowned Queens. By Charlotte Skinner, Author of

. *s Sisters of the Master.!"” Small 8vo. 112 pages. Cloth.
Light and Darkness; or, All Onein Chrgst Jesus. By Spes.
. An Anti-Ritualistic Story. Crown 8vo. 128 pages. Paper covers.

Yictoria : the Well-Beloved. s:819-1901.) By W. Francis
Aitken, Author of ** Baden Powell : the Hero of Mafeking.” Eight
Illustrations, Crown 8va. 152 pages. Cloth boards.

CHEAP REPRINTS OF POPULAR BOOKS FOR THE YOUNE€.

Crown 8vo. 160 pages. Illusivated. Cloth boards, 1s. eack.

The Bell Buoy; or, The St ious’ ,
el Hdmeys', or, The Story of a Mysterious' Key. By

. Saph’s Foster-Bairn. By Rev. A. Colbeck.

Vic: A Book of Animal ies.
D0k ¢ al Stories. By Alfred C. Fryer,
In Friendship's Name. By Lydia Phillips.

Nella; or, Not my Own. By Jessie Goldsmith Cooper.
Blossom and Blight. By M. A, PavuLL,

Aileen, By Laura A. Barter-Snow. .

Satisfled. By Catherine Trowbridge.

Ted’gh'f;-;le?li':; or, Aunt Elmerley’s Umbrella. By Jennie

A Candle Lighted by the Lord. By Mrs, E. Ross.
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Is. each (cosstinued),
CHEAP REPRIRTS OF POPULAR BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG (conid).

Alice Western’s Blessing. By Ruth Lamb.

Tamsin Rosewarne and Her Burdens: A Tale of Cornish
Life. By Nellie Cornwall.

Raymond and Bertha : A Story of True Nobility. By

Lydia Phillips, Author of ** Frank Burleigh; or, Chosen to be a
Soldier,"

Gerald’s Dilemma. By Emma Leslie. Crown 8vo. 160
pages. Six Illustrations. Cloth, '

Fine Gold; or, Ravenswood Courtenay. By Emma Mat-
shall, Author of ** Eaglehurst Towers,” etc.

Marigold. By Mrs. L. T. Meade, Author of ¢ The Little

Princess of Tower Hill," etc.

Jack’s Heroism, A Story of Schoolboy Lifs. By Edith C.

Kenyon.

The Lads of Kingston. A Tale of a Seaport Town. By
James Capes Story. :

Her Two Sons: A Story for Young Men and Maidens. By
Mrs. Charles Garnett,

Rag and Tag: A Plea for the Waifs and Strays of Old
England. By Mrs. E. J. Whittaker.

Through Life’s Shadows. By Eliza F. Pollard, Author of
" Roger the Ranger."’ : ‘

The Little Princess of Tower Hill. By L. T. Meade,
Author of ** The Lady of the Forest."

Clovie and Madge. By Mrs. G. S. Reaney.
Ellerslie House: A Beok for Boys, By Emma Leslie.

Like a Little Candle; or, Bertrand's Influence;, By Mrs,
Haycraft.

Living it Down, By'Laura M. Lane, .

‘Louie’s Married Life, By Sarah Doudney.
Martin Redfern’s Yow, By Ethel F. Heddle,
The Dairyman’s Daughter. By Legh Richmond.
Bible Wonders. By Rev. Dr. Newton.

The Pilgrim’s Progress. By John Bunyan. 416 pages.
Eight coloured and 46 other Illustrations.
Our Duty to Animals. By Mrs. C. Bray, Author of

“ Physiology for Schools," etc. Intended to teach the young kind-
oess to Animals.
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Is. each (continsed).
NEW SERIES OF OKE HHILLING PICTURE BOOKS,

Séze 10% by 8 inches. 96 pages. Coloured Frontispiece and numeyons
other illustrations. Handsomely bound in paper boards, covers
printed in 10 colours and varnished.

Animal Anties! By the Author of “In Animal Land with

Louis Wain."

Happy Days. By R. V., Author of “Little Snowshoes'
Picture Book,"' etc.

