v

SECOND INSTALLMENT

SYNOPSIS: Ellen Mackay, on her
way from schopl at Winnepeg, to
Jein her father at Fort Edson, misses
the boat by which she was to travel.
Hearing that another boat is to start
morth in the morning, Ellen goes
to the owner, John Benham, and
begs him to give her & passage. To
her surprice he fiatly refuses.

Angry and puzzled, Ellen tells Pat
MeClatchney, s kindly old store-
Reeper of ker difficulty, and Pat with
e help of one of Benham's crew,
macceeds in getting Ellen on board
as & stowaway.

With axe and hammer and a hand-
ful of spikes, Benhem went silently
%0 work at the prow of the scow.
‘With the poles spiked upright and
= length of tarpsulin unearthed from
the cargo, he fashioned a small en-
elogure, To finish it off he brought
eut the blankets Pierre Buschard
Rad provided for her and placed
them in the new-built cubby.

“When we tie up for the night
the men shall gather you enough
spruce tips for a comfortable couch”
Re announced. “This will afford
you reasonable privacy.”

Then, without another word or
look he stowed the axe away, strode
among his men and stood there,
hringing: out & short briar pipe which
Be clenched affectionately in his
teeth, to smoke calmly and disin-
terestedly.

The next halt was made at sun-
down. The scows were tied up, fires
Et and the evening meal prepared.
Benham himself did not come near
Rer, but he sent Pierre Buschard to
Ber with several heaped dishes of
zavory, steaming food and a panni-
Kin of scalding hot tea. By the time
she had finished her supper the In-
dians had brought numerous arm-
fuols of fragrant spruce tips for her
bed.

Ellen arranged her own couch,
then, with sudden determination, she
went ashore. Benhem faced her.
“T'm going ashore for a little exer-
eise,’” she 2aid defiantly. “Or am
T a prisoner?”

*“Not in the least,” was the quiet
answer. “Only do not go too far.
It is nearly dark and these woods
are uncharted.”

Unconsciously, Ellen stayed long-
er- than she had interided. When
she finally threaded her way back
to the fire -but a single figure re-
mained seated before the fading
flames. It was Benham. He looked
at her without speaking; *

A stir of response gripped Ellen.
She knew he had been awaiting her
Teturn. “I'm sorry,” she said, quiet-
Iy. “Sorry if I've kept you from your
vest. But somehow it seemed that
1 had at last come home, after being
away too long. "I realize I am very
muoch: ir your debt.”

Benham nodded, “I understand,”
Ee £aid, softly. “I too have been
away—and come home. And I of-
ten sit late like this. It is at night
that all this speaks.” A brief ges-
tore encompassed the wilderness
about them.

Ellen was startled. Most men she
Rad known in the north country be-
eame hardened to its beauties. But
there was something almost poetic
in John Benham’s simple words and
fone. In some intangible way it
seemed that a bond of friendship
of eommon understanding between
theny was born there at that mo-
wment, .

- For a long time Ellen stood there,
acroes the frames from this strange,
still, elemental man. Her mind
seethed with truant thoughts, and
words that frightened her lay close
to her lips. Then one of the sleep-
ing Indians stirred in his blankets.
The spell was broken. Ellen moved
away.

“Good-night,” she called softly,
l .night—John Benham.”

The low. sturdy log buildings
which comprised the Hudson Bay
Poet at Fort Edson, were spread
eut againat the rising slope of a
Yow, thickly-wooded ridge which
mounted from a short beach of shin-
26 on the west short of the Mac-
Ewnsic River, the Iast and mother
sivar of -those three great streams
which carried the brigades of the
for traders into.the vast bosom of
the north,

Down the Athabasca River fo
et ‘from there along
e broad, smooth reaches of the
Slgee River, to Great Slave Lake,
thewat last into the twisting Rood
of the Mackengie, John Benhaw’s

death of atill another day, the bui-
gade tied up there on the beach be-
low Fort Edson.

Side by side on the leading scow,
Ellen Mackay and John Benham
stood in silence and watched the
end of the journey materialize out
of the gathering river mists. A
strange camaraderie had grown be-
tween these two. Time, enforced
companionship and youth had work.
ed slowly but surely upon them.
They were not lovers in any sense
of the word. If such fires burned
within them, then such fires werze
smouldering ones, hidden, banked
fires whick would need to know the
ache of absence before thoroly and
consciously realized. Yet each rec-
ognized in the other a kindred spirit
an understanding heart.

