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By Jack London

(Copyright, 1008, by the New York Herald Co, All Rights Roverved.)
T wag the end. Sublenkow had travelled a long
trail of bittérness and horror, homing like a dove
for the capitals of Burope, and here, further away
than ever, in Russjan America, the trall ceased.
He sat in the snow, arms tied behind him, waiting

{he torture.- He stared curlously before him at a
huge Cossack, prone in the snow, sereaming in agony.
f1he men had finished handling the glant and turned
him over to the ywomen. That they exceeded the
fiendishness of the men the man’s frightful yells af-
tested.

Sublenkow .looked on and shuddered. He was not
afrald to die. He had carried bis life oo long in his
handg on that weary trail from Warsaw to Nulato to
shudder at mere dying. But he objected to the tor-
turo.* It offended his soul. And this offence, in turn,
was not due to the mere pain he must endure, but to
the sorry speclacle the pain would méke of him. He
knew he would yell and scream as Big Ivan wag yell-
fug and screaming. He knew he would pray, and beg,
and entreat, even as Blg Ivan and the others that had
gone before. This would not be nice. To pass ouf.
gravely and cleanly, with a smfle and a jest—al, that
would have been the way! But to lose control, (o
have his soul upset hy the pangs of the flesh, to
sereech and gibber Hke an ape, to become tho veriest
ppast—ah, that was. what was 80 terrible.

There had been no chance to escape. I'rom the be-
ginning, when he dreamed the flery dream of Poland's
{ndependence, he had become a puppet in the hands of
Jfate. TFrom the beginning at Warsaw, at St. Peters-
burg, in the Siberian mines, In Kamchatka, on the
crazy boats of the fur thieves, Fate bad been driving
him to this end. Without doubt in the foundations of
{he world was graved this end for him—for him, who
was 0 fine and senaltive, whose nerves gcarcely shel-
tered under his skin, who was a dreamer and a poet
and an artist. Before he, as he, was dreamed of it
had been determined that the quivering bundle of sen-
sitlveness that constituted him should be doomed to
live tn raw and howling savagery and to die in this
far land of night, in this dark place beyond the last
poundaries of the world.

He sighed. So that thing before him, that thing
that screamed, was Big lyan—Big Ivan the giant, the
man without nerves, the man of fron, the Cossack
turned freehooter of the seas, who was as phlegmatic
fa an ox, with a nervous system so low that what was
pain to ordinary men was scarcely a tickle to him.
Well, well, trust these Nulato Indians to find Big
Ivan’s nerves and trace them to the roots of his quiv-
ering soul. They were certalnly doing it. Listen to
that! A yell more hideously awful than any that had
gone before ripped and tore through Subienkow’s con-
sclousness. It was fearful, it was inconcelvable, that
a man could suffer go much and yet llve, Big Ivan
was paying for his low order of nerves, Already he
had lasted twice as long as any of the others, and
utill his great lungs shrieked his agony,

Soblenkow felt that he could not stand the Cos-
sack's enflerings much Jonger. Why didn’t Ivan die?
He ‘'would. go mad if that screaming did not cease.
But when {t did cease his turn would come. He, Ru-
dolph Subienkow, would bave his nails torn out by
the roots, his finger ends sliced off in strips, thin
strips, a section at a time, his nose ——. He almost
shrieked himself at thought of the horrors awaiting
him. And there was Yakaga awalting him, too, grin-
ning at him even now in anticipation—Y¥akaga, whom
anly last week he had kicked out of the fort, and upon
whose face he had lIaid the lash of hiz dog-whip.
Yakaga would attend to him. Doubtlessly Yakags.
was saving for him more refined tortures, more ex-
quisite nerve racking. Ah! that must have been =
good one, from the way Ivan screamed. The squaws
hending over him stepped back with laughter and
clupping of hands. Subienkow saw the monstrous
thing that had been perpetrated, and began to laugh
hysterically. The Indians looked at him in wonder-
ment that he should laugh, But Subienkow could not
stop.