0ld Testament Heroes, By Mildred Duff, Author of ¢ The
Life of Jesus," ]

Feed My Lambs. Fifty-two Bible Stories and Pictures.
By the Aunthor of ** The Friends of Jesus." .

Jesus, the Good Shepherd. A Book of Bible Pictures in
Colours, with suitable Letterpress.

Tell Me a Tale! A Picture Story Book for Little Children.

) By J. D., Author of * Two Little Bears at School,” ete.

Little Bnow-Shoes' Picture Book. By R. V., Author of
‘ Merry and Free.”

In Animal Land with Louis Wain, Coloured frontispiece
and many other of Louis Wain's striking animal pictures for the
young.

Two Little Bears at School. By J.D., Author of * Happy
Playmates,” ** Buttercups and Daisies,” etc.

Merry an% Free. Pictures and Stories for our Little Ones.
By R. V.

We Three and Grandpa! A Picture Story Book for Little
Folks. By J. D.

Bruno’s Prize. Pictures and Stories for Merry and Wise,
By D.]. D., Author of * Our Pets’ Picture Book."'

Our Pets’ Picture Book. By D. J. D.

Happy Playmates: Pictures and Stories for Little Folks,

i BY_J. D., Author of * Buttercups and Daisies,"” etc,

Bible Pictures and Stories: Old Testament. By D. ]J. D,

Bible Pictures and Stories: New Testament. By James
Weston and D. J. D.

Pugsies and Puppies, By Louls Wain.

The Life of Jesus, By Mildred Duff, 112 pages. Col-
oured irontispiece and many other illustrations,

Gentle Jesus: A Book of Bible Pictures in colour. Size,
11 by 8 inches. :

Commendations from all parts of the world have reached Hassrs,
8. W. Partridge and Go. upon the excellence of their Picture Books. Tha
reading matter 1z high-toned, helpful, and amusing, exactly adapted to
the requiraments of young folks ; while the Illustrations are by frst-clasy
Artists, and the pager is thick and durable. Bomnd in atirastive coloured
Javers, iboy form & uniguas rories,
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I1s. each (continue).
ONE EHILLING TOY BOORE,
Father Time, A Novel Mechanical Toy Book. Cover
tastefully printed in colours. Contains beautifully reproduced

illustrations of the games played during each month of the year;
also clock-dial with real hands.

. BOOES FOR OGHRISTIAN WORKERS,

Large Crown 16mo, 128 pages. Chastely bound in Cloth Boards,
1s. each.

Royal and Loyal: Thoughts on the Twofold Aspects of
the Christian Life, By Rev. W, H. Griffith-Thomas.
Thoxl‘;)lll)ghness: Talks to Young Men. By Thain Davidson,

Some Secrets of Christian Living. By Rev.F. B. Meyer.

The Overcoming Life. By Rev. E. W. Moore.

Marks of the Master, By Charlotte Skinner.

Some Deeper Things, By Rev. F. B. Meyer.

Steps to the Blessed Life. By Rev. F. B. Meyer.

Daybreak in the Soul. By Rev. E. W. Moore.

The Temptation of Christ, By C. Arnold Healing, M.A.

Keynotes to the Happy Life. By Charlotte Skinner,
Author of ** The Master's Gifts to Women,"' etc.

For Love’s Sake. By Charlotte Skinner, Author of * Un-

crowned Queens,” etc.

9d, each.
RINEPENNY SERIES OF ILLUSTRATED BOOGKS.

96 pages. Smalt Grown 8vo., Illustrated. Handsome cloth covers.
Marjorie’s Enemy: A Story of the Civil War of 1644. By

Mrs. Adams.

Lady Betty’s Twins. By E. M. Waterworth.

A Yenturesome Yoyage. By F. Scarlett Potter.

Out of the Straight; or, The Boy who Failed and the Boy
who Succeeded. By;Noel Hope. )

Bob and Beb’s Baby. By Mary E. Lester,

Robin’s Golden Deed, By Ruby Lyna.

The Little Captain: A Temperance Tale. By Lynde
Palmer, .

