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“You're cold,” he said.

“I'm  freezing to death” sald
Philip.

“And I'm—starving."

DeBar rose to his feet. Philip
drew himsel together. as 1f ex-

pecting an _attack. but in place of
it DeBat held out a warmly mit.
tened hand.

“Youve got
oft—a
“Here!"

Mechanically Philip reached up his
hand, and DeBar took him to his
stedge behind the fire and wranned
abent him a thick bianket. Then
he drew out a sheath knife and
ripped the frozen legs of his trous-

to zet those clothes

ivk—or yowl die” he said.

H o law,

al- | my

" | Philip's

ers up and the.sleeves of his coat.

own., cut the string of his shoe-
packs and slit his heavy German
socks, and after that he rubhed his
feet and legs and arms until Philin
began to feel a sting like the prickly
dite of nettles,

“Ten minutes more and youn'd
been gone.! sald DeBar.

tle wrapped a second blanket .
around Philin. and dragged the

sledge on which he was lying still

nearer to the fire. Then he thr
_on a fresh armful of dry sticks an:l
from a pécket of his coat drew for'n
z small and r>d and frozen.
«was the eareass of a hird
the size of a rebins DeBar
up between his forefinger
thumb, and iooking at Philip

about
held . it

and
the fia
instant over.hls firizzied face.
“Dinner,” he said, and Philip
could not fail to catch the low chuck-
Hing note of humor in his voice. “It's
a Whiskey Jack, man. an he's the
first and iast living thing I've seen
in the way of fow) petween here and

Fond du. Lac: He welghs four
ounces it he weighs an oupce, .and
we'll feast on , him shortly. 1

1 haven't had a jtull mouth of grub
since day betore! yesterday morning.
but you're welcome to a half of
him. it won're hunery enough.”

“Where'd your chuck go?” asked
Philip.

He was conscious of a  new
warmth and comfort in his velns. but
ft wos not this that sent a hest
into hrs face at the outlaw's offer.
DeBar had saved his life, and now.
when DeBar might have-killed him,
he was offering him food. The man

M was spitting the hird on the sharp-
ened end of a stick. and when he
had done this he polnted to the big
Mackenzie hound tled to the broken
stub of a dead sapling.

"1 brought ~enough bannock . to
carry me to Chinpewayan, but he
got Into it the first. night, and what

of a salle pissed for an’
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he lett was crumbs. You lost yours
in the lake, eh?”

“Dogse and everythlng” sald
Phllip. “Even matches.”
“Those lce-traps are bad” sald

DeBar compauionably, slowly turn-
:lng the ‘bird. " “You always want to
v itest lakes in this country. Most
|of ‘em come from bog springs, and
|after they freeze, the water drops.
! Guess yowd bad me pretty soon it
{1t hadn't been for the lake, wouldn” !
. you?”

He grinned, and to his own aston-
ishment Phlllp grinnedd.
“[ was tight after vou. BIIL"

ho! ho!" laughed the out.
That sounds good!  I've gone

by another name. of course, and
‘that’s the first time I've heard my
,o%n since—"
He stopped suddenly, and the
Taugh left his voice and face.
. "It sounds—homelike,” he added

more gently. “Whal's yours, pard-

“Steele—thp Steele, of the R, N.
W. M. P.”.said Philip.

“Used to know a Steele once

went on DeBar. “That was back—
where it happened. He was one of
friends.”
* Yot a moment he turned his eyes
{on Philip. They were decp gray
eyes. set well ‘apert in a face that
j among a hundred others Philip would
{have picked out for its frankness
and courage. He knew that the
man before him was not much more
than his own age, vet he appeared
ten years older.

He snt un A his gledge. as Deo
Bar Teft his bird to thrust sticks
o tie suow, on tite ends of which
he bung Philip’s frozen garments
clese to the fire. From the man
eves traveled to the dog
i The hound yawned in the heat and

@ i he suw that one of his fangs was
gore,
“If vow're starving. why don’t yon

kill the dog?" he asked.

DeBar turned quickly, his white
teeth gleaming -through his beard.
Because he's' the best fricnd I've

ot on earth, or nest to the best”
fie eaid warmly. “ile's stuck to me
throuzh thick and thin for ten years.

e starved with me. and fought
with me, and bhalf died with me.
.and he’s going to live lll me As
leng as 1 live. Would yoi cat the
flesh of your brother, Smclc" He's
iy brother—the last that your
Cglorious law has left to me. Would
you kill him ! vou were me?”

