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a LEMING. the fox-breeder. filled his sweetwooed
briar with fresh tobacco as a gust of the
autumn wind blowing down and off Hudson's
Bay screamed over theroof of the cabin. It was

. a wild night outside. with tivisting black clouds
ulding low overhead and a November wind moaning in

e chavs of darkness that hung over the illimitable

~ilderness. © A few moments before Fleming had said

“hat it meant the beginning of winter, and that tomorrow

v would start banking his fox-dens.

A clear-eved, strong-muscled and quiet-spoken man
+us Fleming—in the leaping glow of the birch fire roaring
7 the big fireplace he was a man to look twice at. Watch-
it Bifit as he slowly and meditativelv thumbed down the
“liceo in his pipe sat Anderson. a sergeant in the Roval

% Company's inspector—both stopping over-night on
'i;'_:r way to Fort Churchill. Ft was Anderson’s first
<. Bet Carrigan “had once traveled from Albany
Hunse down 1o the ine of rail With Fleming and a bunch
=i s breed-foxes, and it was he-—remembering a year-old
“wident of that trail—who had brought up the subject
“iehigs: On that subject Fleming had strange ideas.
Anterson had-opened his eves. surprised at first and then
sitnistd, when he heard them.  Once he had laughed, but
“I~crving the flush that had gathered in the fox-breeler's
~ee he caught himselfl quickly, and apuologiz: 1.

“1'don’t mean to ridicule Sour idea,” he haed hastened
doaxe “There's no one in all the Upper Country who
o dogsore than 1 do, Fleming. Yet I can’t under-
il —quite~-why it is your hobhy to gather round you
acr-ull the erippled and toothless canines in the country.
e’ that broken-legged, half -blind. and wind-jammed
“i'e the Indian brought you today —and vou paed
deeey for him. He isn't worth a dollar.  Wouldn't he he
»ier off with a bullet in his brain>”

Vil Fleming’s quiet, strong face was crossed by a slow
i s he rafsed a lighted match to the bowl of his pipe.

I eallest -softly then, and in response there came a
~’|u.:ri.ing sound and ihe dlivk, elick, elick of claws on the
et Between Carrigan and Anderson and into the sel
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fow fare of light The Vrince came to Fleming, his nmaster.
‘The majesty of the old dog's name had long since fallen
from him like a mantle out-worn by the yvears, He was
very old.  His muzzle was turning gray. Hair once long
and silky and sleck as a fox’s coat wis now shaggy and
brittle, and its golden lights had faded into the draband
lifeless color of a gunny-sack. But his cves Were un-
changed. They were big, and brown, and steady in
their gaze, and when they looked at Fleming there was
sonicthing deeply and intensively questing in them-—
something which only they twe must. have uncler-
stood. . .
At a low-spoken word fram his master, The 'rince
dropped down at Fleming's fuet. ) '
“That dog once belonged to a man 1 knew.” said
Fleming, looking straight at Anderson. “I knew him so
well that—TI also know, his storv.  And the dog was better
than the man. If death had fo take one of them, it was
right that the man should dic ~ and the dog live. And 1
say it is also true of tens of theusands of other dogs and

men. 1 the average man possedsed  the loxalty, the honi”

esty and the faith of the average dog we'd be an entirely
different race. It's our egoism, of course- our cternal
sclf-sufliciency., our blind befief in the doctrine that ‘)
am It'—and God infended it to be so.  We're fortunate
in having a tongue that talks, that’s all. Now this man
P knew was like oursclves - of the average sort —and i
some one hid told him that his dog was better than
he- " -

He stopped, with a suggestive shrug of his-shoulders.

Carrigan nodded towarnd The Prince.

“That was the dog?"

X3 ‘.’-L‘S."

“And the man-- ) o

“Ordinary. We'll call him Grinfell - -if vou cure to
hear what happened ta bim.  Lhat was his mother’s
BIme,

Anderson unbuckled his revolver holster amil droppedd
it to the floor.  He leaned a litthe farward, inferested,

I ke to hear.” he said. .
“Over their heads they could hear again the sobbing

"4

Grenfell will never forget thase swift seconds, just hefore he slipped over the barder between delirium and unconsciousness.
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of the wind, and with it came the fup. fap. tabping of a
spruce bough on'the calin roof, as though a hand up there
was tryving Lo call thar attention. .