The Runaway Twins; or, The Terrible Guardian, By
Irene Clifton. .

Grandmother’s Child, By Annie S. Swan. New Edition,

Dorothy’s Trust, By Adela Frances Mount, Author of
“ Margery's Quest."
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9d. each (ontinved).
NINEPENNY BERIES OF ILLUSTRATED BOOKS (continued).
Grannie’s Treasures; and how they helped her, By L.E.

Tiddeman.

His Majesty’s Beggars, By Mary E. Ropes.

Love's Golden Eey, By Mary E. Lester.

Faithful Friends, By C. A. Mercer, Author of “Rob and L.”

Only Roy. By E. M. Waterworth and jennie Cnappell,

Aunt Armstrong’s Money. By Jennie¢ Chappell, Author of
* Carol's Gift,” etc.

The Babes in the Basket; or, Daph and Her Charge.

Bel’s Baby, By Mary E. Ropes.

Birdie’s Benefits; or, A Little Child Shall Lead Them.
By Edith Ruth Boddy.,

Carol’s Gift; or, “ What Time I am Afraid I will Trust in
Thee."" By Jennie Chappell, Author of ** Without a Thought."

Gripgle George; or, God has a Plan for Every Man, A

emperance Story. By John W. Kneeshaw.

Cared For; or, The Orphan Wanderers. By Mrs. C. E,
Bowen, Author of ** Dick and his Donkey," etc.

A Flight with the Swallows, By Emma Marshall.

The Five Cousing. By Emma Leslie. ‘

Foolish Chrissy; or, Discontent and its Consequences. By
Meta, Author of * Noel's Lessons,"’ etc.

For Lucy’s Sake., By Annie S. Swan.

Giddie Garland; or, The Three Mirrors. By Jennie
Chappell.

How a Karthing Made a Fortune ; or, Honesty is the Best
Policy. By Mrs. C, E. Bowen.

How Paul's Penny became a Pound, By Mrs. Bowen,
Author of ** Dick and his Donkey,"

How Peter’s Pound became a Penny. By the same Author,

John Blessington’s Enemy: A Story of Life in South

Africa. By E. Harcourt Burrage, Author of '* The Fatal
Nugget," etc.

John Oriel’s Start in Life, By Mary Howitt.
The Man of the Family, By Jennie Chappell.
Mattie’s Home; or, The Little Match-girl and her Friends.
Nan; or, The Power of Love. By ElizaF, Pollard, Author

of ** Avice," etc,

Phil’s Frolic. By F, Scarlett Potter.




BY 8. W. PARTRIDGE & (0. 29

9d. each (ontinued).
NINEPENKY BERIES OF ILLUSTRATED BOOKS (continued),

Paul: A Little Mediator. By Maude M. Batler.

Rob and I; or, By Courage and Faith. By C. A, Mercer.
A Sailor’s Lags, By Emma Leslie.

Una Bruce’s Troubles. By Alice Price.

Won from the Sea. By E. C. Phillips (Mrs, H, B. Looker),
Author of ¢ Birdie and Her Dog."

6d. each.
NEW BERIES OF SIXPENNY PICTURE BOOKS.

Crown guavto. With Colowred Frontispiece and many othey illusivations. '
Handsomely bound in paper boards, with covey printed in ten colonrs,
Follow the Flag. By J.D., Authorof “Tell Me a Tale!” etc.
Dollie Dimple. By J. D., Author of ¢ Old Mother Bunnie!”

etc.

0ld Mother Bunnie! A Picture Story Book for Laddies
and Lassies. By J. D.

Of We Go! Pictures and Storles for Boys and Girls.
ByR. V. : .

Sweet Stories Retold: A Bible Picture Book for Young
Folks

Little Snowdrop’s Bible Picture Bock.
March Away! Pictures and Stories for Every Day.
After the Ball: Pictures and Stories for One and All,

THE MARIGOLD SERIES.

An unegualled sevies of Siandavd stovies, printed on good laid paper.
Dmperial 8vo. 128 pages. Illustrated covers with vignetied design printed
in eight Colowrs. Price 64. cach net.