Something stuck hard and fast
in Philip'y throat, and he made no
reply. DeLur chme toward him
with the het bird on' the-end of his
stick.  With his knife the outlaw
cut the bird into two equal parts,
and one of these parts he cut into
quarters. One of the smaller pieces
he tossed to the hound. who de.
voured it at a gulp. The half he
stuck on the end of his knife and
oifered to his companion.

“Na.” said Philip. 1 can't”

The eyes of the two men met,
and DeBar, on his knees. slowly
settled back, gtill gazing at the
other. In the eves of one there was
understanding. In those of the other
stern determination.

“See here,” said DeBar, ‘after a
moment. “don‘t be a fool, Steele.
Let's forget, for a little while. God
knows what's going to happen to
both of us tomorrow or next day,
and it'll be easier to dle with com.
pany than alone. won't #? Let's
forget that you're the Law and I'm
the Man. and that I've killed one or
two. We're both in the same boat.
and we might as well be a little bit
friendly for a few hours, and shake
hands, and be at peace when the
last mipute comes. If we get out of
this, and find grub, we'll ficht fair
and square, and the best man wins,
Pe square with me. old man, and
T'll be square with yon, s'elp me
God!""

He reached out a hand. gnarled.
knotted, covered with callouses and
scars. and with a strange sound in
his throgt Phillp caught it tightly
in his own.

“I'll be scuare. Bill!” he erled.
“I swear that Il be square—on
those - conditions. 1t we find grub
and Hve. we'll fieht it out—alone—
and the best man wins' But I've
had food today. and you're starving.
Eat_that and Tl stili be In better
condition than vou. Eat [t and
we'll smoke. Praise God I've ot my
pipe and tobacco!"”

They settled back close In the lee
of the drift, and the wind swirled
white clouds of snow-mist over thelr
heads, while DeBar ate his bird and
Philip smoked. The food that went
down DeBar's throat was only a
morsel, but it put new lite into him.
and he gathered fresh armfuls of
sticks and sapling boughs until the
fire burned Philip's face and hls dry-
ing clothes sent up clouds of steam.
Once, a hundred yards out In the
plain, Philip-heard the outlaw burst
into a snatch .of wiid forest song as
he pulled down & dead stub.

“Sgems good jto have comp'ny,”

he sald, when he came back with

.answer and felt of the clothes be-

his load. “My God, do you know
I've never felt quite lke this—so
easy and happy like, since years and
years? 1 wonder]if it is because I
Lnow the end ls ‘mear?”"-

“There's still hope,”

“Hope!™ cricd DeBar. "lt's wote
than hope, man. it's a certai
for me—the end, T mean. Don't s
sce, came and
down close to the other on
sledge, and Epoke as if he
known him for years. “It's got fo

be the end for me, and 1 guess that's '

what makes me cheerful
golng to tell you
don't mind.”

“l don't mind; I want to hear,”
said Philip, and he edged a little
nearer, untll they sat shoulder to
shoulder.

“It’s got to be the end.” repeated
DeBar. in a low volce. “If we get
out of this, and fight, and you win,
1t'll be because I'm dead, Phil. D've

like. I'm
about i, §f you

i with
replied Philip.

| ward to give place to
..plodding steadfly

understand? Ill be dead when the
fight ends, it you win. That'll be one
end.”

“But if you win, Bill."

A flash of jo\ sL.t into DeBar’s!leaden chaos of

eyes

“Then that'll be the other end.” |
he said moré softly still. He pointed
to the big Mackenzie hound. “1-

sald he was next to my best friend

on earth, Phil. . The other—ls a
girl—who tved back there—when,
it bappened, years and years ago.

She’s thirty now, and she's stuck to
me, and prayed for me. and believed

in me for—a'most since we were
kids together. an’ she's written to|
me—Frank Symmouds’'—~ once a|

month’ for ten yvears.
heart! That is what’s kept me alive,
and in every letter she's begged me

“We won't fight said Philp,
derstanding. him.
0, we wom't fight, but we'll
p‘in the same blankets. and
Woonge, there, keeping
backs warm until the lest.
Woonga, will' you do that?”
He turned cheerily to the dog,
Woonga rose slowly and-with un-
mistakable Gtiffness of Iltmb, and
was fastened In the sledge traces.
They went on through the desolate
gloom of afternoon, which in late
winter fe. abve the sixtieth. all but

un-

“rap
dle,
our
Eh,

and

inight. Ahead of them there seemed

to rise billow upon billow of snow-
mountalns. [t was one chaos of
white mingling with another chaos
of white. They went on, hour af-
ter hour, until day gloom thickened
tlnto night. and night drifted np
gray dawn,
north, resting now
and then, fighting each mile of the
way to the Red Porcupine agalnst
the stinging: lashes of the Arctic
wind.

