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Ogden’s Strange Story

By
Edison Marshall

Here’s one of the strangest stories ever told—the
saga of Ogden Rutheford, spoiled child of civilisa-

tion, and Og, the Daien Man. . . . Centuries away,
worlds apart, they wove strange, dark tapestries into

*

history’s pages, until in a screaming holocaust their
paths met and crossed. . . .

CHAPTER 1
THE BPELL OF THE BIRD-GOD

RITZ, the Swedish cook of the out-
fit, started the whole thing. One
night when camp was made and the
dark lay whispering beyond the fire, he
turned to the professor with an odd, puz-
zled look in his clear blue Northland eyes.

“Professor,” he sald, out of a clear sky,
“what’s dis t’eory of evolution I hears so
much about?”

Thereupon, the professor began the
story. He told it to us off and on for a
week. We heard it at our noon rests, in
the fire glcam at night, and even in the
cold dark, when we lay In a row in our
sleeping bags. And because it was an ad-
venture story of the present day, all the
men listened to it with apparent pleasure.

But it was something more than an ad-
venture story. Perhaps. in a way, it was
the answer to Fritz’s question. Therefore,
I have trled to write it down, as near as
possible to the way that the professor told
it.

To those who read it just for the story,
T'll have to apologize for some of the pro-
fessor's opinlons. According to the books
on novel writing, personal opinions have

no business in fiction. But was the tale fio-
tion? None of us could say—we only knew
that the professor was a truthful man, that
he spoke to us in a singularly intense tone
of voice, and that he used language rarely
heard in our hunting yarns. Maybe the
story s true—at least in its larger sense.

So it begins:

Dawn glimmered in the forest. The wild
creatures were still abroad, and absorbed
in thelr furtive occupations. The wolf hur-
ried his feast so that he might steal back
to his lair before bright day. The bul)
moose, black, ungainly, still wallowed in
the marsh, feeding on lily roots. The wood-
land stirred and rustled from many little
feet; the shadows quivered and crept.

It was the epllogue of the desperate
drama of the night, and the actors had not
yet left the stage.

Suddenly all this life abruptly ceased.
The tiny whispering sounds were chopped
off short; the stealthy feet grew still. The
moose froze to a form in bronze against
the dark water. The wol! lifted her head,
her red mouth open, her lean form tense
and stark, blending llke a shadow into the
gray background. The long vale of spruce
was like a petrified forest, a desert of black
stone from which all llving things had
departed.

Danger, danger, danger—this was the
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12 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

warning. It was not sound, not sight, not
even smell, yet it was In the air; it wire-
lessed into every beast-brain. Run away,
Fleetfoot! Slink off, Gray Shadow! Crouch
down and be still, little Gray Furl Growl
and ralse your hackles in vain, Big-Belly-
on-Man's Feet! Perll is on the wing.

There was a new stir in the air. It was
wind, but not the dawn wind, calling them
from their shadowy pursuits; it had never
blown upon this forest since the beginning
of the world. They knew the winds of
heaven better than a sallor. Thelr very
lives were rhymed with the breathings of
the forest. It was the tidings on the breeze
that called them to their food and to their
matings, that identifled thelr enemles and
guided them on their migrations. But this
wind they did not know. Accompanying it
was a hoarse tattoo that grew to a roar
like thunder. No wonder the wild things
broke at last in frantic terror. The big
moose leaped from his pond and lunged,
crashing, through the aspens. The wolf
whisked away like so much smoke between
the trees.

So it turned out that the lords of the
forest—the larger beasts that walked bold-
ly in the tralls—were never to spy the
thing that had alarmed them. Yet it did
not go by unseen. There were certain little
animals that did not flee, that ducked and
hid in heavy thickets; and to these came
& wonderful sight. Peering up through the
brushwood they saw what seemed a gigan-
tic bird. It was flylng just above the tree-
tops—big as a hundred eagles, gray as a
night-hawk, and swift as a falcon.

No wonder that the fool-hen, whose mot-
ley is a dash of red over her ear, huddled
on her branch! Quaking, she waited for
the clutch of mighty talons. Even the more
intelligent creatures could not identify this
winged thing. Their only memory of such
beings was so faint and so far removed
that it was only an echo in their strange,
animal souls. Yes, long and long ago such
glant birds had soared through the heav-
ens; their wings had whipped and whined
over the fetld marshes of the earth's dawn.
Perhaps these little folk thought the mon-
ster was a pterodactyl, risen again after
ten thousand centuries of sleep.

But it was not a pterodactyl. The last of
these huge flying reptiles had left his
tracks in the ancient rock. It was another
flying mechanism, hardly less efficient—a
masterpiece of man rather than of nature.
It was an airplane.

There were two men in the plane. One
waa the pilot, a type to be seen on every

flylng fleld. He had keen, bright eyes, a
nervous, active body. Three hundred years
before he would have been a gentleman-
adventurer on the Spanish Main, peering
out from the crow's-nest in search of a
prize. Fifty years before he would huve rid-
den a lean horse in advance of an emi-
grant train, and his sharp gaze would have
searched for smoke on the sky-line, or a
feather in the thicket. Eight years before,
as a boy just out of high school, he him-
self had been a lookout for an army.

His companlon, evidently a passenger,
seemed an entirely different type. He was
ten years older than the pllot—and cen-
turles younger. There were no llnes about
this young mouth, no reckless look at his
tight lips. There was no rich, strong taste
of raw life in his mouth. One wondered
that he should be here, participating in
this gallant flight on this humming ship,
over these vast, unpeopled wastes.

Certainly he was not an adventurer. Hg¢
was tall, powerful and fit, but his body had
a smooth finish galned In a gymnasium
rather than the outdoors. Unllke those
who have fought for their lives against
wind and wave under adventure's banner,
he was smug and complacent, well pleased
with himself and all his works. Indeed, he
was inclined to lock down on all adven-
turers—and such men who let their bold
hearts tule their foollsh heads—with lofty
amusement.

In reality, he was amusing himself. He
represented a class that had risen to prom-
inence since the war, and in this year, 1826,
was quite at its worst—a solemn-talking,
self-important lot who called themselves
“young Intellectuals.” Like the others, he
talked wisely on realism, Freudism, Bab-
bittlsm, and many other toplecs which
would have bored to curses his companion
in the plane. Yet in one way he deserved
great credit. Unlike many of his fellow
members of the so called intelligence, his
talk and beliefs were sincere.

GDEN RUTHEFORD really belleved

that he was a superman. Hlis superior-
ity lay, he belleved, in a great discerning
mind. He was teacher’s pet of modern
civilization, unshackled by the sentimen-
talities, conventions, and prejudices of the
past.

Up with the times and ahead of them,
naturally he employed modern means of
travel. Today's circumstances were simple
enough. He had been invited to join a
party of friends who were touring Alaska
and the Yukon. He had been unable to
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start with the others, busines: having
called him to Edmonton; but by hiring an
airplane, he hoped to overtake the party
at White Horse. The flight was to require
only ten hours, seven of which had already
passed.

Of course he did not expect to like the
North. He believed that the stirring tales
of the Yukon were merely legends which
he, an intellectual, could expose. Only be-
cause his flancée, Ruth Prentiss, was to be
a member of the party had he consented
at last to come. Of all the girls he knew,
Ruth Prentiss was best fitted, he thought,
to marry him. She was white-limbed, slim,
and ashen-haired; and her fine mind could
run along with his.

The airplane trip itself he had found
rather pleasant. Although he had been
afraid in the sweep and rush of taking-oft,
he was not without courage, and soon con-
quered his fears. The woods below were
pleasantly green; the alr was fresh and
cool. . . . But the slze of those woods trou-
bled him a little. It did not fit in with one
of his favorite beliefs—that the Wild had
been tamed, the big game shot out and the
land settled by farmers. He had yet to
learn that except for little strips and
edges, the North was as savage, as primal,
as unspolled as when the mammoths bat-
tled in Central Park.

Yet his spirits rose steadlly. A queer sort
of exultation was sweeping over him. It
was good to go hurling through the air, a
hundred miles an hour, over the still
woods. It was subtly flattering; he was
master not only of the plane and the pilot,
but of space and time; he could oversee
the little round earth. Bending down, he
fiicked its last smudge of dust from hls
glossy boot.

His keen eyes brightened, his face
flushed. Why, he was Ogden Rutheford,
favorite son of clvilization, flower of the
twentleth century. Exalted, he looked up
to the blue dome of the sky, and did not
see the fog bank that came drifting in
over the hills.

The light suddenly dimmed. Instantly
the world dissolved into a gray blur—form-
less 83 in the unutterable Beginnings, be-
fore the stars were lit in the sky. Ruthe-
ford was violently startled. His proud
thoughts were eclipsed like the light itself,
and his mind was a chill, dark vold.

Somehow, this mist seemed aimed at
him. It closed around him softly, gently,
but gray, cold, implacable as death. His
will surged in vain. He could not eacape.
He could not see. . . .

He had believed solely in intellect and
denled all other gods, but now his brain
was dulled by a child’s terror, and all the
gods he had ever dreamed flew in the fog
beside him. He looked to the pllot for
solace. Plainly the man considered this
midday darkness merely part of the day's
work. He betrayed no excitement; calmly
he was nosing up. The plane began to rise.

But it was not given time. A black shad-
ow, like a bone seen by X-ray, loomed in
the mist.

It rushed nearer. It took the outline of
a mountain crest. And then blackness
seemed to lunge at Ogden Rutheford and
overwhelm him. A great crashing sound
leaped out into the silent wilds—echoed—
undulated—wavered—died away.

BESIDE the broken wing of a wrecked
alrplane lay a man who had once been
Ogden Rutheford. His halr was strangely
matted; his face was streaked with what
looked llke red paint. He was not dead,
though perhaps he had suffered a change
hardly less than death.

He got up presently, reeled, and fell. He
was delirlous; but what were his dreams
neither he, nor any other man, will ever
know. Again he rose, crashed through the
underbrush for a short distance—and fell
again. Then there was a long period—
practically twenty-four hours—that he
slept and day-dreamed by turns while he
lay between life and death.

In this period his brain did its best to
straighten him out. Yet there was a blank
spot somewhere. It failed to identify him
as Ogden Rutheford; and Indeed, at first
it could not place him at all. It was all a
bafling confusion. But as he slept, his
dreams ran on, trying to account for him
and his presence here. At last, making the
most of such anclent writings as they
found beneath the dust on his broken tab-
lets of memory, they evolved an individual,
& new ego, that could carry on In Ogden
Rutheford's body.

His tangled dreams began to make sense.
He dreamed that he was a hunter in a
new, green, trackless forest. He wore the
skins of beasts; he had never seen a house,
a fence, or a plowed fleld. He had lain
down and gone to sleep in the open, care-
less of danger. Even now he was lying in
the very heart of a danger-haunted wood-
land; and at this very moment some white-
fanged enemy might be stalking him, to
leap upon him in his helplessness and slay
him while he slept. There was a nolse in
the brush—
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At this point in his dream, the man who
had once been Ogden Rutheford—in an
existence so far remote that this wild hunt-
er could not imagine it—wakened with a
start. And now he was no longer dazed
and helpless. That period had passed. To-
tal amnesla had wiped clean the slate of
his lifetime memories, but a rich store-
house of experience remained. Some mind
infinitely older, In some ways wiser, than
the now-darkened mind of Ogden Ruthe-
ford, took command of his body.

At once he began to llve. Not dully, not
stupidly, but with an animal-llke precision
he began to react to his surroundings.
Whoever this wild hunter was, he possessed
most of his faculties. He was not just a
wounded wreck of Ogden Rutheford, try-
ing to carry out the latter’s former habits
of thought and action. Ogden Rutheford
and all his life’s works were utterly for-
gotten. Stralghtened out and oriented by
his dreams, this wakening wild creature
immediately struck out for himself.

He was not surprised to find himself
allve. He had becn living, cramped, dark-
cned and chained, In the back part of Og-
den Rutheford’s brain, ever since the latter
was born. Before that time, he had been
living in the back-brains of Ogden Ruthe-
ford’s ancestors, long before the first tribes
moved westward of Asia. And even before
that he had lived, in immemorlal centurles
of which men have no record. He was
almost as old as the hills. He was the wild
hunter; and his hablts, ideas, knowledge
and faculties had been handed down, gen-
cration by generation, from a beginning so
remote that It could hardly be imagined,
much less remembered.

Of course he took himself for granted.
Any puzzling he might have done had been
cleared up by his dreams. He took life and
circumstances for granted, too, as any
child does. He was rather llke a child in
many ways, yet he possessed the wisdom
of a thousand centuries.

At once this racial wisdom began to
gulde him, the long coaching of the ages
taking the place of such twentieth-century
lcarning as Ogden Rutheford had acquired
in hls own lifetime. It was all simple, easy
and natural.

He mecrely obeyed his instincts. Indeed,
he had no other guide.

Waking, he instantly sprang to his feet.
He was like a stunned duck that comes to
life on the game heap of a hunter. His
leg muscles seemed to hurl him upward to
a position of sharp and alert guard.