Pride and Prejudice. By The Wide, Wide World,
Jane Austen. By Susan Warner.

From Jest to Earnest,
By E. P. Roe.

POPULAR EDITION.

Don Lavington; or, In the Days of the Press Gang. By
Geo. Manville Fenn, Royal 8vo. 160 pages. Ten Iilustrations
by W. Ralney, R.I. Cover printed in colours.
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6d. each (continved),

THR “RED DAVE” SERIES.
New and enlarged Edition.

Handsomely bound in cloth boards,

Well Illustrated,

In a Minute. By Keith Marlow,
Uncle Joe’s Old Coat. By Elea-

nora H. Stooke,

The Cost of a Promise. By M. J.
Hurrell.

Farthing Dips; or, What can I
do? By]. S Woodhouse.

Roy OCarpenter’s Lessom. By
Keith Marlow.

Gerald’s Guardian, By Charles
Herbert.

Where & Queen once Dwelt,

etta Vogel.

Wiifal }ack. By M. 1. Hurrell,

Willle the Walifi, By Minie
Herbert.

. { Sunday Trlg and what came

. Romanes.
thﬂ% !l'im and hll Picture, By
eatrig
Midge. By L E Tiddeman.

The OConjurer’s Wand. By
Henrletta S, Streatfeild,

Benjamin’s New Boy.

Enemies: A Tale for Little Lads
and Lasses.

Cherry Tree Plase,
A Tale of Four Foxes,

A Little Town Mouse,

The Little Governess.
Puppy-Dog Tales.

Mother’s Boy.

K Great Mistake,

From Hard to Hand,

That Boy Bob,

Buy Your Own Cherries.

Left In Charge, and other Stories,
XA Threefold Promise.

The Four Yourg Musicians.

Two Little Girls and What
they did.

Joe and Sally; or, A Good Deed

and its Fruits,
The Island Home.
Chrissy’s Treasure,

Lost in the Bnow.

Owen’s Fortune.

Red Dave: or, What Wilt Thoun
have Me to Do.

Dick and His Donkey.
Jessie Dyson,
Gome Home, Mother,

4d. each.

CHEAP PlNBY ¥ §ERIES.
- Imperial 8vo. 64 pages.
The Stra.lt Gate. By Annie

S. Swan,

Mark Deshorough's Yow., By

Annie S. Swan,
Her Saddest Blessing.

Miss Priscilla Eunter, and other
Stories.

Hild Bryonle,
lviee. A Story of Imperial

Links ln Rebeeca’l Life.
From Difforent Standpoints,
Those Boya.

Christie’s Chelstmaa,

Four @irlz a¢ Chantaugus,

Many Iilustvations.  Cover printed in five colouys,

Julia Ried.

Egter Ried yet Speaking,

Echoing and Re-echoing.

Cunning Workmen,

Tip Lewis and His Lamp.

The King’s Daughter.

Household Puzzles,

The Randolphs.

Wize to Win; or, The Master
Hand,

A Rew Graft oa the Family
Tree.

The Man of the House.
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4d. each {comiinmed).

THE YOUNG FOLKS’ LIBRARY

of Cloth-bound Books.

With Colouved Frontispiccs.

64 pages.

Well Ilustrated. Handsome Cloth Covers.

The Little Woodman,
Jacko the Monkey, and other

Stories.
Little Dan, the Orange Boy.
Ronald’s Reason,
From Bhadow to Sunzhine,
K Bright Idea,

Bybil and her Live Snowball.
The Church ¥ouse,

Dandy Jim.

K Troublesome Trio.

Perry’s Pilgrimage.

Nitaj or, Among the Brigands,

3d. each.
NEW PRETTY *GIFT-BOOK” SERIES.

. With Beautiful Colowred Frontispiece, and masy othey llustyations. Paper
boards, Cover printed in eight Colours and Vamzshed 3d. each.
Size 6 by 5 inches.

Jack and JilI’s Picture Book.

Lady - Bird’s Pictures and
Btories.

Playtime Joys for Girls acd
Boyn.

