
bravely. He sat, huddled in his blan-
ket, thinking only or Laughing Cloud
and his unfulfilled mission.

He must have dozed, for he awak-
ened suddenly to see an Indian at his
side. The man threw back his blan-
ket and revealed the features of
Laughing Cloud. Shannon's heart
leaped to think that the Indian had
been true to his trust

Without a word the Indian stepped
out into the snow, motioning to
Shannon to accompany him. Shan-
non's legs had been numb, but he felt
a tingle of blood in them now, and he
was able to limp haltingly after
Laughing Cloud. As they advanced,
too, the fierceness of the storm
seemed to decrease, and Shannon
said afterward that he hardly felt the
sting of the snow in his face.

They must have proceeded about a
mile through the story when they
suddenly came upon an old ice house.
It had evidently been constructed
during the early months of the win-
ter. The March thaws had reduced
it to solid ice, now coated thickly
with the falling snow. Inside it was
warm and comfortable.

More than that, inside was charred
wood, suitable for rekindling, with a
little tea and some frozen caribou
meat.

In a few moments Shannon had
kindled a fire and was brewing a hot
draft in the tin can which he had
taken automatically from the saddle
of his dead horse. He offered Laugh-
ing Cloud some, and also some of the
meat, but Laughing Cloud only shook
his head quietly and watched Shan-
non eating.

After he had eaten and drunk
Shannon managed to restore the cir-
culation in his legs with snow. He
had no doubt now that the Indian had
come to surrender himself, and it did
not occur to him to have any fear.
He turned over in his blanket and
went to sleep beside the fire, while"
Laughing Cloud stood in the door-
way, watching him with a quiet
smile.

Shannon knew that the Indian had
wanted to show his gratitude for
Shannon's trust in him. He knew he
would be there when he awoke. But
when he awoke Laughing Cloud was
gone.

And there was another man in the
tent Helmsley, in charge of the last
police post that Shannon had passed.
Helmsley was shaking him by the
shoulder and peering anxiously into
his face.

"Well, you seem pretty snug," he
said, when Shannon awoke. "When
I saw your horse lying dead in the
snow I felt sure that you were gone.
I have been riding hard after you for
the past five days, but ybu always
kept a little ahead of me. How in the
world did you manage to4 find this
cave? I suppose that Indian made it
when he went south'. Got anything
to eat?"

Shannon .produced the rest of the
caribou meat, and Helmsley devour-
ed it ravenously. Then he stretched
himself in his blanket at Shannon's
side.

"I'm glad I taught you," he said.
"I felt sure you were gane. Well,
there's no need to Took for'Laughing
Cloud any longer."

"But I'v.e got him," answered
Shannon. ' "At least "

He paused suddenly, and for the
first time the suspicion entered his
mind that the Indian might have
changed his mind and fled again. Or
perhaps he had never meant to sur-
render, but had only save'd Shannon
out of an impulse of humanity, when
he had found him, half conscious, in
the snow.

"You've got him?" inquired Helms-
ley, looking at Shannon curiously.

"Yes. He found me lying In the
snow, and took he to this cache of
his," answered Shannon. "He ought
to be around here somewhere. Why
are you looking so strangely, Helms-
ley?"

"Because," answered the other
slowly, "Laughing Cloud surrendered
himself in Edmonton last week, and
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