And it was D~7ar who finally
lifted his mittencd hands to the
when they came
to the frozen -streak that was the
Red Porcuplne, and said. in a voice
through which therg ran a strange
thritl of something deep and mighty.

“Gdd in Heaven be praised, this
is the end!”

Five hundred yards down the
stream DeBar stopped !n his tracks,
stared for a moment into the break-
ing gloom.of the shore, and turned
to Philip. ‘He spoke in a voice low
and trembling, as if overcome for
the moment by some strong emo-

God bless her | tion.

“'See—see
“I've hit it,

there!" he whispered.
Phitip Steele, and what

“But the blow

to let her come to me, wherever 11
was. But--1 guess the devil didn't
get quite all of me, for I couldn’t, !
'n* wouldn't. But I've give in now,
and we've fixed it up betwecen us.
By this time she's on her way to
my brothers in South Amertcz, and
it 1 win—when we fight—U'm going
where she 13, And that's the other
end, Phil, so you see why I'm happy.
There's sure to be an end of it for.
me—soon.”

He bowed his wild. unshorn head
in his mittened hands. and. for a
time there was silence between them.

Phitip broke i, almost in &
whisper.
“Why don't you kill me—here—

now—while I'm sitting helpless be-
side you, and you've a knife in your
belt?”

DeBar litted his head slowly and
looked with astonishment into his
companion’s face.

“I'm not a murderer!” he sald.

“But youw've killed other men”
persisted Philip.

“Three, besides those we hung,”
replled DeBar calmly. “One at
Moose Factory, when I tried to help
John, and the other two up here.
They were like you—hunting me
down, and 1 killed ’em in fair fight.
Wag that murder? Should T stand |
by and be shot like an animal just!
because it's the law that's doing 1?7
Would you?"

He rose

without waliting for an

side the fire.
“Dry enough,” he ‘satd.
on and we'll be hiking."
Philip dressed, aua looked at his
compass.

“Put ‘em

“Stlll nortk?” he asked. “Chippe-
wayan [8 south and west.
“North,; sald DeBar. “I know of

a breed who lives on Red Porcu-
pine Creek, which runs into the
Slave. 1f we can find him we'll get
grub, and if we don't—'

He' Isughed openly Into the’ oth-

er's face.

lacked force.”

does it mean? I've come over
seventy miles of barren, through
night an’ storm, an’ I've hit Pierre
Thoreau's cabin as fair as a shot!
Oh man, man, I couldn't do it oneo
in ten thousand times!"

He gripped Philip's arm, and his
voice rose'in excited triumph.

“I tell’ee, it means that—that God
—'r some aing—must be with me!”

“With us,” sald Phillp, staring
hard. :

“With me/” replied DeBar so flerce-
Iy that the other started Involun-
tarliy.

“Is = mircele, an omen, and it
means that I'm going to win!"

His fingers gripped deeper, and he
sald more gently, “Phil, I've grown
to lke you, and If you belleve In
God as we belleve (n Him up here
—Iif you belleve He tells things in
the stars, the winds and things like
thia, {f you're afraid of death—take
some grub and go back! 1 mean
it, Phil, for {t you stay, an’ fight,
there is going to be but one end, 1
will kill you!"

CHAPTER XIL
The Fight—and a Strange.
Visitor,
T DeBar's words the blood
leaped  swiftly ‘through
Phillp's  veins, and he
-laughed as he fiung the out-
law’s hand from his arm. .
“I'm not afraid of death,” he
crled angrily.  “Don’t take me for
a cbild, Willlam DeBar. How long
since you found this God of yours?”
He spoke the worda half taunt.
ingly, and a8 soon regretted them,
for in a volce that betrayed no
anger at the slur DeBar said: “Ever
sloce my mether taught me the firat
prayer, Phll. I've killed three men
and I've helped to bang three oth
ers, and still T belleve in a.God,
and I've half a notion Hé'
& little’ bt in me, in eplte of the
Iaws made down In Ottawa.”

The cabin loomed up amid a
shelter of spruce like a black shadow
and when they climbed up the bank
to it they found the snow drifted
high under the window and against
the door. .

“He's gone—Plerre, 1 mean,” said
DeBar over his shoulder as he kick-
ed the smow away. “He hasn't
come back from New Year's at
Fort Smith.”