Dolly’s Plctura Book.

By tha Bea.

Toby and Kit’s Animal Eook.
“ Pete” and * Pickles.”

Our Little Pets’ Alphabet.
Bible Stories—0Ild Testament.
Bible Stories—New Testament.

THE TINY LIBRARY.

Books printed in lavge type. Cloth limp, 3d.

Little Chrigsle, and other Stories.
Harry Carlton’s Holiday.

. A Little Loss and a Big Find,
What a Little Cripple Did.
Bobby.

Matty and Fom.

The Broken Window.

John HMadge’s Cure for Belfish-
ness.

The Pedlar’s Loan.

Letty Young’s Triale,

PATERNOSTER SERIES OF POPULAR STORIES.

An entively new sevies of Books, Mediwm 8vo in size, 32 pages, fully illustrated,

Cover daintily printed in two colours.

A Candle Lighted by the Lord.
By Mrs. Ross.

Gmandmother s Child, By Annie -

, Swan.

1d. each. Titles as follow :—
Through Sorrow and Joy. By

The thtle Woodma.n and his dog
Ce:sar, By Mrs, Sherwood,
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PARTRIDGE’S PICTORIAL MEGAZINES.

X ord of emphatio praise should be given to the cld established and exsellent
A Sa‘gazlnese o Messt£ Partridge and Cog. They ought to hold their own'agalnst the
eat competition, for they are eminently sound, bealthy, and Interesting."—BxITISH
EEKLY. .
It would be diffioult to surpass these magazines. All have marghed with the times.”
DALy TELEGRAPH.
1t'There aré no more attractive Annual Volumes than those Issued by S. W. Partridge
and Co,'"~The CHRISTIAN, .

Young Men. An Illustrated Literary Monthly. A thoroughly
bright, practical, helpful magazine, with attractive articles,
stories, answers to correspondents, book chat, etc,, etc.

: ‘ 1d, Monthly.

The Yearly Volume, oloth boards, 28,

The British Workman, Contains Popular Articles and
Stories on Temperance, Thrift, etc., and short Biographies of
eminent Self-made Men; also interesting information ot special
value to the sons of toil. 1d. Monthly.

The Yearly Volume, :43 pages full of Mlustrations, coloured paper boards,
1s. 8d.§ oloth, 24, 6d, :

The Family Friend, A beautifully Illustrated Magazine
for the Home Circle, with Serial and Short Stories by popular
Authors, Helpful Articles, Hints on Dressmaking, etc.

1d. Monthly,

The Yearly Volume, in ooloured papet boards and oloth back, 1s. 8d.;
cloth, 2.5 gilt edges, 28, 6d

The Friendly Visitor. An Illustrated Magazine for the
" people, full of entertaining reading with sound religious teaching
in the form of story, article, and poem. Printed in good type and

‘fully illustrated. Just the paper for the aged. 1d. Monthly,
The Yearly Volume, coloured papex boards and cloth back, 18, 8d.; oloth, 28,4
gilt edges, 2s. 8d. .

The Children’'s Friend. Charming Stories, interesting Arti-
cles, Indoor Recreations, beautiful Pictures, Puzzles, Prize
Competitions, etc. . ‘ 1d. Monthly,

The Yearly Volume, eoloured paper boards, with sloth back and exgellent
goloured frontispiece, 1% 6d.; cloth, 28.; gilt edges, 25, 6a.

The Infants’ Magazine, No other Periodical can be com-
pared with the Infants’ Magazine for freshness, brightness, and
interest. Full of bright pictures and pleasant reading to delight the
little ones, . 1d. Monthly.

The Yearly Volume, coloured paper boards, with oloth back and beautifuily
coloured frontispiece, 1%. 8d.; oloth, 28,3 gllt edges, 25. 6d,

The Band of Hope Review. The Leading Temperance
Periodical for the Young, containing Serial and Short Stories,
Concerted Recitations, Prize Competitions. Should be in the
bands of all Members of Bands of Hope, #d. Monthly.

The Yearly Volume, colonred paper boards, 1. ; cloth boards 18, &,
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