This in itself was enough to show the

great change that had overcome Ogden
Rutheford. The latter had ususally drifted
awake, yawning, secure in his civilized sur-
roundings. Only on occasions of vialent
nightmare had he sprung up with such a
glare in his eyes and such a tenseneas of
his muscles. And there was no nightmare
now. His bafling dreams of a few hours
before had all been straightened out. He
had becn sleeping lightly, as such woods-
men and hunters as himself must sleep if
they hope to live on. A sound as real as
himself had wakened him.

He did not know yet what it was. It
sounded like a crash of brush under s
heavy body. Anyway, no sound that the
forests uttered must be ignored. This waa
the law, which he knew well. And he must
obey it.

He was not rigid or frozen with fear, but
efficient as a wakened dog. His eyes roved
here and there under his knitted brows
and blood-matted hair. His legs were bent
a little at the kneea. And his arms—what
is this about his arms? They were raised
above his head, his hands open, his fingers
spread apart and curled.

There was something significant here,
had he the wits to see it. Ogden Ruthe-
ford, unkenned and forgotten now, had
twice in his lifetime struck this same pos-
ture, both times as result of terror. Once
he had met a hold-up man on a bridge.
Another time a white curtain had fluttered
suddenly Iin a close, dark room, almost
frightening him out of his wits. On both
of these occasions his hands had groped
into the air this same way.

TYRUE, the posture had served no pur-

pose then. Rutheford had supposed he
had merely lost his head. He had not
known that most men, and nearly all wom-
en, throw their arms into the air when ter-
ror strikes. Now a strange light was thrown
upon this queer, human trick. Rutheford
had not known what he was doing, but this
savage knew. Through instinct or intul-
tlon, he was simply trying to grasp a tree
1imb, where he might swing himself out of
danger.

There was blessed refuge, concealment
and deliverance, in the green bhranches)
Anclent knowledge returned to him in
great magic-lantern flaghes, out of the
murk of the past. He could remember, in
some marvelous memory whieh was just
now waking in his soul, & thousand wood-
land adventures in which the trees had
befrlended him. He had gone swinging
through the branches. He had swept like
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a huge squirrel from oough to bough. He
remembered the rush of air as he leaped,
the shock and jar as his hard hand
grasped a limb; the leaping earth as he
fell and saved himseclf, just in tlme. Those
who were tardy In swinging up did not sur-
vive; they died horribly, to the sound of
crunching fangs in the red-spattered
thicket.

Like memories had visited Ogden Ruthe-
ford, but his conscious mind had barred Its
doors against them, and they had spoken
to him only through tangled dreams of
endlessly climbing, endlcssly falling. But
when he fell, he never struck the ground.
There was never any memory of striking
the ground. His ancestory who had falled
to catch themselves In tlme had not sur-
vived to pass it down.

But this brute-man did not swing into
the tree. His terror quickly passed. The
living thing that had aroused him—whose
loud step had called him from his dreams
—was not one of the great beasts of prey,
the white-fanged hunters of the green-
wood. It was not a tiger, tawny and ter-
rible, not a cave bear, not a wolf. It was
only a moose, now dashing off through the
aspens.

The man watched the beast curlously.

His red-streaked brow wrinkled and low-
ered as he peered. Plainly he was puzzled
by the animal's behavior. Of course the
moose himself he knew well. As a hunter,
he had chased Great-Horns more times
than he could count.

Of course he did not go back to sleep. He
knew perfectly well that to lie in the open,
unprotected, was simply death, certain and
swift. He could not understand why he
had been so reckless before. ’

Nor could he remember lying down here.

Peering about him In search of other
animals, he was not at all surprised to
find himself {n the deep woods. Indeed, he
could remember no other hunting ground.
The country looked entirely natural aud
famillar—the shadows, the fallen logs. the
clumps of brushwood, and the ambushes
of the hunters were just as they were be-
fore he had fallen asleep. But he did not
seem to recall this exact spot. He did not
believe he had ever been just here before.
Of course he wasn't sure; the past was
dim as a dream in his mind.

He started up the ridge. He moved light-
ly and easily. Indeed, there was a curious
automatic smoothness about all his acts,
unknown to the forgotten creature who
had been Ogden Rutheford. When a log
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crossed his trail, he leaped over it without
pausing to speculate about it, or to meas-
ure 1t with his eye. The truth was that the
chained hunter who had lived in Ruthe-
ford's back brain had a better command
over his body than had Rutheford himself.
There seemed to be a more direct connec-
tion. His impulses did not have to go
through a clearing-house of intelligence,
out acted on his muscles immediately. He
pushed on through the woods, easily but
with caution. He searched every thicket
for small game that would furnish food;
he peered ahead for the sight of lurking
enemies. And suddenly a new terror smote
him.

This was a different kind of terror than
that which had summoned him from sleep.
It was not merely the sharp voice of in-
stinct, but a deep, awesome fear of an
utterly strange sight. Lying on the hillside
was a huge, birdlike thing; its wings were
long as a fallen tree. He saw instantly that
it had come from the sky. The little sap-
lings had been broken off by its impact.
And in the second glance he saw that a
manlike creature lay among its tangled
and broken bones.

A manlike creature, surely; but not a

" man! Indeed, he was almost as strange to

see as the great bird itself. He had the
general form of the men who hunted in
the forest, but his face did not look right.
It was too white, too naked. His body was
covered with queer-looking pelts, and
where the pelts were torn, the skin showed
white instead of black with hair. The
being was sleeping now.

To this strange, wild-eyed ghost of Og-
den Rutheford, there was only one ex-
planation for puzzling events. They were
all supernatural. What he could not under-~
stand he attributed to the unseen powers.
Part of his brute heritage was a long-prac-
tlsed ability to create goblins and spirits by
which he could interpret life. 80 his mind
worked now: he decided that the sleeping
flgure was some sort of a demon or god
that had come down from the sky, riding
his great bird.

No doubt the bird was a god, too, he
thought, of a lesser order, but greater than
any god he had ever imagined. As a hunt-
er, he could take his chance with moose
and caribou, bear and wolf; but he wanted
no close dealings with gods. He cried out
hoarsely, then whirled and fled.

E DID not stay to grasp a tree limb.
Rationally, he decided that no tree-
top refuge could save him from a bird-god.

Instinct bade him run for his life, and put
the high ridges between himself and the
danger—danger that was ghastly, uncan-
ny and horrible.

He ran with amazing speed. He leaped
the fallen logs; with the utmost of his
strength, rallled by terror, he crashed
through brush thickets. He ran until hls
breath rushed sobbing to his lungs, until
his muscles blackened with congested
blood. When he could run no more, he
rallled the last of his strength to climb a
tree.

Among the swaying limbs of a tall spruce
he found a measure of security. Surely
the bird-god would not find him here, he
thought, behind the heavy screen of
boughs. Llkewise he was safe from the
common dangers. The game tralls, where
he was in turn the hunter and the hunted,
lay far below, and even the cave lions could
not leap so high. Hls hands locked natur-
ally around the small limbs, and grasping
and sobbing, he let his outraged body
relax.

It might have occurred to him that he
was sadly out of condition. The race he
had run should not have left a trled hunt-
er and woodsman so spent and shaken,
But perhaps terror dulled his mind; and,
besides that, netther he nor his kind were
very introspective, anyhow.

He began to conjecture about the bird-
god and its rider. What portents had this
visitation to his woodland home? Bad luck,
of course—all omens were bad omens; all
wonders and miracles prophesied disaster.
The gods were ever jealous, maliclous and
hateful; this he knew well. They laid
traps for him in every trail. Many and
many & time he had avoided these by a
hairbreadth.

Only the sun-god was sometimes merei~
ful, and warmed people while they slept.
Half the time, however, even this god hid
behind the mountains, afrald to go abroad
in the dark. The darkness itself was death,
devils and destruction. Yes, all these things
he knew only too well.

Did the coming of the bird-god prophesy
his own death? This was a disturbing pos-
sibility that now occurred to his slow mind.
Would soon the forest cease to know his
step?

But In thls case, why had the blow
been delayed? He had lain helpless, asleep,
within a few paces of the god. And what
god or devil or beast would spare a man so
long?

He pondered a long time on this matter,
and finally thought it out to his satisfac-
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tion. He could understand, now, why he
had gone to sleep, as sometimes a foolish
young caribou slept, in the danger-haunt-
ed forest. He could guess why he had no
previous memory of the place where he
had wakened. Obviously, he had been be-
witched! The bird-god had put a spell
upon him, as spells are often put upon the
poor hunters of the forest. He knew all
about spells. He could not remember who
“had told him, so long ago it was. And now
one of them had moved against him!
Truly, it was a wonder that he still lived.

Presently he glanced down, over his own
body. Except for his instinctive grasp on
the limbs, his violent start would have
hurled him out of the tree. His appear-
ance had been fearfully and wonderfully
changed. His legs were not now black with
halr, as he knew they ought to be; they
were covered with some strange ralment.
Cautlously he felt the covering. Plainly, it
was 8 new kind of an animal skin, even
the smell of which was unfamiliar. This
also was bewltchment, fearful sorcery, by
the bird-gods.

Gasping, he started to tear off the cover-
ing; but his hand held. His eyes widened,
and he glanced about furtively. Why, such
an act might anger the gods. He had
heard, many times, that they were as eas-
ily angered as a wolverene. These skins
had been put upon him while he slept, for
some mystic purpose. And where had he
seen such garb before? He remembered
now: he had seen it on the body of the
being who had laln, asleep, in the broken
wings of the bird-god.

What else had the forest demons
wrought? He was aware of a savage, driv-
ing paln In the top of his head. Care-
fully he felt the place, to find his halr
sticky and wet. His hand looked red. Yes,
the gods had wounded him. He could think
of no other possibility. They had made
the red blood flow. But, perhaps, since
they had not killed him when they had a
chance, they would be lenient and spare
him now! Perhaps he would live to see
the sun wheel back once more.

Thus moved the thoughts of the man
who had been Ogden Rutheford, as he
clung in a treetop in the Yukon forests.
And now his thoughts reached farther. He
began to grope for a clearer sense of self.
He wanted to identify himself—to distin-
guish his own being from the beings
around him, on the earth and Invisible
in the alr.

His dreams while lyilng wounded had
placed him well enough, had oriented him

as far as the ruined compass of his mem-
ory could indicate; but they had not
named him. Something within him cried
the need for a name. 8o he let his instincts
speak.

Of course he could not remember his
former name. So cleanly was it erased from
his consclousneess that he did not even
miss it. Even if it had been repeated to
him, it would have had little meaning in
his brute mind. It was merely part of the
language he had lost.

Suddenly hls mouth opened, and he
grunted a single syllable: “Og!” he sald.

Of course, He was Og. Og, the brute
man, the hunter of the anclent forest.

CHAPTER II
SONG OF THE WILD

8 THE afternoon began to wane, Og
started down from hils tree. He
moved with slow motions, llke a

sloth, llke 28 man who is driven agalnst his
will. He hung a long time on each branch
before lowering himself; his eyes darted
nervously into the thickets below. He was
still bitterly terrified, yet within him was
an urge that he could not resist.

He made a strange picture, crawling
through the branches; not only his mind
was changed; there were other changes,
remote, hard to identify, in his physical
appearance. There was something child-
like, yet at once wild and furtive, in his
movements. He was clumsy, yet he seemed
to know how to hover, dimly visible, in the
thicker branches. Hls eyes were indrawn,
nervously bright. His clothes were torn by
his exertlons; his face, torn and scratched
by the boughs, smarted sharply.

He stood at last on the ground. For a
long moment he walted, motionless a5 a
snake, with one hand ralsed to clutch a
1imb over his head. The forest was with-
out sound. The May sunshine slanted
through the spruce boughs, its endless pat-
terns pleasing to hils eye. Reassured, he
began to search through the shrubbery.

In his vitals was a driving devil that
must be satisfled.. No wonder hls heart
leaped, savage and flerce, when the short
grass rustled in an open place. A gopher-
like rodent, one of the common ground
squirrels of the north, peered at him with
bright, beady eyes.

The brightness grew in Og’'s own eyes.
He was clutched by an excitement so in-
tense that he gasped. Never in all his days
had Ogden Rutheford known such a pas-
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sion. But Og knew! His eyes glared now.

He bent down, with stealing motlons,
scized a two-pound stone. Suddenly he
hurled it with all his atrength.

As the missile sped from his hand, a
sound gushed out from his tight-drawn
lips. It was half a growl, half a snarl; and
Ogden Rutheford would never have
deemed that it ablded in his throat. It
was the outburst of a savagery that lurks
in the deepest wells of man’s subconscious
—ordinarily forgotten until, perhaps, the
stabbing rush of a bayonet charge over
no man’s land. And this was no man’s land
today. Rather, it was the land of beasts,
of primal forces over which man has not
yet extended his reign.

For Og, the sound was a relief valve for
the pressure of ferocity in his heart. And
it ended in a savage yelp of anger as the
stone missed its intended victim.