The door had no lock or bolt, and
they entered. "It was yet too dark
for them to see distinctly, and DeBar
struck a match. On the table was
8 tln oil lamp, whick he lighted. It
revealed a neatly kept interior about
& dozen feet sguare, with two bunks,
several chairs, a table, and a sheet
fron stove behind which was piled
2 supply of wood. DeBar pointed
to a shelf on which were a number
of tin boxes, theif covers weighted
down by chunks of wood.

“Grub!" he said.

And Philip, polnting to the wood,
added, “Fire—fire and grub.”

There was something in his volee
which the other could not fail to
understand, and there was an un-
comfortable silence as Philip put
fuel into the stove and DeBar
searched among the food cans.

“Here’s bannock and cooked meat
—frozen,” he said, *:

He placed tins of each on the
stove and then sat down beside the
roaring fire, which was already be-
ginning to diffuse « beat. He held
out his twisted and knotted hands,
blue and shaking with cold. and
looked up at Philip, who stood op-
posite him.

He spoke no words, and yet 'there
was something in bis eves which
made the latter cry out softly, and
with a feeling which' he tried to

hide:

“DeBar, 1 wish to God It was
over!™

“So do L" said DeBar.

He rubbed his hands and twisted
them until the hnuckles cracked.

“I'm not afraid and T know that
youre not. Phil." he went on, with
eyes on the top of the stove, “bu-

1 wish
Somehow I'd a'most rather stay
here another year or two
kill you.”

“Kill me:!" exclaimed Philip. the
old fire leaping back into his veins.

DeBar's quiet voice, his extra-
ordinary self-confidence, sent a flush
of anger into Philip's face.

“You're talking to me again as
i 1 were a child, DeBar. My fn.
structions were to bring you back,
dead or alive—and I'm going to!"

“We won't quarrci about it. PhfL”
replied the outlaw as quietly as be-
fore. “Only 1 wish it wasn't you
I'm poing to fight. T'd rather kill
half-a-dozen like the others than
you

“I see” sald Philip. with & per-
ceptible sneer in his voice. “You're
trying to work unon mv sympathy
so that I will follow vour sugges-
tion—and go back. FEhI”

“You'd be a coward
that,” retorted DeBar quickly.
are we going to settle jt. Phil?"

Philip drew his frozen revolver
from its holster and held it over the
stove. .

“If T waen't a crack shot, and
couldnt center a  two.inch bull's:
eye three times out of four at thirty
paces, I'd say pistols.”

“} can’t do that,” said DeRar
unhesitatingly, “but I have hit a
wolf twice out of five shots. It
be a quick, easy way, and we'll
settle it with our revolvers. Going
to shoot to kill?"

No, i T can help it. In the ex-

citement 2 shot may kfl, but I
want to take you back alive, L m
wing you once or twice first."

it was over. just the same.
up
than—

“T always shoot to kil replied
DeBar, without lifting his head.
“Any word you'd like lo have sent
home, Phil?”

In the other's !chce DeBar look-
ed up.

“1 mean it he sald, In 2 low
earnest volce. “Fven trom your

point of view it might happen, Phil,
and you've got friends, somewhere.
It ansthing chould haphen to me
soull find a letter in my pocket. T
want you to wrire to—to her—an’
tell her T died in—an aceideat.
Wil yon?

es.” replled Fhilip. “As for me,
youwll find addresses in my pocket,
too. Let's shake!" K
- Over the stove they gripped hands.
Iy eyes hurt" sald DeBar. “It's
the snow and wind, I guess, Do
you mind a lttle sleep—atter we
eat? 1 haven't slept a wink In three
days and nights.”
“Steep untll youre ready,”
Phil

urged
“I don’t want ‘to fight bad

e

They ate, mostly [n sflence, snd
when the, meal was done Philip
carefully cleaned his revolver and-
ofled it with bear grease, which he
found in a bottle on the shelf.

DeBar watched bifn as he wiped
hls weapon and saw that Phillp
lubricated each of the five cart.
ridges which he put in the chamber.

Afterward they smoked.

Then DeBar stretched himerelf out
in ome of the two bunks, and his
heavy breathlng soon gave evidence
that he was sleeping.

For & time PhIllp sat beside the
stove, his eyes upon the inanimate
torm of the outlaw.