The parting was commonplace
enough. Ellen stepped to the shore
and her baggage was placed heside
her. At the head of the slope by
the fort buildings a group of Indians
were gathering. Benham gestured
towards this group.

“They will take care of your lug-
gage,” he said slowly. “It is best
that I leave immediately.”

Ellen hesitated. “That first day,
below Cascade Rapids—the raorning
you discovered that I had stowed
away—you spoke of exacting pay-
ment. I—what is that payment,
John Benham?”

‘The look he bent upon her was
fathomless. “I would save you from
that payment if I could now. But
I am afraid that you must pay, just
the same. Not to me—but to oth-
ere.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You will.” He held out his hand.

“Good-bye, Ellen Mackay.”

For a moment her hand trembled
in his, Then he had stepped back
on to the scow. His deep voice call-
ed orders. The Crees bent to the
sweeps and a moment later the hun-
gry river current was wafting him
off 1nto the mists.

Something gathered in Ellen’s
throat. She looked away and start-
ed feverishly up the slope. And
now, coming towards her from the
buildings was a little group of In-
dians. led by a stooped, shambling,
white-haired man.

Ellen looked aghast.
she cried. ‘“Father!”

She flew to him, to this stooped
and gnarled patriarch. What had
happened? When she had left, four
years before, this father of hers had
been tall, ruddy and stalwart, al-
most as tall and stalwart as John
Benham. And now—How thin were
his hunched shoulders! How fee-
ble his step. She began to sob. It
seemed that neither could speak in-
telligently now. Slowly they climb-
ed the slcpe together and entered
the factor's eabin, -

It was dusky in the cabin. The
door closed behind them and the old
man sank into a chair with a deep,
quavering sigh. “So ye haye come
at last, lass,”” he said, and his voice
was thin and high, “I was afraid—
afraid ye had forgotten me, when
DeSote passed without ye.”

Ellen looked at him wide-eyed.
“Father—could you believe that?”
There was hurt reproach in her
voice. “I came immediately. I am
a Mackay,” she finished proudly.

“Thank God for that, lass. And
who was it that brought ye?”

Before she thought the name slip-
ped cut. “John Benham.”

The old factor seemed to reel in
his chair. His sagging head came
up. His hands gripped the arms of
the chair in bloodless intensity. He
stared at her like & man glimpsing
some fearsome ghost. His tongue
flickered over his lips.

*Ye came with—who?”

Something icy closed about Ellen’s
heart, Yet she had to answer, —
“With John Benham, father. He——
he was very kind to me, where he
had reason, perhaps, to be other-
wise.”

The old man started to his feet
and began to laugh, in +high, shrill,
senile cachinnations, He stumbled
to and fro across the confines of
the room. Suddenly the laughter
ceased and he began to curse—curse
with a venom that was ghastly.

“Damn him,” he shrilled. “Damn
him! He's taken everything from
me now. All he had left to me was
a wee bit of pride—and now he has
taken that.. You—the daughter of

“Father!”

n;t o " to this fort with
at sg s whelp, that thieving
free-trader. * And Am ye, littly
fool, he'll boast of #. Grest God!
Why did 2ot tha sickraes. of fxst win-
ter take me 'of! X would have been
spared this—apared ¢his” i
f —Bles was  both ™ sickened _and

Angus Mackay—travelled from. yon |Ee?

frightened. There was something]
ghastly about this old man’s wailing
rage and his imprecations. And this
father of hers who hed wasted away
to such a shell, seemed almost like
another persen to her. But she drew

tur e

books of the post. e
thy tallies she drew up, studied and
destroyed. Her thoughts were driv-
en to an inevitable conclusion. The
, Edson was no Iu:g‘;
er ere the trade ~hE
onc?zean thousands of lynx, be_lr,
beaver, otter, marten and other skins
the present return was but a few
scanty *hundreds.

were piled high with
that had not been moved for over
three years. It was simple to see
the semson when the decline had
started. Three years ago it was.
Ellen probed further. Three years
before had been the peak of the
eycle of the rabbits, and

upon her young strength and went
o him. Quietly but remorselessly
she forced him back into the seat
and dropped upon her knees beside
him. She attempted to soothe him
with words such as she would have
used on a child.

“You must rest, father,
not well. You have been too long
alone, I am young and strong. You
must let me take most of the load
from your shoulders. I have not
forgetten how to handle the Indians
or to grade a fur.”