This would never do, He controlled himeelf, the
spnsmodic twitchings slowly dying away, He strove
to think of other things, and began reading back in his
own life. Ho remembered his mother and his father,
and the little spotted pony, and the French tutor who
had taught him dancing and sneaked him an old worn
¢opy of Voltaire. Once more he saw Puarlg, and
dreary London, and gay \.enna, and Rome. And once
more he saw that wild group of youths who had
dreamed, even as he, the dream of an independent
Poland, with a King of Poland on the throne at War-
saw. Ab, there it was that the long trail began.
Well, he bad lasted longest. One by one, beginning
with the two executed at St, Petersburg, he took up
the count of the passing of those brave spirits. Here,
one had been bealen to death by a jailer, and there,
on that blood stained highwsay of the exlles, where
they had marched for endless months, beaten and mal-
treated by their Cossack guards, another had dropped
by the way. Always it had been savagery—brutal,
bestial savagery. They had died—dear God, how they
had dled!—of fever, in the mines, under the knout,
The last two had dled after the escape, in the battle
wih the OCossacks, and he slone had won to Kam-
chatka with the stolen papers and the money of B
traveller he had left lying tn the snow.

It had been nothing but savagery. All the years,
with his heart in studlos and theatree and courts, he
had been hermmed In by savagery, He had purchased
lis Iife with blood. Hyerybody had killed. He had
lkilled that traveller for his passports. He had proved
that he was a man of parts by duelling with two Rus-
gian officers in a single day. He had had to prove
himself in order to win a place among the fur thieves.
He had had to win that place. Behind him lay the
thousand years long road across all Siberla and Rus-
sia. He could not escape that way. The only way
was nhead, across the dark and lcy sea of Behring
to Alaska, The'way had led from savagery to deeper
savagery. ~ On the scurvy rotten ships of the fur
{nleves, out of food and out of water, buffeted by the
interminable storms of that stormy sea, men had be-
come animals. Thrice he had sailed east from Kam-
chatkn. And thrice, after all manner of hardship and
suffering, the survivors had come back to Kamchatka,
There had been no outlet for ¢scape, and he could not
¢o back the way he had come, for the mines and the
knout awaited him.

Again, the fourth and last time, he had salled east.
He hnd been with those who first found the fabled
Seal Tslands; but he had not returned with thex’n to
shave the wenlth of furs in tha mad orgies of Kam-
chatkn. He had sworn néver to go back. He know
that to win to those dear €apitals of E“Wl”; g“lm;‘lf:
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Siberjan ‘ahorigines; and through the savages of (he
new world they had cut a path of blood, . They had
massacred whole villages that refused to furnish {he
fur tribute; and they, in turn, had been massacred by
whole ship's companies. He, with one Finu, had been
the sole survivors of such a company. They had
spent n winter of solitnde and sturvation on a lonely
Aleutian isle, and their rescue in the spring hy an-
other fur ship had been one chance In a thonsand.

But always the terrible savagery had hemmed him
In. Passing from ship to ship, and ever refusing fto
return, he had come to the ship that explored soutl.
All down the Alaska coast they had encountered noth-
ing but hosts of savages, ' Ivery anchorage among
the Deetling Islands or under the frownlug eclifls
of the malnland had meant a baltle or a storm,
Efther the gales blew, threatening destruction, or tho
war canoes came off, manned by howling savages,
with the war paint on thelr faces, who came to learn
the bloody virtues of the sea rovers’ gunpowder.
South, south they had coasted, clear to the myth-
land of California. ¥Here, 1t was sald, were Spanish
adventurers who had fought their way up from Mex-
fco. He had had hopes of those Spanish adventurers.
Escaping to them, the rest would have been easy—a
Fear or mors, what did it matter more or less, and he
would win to Mexico; then a ship, and Hurope would
be hils. But they had met no Spaniards., Only had
they encountered the same impreguable wall of sav-
agery. The denizens of the confines of the world,

painted for war, had driven them back from the
shores. At last, when one boat was cut off and every

man killed, the commander had abandoned the quest
and sailed back to the north,

The years bad passged. In 1883 be had served under
Tebenkoff when Michaelovskl Redoubt was bullt,
He had spent two years in the Kuskokwim country,
Twa summers, 1p the month of June, he had managed

to be at the head of Kotzebue Sound. Here, ut this
time, the tribes assembled for barter. Ilere were to
be found spotted deerskins from Siberla, ivory from
the Diomedes, walrus skins from the shores of the
Arctic, strange stone lamps, passing in trade from
tribe to tribe, no one knew whence, and once a hunt-
ing knife of English make; and here, Sublenkow kney,
was the school in which (o learn geography. Ifor he
met Eskimos from Norton Sound, from King Island
and St, Lawrence Island, from Cape Prince of Wales
and Paint Barrow. Such places had other names, and
their distances were meagured in sleeps. !