“Good,” sald the other. “Glad
you're awake. The light will be bad
iuside of an hour.”
rubbing and warming his

Phillp, came to the op-
 side of the stove and rubbed
warmed hls hends. For some

and
rearon he found {t difficult to look

at LeBar. and be knew
was not leoking at bim.
It was the outlaw who brcke the
suspense.
“I've been
low valce.
tront of the
paces across.

taat DeBar

outside,” he seid ln a
“There's an  open in
cabin, just a hundred
It wouldn't be a bad
iden for us to stand at opposite
sides of the open and at a given
signal approach, firing as we want
to." -

exclaimed
his

“Couldw’t be better,”
Philip bris] turning to pull
revolver from its holster.
DeBar watched him with tensely
anxious eves as he broke the breech,
looked at the ng circle of cart-
ridges, and closed it again.
Without a word he went to the
door. opened it. and with his pistol
arm traffing at his side, strode off
to the right. For a moment Philin
stood off looking after him. a queer
Jump in his threat. He would have

liked to sheke hands, and yet at
the same time h» was glad that
DeBar had gone in this way. He
turned to the left—and saw at a
glance that the outlaw had given
him the best light. DeBar was fac.
ing him when he reached his
ground.

he shouted.
cried Philip.
ran forward, shoulders
low. his pistol arm halt
and Philip advanced to
At seventy, paces, Wwith
in his half trot, the
fired, and his bullet passed
in a hissing warning three feet over
Philip's head. The latter had plan.
ned to hold his fire until he was
sure of hitting the outlaw in the
arm or shoulder, but a second shot
from him, which seemed to Phillp
almost to nip him in the face,
stopped him short. and at fifty paces
be returned the fire.
DeBar ducked  low’
thought that he was hit.
Then with a fierce yell he darted

DeBar
hunched
extended.
meet him.
out stopping

outiaw

and Phillp

forward, firing 28 he came.
Again, and still a third time Philip
fired, and as DeBar advanced. un-

hurt, after each £hot. a ery of amaze.
ment rose to his lins. At {orty osces
be could mip a-fourinch bul'seva
three -1imes ont of five, and here
he missed a man! At thirty
held an unbeaten record—and at
thirty. here in the broad oprn. he
still missed his man!

He had felt the breath of DaBar's
fourth shot, and now with one cart.
ridge each the. men advanced foot
foot. until DeBar stopped and
deliberately . aimed "ot twenty paccs.
Their pistols rang out in the one re.

port, and, standinz ushurt. a, feel.
ing of horror swept over Ph a
he looked at the other. The out-
law’s arms fell to bis side. liis

empty pigto! dropped to the snow,

and for a4 moment he stood rigid,

with his' face half turned to the
gloomy sky, while a low cry of
griel burst from Philip's lips.

In that momentary posture of De.

Bar he eaw, not the effect of a
wound enly, but the grim, terrible
rigidity of death. He droppeu hls
own weapon and ran forward, and
in that instant DeBar leaped to
meet him with the fierceness of s
beast!

It was a terrible bit of play on
DeBar's part, and for a moment took
Philip off his guard. He stepped
aside, and, with the cleverness of
a trained boxer, he sent a straight
cut to the outlaw’s face as he closed
in. But the blow lacked force, and
he staggered back under, the other'’s
welght, boiling with rage at the ad-
vantage which DeBar had taken of
him.

The outlaw's hands gripped at his
throat and his fingers sank into his
meck lke cords of steel. With a
choking gasp he clutched at DeBar'a
wrists, knowing that another minute
—a half-minute of that death clutch

would throttle him. He saw the
triumph in DePar's eves, and with
a last supreme effort drew back

his arm and sent a terrific shorts
arm punch into the other's stomach.

The grip at his throat relaxed,
A second. a third, and a fourth
blow, his arm- traveling swiftly in
and out, like a piston.rod, and.the
triumph in DeBar's eyes was re-
placed by a look of agony. The-
fingers at his throat loosened still
more, and with a sudden movement

Philidyfreed himself af¥ sprang ‘back
2 step to gather force for l}\e final
blgw.

he move was fatal. Behind him

s heel caught W a enow.smothered
log and he pltched backward “l!h
DeBar on top of him.

Agaln the iron fingers Lhumed at
his throat. -But thls time he made
no resistance, and after & moment
the outlaw rose to his feet and
stared down into the whitej still face
hait burled in the snow. Then hs
gently lifted Philip’s head in his
arms. Thers was a crimson blotch
in the snow and close o it the black
edge of a hidden rock on which his
head had struck.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

overcame him then, and he rolted
into the other bunk. He was awak-
ened several hours later by DeBar,
who was filling the stove with
wood.

“How's the eyes” he nked, sit.

ting ‘up.

The fact that beauty Is only skin
deep shouldn't Influence & woman to
be shallow.

it Moms knew what many lon-
tamers’ wives-know, there’'d be less
lion-tamers.