The squirrel ducked into a hole. Og ran
forward, tearing at the burrow in childish
anger. His foot drew back to kick at the
misdirected stone, but a sudden chilling
awe made him refrain. Perhaps the rock
had gone wide of its mark on purposel
Perhaps it contained a spirit that hated
him. as most of the woodland spirits did
hate him. If he showed It any lnsult, it
might pursue him. It might put a spell
upon other rocks that he threw.

He soon saw another gopher. Indeed, the
little mound-bullders were everywhere.
They were afraid of him, at first; but when
he remained motionless, they soon emerged
from their burrows and went about their
scurrying occupations.

To freeze into a lifeless shadow, this was
the secret of hunting. Yet he did not have
to learn It by bitter experience; it was a
clear whisper in his brute brain. Strange
how like a brown stump he could appear!
And now the rocks fled straighter from his
hand. And the range was close. At last he
made a direct hit.

The gopher lay stunned in the spruce
needles. Og cried out—a yell of triumph—
and, running forward, clutched the warm
body in his hands. He knew an exaltation
far beyond his childish powers to express.
The animal was of a lowly specles, and he
had killed it at five paces with a stone;
yet in his primitive mind it became a
splendid trophy.

Was this so strange? No duck hunter
would think so. Even so-called civilized
man knows an intense, savage thrill when
a two-pound pintail falls to his alm. It
differs only in degree from the trlumph
that Og knew now.

He crushed the animal’'s skull with a
stone, and tearing through the fur with
his fingers, sank his teeth in the warm
flesh. Because the inhibitlons of civillza-
tlon were removed, he -knew no horror of
the raw meat. If his paralyzed memory
had functioned at all, he could have re-
membered feasts hardly less barbarous:

‘the gorging of & ten-minute duck in a glit-

tering café, or a raw-beef sandwich. A
carnivorous animal had dwelt in chains
within Ogdén Rutheford’s body. Now 1t
had leaped forth.

Satisfled, he moved into an open space,
from which he could see in all directions.
He watched for a moment, then sat down
in the sunlight. For a tlme he was aware
of a great contentment. His thoughts
moved idly, always from primitive prem-
ises.

Presently his mood darkened; he did not
know why. He glanced about nervously,
listening for a suspicious rustle of brush
He heard none. The trees had that curious
Immoolility which comes in late afternoon.
Yet he was Increasingly uneasy. He got up
and stood leaning forward at his hips,
peering.

The shadows were moving and growing.
This, in ltself, was a mystery that he could
not solve—something to be pondered over
hours on end—but now the fact seemed to
have special slgnificance. He seemed to
know that they predicted the coming
night, the blackness and the horror of the
day's end!

EAR-STRICKEN, he watched while the

sun dropped, down and down, until at
last it disappeared behind the hills. Plain-
ly, it, too, was afraid of the coming night.
It was hiding. And now he himself must
go and hlde. The sky changed hue; It was
no longer blue, but greenish-gray, like dead
grass. The trees were darkening, dimming,
their trunks blending into the background.
It was an hour of strange metamorphostis,
of manifold mysteries, of wicked enchant-
ment.

Og's dismay changed to dread. His dread
rose to fear. Hls fear grew at last to hor-
ror—dark, awful, almost paralyzing. He
struggled up the biggest of the nearby
trees.

Then he walted, ghastly pale, hardly
breathing.

The tree had promised security, at first.
When the sun shone, it was a satisfactory
retreat from earthbound enemies in the
woods. But how would it save him from
spirits that fluttered In the air, fro:1 gob-
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lins who whistled in the dark, from devils
who moved and crept in shadow! He
waited for the clutch of thelr talon hands.

Twilight deepened. At last the heavy
dark dropped down. Through it he saw the
bright points of the stars, mystic lights
that twinkled and almost went out. If they
did go out, he would surely die. Only black-
ness would remain.

He heard the whisper of the wind. He
thought it was a great beast, a man-hun-
ter, creeping through the treetops. Even
when he felt it against his face he per-
sonified it: it was one of the malevolent
spirits of the wild, seeking his life.

The minutes crept by. Agaln and again
Terror lifted its head—once because of a
marten in the branches. Og was afraid to
go to sleep, yet exhaustion weighted his
eyelids. Finally he slipped down into a
crotch of the branches and dozed off.

Ogden Rutheford, in the same position,
would have feared falling. Og, the Dawn
Man, had no such fear. Both his hands
were back and up, over his head, locked
about tree 1imbs; the fingers were fixed as
U by paralysis. No slipping away of his
consclousness could relax his grip. Nor was
the position stralned: it seemed the na-
tural way to sleep.

-Now one might understand why the
sleeping orangutan In the zoo and far [rom
nis dusky Sumatran jungles clutches the
oars of his cage. One might guess why the
render human infant, sleeping on it back
in the cradle, lies with both hands reach-
Ing toward the headboard. Later it out-
grows this attitude, as consclous intelli-
gence beglns to take the place of instinct;
but In the first months of Iits life it still
remembers the arboreal habhits of the race.
Blindly it is reaching for the tree limbs;
stanchly its little fists are closed about the
Invisible boughs.

Og dreamed strangely and vividly. Often
he cried out in his sleep. At last the faint-
ly dawning light wakened him.

B0 he was spared another day. Nothing-
ness had menaced him, but had not con-
sumed him. Now the sun was returning,
too. It had fled from the dark, afraid; but
it had tunneled under the earth to reap-
pear on the opposite sky-line. Once more
Og could climb down and seek food.

He was not greatly rested. The darkness
bad only endured an hour or so—such
Is May In southeastern Yukon. Also, he
was stiff and lame from muscular strain
and the crisp chill of the night. Yet he
knew that primal happiness that the dawn
brings—It is known to every outdoor man,

even though night has lost its terror
long ago—and when the sun shone warm,
his hope In life returned. Once more he
threw stones at the ground squirrels.

He fed and drank. He ventured timidly
into the next glade. His physical needs
satisfled, he began to conjecture on some
of the mysteries of his surroundings. He
did not know it, but this propensity to
conjecture, setting him apart from most
brutes, was even a nobler thing than kill-
ing a ground squirrel with a stone.

One of the most bafling mysterles lay
just at his feet. It was his shadow. He
feared it bitterly at first. It seemed to make
no sense. It followed him everywhere; it
mocked him; it grew and receded in size.
Sometimes it took monstrous shapes. Yet
he soon decided that 1t was a rightful part
of him, probably frlendly to him. Every-
thing, it seemed, possessed a shadow.
Therefore, so he reasoned, everything was
double. Life was dual. There were two of
everything. There was a real self and
a shadow self.

This thought began to work in his un-
lettered mind. It led to some queer de-
ductions. He noticed, for Instance, that
even motionless things, like stones, had
moving shadows. True, the stone shadows
were not active and fluttering like his own,
but they moved a little, always keeplng
opposite from the sun. To Og, movement
meant only one thing—life.

He could not conceive of movement with-
out life. Such is the natural limitation
of a savage. And since the shadow was
alive—a living spirit—plainly its other self,
the thing that cast the shadow, must be
alive, too. Thus every tree, every dead
stump, every mound of earth possessed a
living spirit. And since these spirlts were
probably demons, hating him and wishing
to destroy him, he must walk carefully
among them. He must always be on guard
not to offend them.

The shadow-self was thin and flat and
earthbound, yet In some ways it was
greater than the thing-self. For instance,
it could change shape at will. It could
grow large or small. If he himself could do
the same, what a convenlence it would be!
No more would he have to fear the white-
fanged hunters of the Wild! Obvipusly,
the shadow-self could do magic. It was
worth venerating.

G'S wound throbbed and his head
ached, and for a single moment he
glanced back darkly into another clime
and tlme. It seemed to him that In the
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land of a dream there were men who like-
wise venerated their shadows. At least
they belleved in a dual self, and an inner
life known as the soul. And did this high
flown bellef arise from a cave-man's specu-
lations about an image that the sun cast
on the ground?

His thought drifted on in the present.
He soon found that his shadow-self could
run as fast as his own fleet legs. By the
most determined effort he could neither
run away from or catch it. And this was
only the beginning of the shadow’s powers.

In the early afternoon a black cloud,
menacing and fearful, swept up and
covered the sun. Instantly Og was ap-
palled. It was llke the twilight descending
before its hour. Og loved the sun; it was
the only friend he had in this stronghold
of the elements, and he could not abide
its absence.

Danger seemed to creep close. His vision
was restricted; the land looked bleak and
unfriendly. And suddenly glancing down,
he saw that his shadow had vanished.

He made what seemed to him an entirely
reasonable deduction. Hls shadow had
fled to escape the danger. Obviously it had
the power to come and go at will. When
danger threatened, it would leave him, and
find some safe place of refuge. Oh, a
mighty spirit was thls shadow-self of his!

When the last danger finally overtook
him, when the ultimate dark lowered
about him, and he dled with a yell and a
gurgle in some horrible thicket, it might be
that his shadow-self would escape then,
too. It would flit away to a safe refuge,
and in the twilight it might return. Yes,
1t might be that the shadow was immortal.

Thus thought Og, the Dawn Man. But he
did not know that he had worked out the
basic principle of almost all great religions.
He did not dream that he had stumbled
onto the blind beginnings of man’s be-
llef In the immortality of his soul.

Even on this second day of his repatria-
tion, Og began to make frequent contacts
with animals. Of course the rodents were
the most common. The rabbit cycle was
near its zenith, so these little gray eaves-
droppers swarmed In colonies in every
copse. On every hillside were squeaking
gophers; and, growlng fat upon them, were
hundreds of small carnivora.

Og was always meeting these people.
He was ever hearing the rustle and swish
of the brush as they avolded him in the
trall. Running tracks in the dust! Whis-
pering leaves overhead! Fur glinting brown
in a thicket!

Even an experienced outdoor man might
not have seen 50 much. Yet this was not
due to any miraculous quickening of the
gaze of Ogden Rutheford. True, his eyes
were rapidly adjusting themselves to the
light and shadow of the woods; but the
larger factor was the constant, razor-
edged vigllance of the Dawn Man, Og.
Every instant of every waking hour he was
on guard. He investigated every suspi-
clous sound. He was abroad every hour of
sunlight, and did not, llke most frontiers-
men, spend a great portion of his time in
a cabin or a camp. He was not preocupled
by thoughts of gain, or by the thousands
of personal abstractions that go with civi-
lized life.

On a creek bank he met a long-bodled,
soft-furred creature about the size of a
young cat. He paused, his heart bounding.
The animal confronted him with green,
glaring eyes. At once it turned and fled,
loping with easy bounds.

Og gave chase. Hig face contorted out
of all resemblance to the face of Ogden
Rutheford. He was a wild and brutish
figure running at top speed, brandishing
a flint that had seemed to fit his hand.
Of course the mink escaped. It had only
contempt for this heavy-footed foe. Yet
the tremendous exertion, winding and ex-
hausting him, tended to build up Og’s
body. . .

Such trials as these would either kill
him or make him a man of steel.

Once he was startled by a resounding
slap in the center of a woodland pool. It
proved to be an otter, one of the finest of
small folk.

Toward evening he encountered a small
herd of carlbou in an upland park. These
were splendid beasts. The bull in the lead
was truly a monarch of the parks—his
velvet antlers already well-grown, his
mane snow-white, his tawny form aquiver
with the unquenchable vitality of the
wild. He did not flee at once, as the moose
had done. This was a thing to puzzle an
outdoor man. Usually the merest wisp of
human scent will send any horned game
half mad with terror. In spite of the fact
that the bull was down wind from Og, he
seemed to have difficulty in identifying
him.

Was Og a man? The stag seemed to
doubt it. He pawed, swinging his hand-
some head. Og hovered, ready to climb &
tree. Meanwhile he was caught between
two intense emotions. One was terror: the
realization of inferlor strength, which
could be offset only by superior cunning.
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The other was an abysmal desire for meat.

The animal was good. His flesh was red,
his fat was white, his bones were rich
with marrow. If Og could kill him, there
would be full feeding for many days.

But now the carlbou had identified him.
He snorted and raced away. Why had he
delayed so long! Was Og losing the man-
smell that all animals so frantically fear?
Was the scent of smoke and fire—which in
a wild animal’s nostrils must be the horror
of the unknown-—passing from his gar-
ments, and the reek of raw meat taking its
place? The answer to this question might
profoundly affect Og's life.

S THE shadows grew long, Og made

a lucky find. A queer-looking, slow-
legged animal descended a tree in the
trall ahead. It wore quills—the pain of
which Og seemed to remember from long
ago—and it did not attempt to flee.

The animal almost doubled in size. He
swelled untll he looked as large as a young
wolf. No wonder a cold chill of super-
stitlon blew over Og's soul!

Yet he soon remembered the truth. For
once, he did not have to call on the demons
of the air for an explanation. The porcu-
pine had simply erected its close-lylng
quills. Og could hear the crinkling swish
of the spines.

No doubt this trick was a valuable one.
The survival of the porcupines, In forests
full of enemies, was no doubt partially
due to thls simple stratagem. Many little
white-fanged hunters were probably
frightened away by this show of force.
This protection was In addition to the
barbed spines themselves; deadly points

which had brought many a wolf or
wolverene to a slow unhappy death.