Again the old factor laughed and
it seemed to Ellen that all the ele-
ments of despair were in that laugh.
He was shaking; & man palsied by
the scalding outpourings of rage and
hate. Over and over again he mut-
tered the name of John Benham—
cursing and rivilling. It was long
before he quieted, and the reaction
left him weak and shrunken. His
eyes, staring out beneath shaggy
brows were glazed and bloodshot.
He panted weakly for breath.

At that moment all the murky
shadows in the world seemed to
close in on Ellen Mackay. During
those thoughtless, carefree years
which she had spent at school, some
great tragedy had been enacted here
in the fastnesses of the north. Alone
and in silence this father of hers
had fought some great, overwhelm-
ing misfortune, to be slowly beaten
down and shattered until it seemed
that even his reason was tottering.
And the cause of his misfortune had
been John Benham! John Benham!

Something stirred and surged thru
her veins. Behind her was a long
line of fighting ancestors, a lineage
reaching to the far, gorse covered
hills of Scotland. Here before her
lay battle of another sort, yet bat-
tle rone the less. With a click of
her white teeth she caught up the
gage. Gone in an instant were all
memories of that thousand-mile trip
from the north. In a flicker of an
eyelash she placed John Benham ‘in
new status. An enemy now—an
enemy who had shattered and had
brought ‘near to death her father.

At last the insanity of rage left
Angus Mackay. One thin hand came
out and rested on Ellen’s dark head
caressingly. “Forgive me, lass,” he
murmured. “But only the great God
knows what I have been thru. It is
hard, at my age, to see defeat and
disgrace looking just before the
grave,” -

It was late when she kissed her
father good-night and went to her
room, the cozy. little cubby that had
been hers since a babe in swaddling
clothes. A shaded lamp suffused it
with a gentle, homely glow. It was
carpeted with deep, tich furs, even
to the enormous hide of a polar
bear, in the gleaming pelage of
which sh2 sank to her slender an-
kles.

Prepared by the loving hands of
Gitchie, her bed lured her beneath
a spotless counterpane. On a little
table in one corner was a bowl of
wood violets, which Moosac had
gathered and which filled
with fairy incense. Swiftly she dis-
robed, blew out the light and slip-
ped between. coo), caressing sheets,
But as she relaxed the darkness
brought many thoughts and many
images. Try as she fould she could
not keep a certain picture from
drifting before her cloged eyes. It
was that of John Benham, as she
had seen him many times. He stood
before her again, clean, splendid,
powerful, his strong, still face grim
and purposeful; his brilliant eyes
adream with the mystery of the wil-
derness,

Twice her father had called him
a8 “squaw’s whelp”—a ‘half-breed,”
and somehow this thought was like
a dagger thrust in Ellen’s heart. It
seemed beyond all reason that such
a8 thing could be so, far John Ben-
ham’s eyes.were blue and clear and
his hair was richly brown. Yet—

She’ thought of -her father, broken
and dieouraged, -and by his owm
words brought to such a state by the
evil machinations of this—this half-
breed. * And wow Ellen had taken
her stind by her father sfde. " His
battle was to be her battle; his hate
Ik was
elept. and
t nood

when
by the ‘wask that followed Ellen
s 4 ;‘?‘_m r her
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lozg bafore she finally
ehe gid 50 there was
tears upon her
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pride. |

all !‘e:ords showed that when the
was the rich year in returns on the
lynx. Yet the lynx tally three years
ago was far below normal.

Ellen went to the fur store room.
Ruthléssly she ripped open several
bales, and from old experience grad-
ed the furs disclosed. They were
all far below par, not a prime skin
in the whole lot,

Her lips trembled and tears came
again to her eyes. How deep the
shame of it must cut her father, for
in the past Fort Edson had been the
boast of the company. From there

gloried in the reputation of his post.

dregs.

Ellen went to the door of the
trade room and looked out upon the
open ground which surrounded the
post buildings. A few Indians were
there, a very few. And she could
remember when, at this time of the
year, there would be hundreds. And
what were camped here were of the
poorest. Dog-ribs and Yellow-knives
and Hayriver Indians, notoriously
poor and unthrifty. Their tepees
were ragged and filthy; their famil-
ies plainly undernourished; their
dogs mere perambulating skeletons.
And the scanty furs they brought in

years, hardly have been considered.

An overwhelming discouragement
flooded Ellen, particularly harsh be-
cause she was at a loss to under-
stand this terrible decline.

John Benham was the cause, her
father claimed; John Benham, who,
by nefarious free trading methods,
had enticed the Indians from him,
who had gleaned the richest and
best furs and left to him only the

A hundred leng-

rabbit tide was at its height, that{ger, a d !