“ 1t is rather strange.” said Fleming, ~ that what were
pethaps the two mest important incidents in this man's
life eame with a storm. 1t wus like this—wind under a
muaning sky, and rain, when he went home that night.
You se¢ he had a home. and o wife. He was just of the
slecent average Dfa Lig oity, with a jobr that paid him five
thousimd a year. and advancenent in sight.  The home
wus the chiel thing. and of course included in the home
was the woman. e had tuken & keen dolight in watch-

- ing that home grow in beauty and comfort. and he must,
have thought himsll very much in Jeve with 1he woman.
But I'll skip over that quickly. It doesn™t matter much
here, except to show you how completely his world had
anchered 1t=¢lf in and about that hene. The impririant
thing is.that he returned that nighi— in a tumult of wind
and storme- andg that his arrival was Jate. and unes-
pected. He was supposad 1o be out of the dily. vou
undérstand.. And he had his own latchkey) and the
shutters were ruttling and the winl waz howling when he”
went in, so that no one heard. He was wets and the
water dripped from him in the hallvay. but he was warm
with the pleazurabde thrill of honme-coming.  Tie woukd
Ssurprise” some ene he thought. Well, ke did. 1T won't T

into the “wrpleasint detail ofit, gentiemen. They didn’t

hear him,  the woman and the man— his own employer:

Bat the crash ol Tis world as 30 went Lo picees about his

vars drowned  the wind and the stur and ¥l else but

their voives.  Perhaps for o minuie or twi he crouched.
listening at the  deor of the wemansroom. Then he went -
quictly down imto hisddene Towas his gun room., Init
were his hunting trophics. by fishing tackle. and the
thousand abel one odds and ez an outdeors man
wathers about him. . His mind, yvou witl understand, wis
very definite.
for a birthday present. one of the new army pistols, aned
e slipped a clipful of ca rirdges in it quite cooly, lh‘)ﬁ:u
nat of the weak-kneed *Jury box ™ <ort who belivves thin
Wontinned o puace 620

A fri end had sent him a Colt's antomatic.
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man, and should be shielded from punish-
ment. As I osay, his -mind » was verv
definite.  He was going to kil them both.

"IN’hthe upper hall there was a light.
and the” door of the woman’s room
wits slightly ajur.  The man paused there
for barely ap instant, and in that - in-
stant the strange thing happened.  Some-
thing cool and soft touched the huck

- oi the clenched hand that hung at his side.

i{e looked down. It was his dog. gentle-

“men. Yes, the cold, caressing muzzle of

his dog against the back of his hand.  And
the dog’s eyes were looking straight up into
his—big, deep, talking eves that had in
them a look of wnderstanding.  Laugh if
vou will, gentlemen—it is your privilege! --
hut that dog knew. He knew what was
happening, and he must have known what
wis in the man's mind, for he kept looking
anel looking and leoking until the man's
knotted fingers grew limp and something
«uol swept over the fire in his brain, - Gen-
demen, that dog's eves brought the man
huck into renson. He went into the roum,
and the dog went with him; and when they
came out again the woman and the other
man-were left alive, and together the dog
and master walked out into the storm amd
left that ‘home” forecer.  And the strang-
est thing of all is this; The man had tever
made much of a pal of the dog_ It had been
more the woman's dog than the man’s.
Anderson, do vou think this man did
right?™ i '

Anderson drew in a deep breath, and
straightened himself.

*“As a man of the Law.! would say that
ke did.”

“To perdition with your law,” exploded
Curvigan, clenching his fsts. *The man
He should havekilled them
both, even iI he hung for it afterward.
The law is a2 poor apology for justice-—
sometimes.”

Fleming was smiling.