Yet the trick of blufing was not con-
fined to porcupines. It is one of nature's
most common devices. The presence of
danger will raise the halr on a dog’s neck;
the grizzly bear himself, brought to bay in
some rocky pass, wlll seem to increase in
size and power by the same reflex, touched
off by blind emotlion.

And now for a moment Og's headache
made his mind wander. He seemed to re-
member, as in a dream, white men of
civilization who still, in moments of dan-
ger, complained of a creeping and stirring
of hair, and a cold chill down the back.
Plainly they were brothers to the porcupine
and the angry grizzly. With them, of
course, the trick of hair-lifting was no
longer effective. Thelr skins were too
bare; and, besides, they had no wild-
beast enemlies to frighten away by a show
of force. It was only an outworn reflex.
remaining to remind those haughty men of
thetr lokly origin.

The vision past, Og killed the porcupine
with a stone. By attacking it from be-
neath. he was able to gorge himself on its
rich, strong meat. He carried the re-
mainder of the carcass with him.

At the base of a distant cliff, he saw a
round black spot. He guessed what 1t was
—the mouth of a cavern; but at first he
dared not approacs it. It might be the
lair of some of the evil spirits that moved
cverywhere about him. At least It was the
den of a wild beast. Yet he kept peering
at it, and he could not turn away. Some
home-seeking impulse in the nether re-
gions of his brain held him entranced.
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At last he worked his way slowly toward
it. His hands were open, ready at any
instant to grasp a tree llmb. When he had
approached within forty feet, he walited
and listened. At last he picked up a rock
and timidly threw it into the cave.

It would have been a strange sight,
grimly ludicrous, to see him walting for
the response. His eyes were peering, his
mouth hung open, his hand had reached
up to a comforting bough. But no enemy
rushed forth. No demon, imagined so viv-
idly in his semihuman mind, came sweep-
ing out on batllke wings. There was no
cave bear's raving rush. After throwing
a rock or two more, Og pushed on clear to
the black maw. The cave proved to be
small. Og could see its farther walls. And
suddenly his wild heart bounded with un-
- utterable joy.

Why, this was home! It was shelter from
the horrors of the night! Nearby was a
large stone that he could roll in front of
the maw, forming a barricade that even
Running-Feet could not pass! He had
cheated the gods that plotted his death.

But how did this brute-man know a
home when he saw it? By what bold leap
of his intelligence had he seen the advan-
tages of a lair like this? The answer goes
to instlnet. The jungle mind that had
survived Ogden Rutheford’'s airplane ac-
cident was not purely that of an arboreal
ape. True, it knew the thrill of aerial leaps,
of swinging from limb to limb above the
danger-haunted tralls below; but also it
recalled flve hundred centurles of cave
dwellers. Og was haunted by dim, thrilling
plctures. He saw the first timid venturings
down from the trees, at the beginning of
man’'s reign. Hls heart glowed, and his
flerce eyes flamed, and his lips drew back
In a snarl, as he visioned the wars that
followed.

The caves had been inhabited by wild
beasts. There were savage bears, and de-
mon wolverenes, and far-leaping lions, and
terrible, yellow-eyed Running-Feet, the
wolves. Blood upon the stone! Yelpings in
the dark! Death upon the threshold! The
thwacking of clubs, and the cracking of
skulls, and the tearing of flesh, Og had
heard them all.

But the tree men had conquered. Glory
to the flints In men’s hands, and the
cunning in man’s heads! Soon they lay
secure, with stones blocking the cavern
mouths. Og could see them: their flerce
eyes glaring under heavy brpws, thelr
mighty, hairy bodles crouched and warlike.

Now the same security was his. He rolled

the stone near by, then, crawling inslde,
worked it forward with his hands until
it practically blocked the entrance. At
once he turned and looked about for some
way to celebrate his fortune.

He could not dance. Dancing is not a
solitary act. It must come later; it must
be developed by the tribe. Neither could
he sing. But there was one trilumphant
rite which he was not denied. His eyes
roved toward the earcass of the porcuplne.

He was not especlally hungry. He had
eaten only three hours before. Even his
great toilings, and the change of tissue
that was occurring in him every day, had
not yet reawakened his appetite. Yet his
very feeling of securlty stirred his hunger
again.

He was hardly aware that his head had
begun to ache a little, and that a vislon
was flitting before his eyes. And this was
no dream of the long past, of the cave and
the halry men. Rather it was a televislon
of a clean-cut, Immaculate man at a civic
banquet, celebrating a political victory.

What had this to do with him? Could it
be that these lofty people, and this cave
man, gnawing his reeking shank of por-
cupine, were acting upon the same Im-
pulse? Yes, they were obeylng an instinct
inconceivably old, passed down from the
lower vertebrates. They were expressing a
new-won sense of securlty in the most
natural way—eat while the chance offers,
before ye are thrust forth into danger
again!

Og gorged, and presently he slept.

HEN Og emerged in the late morning,

he 'stood a long tlme at the cavern
mouth. He was not particularly afraid. The
ground was bare within fifty feet of his
refuge, and if an enemy appeared, he could
doubtless roll up his barricade In time. He
was merely enjoylng the wonderland
spread out before him.

The view was magnificent. There were
open meadows, shimmering green, in
which clear streams traced a sllver net-
work. There were isolated groves of spruce,
black as the blackest pit of Og’s night-
mares. There were long, fair glades, and
mysterious thickets, and deep-set llttle
lakes full of melted sky. Farther off were
the ranges, green, at first, with timber;
gray beyond, with slide rock, and glittering
white, at last, with snow. Og’s heart
thrilled.

Had he found a love of beauty? Far from
it. Beauty, of itself, was utterly beyond his
ken. In this, he was llke all low savapes.
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Things were pleasing to him, or displeas-
ing, for definite and material reasons. He
know nothing of line, of color harmony.

The open meadows were the feeding
grounds of the caribou. This s why he
loved them. If he were a great enough
hunter, and the gods sufficiently blessed
him, he himself might kill one of the ant-
lered monsters. The very thought was
ecstasy.

Oh, the red fountain of wounds! The
bowing head, with its crown of horns! The
white fat, and the red meat, and the big
bones rich with marrow! The full feeding,
and the security against the devils of
famine for days and weeks to come!

Hanging like burs in the spruce were
porcupines. Lurking in the thickets were
smaller game, and perhaps a bear, that
some time, If the gods favored him, he
might slay. In the streams and lakes
were darting shadows that, by godlike cun-
ning, he might snare into his hands.

The peaks beyond were not merely deso-
late wastes of slide rock and weary snow.
Og knew, with some clear inner knowledge,
that they were peopled by big game. There
were splendid, cloven-hoofed beasts with
curling horns, and Invisible wings whereby
they might falrly fly up and down the clifts.

To Og, this glorious mountain realm was
only a hunting ground. His love for it was
8 belly love. And why should his head ache
agaln, ushering in visions that he could not
understand? Was the long past casting an-
other shadow?

When the tourist stands on the car plat-
form and thrills at the wild, rough gran-
deur of the Rockles, Is he so far removed
from Og? Perhaps he, too, sees, In his
secret soul, the happy hunting ground of
his desire! He beholds his ancestral home;
he skulks again through the thickets, the
hunter and the hunted. In him, the more
dilrect impulse Is lost; meat hunger and
blood lust have become transfigured to the
high-flown sentiment of nature love. And
how many other of Ogden Rutheford’s past
exalted emotions had arisen from just as
lowly and as savage an origin!

Presently Og went venturing forth. Al-
though there was still plenty of meat ln
his cave, he crept forward to brave the
dangers of the forest. He did not know
that this was a notable act. It indicated
the beginning of a love of adventure which,
come to fruit, has peopled the farthest
islands of the sea.

Og loved hunting for its own sake. He
loved to kill even when he was not hun-
gY: & fact that showed a great growth

over the mlld-natured, lazy animals of
the forest. Man Is the bloodiest and cruel-
est killer on earth; and Og was a man.
In evolution he was only a little below
those rich, full-fed city dwellers whom
Ogden Rutheford had seen swarming into
the duck blinds at dawn. If he were only a
little farther along he would even love that
greatest sport of clvilization—war.

True, Og was beastlike in many ways.
He was a brute, and a very terrible brute;
the reek of raw meat was upon his hands
and his jaws; and like the bear and the
wolf he would, of course, be overwhelmed
and cowed by such wholesale klllings as
occur in civilized countries. Yet he was
not a beast, but a man. He had passed the
border line. In his normal dreams—not
those queer visions that haunted him when
he had the headache—he could look back
upon uncounted centuries of cave dwellers.
And hls man's estate was never more clear-
ly shown than in his growing love of kill-
ing, and In his venturing forth to hunt
when he was full fed.

No grizzly bear would do this. What out-
door man has ever heard of Brush-Devil
leaving a fat and ripened carcass? Rather
he would stay by it, gorging daily, until
the meat was stripped from the bone.
Plalnly, the grizzly is the lower animal. He
is lazy; he docs not care to {ake life except
for meat. His brain is not fine enough; he
Is not yet far enough along on the road of
evolutlion, to act any way but directly from
primadl motives. He has yet to know blood
lust.

But Og did little killing today. He passed
by the gophers with lordly contempt. The
time would come when he might chase
them again, driven by his flerce hunger;
but now he was full-fed, hunting for sport
rather than for meat, and he desired big-
ger game., And again he showed himself a
man, rather than a beast. Beasts know
pride of a sort, but one kind of game is as
acceptable to them as any other kind.

GAIN he met the wild folk in the trall:.

Everywhere he ventured he heard rus-
tiing leaves and pattering feet. Mostly these
were little people, rodents and small carni-
vora, but finally he encountered one of (..:
woodland barons.

On a rocky hillslde, scantily grown to
trees, a gray, shadowy flgure silently ap-
peared. It loomed up suddenly, out of a
strlp of low grass which Og's eyes had
searched In vain only a second before.
No wonder the man thought this was a
supernatural being, a demon, perhaps, such
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as haunted his dreams. Only demons and
shadows and other fearful spirits of the
dau.ll'l': could materialize out of the air at
w

The brute’'s appearance seemed to bear
out this idea. It was lean and gray; its
red mouth was barbed by glittering fangs.
Its eyes were yellow, glowing, terrible.
Yet for all this, it was no stranger to
Og. A violent leap of his heart told him
that this was an old familiar thing—this
meeting on the hill. Long and long had
he waged war with the gray devil of the
"woods. They had fought for the supremacy
of the wilderness. Flint against fang, man
cunning against beast cunning; the strug-
gle had gone down the ages. The darkness
of Og's nightmares, which had nothing
to do with his crazy headache dreams
that flashed and passed, were haunted by
such gleaming, sinister, yellow eyes.

This was Running-Feet. This was Killer-
in-the-Dark. This was Red-Mouth, the
demon. English-speaking people called
him a wolf, {imitating the sound of his
short, growling bark; but in many lan-
guages his name was synonymous with
“devil.” This particular specimen was a
gaunt female, hunting meat for her cubs.

Og’s balr stood on end. Anclent terror,
almost forgotten by man in fifty centuries
of eivilization, gripped him like a hairy
hand. Yet he held his ground. Clear-
voiced Instinet warned him: “Hold! Hold!
Hold!” To turn and flee would only invite
a8 charge. The brute would be on his
shoulders, hurling him down and slashing
at his throat before he could reach a tree.
On the other hand, a bold front might
scare the beast and hold her at bay.

Yes, she seemed afraid, now. S8he snarled
and crouched, menacingly, but her lean
body was stlll held in leash. The truth
was that the white-hot spark of the desire
to kill had not yet flamed in her brute
brain.

Was this so strange? An outdoor man
would not have thought so. His only sur-
prise would be that the beast had not fled
in terror at the first glimpse of man’s form.
And 1t is true that no lone wolf will show
fight to its mighty and all-powerful enemy.
But Og did not know this. He was not
aware that knives and guns had crushed
Running-Feet's fighting spirit centurles
ago. Instead, his jungle braln was bur-
dened with memories of how waolves had
attacked men ages agone, and killed them,
too, and left their naked bones to the
scouring of hateful winds. He had no knife
or gun; he was only Og, the Dawn Man,

standing here with a flint in his hand, and
in his heart an infinite longing for the
security of a treetop,.

Presently the wolf threw up her head.
She seemed to catch a message that had
eluded her until now. It was faint—almost
hidden by other messages that had at first
deceived her—and it was terror beyond im-
agination. This foe before her was man!
She knew him now. He was Fire-Maker,
Killer-at-a-Distance, G od-of-t he-Cold-
Iron.

How she identified him is almost beyond
human understanding. He was brutish,
smelling of the forest; yet perhaps his body
still carried a taint of smoke—the token of
fire which is the symbol of the Great God
Man, and which no wild beast can bear.
Perhaps—and stranger things are believed
in the North Woods—she smelled cold steel,
the blade of a knife which Ogden Ruthe-
ford had carried In his pocket and which
Og, the Dawn Man, had not yet discovered.

