
There they must fight it, outface to
face. Jean contemplated no treach-
erous attack. He would give Pierre
an equal chance, but it must be a
fight to the death.

If Dufour had won the girl fairly
Jean would have acquiesced. But
Nanette and he had been engaged so
long, and Dufour had known it, and
he had stolen her. Jean could un-
derstand what pressure he might
have used, when she had only a dod-
dering old man for her companion.
His anger rose into a fierce flame as
he pursued his way.

Night fell before more than half of
the 40 miles was accomplished. Jean
dismounted and scooped out a shelter
in the deep snow beside the stream.
He was not sorry for the opportunity
to nurse his wrath. He crept inside,
turning his pony loose, for the
weather was warm enough for the
little, half-sava- creature to take
care of itself, and Jean knew that it
would not stray far from him.

He wrapped himself in his furs and
lay down. But his mind would not
let him forget his grief and rage in
the temporary relief of sleep. He
had dreamed so long of the day when
Nanette was to be his wife, and now
his dream was ended and his life was
shattered.

Toward dawn .he started up, alert
upon the instant. His trained ear
had detected the approach of a
mounted man, coming from the di-

rection of the St, Paul. It was not
liis own horse that he heard", for that,
being Indian, did not trot, as this
horse did besides, the difference be-
tween the sound of a horse with a
rider on its back and that of a horse
alone is unmistakable.

Jean crept out of his shelter. The
dawn was not far away, but the
moon still shone brilliantly. A horse-
man was riding along the bank of the
Peace River.

Jean recognized Dufour, though to
other eyes he would have been only a
silhouette against the snow. He saw
Dufour rein in his horse and lean for- -

ward. They were within 25 paces of
each other.

Jean drew his revolver. "Garde-toi!- "
he shouted, and fired again "and

again. Pierre's horse reared and
plunged down the steep bank of the
Peace.

The frightened animal regained its
feet and stood trembling upon the
brink f the descent But Dufour
was lying upon his back in the river
bed. There was no sign of blood upon
him, and his horse had not been
struck, either. It had shied at the
sudden sound of the shots and fallen
with its rider.

Pierre was badly stunned, but
breathing. Jean stood over him, look-
ing into his unconscious face. All at
once he realized that his vengeance
had slipped from him. He could not
kill Dufour now that the man was
unconscious.

He caught the horses. Then he
took the unconscious man in his arms
and placed him in his saddle. He
sprang upon the back of his own
horse, and, supporting his enemy
with one arm and guiding the reins of
the two bridles with the free hand, he
began, the slow march toward
Pierre's cabin.

The day dawned, and the sun rose,
flooding the vast plains with her
golden light. They traveled aj a
snail's pace, the horses stopping from
time to time to crunch at the new
grass that was appearing where the
snow was melting beside the river.
Once or twice Jean dismounted and
bathed his enemy's face with snow
water.

It was during one of these halts
that Pierre began muttering.

"I love thee, Nanette," he said, and
Jean clenched his fists and ground
his teeth together as he listened
against his will. "I love thee, Nan-
ette. I will go and meet him. He
cannot be far away." '

So Pierre had been on his way to
kill him when Jean had intercepted
him!. And this man, who had stolen
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