It was a vast region these trading savages came
from, and a vaster reglon from which, -by repeated
trades, that these stone lamps and that steel knife
had come. Subienkow bullied, and cajoled, and
bribed. Every far journeyer or strange tribesman was
brought before him. Perils uncountable and unthink-
able were mentioned, as well as wild beasts, hostile
tribes, impenetrable forests and mighty mountain
ranges. But always from beyond came the rumor and
the tale of white skinned men, blue of eye and fair
of hair, who fought like devils and who sought always
for furs. They were to the east—far, far to the east,
No one had seen them. It was the word that had been
passed along.

It was a hard school. One could not learn geog-
raphy very well through the medium of strange dia-
leots—from dark minds that mingled fact and fable
and that measured distances by ‘sleeps” .that varfed
according to the difficulty of the going, But at last
came the whisper that gnve' Sublenkow courage. In
the east lay a great river where were these blue-eyed
men, The river was called the Yukoun.  South of
Michaelovski Redoubt emptied another great river
which the Russians knew as the Kwikpak., 'Then
arose Malakoff, the Rusgian half-breed, to lead the
wildest and most ferocioug of the lell’s Lrath of o
grel adventurers: who hibd feamSe i et s :
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Sublenkow was Lis lientenant. They threaded the
mazoes of the great delta of the Kwikpalk, picked up
the first low hills oo (he northern bank, and for half
a thousand miles in skin canocs, loaded to rhe sun
wales with (vade goods and ammunition, founsie thels
way against ine five-knot current of o river that ran
from (wo to ten nides wide in o channel ooy
fathoms deep,  Malakofr decided 1o huild the forn at
Nulafo,  Subienkow urged to @0 furthes.  Bufl he
quickly reconciled himself to Nulato.  The lonz win
ter was 1'('lllil|;,"nn, It would he better to walt,  lEarly
the following summer, when the jee wos wone. he
would (disappear up the Kwikpak and waorlke s way
to the Hudson Bay Company’s postss Malakoll Jiadd
never heard the whisper that the Kwikpak was the
Yukon, and Subienkow did not tell hin.
Came the building of the fort. It was
labor, The tiered walls of logs arose to the sighs and
aroans of the Nulato Indians. ‘The lash was laid
upon their backs, and it was the iron hand ot the free-
booters of the sea that Iaid on the lash,  ‘There were
Indinny that van away, and when they were canght
they were brought back and spreadeagled before the
fort, shere they and their tribe learned the efficacy
of the knout. Two died under it, others were injured
for life, and the rest {ook the Jegson to heart and ran
away no more. The snow was flying ere the fort was
finished, and then it was time for fars. A heavy
tribute was laid upon the tribe,  Blows and lashings
contlnued, and that the trihute should be paid the
women and ehildren were held as hostages and treated
with the barbarity that only the fur thieves knew.
Well, it had been a gowing of blood, and now was
come the harvest. 'I'he fort was gone, In the light
of its burning half the fur thieves had been cut down,
The other half had passed under the torture. Only
Sublenkow remained. or Subienkow and Big Ivan, if
that whimpering, moaning thing in the gnow could be

enforeed

SLwill give you your lire Malkjuouk male answer
thyongh the interprefor.

Subienkow lauehed scorslully.

tand o you shadl et slave in oy house until yon
(“l'.:‘

The Pale langhod more scornfully.

“Untio my kands nd feet aud let s o, e sald.

The ehiel mnde the sigo, and whon he was loosed
Subienkow rolled a eignrette and bghtod it

SPhis s foollsh talk”" salkd Manamuk,  “There I8
uo sueh nedicine, It counot be, A cutling edge I8
stranger than any medicine.”

The chiel was
He id seen too many deviltries of the fur (hieves
that worked, e conld not wholly doubt,

Lol vgive rone youe e, butoyou shall not Lie o
slaves” e announced,

“Maore

coolly as it he wers barteringe for o fox skine It s

incredulous, and yol e waverod,

an that!  Subionkow pinyed his e as
Overy great miedicine, L has saveld oy Jie inan)
tintes, D owant a =led and dogs and six ot your hunt-
ers to fravel with me down the river aond give e
saroty fo ong dov's osleen from  Michaclovsky o e
doubt,™”

“You nust fdve hece amd feach as all of vonr devil-
tries,™ was 1he reply.