Suddenly she disappeared. She vanished
like a puff of gray smoke. Og atared; then
he caught brief glimpse of her long body
as she raced away through the timber. He
himself turned and fled up the nearest tree.
He had no sense of trlumph. He was only
thankful to his shadow-self—or to what-
ever spirit it was that had protected him—
that he had escaped. And certalnly it was
a close call. The man-smell that had saved
him seemed to be passing from his body.
He might lose thls safeguard soon, and
then he would have to depend on his own
prowess—the fleetness of his legs and the
strength of his arms.

When at last he descended the tree, he
traveled straight toward his cave. He hur-
ried into the rocky crypt and rolled the
door stone up behind him. Only then did
his leaping heart subside to its usual meas-
ured beat. Only then did he remember
hunger, the first and last passion of his
being.

He consumed the remalinder of the por-
cupine flesh: and then, peering through a
crack in his barricade, he watched the
twilight descend. For a while he {felt
deeply at peace. He was secure from the
prowling beasts of the night, from Yellow-
Eyes, who haunted the dusk. He had come
through a great peril and so had reason
to believe that some god or spirit was
friendly to him. So he gnawed porcupine
bones and planned great killings for the
future.

He did not laugh. Laughter was a thing
he had yet to learn. He knew joy, but not
mirth. When there were no bones left to
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gnaw he expressed his pent-up happlness
by beating with an old, dry thigh bone—
the last remains of a bear who had win-
tered and died here, in some deep snow of
a bygone decade—on the rock wall of the
cave. He kept time to his heart: boom-lay
—boom-lay—boom-lay—boom! at regular
spaced Intervals.

The sound excited him. It was like the
very loud, strong heartbeat that man ex-
periences in moments of keenest living.
Perhaps there was a reverse actlon of some
kind here. The body and the mind are
strangely attuned; they are mutually stim-
ulating. For instance, a bull’s anger is ac-
companied by an increased flow of blood
in the little vessels of the eyes, making
him literally “see red.” Because he ‘‘sees
red” when & red flag 1s held before his
gaze, he become automatically angry. He
is not intelligent enough to tell the differ-
ence between a simple reflex and an emo-
tion aroused by the presence of actual ene-
mies. Og's brute-mind worked somewhat
the same. In the moments of intense,
pleasurable excitement his heart always
beat loud. Therefore, a loud, artificial
heartbeat, tuned with his own, tended to
excite him.

In any event, the regular rhythm re-
called the most intense moments of man's
history. It was llke the strong beat of his
pulses in his eardrums. Perhaps it also
had some poetical association with the
rhythms of nature: the day and the night,
the winter and the summer, the cycles of
the moon.

F COURSE Og was not aware of these
things. He only knew that he liked

the nolise. Boom-lay—boom-lay—boom-lay
—boom! His head did not ache tonight, his
crazed visions were passing; so he did not
know that In a thousand distant citles
men were llkewise enjoylng themselves.
They were thrilling to the rhythm of musie,

the boom—Ilay—boom of jazz—never know-
ing that their joy in it might be rooted in
the wild beat of a cave man’s heart, In
the wars and the victories and the bloody
triumphs of long ago.

Boom lay—boom-lay—boom-lay—boom!

Presently his hand held. His breath held,
too. He lay motionless as a heathen idol in
its crypt of stone. Stealing from the dark
was a thin thread of sound. It was not a
joy sound. Rather it was a wall of sorrow.
It rose high and higher, and broke at last
in an eerie sob. At once another voice
joined in; and then a third; and finally
still other voices that were lost In a strange
harmony. The chorus gathered in volume
until it filled the cavern and all the space
under the moon.

There were long-drawn howls, shrill
barks, and, at intervals, another dismal
sob. The chant rose and fell, almost dled
away; only to ring forth again, finally ris-
ing to a crescendo. At last it broke sud-
denly in a wild lJaugh—a laugh of manla,
of black despair—a laugh that chilled the
blood in Og’s veins.

The sound shuddered through the night
and slowly died away. The utter sllence
closed down.

Og's exalted mood had passed off at the
first note of the chorus. Now the heavy
darkness lowered upon him. And this was
no mere physical fear. He was not afraid
that these singers-in-the-dark would storm
his stronghold. He had forgotten, in this
hour, the terror that had pursued him
every hour of his woodland wanderings.

This was a higher emotion. It was de-
spair, the antithesis of hope. Yet it differed
from the black dread that assailed him
when the wind raved, or when the other
forest demons spoke aloud in the dark.
This chant in the dusk was not the volce
of spirits, but of some of hils wild neigh-
bors. He knew it well; it had rung down
the ages and had frequently echoed in his
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dreams. It was the night song of the
wolves.

They were chanting one of the basic
songs of life. It bespoke the travail of
existence, the pain and sorrow that is the
portion of every living thing; the struggle
to survive; the fight against overwhelming
odds; the long war that begins at birth;
the cruel might of the elements—maiming,
killing, crushing, striving ever to sweep
away all life, so that once more they may
reign supreme, and the wind may howl
over an unpeopled waste!

Famine. Cold. Storm. Lightning. Mys-
tery. Of all of these the song told; of the
weary wastes of snow that would follow
this glad spring; of avalanche, and flood-
ing waters, and trees snapped off in the
gale: of hopeless death at last In some
dark thicket.

This was life! Og knew it now. The song
expressed what his own heart knew, deep
below its surface exaltation; that for
which he had found no utterance.

He was helpless and alone. The gods
of the earth and of the waters and of the
alr, dall were his foes. Every stone hated
him; every wind clamored with malice in
his ears. And his only companions in this

misery were enemles, too—such beasts as
a7

now gathered under the moon, and raised
their muzzles in eerie song.

Gods of the forest, how he longed for
a companion! It was a need only second
to hunger itself. If he had just one friend,
one warm body to le close to when the
cold dropped down, one valiant comrade
at his side when he went abroad into the
hateful wilds, then some other song might
rise in his heart. S8ome other sound-—not
a wall, but a laugh, such as he had dreamed
—might flow from his lips.

The wolves had expressed what he him-
self had felt. Plainly they had more in
common with him than the lesser beaasts.

It seemed to him that they were his own
kin. True, they would eat him if they had
a chance, and he would llke to eat them;
yet they were his fellow victims of the
elements. They were not demons, as they
seemed, but creatures of flesh and blood,
like himself. Perhaps he should try to
make frlends with them, so that they could
face their mutual enemles together.

He would rise up, when sufficlent bold-
ness grew upon him, and find a wolf’s lair
and kill the mother. Then he would take
its toothless cub, and bring it to his cave.
Perhaps it would live, grow and, eating
from the same carcass, remaln his com-
panion. It would be man’s first friend.

And was this a vain dream, too? Would
the men who came after him, when the
world was old—those to whom, in his des-
tined hour, he would give life—would they
ever achieve 1t? It seemed too much to
hope for.

Tonight there was only the cold, bare
cave, and the solitude, and the haunted
night beyond. He was alone, and the dark-
ness appalled him. S0 when the wolves
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raised their volces again, he cried out, too.
His volce rose in a wall that broke at last
in a deep sob.

Og was singing the first song.

CHAPTER III

KNIFE MAGIC

WO days passed in comparative

quilet. Og roamed abroad, ate squir-

rels, peered and listened and crept,
and dreamed darkly in his cavern at
night. Then, in a hushed midday, danger
overtook him again.

He was following a deeply worn trall.
It led him up through dense thickets, then
over a rocky hill. At a bend in the trall
he came face to face with a traveler from
up-country, one of the most fearsome
creatures that Og’'s beast-haunted mind
could imagine. No doubt this was the
woodland monarch.

He was a huge creature, sturdy, muscular,
and welghing as much as a cow moose.
And his very galt was terrifylng. He moved
with a curlous swaying roll, his huge front
paws swinging out and down, his vast
shoulders rocking. Ficrce little eyes
gleamed out of his burly head. White
fangs—the bone-breaking, meat-tecaring
tools of a carnivorous animal—flashed in
hls red mouth. Compared to him, the big-
gest wolf In the pack would have looked
like a cub. It was a full-grown male grizzly,
newly out of his covern in the high moun-
tains, and ravenously hungry.

Og identlfied him at once. Of course,
the brute-man had no name for him; yet
he knew him intimately. Dcsperately and
terribly intimate had been their acquain-
tance, since the dawn of Og’s race.

This was almost his first enemy. When
the glaclal cold had driven the tree people
from thelr bowers, and they had sought
refuge in caves, they had found this beast
already in possession. Savage and red were
the wars that followed. Og’s dreams were
haunted by the roars, the growls, the
frightful death-dealing charges. the maim-
ing and the sudden death of these long-
ago forays, at the base of the anclent
cliffs. .

Did he not know those jaws? Did any-
one have to tell him of the avalanche
power of the cave bear’s attack? Had he
forgotten the thunderbolt blow of his
mighty arm? No wonder Og’s hair stood
on end, and he yearned for the nearest
tree.

For one breathless second, the two brutes

confronted each other. Then the grizzly
seemed to double in slze. His halr stood
erect: his great throat swelled as he
growled. Then, with a deep, lion-like roar,
he charged.

Og ducked to one side. Mere flight could
not save him; the bear was swift as a run-
ning horse. But even the brute-man’s
marvelous agllity, leaping full-fledged into
his body, seemed useless now. The beast
was almost upon him, and he felt the wind
of his foe's sweeping paw.

The first blow missed: the horned maul
whizzed past Og’s head. Otherwise it might
have decapitated him llke an ax blade.
Screaming, Og dived into a thicket. And
then, for Interminable long seconds, there
was a ducking, running, dodging game
among the trees, breath-taking to see
and shocking to hear.

Og was shrieking at the top of his
voice. He was uttering shapeless sounds,
like the cries of a beast In mortal pain.
He was no more consclous of them than of
the physiological purpose they served. How
was he to know that, long before the
human volce learned to shape itself in
words, it was a relief valve for overtaxed
lungs? The discharge of air through his
vocal cords permitted increased respira-
tion, which, in turn, sustained him through
his final clilmax of human effort. Mean-
while, the bear was roaring like a storm.

Presently Og caught a gleam of hope.
Fifteen feet distant was a strong tree,
with a bough extending some eight feet
from the ground. Og did not know that
he could reach it. He had no reason to
belleve that he could run this distance
without being struck down. But a voice
that was half instinct, half ‘Intelligence,
told him it was the only chance he had.

He darted forward. He felt the earth
shake at his feet as the bear bounded after
him. He leaped with all his power, hands -
grasping. As his fingers gripped, he swung
himself forward.

The grizzly passed under him. Og heard
the mighty jaws ring shut. And an in-
stant later he was scurryilng up through
the branches, spared for one adventure
more.

The grizzly could not follow him - here.
A black bear can climb, but it 1s nature's
wise provision that this grizzled monarch
of the forest must hunt on the ground.
Presently he journeyed on, searching for
less aglle game.

Since he came off scot-free, Og was
glad of the experience. His terror passed
away, leaving the pleasurable aftermath
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of Intense excitement. For one moment
he had lived to the full.

Og could well feel triumphant. He had
dodged llke a mink; he had leaped like a
wolf; he had swung Into the branches like
an ape. Fast on his feet was Og, the Dawn
Man! Strong were his arms, quick his eye!
In his joy of escape, he gave no thought
to the menace of the future. He did not
see, in the bear’'s behavior, a new, greater
era of danger than he had yet faced.

Why had the animal charged him at all?
This was far from typlcal grizzly bchavior.
As a rule, the big bears will flee in terror
from man’s smell. Even when wounded,
they rarely attack the hunter. And this
fact applied not only to old trapping coun-
tries, but to the uttermost wilds, even to
such vast back reglons as thils in which
Og found himself: the region of the Pclley
Range, where man almost never came. Yet
in deflance to this fact—in the face of the
wind that blew Og's smell directly toward
him—the savage brute had attacked like
the game killer it was.

There could be but one explanation. The
man smell had passed from Og’s body. At
least, the smell of civilized man had so
passed, and all that remalned was the
basic essence of the human animal, no
more to be feared than any other animal
odor. Young caribou might avold him yet,
because he carried the reek of a meat-
eating beast such as habitually preyed
upon them, but they would not go mad
with horror, as when civilized man crosses
the wind track. They would regard him
as they might regard a wolf or a bear, a
dangerous and cruel foe, but not as a
god. The emell of smoke, of cooked meat,
was no longer on his clothes and skin.

EREAFTER Og must walk with even
greater care. He was fair prey, now,
for any beast that could master him. And

4s the days glided one Into another this
fact became more and more plain. No
more was he the invincible hunter; he was
also the hunted—fleeing for his life from
the woodland lords.

He was menaced not only by the big car-
nivora, the wolves and the bears, but by
the horned game. No more did the bull
moose break frantically from his trall. In-
deed, the vast creature stood his ground
and bawled a challenge. Wlith hls razor-
edged front hoofs, he could make short
work of a fraelle animal llke Og. The bull
caribou mcnaced him, too, and even the
little lynx snarled at him when they met
in the trail. The cow caribou hissed and
coughed when he came too near her calf,
meanwhlle backing away.