"' Perhaps I asked the question a bit too
early,” he szid. “But I agree with Carri-
gan—the man was a fool. Not that he was
saved from committing  murder, but be-
cause of what happened afterward. Any-
way, he doesn’t matter much. Iam telling
kis story only that you may know the story
of the dog. He followed his master. In-
stinct, if you're too full of ¢go to call it
redson, made him understand the situation,
He knew that something was wrong, and
the love of fairness and justice that's a part
of every dog made him follow at his mas-
ter's heels out into the storm,  He might
have remained with the
warmth and comfort. But.he didnt. He
went out into a beating rain and a roaring
wind that nearly swept the mian off his fect.
And the man scarcely noticel him.  But it
made no difference.  The dog followed.
The man found shelter for the night with a
bachelor friend. The dog waited outsile
all through that night of rain and wind,
When morning camte he was waiting on the
step for his master. No, he didn’t go home,
I tell you he knew that Grenfell, his mas-
ter, needed him. He sensed it in some
mysterious and indefinable way, just as a
tog will sense the approach of death when
fa D LA e JAlla - £T

woman—in

of his world did something inside his Kead,
-which I'm charitable enough to believe.
And the dog went with him. They began
to -wander-—and after that. were always
wandering. The first months were most
horrible to Grenfell; the sickness in his
hewd, if it wes that sickness, was worse
then. It was during those months that the
dog put up his biggest fight. I'm coming
to the thing at lst. gentlemen. It will
startle you.  Possibly vou will not believe.
But it is true. Within a vear after he went
home that night in the storm Grenfell was o
truampt !’

Fleming pauscd in a sudden Wl of. the
wind over the cabin roof.  He fooked down:
and the old dog’s eves were on his face.

“A tramp,” he repeated, smiling faintly,
"Not a hobo or a wandering vagrant, you
understang—but a framp. A drifter, a
nomad of the country roads and villages—
Tor ht shunned the cities. “Be worked just
enough—usually for the farmers—to kevp
clothes on his back and food in his stomach.
His pride. you see, was gone. In another
year he would have been down, Do vou
understand what I mean? He wouwld have
been a vagrant then.
putting up a splendid fight for his master.
Grenfell could destroy himself, but he
couldn't make a hobo of the dog. There
were blood and breed and a soul that
wouldn't warp in that collic. He went
hungry. He was sick and fodtsore. He
fought strange dogs and was covered with
wounds, but not for a- moment did 2 vel-
low streak show in him, He might have
found a thousand comfortable homes, for
there were many who wanted him, and
many who tried to lure him from his mas-
ter. Twice he was stolen, and both times
he escaped and overtook his drifting master
on the hot and dusty roads. A fool; you
sav?  No, he wasn’t that, He was frue.
He was following Grenfell as a dog will
Tollow and watch a little child placed in its
keeping.  To starve, to fight, to suffer in
that duty was his trjumph.  And Grenfell,
in what was left of his human soul, saw the
nitked truth at last.

He knew he was gone—and he Toved the
dog. So he ‘watched his chance. and one
dayv he gave him to a wealthy farmer who
had several children and a beautiful home:
anct told him to keep the dog tied up for a
week. When Grenfell got away he flung
himself down in the shade of a tfee and
cried Hke a baby. He believed he had
done what was right. [t was threc nights
later, I think-~in the early autumn—and
Grenfell was sleeping in the open. Two or
three times hé woke to listen to the sough-
ing of the wind in a clump of pines. and
that wail of coming winter, and the loncli-
ness of it all, put the thought of death in
his beart.  You see, I'm not trying to cover
his weakness and his shame. 1 don’t know
what might have happened a little Tater.
But the dog was following Grenfell's trail
that night.. When he opened his eves in

the morning. it was because the collie was

there —caressing his face with his tongue.
You draw 2 deep breath, Carrigan? Is it
because vou disbelieve? No? . I'm glad’oi
that. I am satisfied if you call it simplyv-
brute devotion.  Thie bigger thing I won't
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" was a fool.

- that prevented murder,

hack into reason, He went into the room,
and the dog went with him; and when they

came out again’ the woman and the other:

man were left alive, and together the dog
and master walked out into the storm and
feft that ‘home’ forever.  And the strang-
ot thing of all is this: ‘The man had never
made much of 2 ]ﬂl of the dog. It had been

more’ the woman's dog than the man's.
Anderson, o you 1hmk this man_ did
right? "'

Anderson drew in a alup breath, an«l
straightened himself.

“As a man of the Law,1
he did.”

“To perdition with your law,” exploded
Carvigan, dlenching his fsts. “The man
He should have-killed them
buth, even if he hung for it afterward.
The law is a poor apo!ogy for justice—
sometimes.”

Fleming was smiling.