Subienkow” shirngeed his shoulders and remained
silent,
and curionsly regarded what remained of the Dig Cos-

Ile Dlew clgarette smoke out on the ey aip

sack, which the ehildren were now worryin,

Phat =car!” Makamuk said soddenly. pointing to
the Pole's neck, where o livid mwark advertised the
slash of & Knife in o Kamehatkon beawl, “The moedi
cine i85 not =ood. The entting edge was stronger than
the medicine,”

ST owas a o strong man that drove the stroke,” So-
bienkow considered.
than your strongest hunter, stronger than he™ ANgeain

'

“Stronger than you, strongoer

with the toe of his noceasin he tonched the Cossacls,
who was npow moaning and siubbering from a rfeat
ureless face, o grisly spectaele, no longer conscions,
yet in whose dismembered body the pain racked life
clung and was loath to o, “Also, the medicine wis
woenk,  For at that place thore were no herries of o
cortain kind, of which T see you have plenfy in this
eountry.  The medicine here will bhe strong.’”

ST will et you go down river,” sald Makamuk, “aud
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PADDLING IN SKIN CANOES AGAINST A FIVE-KNOT CURRENT.

called Big Ivan. Sublenkow caught Yakagn grinning
at him, There was no gainsaying Yakaga, The mark
of the lash was still on his face.  After all, Sublienkow
could not blame him, but he disliked the thought of
what Yakaga would do to him. IHe thought of ap-
pealing to Makamuk, the head clief, but' bhis judgment
told him that such an appeal was useless,  Then, too,
he thought of hursting his bonds und dying fighting,
Such an end would be quick. But he could not break
his Dbonds. Caribou thongs were stronger than he.
Still devising, another thought came Vo i, e
slgned for Makmmuk and that an interpreter who
knew the couast dialect shonld be brought.

“Oh, Makamulk,” he said, "I am not minded to die,
I am a great man, and it were foolishness for me o
die. In truth, I shall not die. I am not like these other
carrion”—he looked at fthe thing that ‘once had
been -Big Ivan and stirred it contemptuously with
his toe—*"1 am top wise to die. Behold, 1 have a
great medicine, I alone know this medicine. Since 1
am not going to die I shall exchange this medicine
with you."

“What is this medicine?’ Makamuk demanded.

“It is a strange medicine.”  Subienkow debated with
himself for a moment, as if loath to part with the
secret. M1 will tell yon, A (ittle bit of this medicine
rubbed on the skin makes tha skin harvd like a rock,
hard like fron, so that no cutting weapon can cut it
The strongest blow of @ cutting weapon is a4 vain
thing against it. A bone knife becomes like a picce
of mud, and ir will turn the n'(]j._:x- of t_l‘\‘.- iron knives

Lraiaht among youl S WWhavaviicam xive . me

the sled and the dogs and the six hunters to give yon
sufety shall be yours.”

“You are slow,” was the coot rejoinder. “You have
committed an offence against my medicine in that you
did not at once aceept my terms,  Bebold, T now de-
mand more, 1 want one hundred beaver skins.'
Makamuk speered.) 1 want one hundred pounds of
dried tish.” (Makamuk nodded. for fish were plenti-
ful and cheap.g I want two sleds, one for me and
one for my furs and fish.  Aml my vite must be ve-
turned to me, If you do not like the price, in a little
while the price will grow.”

Yakaga whispered to the chief,

“But how can I know your wmedicine is true medi-
cine?! Makamuk & i
It is very easy.

Amain Yakaga whispered to Makuamuk, who made
a4 suspicious (issent.

“You ¢an send twenty hunters with me,"” Subienkow
went on,  **You see, 1 must get the berrigs and tlie
roots with which to make the medicine. Then, when
you have brought the two sleds apd loaded on thein
the fish and the beaver skins and the ritle, and when
you have told off the six hunters who will go with
me—{hen, when all is ready, 1 will ruly the medicine

irst, [ shall go info the woods" ——-

on my neck, so, and lay my neck there on that log.
Then ean your strongest hunter take the axe and
three timmes on my neck.  You yourself can

strike
¢ the three times,
Makamuk stood with gaping mouth, drinking in
this est and wmwost wonderful deviltry of the fur

blow I must put on ireshoanedieine, . The axe is heavy
and sherp, and T want no mistakes,"

SAN it you have asked shall'be vours,” Makamuls
cried G rush ot aceeniancy, . “T'rocend to make your

[Ran—

Subienkow conceoaled his clation.  ITe was playing
nodesperate game and there must be no slips. e
spoke arvrogantly,

“You have been slow, My medicine is offended. To
ke the offence clean you must give e your daugh-
test

e pointed to the givl, an unwholesome creature,
with a cast in oone eye and a hristling wolf tooth.
Sakomuk was angrey.s but the Pole remained imper-
turhable, rolling and lighting another cigarette.