Og no longer moved awkwardly up and
dewn (i tree trunks.

Practice was maklng him agile as an ape.

Meanwhile. olther changes came upon
him. Hls eyes were mare keen. They had
become adjusted to the uncertaln light of
the woods; they could detect a shadow
among the shadows that showed a beast
in ambush. Indeed, he found that his
vision was the best in the forest. He could
distinguish an animal by its outline, while
the beasts could only interpret motion. 1t
Og stood still, his foes usually passed him
by, unseen. To them an immovable ob-
ject was only a stump or a stone. But
their sllent waitings by the trall rarely
deceived him.

His hearing was sharpening, too. He not
only could hear, but he could interpret
hushed sounds which until now had meant
nothing to him. He could distinguish a
wind rustle from the whispering step of a
hunter.

He was acquiring a magnificent strength.
Ogden Rutheford had had a sound body to
start with, kept it in a gymnasium, and
Og was bullding it up by prolonged and
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exhaustive exercise. His diet of raw meat
did not hurt him; indeed, he thrived upon
it. Due to his warm airman's sult, he had
not suffered from the cold of the May
nights.

These garments were now wearlng off.
Also, the soles of his shoes were alimost
worn through. Still, nature did not let
him suffer on these accounts. His body
developed resistance to cold, and the wax-
ing summer made garments unnecessary.
As hls shoes wore out, his feet toughened;
by the time he kicked them off for good,
the horny skin of hls feet was like sole
leather.

As his muscles were building, his child
mind was growing. Every day the wilder-
ness taught him new lore. Mostly he
gathered concrete facts that helped him
in his struggle for existence, but occa-
sionally he plcked up moral 1deas.

One such idea developed from a com-
monplace incident of cave life. Og had
killed a porcupine and dragged it to his
lair. Two meals—evening and morning—
had not stripped its bones, and when he
went forth to hunt again, some rich
shanks yet remained. So he had hunted
half-héartedly, passing by a digger squir-
rel that squeaked in the grass falrly at
his feet. What did he want of this hawk’s
meat when his lair still reeked with the
strong flesh of bigger game?

But he had a rude wakening. When
he returned to the cabin, he found that a
lynx or a fisher had been ahead of him.
The little hunter had crept in through a
crack in the barricaded maw and had
robbed his store.

Not a scrap remained for hungry Og.
No wonder he snarled in rage, and prayed
for Heaven's wrath upon the thieves!

The meat was his own. He had won it
falrly. Yet creeping feet had robbed him.
Thieving fangs had stripped the bones
clean.

In the long, hupgry hours that followed,
he decided that such thieving was the
worst of sins. The thief that had made so
free with his property surely deserved
death. However, Og was not yet able to
draw a moral. The faculty of putting one-
self in another’'s shoes—of obeylng the
Golden Rule—is found only in an ad-
vanced stage of civilization. Yet no less a
teacher than painful experience at last
taught Og a code of ethics. He discovered
that, just as he had judged the meat thief,
there were gods of right and wrong who
would judge him.

In his wanderings, he encountered an old

grizzly, feeding on the carcass of a moose.
Whether the bear had ambushed the stag,
or whether he was simply playlng the
buzzard's part on a dead body, Og did not
know. He only knew that one of hils fel-
low brutes was richly fecding while he
himself stood by with gnawing stomach.
Presently the bear discovered him, snarled,
chased him into a trce, and went back to
his gorging.

When his paunch was full, the bear cov-
cred the carcass with a great pile of dirt,
leaves, and sprucc needles. This was not,
as it might seem, to prevent decomposition.
None of the larger beasts of prey object
to well-ripened mcat; and, indeed, the
moose had alrcady lain a week under the
May sun. Rather it was the bear’s way of
showing ownership. He meant to come
back to that fcast, when hunger assalled
him agaln. This poilnt Og undcrstood.

The bear waddled away. Og descended
the treec. He waited until the brush rattled
far off; then he stole up to the carcass.
Keeping a close guard, he dug out one flank
of the animal, made a hasty and hearty
meal, and stole away triumphant.

He had outwitted Brush-Devil. Cunning
and crafty was Og, the Dawn Man! And
then, in the height of his trlumph, retribu-
tion smote him.

It was not an attack by the bear. This
would have been no retribution, but merely
the give and take of the wilderness. It
would have had no effect on Og's moral
ideals. If he survived at all, he would sim-
ply learn to take no more liberties with
grizzlies. Instead, the blow fell from the
skies. On the night following the meal,
Og wakened with a howl. Twenty devils
were clawing at his insides.

When at last the sickness passed—when,
so weak that he could not walk, he lay
helpless and groaning on the floor of his
cave, he came to an important decision.
Surely, he thought, the gods had dellber-
ately afflicted him. They had punished him
for stealing another's meat!

Not soon would he go thleving again!
And if Ogden Rutheford could have stood
by and seen, he might have smiled his
thin-lipped, knowing smile. He might have
understood, now, a possible beginning for
one of the oldest laws in existence and the
baslc premise of modern capitalistic clvili-
zatlon. The law was? “Thou shalt nof
steal.”

G HAD become expert at throwing
stones. At the same time he was learn-
ing the value of tools in general. One day
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he picked up a sharp flint. It attracted
him because it was almost the shape of a
bear’s canine tooth. It might be that it
was toothlike In other ways—that 1t would
tear flesh and crack bones. The deadly
and destructive spirit that llved in the
bear's fangs might have passed into it,
cheated by its resemblance in form, and
would lend it added power.

He carried the stone with him. He
found it not only useful for cracking
bones, but also for quickly cutting through
the tough hide of a porcupine. And this
fang idea led him to an even greater dis-
covery.

One day hls aimless hands discovered
& pocket in his ragged alrman’s coat.
In it was a small object that looked llke
bone. He could not remember how he had
come by it; it must be a gift from the
bird god, that puzzling day he had been
bewitched. It troubled him so deeply that
his head ached. He kept trying to recall a
dream of long ago—a most strange vislon
that made no sense but yet, somehow,
seemed of vast importance to him. But
he could not grasp it.

Anyhow, the plece of bone was an In-
teresting plaything. He llked the feel of
it In his hand. Presently an Inquiring
finger nail pried at a little groove at one
side. Something like a sharp fang emerged
from a hidden mouth.

It was only a knife blade. Og had dis-
covered, at last, Ogden Rutheford's heavy
clasp knife.

But to Og it was surely magic of a most
terrifying kind.

He dropped the knife and backed away,
eyes staring, but soon his hand crept for-
ward again. Some wisp of memory from
some far-off land told him it was not really
to be feared, but was a token worth keep-
ing. He picked up the knife, and took
childish pleasure in opening and shutting
it.

Still he ‘was held by its resemblance to
an animal fang. Indeed, it was sharper
even than a wolf fang, which could slash
a man's leg from thigh to knee. Playing
with it in his cavern, he found that it cut
meat ever so much better than his sharp
flint. So, thereafter, when he wandered
abroad, he often carried it open in his
hand.

He still did not use it as a weapon; hls
mind was unable to concelve of projecting
1t, like a stone, and since his killings were
all at considerable distance, he could not
slash with it. To put it on a stick and
use it as a spear was a mental leap which

he seemed unable to make. However, he
used it to dispatch small animals that he
had stunned, and to quarter them for food.
It occurred to him, also, that if he were
able to kill a large animal—a moose calf,
say, or a young caribou—he need not walt
till it had ripened hefore he consumed
it. This new fang was sharp enough to
cut even fresh meat.

He still killed his game with stones. In-
deed, he could conceive of no other weapon.
Bows and spears were not for him; they
belonged to a far higher stage of culture.
Mankind has used such ingenious arms
only since yesterday—for fifty thousand
years at the most—and they cast no shad-
ows on Og’'s brute memory. Knowledge
of them was not yet written in man's jun-
gle brain; so Og could not imagine them.

To the contrary, a stone was the most
primitive weapon known to Og's race. It
seemed to fit his hand; it thrilled him as it
went hurtling through the air. And now
one might understand why Incorrigible
boys are almost invariably stone throw-
ers. Yet Og was no reactlonary. He pro-
gressed; he developed the art of stone
throwing to a fine point. He learned that
some stones flew straighter than others.
Some were too light to kill game; others
too heavy to carry far. And the time came
soon that he concelved of a far broader
use of his weapon, a use that might make
him master of the wilderness.

The idea was not purely original. In-
deed, it was too novel, too greatly an in-
novation, for man’s brute brain to con-
celve of it unalded. As always, Og copled
from nature, the source of all ideas. Yet
in adopting nature’s ways, and putting
them into practise, and adjusting them
to the conditions of his life, he displayed
intelligence of a high order.

One day, as he was emerging from his
cave, a loud rattle overhead made him
look up. And he was none too soon; a
fifty-pound boulder was bounding down
the cliff directly toward him. He dodged
to one side; the rock struck with a crash.

Of course, his first sensation was fear.
Always, it seemed, fear reached him first.
And this Is why, perhaps, infants awake
screaming In thelr cradles—infants too
young to have known anything but love
and tenderness and security. Terror is the
very title-page of life. But on this occa-
sion Og’s simple fear changed quickly to
a more complex emotion. This was dread,
a deep-seated horror that dilated his
pupils and brought crawling sensations to
his back and scalp.
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He knew, now, whence this stone had
come! It had been hurled down at him
from some hateful god who lived on the
slope above. Some cunning and patient
demon had taken this diabollcal way to
end him! '

A most crafty devil must this be. If
Og had not been on guard, he would now
lie shapeless, his body crushed by the far-
falling missile. And it would have killed
a bull moose just as easily. It would have
slaln a grizzly bear.

Yes, even Brush-Devil, the forest mon-
arch, would lie here, sllent, under the
earth-cracking impact. His bones would
be broken, and no blows from puny flints
would be needed to extract the marrow.
His blood would deluge the cave mouth.

Og's face suddenly changed expression.
The last of his horror passed away; under
his matted beard his lips drew in a snarl.
It would have been hard to recognize this

creature as bearing the remotest relation

to Ogden Rutheford. His eyes grew lumi-
nous with that strange, lurld gleam that
marks the killer, the beast of prey. He
hurried away into the fastnesses.

RESENTLY he found a well-worn game

trail. This he began to follow, cautiously
as ever, and with a curious deliberation.
He not only scanned the thickets at each
slde, usually the ambush of his enemles,
but also the tree branches overhead. Be-
cause he was going about this enterprise as
a reasoning creature, he did not waste time
in valn experiments. With an admirable
patience, he delaved the practise of his
plan until he found conditions right.

Presently he paused, grunting. Just be-
side the trail grew a big cottonwood. Its
wide limbs branched off close to the
ground and overspread the path. Eagerly,
Og went in search of stones. And what
kind of stones were these? He passed by
the two-pound chunks that had been his
1oy before. and selected a round boulder
that weighed fully seventy-five pounds.
This he carried back and placed in the
first crotch of the tree.

He clilmbed up and began to work the
blo stone higher into the tree. It was
rrodizious work; but this was a prodiglous
rame. ¥inally he lay directly above the
trall, the boulder resting in a crotch In
the branch.

A long wailt began. Og's flerce eyes lost
the‘r fire. Still he lay almost without mo-
tion bearing the strain of hils awkward
position with brute-like patience. Two
tedlous hours dragged away.

Suddenly a faint sound blew down the
trall. Ogden Rutheford would not have
heard it at all, but Og, the Dawn Man,
caught its every tone. It was a faint
thump; and it sent the bright blood spurt-
ing through Og’s velns.

1t was not the wind. It was not the
spirits of the air. It was not a rock, settling
against its fellow. Instead it was the soft-
falllng foot of a beast. One of the forest
people was advancing into Og's ambush.
The sound came nearer. Sometimes it dled
utterly away, and the sllence would close
in for long, heart-rending moments, and
Og would almost faint with suspense; but
always it commenced again. Finsally a bull
caribou pushed his way round a bend in
the trall.

This was a splendid animal. His sides
were tawny, his mane snow white, his
summer horn growth was already large.
Of the blg woodland varlety of carlbou,
he was veritably one of the wilderness
barons; and he took the middle of the trail.
No lone wolf would dare attack him. A
lynx would only snarl at him in impotent
desire. Of all the animals native to the
woods. the grizzly was the only one that
he need fear. Inasmuch as Brysh-Devil
was now off the range—fishing for salmon
in the lower waters—and as he was an
awkward and nolsy hunter at best, the big
bull felt secure. He walked the trall with
majesty and grace. True, he scanned the
thickets carefully, by Iinstinect, but he
pushed boldly into the face of the wind
and did not look up at all.

When he strode under the cottonwood,
his ears suddenly pricked forward. He
had heard no sound, yet plainly he sensed
an enemy presence. There was a faint
taint on the hard, packed earth of the
trall. -

Quickly he dropped his head to In-
vestigate it. But it was only the track of
one of the meat eaters. There was no
horrifying smell of fire and iron.