And now he must drink the bitterest

for trade would, in the older, better

d remains,

ngEeiIem wondered if such a thing
were reasonable, that one lone man
could move into a territory and in
three short years overthrow the rap-
Aation: wnd-prestige -of- sueh .- past]
as Fort Edson. She veiced this won-
dor to her fathef Just once, and his
answering spasm of rage left ther
trembling and disheartened.

the— sterehousa—-
trade goods

traders violently and unswervingly.
All his life had been spent in the em-
ploy of the Hudson Bay Company.
He was of the old school who, tho
he knew full well that the Hudson
Bay Company had parted with its
old franchise in 1870, thought in his
blind fervour and faithfulness, that
any free trader was still a trespas-
poi -and & h
against the interests of the mother
company.

There were many like him, scat-
tered about in the numerous posts
of the north—stern, uncompromis-
ing men who had grown old in the
service, and to whom the Hudson
Bay Company was both life and re-
ligion. There was something ap-
pealing in thig blind faith and sup-
port, yet there was something tragic’
also, These men, men like Angus
Mackay, were hurling their frail old
bodies against the ponderous, inex-

had comsz the richest returns, the|orable, titanic advance of progress.
finest furs. Rich in the pride of It was hope_less, Ait was tragic, but
achievement, Angus Mackay had!splendid in its blind fervour.

Ellen turned back into the dusky
trading room and read, for the hun-
dredth time it seemed, a brusque,
authoritative letter, written on the
dignified parchment used in official
communications. The message did
not mince words, It contained less
than a dozen lines. Yet the words,
of it seemed to toll like a funeral
bell. In effect it stated that unless
Angus Mackay could, by the follow-
ing spring, bring back the produc-
tion of Fort Edson to something
approximating the old-time volume,
he would have to be replaced.

Sudden, hot anger gripped Ellen.
A year—they gave him—one short
year to fight back and recuperate.
One year! To this man who had
given them a lifetime of faithful,
treasured service. True, the letter
hinted also of a pension, a pitiful
dole that was more insulting than it
was comforting. A pension! The
mark of the old and useless. Char-
ity! Pure vitriol on the open wounds
of her father.

Ellen lifted her head defiantly. A
year! Very well, she would show
them what a Mackay could do in

& yorr. 8lie would fight

to the last onnge o!gn“b;:ﬁ
will she possaseed. Apg it _gny
John Benhem in particulay 2t
her, she would. bring back thsppmd
L0da..oL. apen - oty ol
days of the fur trade
Bhe was in a corner, |,
the wall. Hor fathers
his life, his' weitare wer.

had g
ol

® AL staye,
Othing “she

would not dare,

At that moment Elle
turned savage. Her face
hard, cold Hnes. The
of her flod, somehow,

She put away the books
ords, locked the storex-oonl-::El :ec-
atrode off to the home cabin, T
she went she became aware of ahout:
down wupon the beach. From
doorway of the cabin she ﬂurveye:[
the scene below. 8evera] 8COWS anq
a York boat or two were grou

n M!chy
8ettled ing,
Youthtulneg,

nd
on the shingle. A crowd of Indi;::
and rivermgn were grouped on the

short. Ellen saw her father talking
to one of them, a big burly ﬁg“,i
who towered above the rest like 4
giant among pigmies,

Pregently these two advanced w
the-slope towards the post. Angus
Mackay with a toiling effort that
brought a eatch to Ellen’s throat,
and momentary dimness to her eya’-
the stranger with a lithe ease whicl(
belied the impression of clumsinesg
his huge bulk gave. Once, when the
old factor stumbled, his companion
steadied him with one powerfu] hanq
and after that helped the old man
over the steepest part of the trajl
This gesture, slight as it was brought
a warm glow to Ellen, and when the
two finally reached the cabin Ellen's
eyes were bright and she was smil.
ing.

While they were still some yards
away, Ellen felt the impact of the
newcomer’s gaze.
scrutiny curiously. * She saw one of
the biggest men she had ever looked
upon. His shoulders were tremen.
dously broad, his chest arched like
& barrel. His flanks were lean, his
legs long and slightly bowed as tho
protesting under the weight of his
huge torso. His arms, bared half-
way to the shoulders, were bulged
and knotted with muscle. His fea-
tures were heroic, yet lean and clean
cut, and dark with the combined ef.
fect of exposure and heritage, His
eyes were deep and black and, to
Ellen’s slight discomfiture,. curiously
hard and inscrutable. There seemed
no depth to them. They were all
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