SMalke harte” he threatened,  “If you are not quick
I o<hiall demand yet more.”

L the silence that followed thy dreary northland
seone faded from before him, and he saw. onee more
his mative land, and Pavis, and, ones, as he glanced
ab the woll toothed wivl, he rememberad another girly
A shiger and o dancer, whom he had kKoown when
first ns i vouth he came to 'arvis,

SAWhat dooyen owant owith  the xivl? Makoamuk
uskaod,

“P'oowo down the piver with e ™ Subienkow

chineod her over eritieally,  “She will make a ropd
wife, amd it v an honor worthy of my medicine to he
married to your hlood.'
Azl b reppeborod the singer and daneer and
frmaned alod o song she had tanglt him, e lived
the old Tife over, buat in a detached, impersounl sovt of
way, dooking ot the memory pictuees of his own life
a0 they woere pletnred g lwook of anybody's life
The ehief's volee, abruptly breaking the silence, star.
thodd i,

ST sl e dones said Makamuk, UPhe giel shall
o down the river with vou.  But beo it understood
ot Tomyselfd steike the theee blows withh the axe on
your neck.!

SRt oaeh timp 1 shall put on fhe nredicine,” Subien-
Low answerod, with a show of HE concealed anxiety.

SYou sholl pat the pedichine onoarter each blow.
[Tore are the hunters who shall see von do notl escape.
Gointo the farest and gather yome anedicine.””

Makamul bhad heen convineed of the worth of the
moedicine by the Pole’s rapaeity.  Surely nothing less
than the groatest of medicines conbd enable aoanan n
the shadow ol death to stand up and drive an old
wolan's hargain,

SResides.” whispered Yiakagn, witen the Pole, with
his guard, had disnppeared amons tho spiee trees.
Swhen yvoi have learned the medieine you ean easily
destroy him.”

SRt how enn 1 odestroy him 27 Makamuk argued.
SHis medicine will not let nie desteoy him,”

YPhore will be some part whoere he has not rubbed
the modicine, was Yakaga's veply. “We will destroy
him through that parvt.  Tf o amay he hisocars. Very
well: we will thrust o spear in one ear and ont the
other,  Ov it may he his oyves.  Surely the medicing
will he mueh toe strong to rub on his cyes,”™

The chief nodded.

“You are wise, Yakaga. 1€ he possesses no other
devil things we will then destroy him,”

Subienkow did not waste time in gathering the in-
grodients for his medicine,  He scleetoa whatsoover
cante handiest, suceh as sproee necdles, the ineer hark
of the willow, a strip of biveh hark, and o gquantity of
moss berries, which he nuude the hunters dig up for
him from beneath the snow. A few frozen roots com-
pleted his supply and he led the way hack to camp.

Makamuk and Yakagi erouchod beside him, noting
the quantities and kinds of cbe ingredionts he dropped
fito the po? of bolllng <ratet,

“Yon must he eavetul that the moss bervies wo in
st he explained.

“And-—oh, yes, one other thing—the finger of a
man. Iere, Yakaga, let me cut off your finger.'”

But Yakaga put his hands behind him and scowled.

“Tust g small tinger,” Subienkow pleaded.

“Yakngi, give himo yonr finger,”  Makamuk de-
manded.

“Phere be plenty of lngers Iving around,” YaKkag:
grunted, indicating the human wreckage in the snow
of the seore of persons who hiad been tortured to
death,

STomust beo the tinger of o live man,” the ole ob-
jeeted, 4

“Then shall you lave the tinger of o Hye man'
Yakasa strode over to the Cossack and sliced off 2
finger,

“Ie is uot vet dead,” hie announced, flinglng the
Dloody trophy in the snow at the Pole’s feet. “Also
itis a good finger beecause v s lnrge!!