Pausing, he stood directly under Og's
ambush. This was a plece of luck that
the hunter had not even hoped for, and
which plainly showed the favor of the gods.
Either a good spirit was working in his be-
half, or else a demon was bent on the
destruction of the carlbou. Og moved
stealthlly as a snake, almed his rock with
care, and let it fall.

Surely the gods were with him. They did
not deflect a stone. Usually they made
his victories as hard as possible. first tan-
talizing him with many fallures; but today
his first effort was crowned by magnificent
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success. The boulder smote the animal 'in
the middle of the back. Og could hear not
only the heavy impact, but the crash of
shattered vertebrae. The bull was smashed
to the earth. :

To Og there came the keenest rapture he
had ever known. It pervaded him like a
flame; it ran like fire in his veins. This was
his great moment. He struggled for utter-
ance. His chest expanded. Strange sounds,
to express all the glory that was his,
seemed about to be born in his throat. Yet
these sounds would not quite shape them-
selves. When his mouth opened, only a
yell came out, only a beast-llke scream
rang forth and echoed among the trees.

Even this was better than choked si-
lence. It relieved the unbearable tension
of his heart. Far off, the wild things heard
it—falnt and clear on the wind—and for
& moment they were darkly appalled. A
cow varibou ralsed her head from her
feeding, and her calf ran to her side. A
wolf stirred in his sleep in his shadowy
cavern. Perhaps they kenned the meaning
of this wild cry. Perhaps they guessed
its menace. It told them that a new king
had arisen among them. He had just slain
one of the woodland lords. Although not
nearly as large nor as strong as a grizzly
bear, not as fleet as a wolf, yet he pos-
sessed that which 1s mightler than either
strength or fleetness. This was cunning.
By cunning—by the schemes of his cruel
brain—he and his descendants might kill
them all. The forest might be stripped of
all life but his own.

And this same wild cry rings down the
ages. It harks back to man's remote
progenitors, to whom it was the cllmax
of sensation, and it lingers still, ever ready
for utterance, in human vocal cords. In-
deed, it 1s often heard in citles. It must
have been famillar even to Ogden Ruthe-
ford, for otherwise his paralyzed memory

would not have stirred in Og's bralin.
A vislon of a lost world passed before
Og’s unknowing eyes. It came with a
burst of pain in the top of his head, and
quickly vanished. In this lost world, the
kill ery which he had just uttered rings
daily In the street. True, it has become
modifled a little, in the ages, to a loud,
harsh laugh. Yet no one cquld fail to
identify it. It does not arise from humor,
but from the cruel instincts of the hunter.
It is still the triumphant cry of the killer
who sees, in the mirrors of the past, his
trophy go down in death before the impact
of his stone. Og clilmbed down from the
trce. Hls knife flashed, and savagely he
slashed at the prey’s throat to dispatch
what life remained. No more would this
great stag walk so proudly down the tralls!
No more must Og step fearfully out of his
way. This beast was vast—three times the
weight of his killer——and hils flint-edged
hoofs were death, and his horns could
toss a wolf. Yet Og had laid him low.

Great was Og!

"JHE stag had challenged him when they
met on the trail, but now he kept

silence. He had bellowed in his trlumph,
but now he lay without sound. He had run
boldly through the uplands, but now he
did not move at all!

Greatest in all the forest was Og, the
manl

No more would the stag flaunt his snowy
mane. It was no longer white, but red as
the red dawn. The eyes that had flashed
fire were peaceful and fliming.

Great was Og, the killer!

QGreat was his cunning! By himsel! he
had thought of a crafty plan. He had
looked afar for a place of ambush. He
had found a stone! And this was no peb-
ble, but a mighty boulder that could break
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a bull's back like a falling tree. Indeed it
was the weapon of a god, not a man.
He had lifted it up the tree; by hls own
strength had he lifted it; and with deadly
aim had he let it fall.

As he exulted, his knife blade ran down
the white belly. He cut out the heart, in-
tending to eat it while it was still warm.
Thus, perhaps, he would gain some of the
caribou’s notable endurance. Yet before
his bared teeth sank home a startling
thought flashed to his mind.

It was true that the gods had been good
to him. They had granted him great for-
tune. But they might be turning envious
now. They might be angered by his exal-
tation and his pride, just as the stag’s
pride had often angered Og himself. It
would not do to offend the spirits of the
air! Og was a great man, surely; but the
gods are greater still. He must strive to
keep them on his side, so they would favor
him agaln.

So he took the stag's heart In his red
hand and stole oftf through the forest. Nor
did he turn toward his lair, to enjoy a
solitary feast. Instead, he trudged over the
ridges on an almost-forgotten trail. He
soon reached famillar country. This was
where a bear had treed him, and where a
wolf had fled from his presence. This was
where he had killed his first porcupine;
and here, on the rock, was a staln of blood
from a gopher's body. And at last he was
in the taboo land, the country of the bird
zod.

Fear oppressed him now; he walked with
awed steps. Fondly he wanted to turn
back—to gain the beloved shelter of the
cavern; but an inner urge drove him on.
Ile must make amends for his pride. He
must propltiate the demons whom, In his
moment of glory, he might have offended.
ITe must go and make his peace and bow
his head, do his service to the vast and
awful powers that ruled his life. This was
a need that he could not put by.

He halted at last in the thickets. Just
beyond lay the bird god, prone on the
ground as he had left it two long moons
vefore. His eyes were round and staring
as he peered through the branches. -

He hoped with all his heart that the god
would not deign to notice him. To have it
vise up and beat its wings over his head, or
even to show that it favored him, would
be horror past bearing. Still it gave no
«ien. Foreing his courage to the utmost,
0Og crept through the thicket clear to the
side of the god. He was shaking all over.
There was only one consolation: the man

god who had laln asleep in the thing’s
arms had now vanished. Og tiptoed for-
word and lald the caribou heart im-
mediately in front of the god's head,

How could he know that thls was only
a man-made machine—a wrecked alr-
plane forsaken by its pilot and by a pas-
senger who had suffered a head injury?
To Og it was a being utterly beyond his
wild-brute imaginings.

Og had already found religion. In his
speculations regarding his shadow he had
hit upon the basic principle of most creeds.
Now, as he lald the still-warm heart on
a stone in front of the airplane, he was
reenacting the beginnings of religious
form. The stone was his sacrificial altar.

CHAPTER IV
LORD OF THE WILDERNESS

N THE weeks that followed, Og's knife

became his fetlsh. It seemed to re-

present something bigger than him-
self: far-off powers that he knew vaguely
in dreams. Also, it set him apart from the
other animals In the forest; none of these
had fangs so sharp and bright! Thelr jaw-
set weapons were strong and terrible, but
they could not quarter meat like hls, and
they could not glitter so brightly in the
sun.

The day came that the knife evinced
even greater power. The occasion was one
of the most deperate of Og's life. Hunting
In a new valley to the east, he was charged
suddenly by a she-wolf. The anlmal came

- leaping out of her ambush like 2 demon, a

snarling streak of death. And Og seized
the branch of a tree just in time.

He was just swinging up, a mocking cry
already at his llps, when a most disastrous
thing happened. The llmb broke with a
crack. Og's glbe changed to a yell of hor-
ror as he shot to the ground.

It was only a short fall, about seven
feet In all; yet to Og it held a lifetime’s
despalr. Nor was It a new experience;
often, in his most terrible nightmares, he
had felt the rush of ailr, and seen the
ltaping earth, and screamed at the danger
that lay below, just as now. He landed on
his back and was stunned.

The wolf, which had leaped past him,
whirled to strike again. She aimed for
his throat—and she need strike but once.
Those slashing, ripping fangs could open
Og’s jugular from his collar bone to his
jaw. Nor would there be another dodging
game, as when the grizzly had slavered at
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his heels. Hardly the little mink itself can
outdodge a wolf, so swift is her leap and so
agile her long, lean form. And, besides,
Og was too shaken by his fall even to
climb to his feet. The only motion he had
time for, or strength to make, was a quick
turn of his head. thus to behold a vislon
that would haunt his shadow self forever
in the next world.

The she-wolf flying toward him. Her
gray halr was erect, her front paws out-
stretched, her long form llike a living jav-
elin. Her eyes were flery; her lips were
wrinkled back, reveallng her white fangs.
As she leaped, she snarled, a sound as vio-
lent as her own attack, ripping the silence
as her own body ripped the air. And then
an utterly incredible thing happened. The
wolf checked her spring in mid-air. She
dellberately missed the prone prey and,
falling, flinched to one side.

Plalnly she had had a warning. S8ome-.

thing she had glimpsed out of the corner
of her eye—perhaps something she had
smelled or percelved by means of some
other stranger, less-known sense—had
frightened her and put her on guard.

And now she seemed to have forgotten
Og. She stood braced, her front feet far
apart, her head lowered and pointing to-
ward some object that lay on the ground.
At first Og did not know what this object
was. His terror blinded many of his per-
ceptions and almost paralyzed his mind.
Nor did he notice the sears of an old in-
jury that the beast carried. Her foot had
undergone a pecullar disfigurement—the
toes had been gnawed or broken off, leav-
ing blunt stumps.

An experienced woodsman would have
understood at once. In her proud youth
the beast had been caught in a trap, and
had freed herself only by loss of her toes.
And now, studying her strange behavior,
he would have known the kind of snare in-

to which she had fallen on that oceasion.
It had not been one of the ecrude Indian
aflairs, but the modern steel trap.

The thing that now gleamed In the
spruce needles and frightened her so was
Og’s knife; its blade was also of steel. Any
uninitiated wolf would have feared the
blade— the dread of cold metal goes deep
in the animal soul—but not likely would
it have spared its fallen prey. Probably
it would have tended to its killing first,
and Investigated the glittering article
afterward. This wolf, however, had more
than a mere Instinctive fear of steel. In
her own lifetime she had learned its power
te harm. Once before she had sensed the
presence of man-made voodoo, in a far-off
forest beyond the Pelly River; but her de-
sire for a morsel of meat that lay thereby
had evercome her fears, and she had made
an almost fatal mistake. She had no in-
tention of making the same mistake again.

She turned, made one leap, and faded
grayly into the thickets.

Og treasured his knife even more highly
after this. So that he need not drop it when
he swung Into the tree limbs he contrived
to hang it, with a strip of leather, under
his arm. He tried In every way to propiti-
ate the spirit that lived in it.

Once, when he was running at top speed,
the knife caught in the brush, and, fiying
back, cut his arm to the bone. Og did not
mind the wound, it was only a passing pain
at the worst, but he was deeply distressed
at the behavior of the knife. Of course, he
thought that the knife god was angry at
him.

What had he done that was wrong? Hs
tried in vain to remember. What had he
been doing at the moment of the cutting?
He had been chasing a crippled owl. And
now he saw the light. Obviously, hs de-
cided, the owls were undar the partiomlar
favor of the powers, and he must leave
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them alone in the future. And thus one
might behald the beginning of taboo. If
this superstition were passed down from
father to san it might in time become part
of the rmclal consclousncss. Many such
taboos might account for the thousands of
stupid conventlons, inhibitions, and illoz-
ical ideas at which Ogden Rutheford used
ta cavil in the days when he walked with
men.

To protect himself against further at-
tacks, he made a crude covering for the
knife blade. It was a bold thing to do—
thus to hide the glitter of the steel—bhut
since the knife itself dispatched the carl-
bou that had furnished the sheath leather,
Og argued that it was in no way a deflle-
ment. The skin rotted In time, letting the
knife fall out, and, in the excitement of
hunting, Og did not miss it for a half hour.
When his hand groped at last for the hilt,
to find It gone, he was utterly heart-
broken.

He went running back and forth, franti-
cally seeking his lost treasure. He made
mewing, moaning nolses which civilized
people today hear only from grilef-stricken
children. But surely his jungle gods were
with him. They sent a Canada Jay, the
camp robber of the North, to scold at the
shining thing and thus show Qg where
it lay in the spruce needles. Thereafter the
Jay was Og’s friend; no more would he
throw stones at it and seek its life.

Slowly he learned to use the knife as a
hunting arm. He caught and killed a fawn
with it once, and oncec he slashed an
ermine that ran under his feet. But another
moon waxed and waned before he began
to grasp its real possibilities.

On this occasion he had seen a porcupine
crawling along a fallen log. He had glven
it chase, yelllng, his knife brandished in
his hand. The quarry vanished on the
opposite side of the log, and Og sprang over
in pursuit. In his fury and blood lust and
hunger he forgot to look before he leaped.

Thereby he violated one of the oldest of
the wilderness laws. To peer, to listen, to
be on guard; these are the pritnary rules
for any creature or breed of creatures that
hopes to survive. Og charged blindly, like
a mad bull; and the law took its fleet-
winged course.

Og lighted awkwardly in the brush,
tripped and fell to his knees. And out from
under the log leaped the arch-demon of
the North, the devil incarnate that Og had
seen in hls darkest dreams.