“Perhaps 1 asked the guestion a bit too
early,” he said. “But I agree with Carri-
gan—the man was a fool. Not that he was
saved from committing murder, but be-
cause of what happened afterward, Any-
way, he doesn’t matter much. am telling
his story only that you may know the story
of the dog. He followed his master. In-
stinct, if you're too full of ego to call it
redson,-made him vnderstand the situation.
He knew that something was wrong, and
the love of fairness and justice that's a part
of every dog made him follow at his mas-
ter's heels out into the storm. He might
have remained with
witrmth and comfort. But he didn't. He
went out into & beating rain and a roaring
wind that nearly swept the mign off his feet.
And the man scarcely noticad him.  But it
made no differcnce. The dog followed.
The man found shelter for the night with a
bachelor friend. The dog waited outside
all through that night of rain and wind.
When morning came he was waiting on the
step for his master. No, he didn't go home.
I tell you he knew that Grenfell, his mas-
ter, needed him. He sensed it in some
mysterious and indefinable way, just as a
Jdog will sense the approach of death when
it 15 yet some distance ofi.

“That was the beginning —really --of
the dog's story. I don’t suppose either of
vou know 'what it medns to go terly and
entirely to pieces—like a broken cup.
That's what Grenfell did, and right there
ix where he fell below the level of his dog.
tirenfell, after that moment of strength
before his wife's door, proved himself a
pitiable weakling. And yet I hold it was
not so much his strength as the dog’s soul
"Anyway, (ren-
fell slowly but surely disintegrated, You've
got to call it that., He ran away from his
jub, from the divorce that followed. and
from his friends.  Contemptible. 1 say.

would say that

"hungry.

the woman—in

‘wits in it

year he would have been dewn. Do vou
understand what I mean?  He woidd have
been a vagrant’ then.
puttm%up a splendidifight for his master.
Grenfell could destroy himself, but he
couldn't make a hobo of the dog. There
were blood and breed and a soul that
wouldn't warp in that collic. He went
He was sick and footsore. He
fought strange dogs and was covered with
\\uumia, but not for a moment did a vel-

low Streak show in him. He might have
found a thousand comfortable homes, for
there were many who wanted him, and
miuny who tried to lure him from his mas-
ter. Twice he was stolen, and both times
he escaped and overtook his drifting master
on the hot and dusty roads. A fool, you
sav?  No, he wasn’t that. He was #rue;
He was [ollowing Grenfell as a dog will
follow and watch a little child placed in its
keeping. To starve, to fight, to suffer in
that duty was his triumph. And Grenfell,

in what was left of his human soul, saw the

naked truth at last.

He knew he was gone—and he loved the
dog. So he ‘watched his"chance, and one
day he gave him to a wealthy {armer who

had several children and a beautiful home; -

and told him to keep the dog tied up fora
week. When Grenfell got away he flung
himself down in the shade of a ttee and
cried like a baby. He believed he had
done what was right. It was three nights
Jater, I think—in the early autumn-—and
Grenfell was sleeping in the open. Two ur
three times hé woke to listen to the sough-
ing of the wind in a clump of pines, and
that wail of coming winter, and the loneli-
ness of it all, put the thought of death in
his heart. You see, I'm not trying to cover
his weakness and his shame. 1 don’t know
what might have happened a_ litile later.
But the dog was following Grenfell's trail
that night.. When he opened his eyes in
the morning, it was because the collie was

there—-caréssing his face with his tonguce.’

You draw a deep breath, Carrigan? -1s it
because you dishelieve? No? I'm glad of
that. 1 am satisfied if you call it simply
brute devotion.  The bigger thing T won’l
ask you to believe.  But Grenfell ought to
know, and Grenfell says that when he sat
up. and saw the dog there thinned by hun-
ger and hard travel, his eyes glowing
that undving comradeship—somcthing i p-
pencd.  Yes, it happened then and there.
and Grenfell got up on his fedt—unee
more g man!

“And in that hour 1 believe the dog saw
the change, too. for he flattened himself
out and barked as he hadn’t barked since
they left the old home, Of course, it may
have been because of Grenfell’s changed
point of view. It may be that his head
cleared all at once of that ‘sickness’
[ sav it may he, Personatly; |

.

But the dog was.
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