Subicnkow dropped {t into the fire nnder the pot and
hosan to sing It was a French love sing that with
great solomnity he sang into the brew.

S\Without these words Toutter into if the medicine is
worthiless.! he explained.  The words are the chiefest
strength of it. Behold, it is ready,”

“Nume me the words slowly, that 1 may Know
them," Makamulk commandid, :

SNof until after the test. When the axe flies hack
three times from my neck, then will 1 ogive you the
seeret of the words,”

STut if the medicine is not good medieine?’ Mak-
amuk queried anxiously.

Subienkow turned upon him wrathfully, “My medi-
cine is always goold,  However, if it is not good, then
do by me s you have done to the others.  Cut me up
A bit atoa time, even as you have cut him up.” e
pointed to the Cossack.  “The medicine is now cool.
Thns, b it on my neck, saving this further medi-
cine’’

With great geavity he slowly-intoned a line of the
“Marvseillaise,” at the same time rabbing the villan-
ons hrew thoroughly into his neck,

Au outery interrupted his play-acting,  The wiant
Cgssack, with a last resurgence of his o tremendons
vitality, hid arisen fo his knees, Laughter and evies
of surprise and applause arvose from the Nulatos as
Rig Ivan, o screaming horror. began flinging himself
about in the snow with mighty spasis.,

Subienkow was mamde {1 Dy the sigh(, hut he mas-
tered his qualms and miade beliove to Lo angey.

Ihis will not do.” e sald, “Flaish him, and then
we o will make the test. ITere. you, Yaksga, cut his
throat so that his noise ceases,”

While this was being done Sublenkow turned to
Makamuk.

SAnd remember. you are to strike hard. This ig not
haby work, TIere, take the axe amd strike the log so
that T can see vou strike ke a man.'’

Makamuk oheyved, striking twice, preeisely and with
vigor, cufting out a large chip.

“It s well"” Subienlow Iooked about him at the
cirele of savage faces, that somehow seemed (o sym-
bolize the wall of savagery that had hemined him
about ever sinee the Tsar's police had first arrested
im in Warsaw, “Take your axe, Makamulk, and
stamd so, T shail lie down,  When T oraise my hand,
strike, and strike with all your might. And be eare-
ful that no one stands hehind you. The medicine is
sood, and the axe muay bounece from off my neci and
right out of your hands.”

He Jooked at the two sleds, with the dogs in har-
ness, loaded with furs and fisli.  His rifle lay on top
the beaver skins. 1he six hunters who were to aet
as his gunvd stood by the sleds,

“Where iz the girl?' the Pole demanded.
her up to the sleds hefore the test goes on,”

When this had been carvied out, Subienkow lax
down in the snow, resting his hesd on the log like a
tired chikl about to sleep.  He had tived so many
dreary vears that he wag indeed tired,

I lnugh at you and your strength, O Makamuk,”
he safd. “Strike, and strike harvd!”

He lifted his hand.  Makamuk swung the axe, a
broad axe for the squaring of logs. The bright steel
tashed through the frosty air. poised tfor a perceptible
instant above Makamuk’s head. then descended upon
Subienkow's bare neck. Clear through tlesh and bone
it ent its way, biting deeply into the loz beneath.
The amazed savages saw the head bounee a yard
away from the blood spouting trauk.

There was n great bewilderment wnd silence, while
slowly it began 1o dawn ju their minds that there had
been no mediecine.  The fur thief had outwitted theni,
Alone of all their prisoners lie had escaped the torture,
That had been the stake for whichh he played. A
great roar of luughter went up. Makamuk howed his
head in shame,  The fur thief had fooled him,  He
had lost face before all his people.  Still rhey con-
tinued to roar out thelr laughter.  Mukamulk turned,
and with bowed head stalked awav. Ife knew tho
thenceforth he would no louger be known as Muak-
awuk,  ITe would be Lost FPace-——the record of his
shame would be with him until he died, and whenever
the tribes gathered in the spring for the salmon or in
the summer for the trading the story would pass
back and forth across the camplfires of how the fur
thief died peaceably at a single stroke by the hand of
Lost Face.- “Who was Lost faee?’ he eould hicar in
anticipation some insolent young buck demuind. *“Oh,
Lost Face,” would be the answer, “he who once was
MakamuXk, in the days before he cut off the fur thief’a
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