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redder than his hair. Thick car-
roty hair covered his heavy jowls.
Altogether he was not a handsome
fellow; but he was a good pilot.
As he strode silently up to the
beached boat, he seemed to look
hard at the mate, and there was any-
thing but a pleased expression in
his eves as Slade nodded to him
He came close to the craft, and then
sat upon her gunwale, resting his
rifle carelessly across his knee. I
noticed that’ the weapon was of a
foreign make, but high-powered and
small of bore. His ammunition
showing in his belt told of a hunter
who trusted to long-range firing and
to the tremendous impact of a soft-
nosed bullet.

“Been up to old man Masters’
latelv?” asked Slade, grinning.

“Yes, I go up every dav,” said
O'Brien, ““‘and they say there is sick-
ness and sometimes sudden death
lurking about the swamp up that
way.” He said this with some
meaning, and I saw Slade smile.

“No fear, my son; t ere is
no sickness like that caused by
a woman; butit never causes
death. Oh, no. And besides,
I don’t like the insinuation.
Masters has a pretty daughter;
but that is no Treason for
trouble.”

“Well, his daughter is not
for every man who happens
along this way, and I might as
well tell you now that she
don’t care especially for sailor-
men to be hanging about there. I don't object to

sailors as a rule—I make my living piloting—but
Masters’ land is exempt from them while I'm

around.”

“Not so; no fear. I'm in the running. What, do
vou mean to tell me you are jealous of a sailorman
like me?" said the mate, grinning.

O’Brien gave a snort of disgust. “I'm telling
you for your own good, friend. You keep away
from Masters’ place while vou are here. ['ve got
nothing against vou; but I don’t want any foolish-
ness going on around there.”

** 8o, you're the boss, hey? And I'm to mind vou?
Look here, my friend, if your sweetheart is so fickle
vou have to keep her under cover of vour rifle, I
should think you would rather be rid of her. - A
woman who can’'t know her ow n mind isn't worth
the powder
you'd burn
to shoot the
fellow who
got on the
weather side
of vou.”
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“Well, I'li
not accept
vour advice.
I'll not keep away from any
woman who 1s willing to talk
to me. When the young lady
in question tells me to my
face she has no use for mc
I'm out. But I won't haveit
from any manNow, you
take that and sift it down
carefully. I'm as good a man
as vou or any other fellow

hanging around here, and

don’t you go making the . ol A

mistake thinking that I'm afraid of vour rifle. I'm
not hunting any trouble with anyone: but you

take it from me that I'm ready at all times to see
who's who. This shooting game may go all very
well in story books, but it don't go here. I don’t
want to shoot vou, and I don’t intend that you'll
shoot me, unless you do it behind my back, :«m'l_
then there'll be some one to see you swing tor it -
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“I haven't threatened to shoot anyone, mate,”
said O’Brien in a conciliatory tone; “but I'm telling
you the news, and I stand to it.”

“Well, vou forget it,”” said Slade. “Why, man, I
may marry the young lady as well as anvone! And
has the man she cares or to be shot? ~ Not by a
long sight! Oh, no! ]

“Now come aboard, friend O'Brien,” he said.
“Come and eat some whack with us. I'll overlook
your foolishness. But don't think vou're talking
to children again,” he said.

He came aboard surly enough, and after eating
was silent for sometime. *“1 saw a b'ar along
back of that cedar swamp,” he suddenly said after
the long pause, “‘an’ if you'll take your rifle along
with you we'll likely get a shot at him before dark.”

He was addressing Slade plain enough; but I
answered. “It’s too late,” I said. * We've got to
get aboard again to-night.”

“No fear,” said Slade; “it'll be a strong easterly
wind for hours yet, and the air thicker than burgoo.
I'll go you, O'Brien, an’ maybe stay all night in
the brush. What I want is game.”

O’Brien set the butt of his Winchester on his toe.
Then he looked hard at the mate with those slits
of eyes for a fraction of a second. It was an ugly
look, and I didn't like it.

Slade took no notice whatever,
rifle and sprang ashore.
he said.

They started off, and ten minutes later we heard
the crack of a rifle. Following their trail, we came
upon bear tracks and saw splashes of blood; but
they had evidently not made a kill and had kept
rapidly on in pursuit. We waited until dark; but
Slade failed to put in appearance. Then we went
aboard and reported to the old man, and after that
turned in

The next day we watched the shore for the mate;
but he did not appear. The skipper was furious and
wanted to get under way, for the wind had made
enough easting to clear away the fog. We had to
lay there and waste valuable time or go on without
him. The old man decided to wait one more day;
and it was well for the mate he did.

Shock-headed Jones was watching the shore late
the second morning, when he noticed a tigure
crawling painfully down to the water. It did not
resemble a man at all, much less our tall good-
looking mate. But it was Slade. We knew it the
moment he waved something to us, lying prone upon
the beach with his head toward us. Ten minutes
later we had him aboard.

Late that afternoon he told his story. * When
we started for the bear, O'Brien must have intended
to put me through after his own fashion, for he
went plunging ahead on the trail and I following
him. I had just seen a black
object on the edge of the
clearing and, firing on it, had
wounded the beast,which went
tearing off making a racket
through the brush. For hours
we followed the trail, and it
grew dark. O’Brien seemed to
find his way, and I close be-
hind him, until we struck into

but grabbed his
“Don’t wait for me,"”

a forest so thick that it was
black dark in there. Here we
lost all trace of the bear.

*So. You're the Boss. Hey ?
And I'm to Mind You?"™

Well, the pilot said he could not find his way back
again that night, and suggested that we camp in a
clearing about a mile back from where we stopped.
“It was drizzling now, and the woods were as
black as ink. We stumbled 2'long for a time and
came to an opening, a sort of swale with a stream
running through it, and the first I knew of it was
when I pitched head first into the water. I thought
I heard the fellow laugh; but when I scrambled
out he was waiting there on the bank for me.
“(Close by we came to a little log cabin. He said
it was a hunter's cabin and deserted. It was about
ten feet square and built of solid logs. There was
an opening at one end boarded up with rough
boards; but these gave way to the powerful hands
of O'Brien. It was so black inside the place you