This was not a large animal. Although
an old male, he weighed scarcely fAfty

pounds—apparently the maximum weight
of his specles. Yet he was one of the lords
of the forest. In a fair fight at close quar-
ters with a man of ordinary strength, he
would not only scratch and bite and lacer-
ate his victim; he would actually kill him
and dlssect him, almost in less time than
it takes to tell It. Probably he was the
strongest animal for his size in the whole
world. In feroclity he could give points even
to that red-eyed little cutthroat, the mink.
Once his awful battle fury was upon him,
he seemed absolutely f{earless and o un-
armed man would dare to crawl into his
cave. He was the epitome of all that is
most terrible In the wilderness: cruelty,
savagery and blood lust.

White men knew him as the wolverene.
But Og, to whom he was nameless, now
knew him as terror ltself wrapped in a fur-
ry hide. He was taloned hate; he was
fanged death.

No use to attempt flightl No uge to
snatch for a tree limb. This foe could
follow anywhere Og might lead. Anyway,
the battle began before he could get to
his feet. The Issue could not be avqided
or delayed. Either he must kill this beast,
here In the low brush and the spruce
needles, or be killed by him,

The animal struck with prodigious
power. Fangs slashed, claws sunk deep.
And now Og did a strange thing. He did

" not merely claw at the beast with his

hands, nor did he yearn for a stone. He
struck back wilth the weapon he had bared
for a harmless porcupine—the charm
knife.

There began a mighty fray. The
wolverene attacked Og’'s abdomen, ap-
parently trying to disembowel him. There
was no holding those short, iron-muascled
legs; the claws ripped Og's worn garments
like paper, slashed through his skin, and
would have pulled forth and broken his
bones had the fight been at closer quar-
ters. His jaws were operated by terrifically
strong muscles, whereby he might crush
the thigh bone of a moose. His fangs
snapped wickedly, again and again.

Yet the odds were not all on the
wolverene's side. Thls was no easy prey
that had crossed his trall of death. This
was no fawn, to die with a whispered bleat
from a torn throat; nor porcupine, to
exact his vengeance only in after days.
The beast soon found that he, also, was
fighting for his life. This man-thing
smote llke a bear. °

The wolverene's smaller size seemed an
advantage rather than otherwise. It per-
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nitted freer movement in the cramped
space. His heavy fur was like armor. So
far: Og had hardly been able to slash
through to his foe's tough hide.

Yet he was striving mightily. He was
hacking, stabbing, slashing, and mean-
while clawing with his left hand to keep
the beast out of his vitals. The remnant
of hi§ clothes were in rags; he was bleed-
ing from a dozen deep wounds. Yet his
courage was gaining with every moment
that the fight lasted, and he was tasting
power as never before. His heart beat
strongly. His lungs sucked in deep drafts
of air and let them out with a howl. He
was’ utterly unaware of pain.

HE fight rose to a terrific climax. The

forest rang with his shouts and with his
enemy's frantic snarls, and far away a
wolf left her lair and came creeping nigh
to see what advantage might be taken.
There might be wounded, to fall easy vic-
tims to her fangs. Or there might be
carrion from which she could drive the
rightful owner. '

‘Og's knife no longer flashed blue-white,
but was red as the smoky dawn. Suddenly
a great light burst upon him. A glory
wholly beyond his childish power to express
lifted him up. He knew the outcome of this
fight, now. He would not be left, a ragged,
dismembered thing, in the blood-soaked
spruce needles. He would not go down to
death, and leave only his lonely shadow to
revisit this gruesome place. He was win-
ning! The charm knife was seeking his
foe's heart! The wolverene was slowly,
steadily wllting under the deep-plunged
blade.

He was already doomed. His attacks
were ever less formldable. Og, onr the other
hand, galned in might. The truth was that
he was just now finding himself. For weeks
and months he had been developing
strength, the shattering fury of which he
w2s just now rcalizing. His fingers, by
which he had clung for Iife to the tree
limbs, were steely hooks of machinelike
power. Iron-hard muscles ran and rippled
under the skin of his free-swinging arms.
His body was assurge with vitality.

In this fight he was proving an opinion
long held by anthropologists; that primi-
tive man was not only a cunning animal,
but also the wlelder of frightful physical
might. They have argued that only a
superb fighter could have possibly survived
long enough to put his slowly developing
intelligence into practise. He had high
courage—in spite of the horrors that

haunted his wakening imagination—and
his erect position gave him an agllity, a
freedom to turn quickly and to strike
from all angles, possessed by no other
beasts. Finally, he had the supreme ad-
vantage of deadly, gripping hands. No
doubt he shared a Httle of the prowess of
his close relative, the chimpanzee—an
animal that can actually tear a leopard
in two with his hands.

And Og did not fight empty-handed.
He possessed a deadly weapon that made
him doubly strong. His knife was like a

red flame in the air. He had been handy -

with 1t to start with—a habit so deeply
fixed in his motor centers that his head in-
jury had not erased it—and his months in
the wild had greatly added to his sklll.

The sharp blade would have finished the
wolverene long since if Og had given it
free play. Instead, he fought close to hls
breast, wielding the weapon as a shleld, He
had been afrald to strike too far, to put the
reach and power of his upper arm into
the blow, lest the beast break through
and reach his throat; and his quick, slash-
ing stabs had lacked the force to pierce
his foe's vitals. But now his courage
flamed up. With red eyes narrowing, he
waited his chance. Once more the wolver-
ene rushed in.

The knife cut a wide arc. It flamed like
a shooting star. And as the beast was leap-
ing for Its prey’s throat. Og struck home.
Sweetly the blade slipped in. It plerced the
strong hide, the iron muscles beneath, and
vanished to the hilt. Og's arm was alinost
broken by the shock and jar. But this was
a cheap price; the wolverene did not strike
agaln. It lay quivering in the red spruce
needles. Its hateful life was at an end.
Dazed, shaken, but exalted beyond any
power of his to express, Og drew forth his
knife. When he tried to shout his trilumph
his breath falled.

He had just lived the most intense flve
minutes of his life. He had been awake,
conscious of cxistence, aware of the beat of
his heart and the leap of his blood and the
white-hot flame of his being, as never be-
fore. He had known a degree of sensation
and excitement compared to which his in-
teresting daily routine was tame as death.
No wonder such experiences become im-
printed in the racial memory. No wondzr,
considering that such battles were a dally
occurrence in the “dim red dawn of man,”
that children's dreams are still haunted by
flashing fangs, and streaming wounds, and
savage conflicts which their own immedi-
ate llves have never known.
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In Ogden Rutheford’s previous existence
he had been keenly interested in the causes
of wars. Often he had said—llke many
so-called iIntellectuals of his class—that
they are engineered by money powers and
by diplomats and officials greedy for glory.
Now he might have another idea. He might
understand how the love of battle is inborn
in his race. When at war's call the work-
man leaves hls tools and the farmer his
plow, and their womenfolk stand weeplng
in the doarways, are they simply fools, led
to the slaughter? Ogden Rutheford used to
think so, but now he would not have been
so sure. It might be that they were simply
seeking an anclent rapture, such moments
as these that Og had just experienced, and
which recalled a thousand generations
agone. They were driven not by scheming
money barons, but by their own instinects.
And this was apart from motlves of pa-
triotism, tribe love, which actuated so
many soldlers.

Sometimes Ogden Rutheford had gone to
prize figshts. He had told himself that the
muscular play of two half-naked bodies
had gratified his sense of the aesthetic.
Less sophisticated men had even a better
excuse; they “liked athletics,” or, perhaps,
they were Interested in the career of one
or other of the fighters. Yet he had been
no less deceived than they. The thing that
had brought them to the ringside was, in
both cases, an inborn love for brutality,
violence, and blood. They were white-
collared cave men.

Thus it seemeg that Og, child of nature
though he was, knew the naked soul of
Ogden Rutheford better than that young
sophisticate knew it himself. Losing his
civilized behavior, he had also lost his in-
hibitions, his sentimentalities, his self-
decelts. Og, on the other hand, looked life
in the face. He took his cup of glory where
he found it, simply and naturally, and,
therefore, he could draln it to the dregs.

He stood a long time, holding the red
knife in his hand. The she-wolf that had
crept nigh, looking for easy prey to take
home to her cubs, crouched, peering
through the brushwood. She saw strange
slghts; she perceived slgnificant smells.
She took her time, and read the situation
}ust as exhaustively and as carefully as her
brute senses would permit. At last she
came to an_interesting conclusion.

No man wlll ever know exactly what this
conclusion was. It remained behind the
vell of silence. But the little folk in the
neighborhood—the hovering, hunted things
watching bright-eyed from their coverts

—Jjudged her by her acts. She peered
hungrily, snarled softly, and turned and
crept away.

A new king had risen in the wilderness.

G WAS a child of Nature. His mother

was harsh and cruel at times; yet,
somehow, some way, she took very good
care of him. .

Only rarely did she operate in Og’s sight.
Usually she was an anonymous benefactor.
For instance, when Og went to the berry
patches and gorged himself with fruit, he
did not know that Mother Nature had gone
to a great deal of trouble, and used a great
deal of ingenuity, to make him do thils
very thing.

When the lower forms of life were de-
veloping, milllons of years ago, Mother
Nature knew that they needed plenty of
carbohydrates to furnish fuel and energy
for their bodies. These were abundant, in
thelr purest and most easily digested form,
in the frult sugars of the wild berries. Of
course, these creatures dld not know that
sugar was good for them, so Mother Nature
had to find some way to make them like
it. So in the brains of certain animals she
contrived a very delicate apparatus. Just
as a spark will set off powder, the chemical
properties of sugar would set this delicate
mental apparatus into motion. And when
it was in motion it delivered—as a charged
wire dellvers electricity—a very pleasant
sensatiqn to the animals in question.

Of course, she could have made the
sensation unpleasant, had she so desired,
simply by furnishing a different kind of
apparatys In the animals’ brains. It all
rested with her; there was nothing In
sugar itself that was elther sour or sweet.
If sugar had been bad for Og—like night-
shade berries, for instance—she would
have constructed his brain so that it would
taste very bitter. As it was, he liked it well,
gobbled all he could of it, and, as Nature
had intended, thrived exceedingly.

Instinct gulded Og in a thousand dally
actions. It directed him to a dozen dif-
ferent plant foods. It took him to the
creek banks after flsh, the catching of
which taxed not only his instincts but his
intelligence. Sometimes he found salmon
half stranded in shallow riffies, and these
he killed with clubs and stones. Trout he
caught in crude pens of rock. He would
chase the fish into a small slough and
patiently dam off its mouth with stones
and brush. Other dams would reatrict the
space still more, until he could stab the
fish with his knife.
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Instinet was Og’'s master—as It is all
men's—yet his higher facultles served him
in many ways. Only by his intelligence
was he able to establish some sort of a
crude philosophy of life. And this was a
thing that no beast would have even at-
tempted. What did the wolf care who
made the moon, as long as {t lighted his
hunting trails?

Og liked to whisper his own name, and
think about it. “Og!” But what was Og,
and where had he come from, and where
was he bound? Where did everything come
from? What was the idea of it all?

He scratched his head in vain. Yet he
evolved a few theorles, commensurate with
his experience and intelligence. The sun,
for instance, was no doubt a god of the
most powerful order. It was not a dead
god, as some of the far-off mountalns that
had no moving shadows seemed to be, but
8 living being who cast an image on the
water, and moved from one horizon to the
other. Moreover., he seemed friendly to-
ward Og. He made Og’s skin feel pleasant,
and checered him In ways that he could not
analyze.

E DECIDED that the sun must be the

author of his being. It seemed to take
care of hlm and love Lim. as a mother
bear loves her cubs. Yet he did not feel
particularly grateful. He was yet to regard
life as a precious gift; usually it was a
bitter burden, a succession of woes, dlsap-
polntments, and terrors. It was significant
that he made no sacrifices to the sun. He
seemed to take the yellow god’s care and
friendship for granted, as something due a
child from its parent. Instcad, he made his
offering to the fear gods--the spirits who
hated him and wanted to hurt him—in an
effort to propitiate them. When he bowed
before his bird god it was In fear as much
as gratitude, lest the spirit should feel

offended and take away such favors as had
been given him.

Such religion as he had was not im-
pelled by love, but by hate and fear. He
walked with care, zealous of taboo, not to
give thanks to the love gods, but to curry
the favor and turn the wrath of demons.
And when Og's head ached, and he peered
blindly and hazily into civilized times, it
seemed that he had heard of such things
before.

Civilized men, also, prayed to demons.
Like Og, they performed a hundred serv-
ices of superstition to one service of thank-
fulness to the Lord. When they did kneel,
it was not in gratitude to a loving god,
rather it was a cave-man’'s entreaty for
added favors and for protectlon against
disaster.

Og's love god, the sun, was not all-
powerful. It hid away, at tlmes, and it
fled behind the mountains when the dark
came down. Og saw the dawn break and
the light spread before the sun came in
sight above the horizon. Therefore, he
could not guess that the rising sun actual-
ly caused the day. In his mind, the day
and the night were natural divisions of
time over which the sun had no sway.
And this conception is common to almost
all primitive people. Even in the written
history of the Old Testament, the light
was divided from the darkness on the first
day of creation; although the sun was not
created, “to rule the day,” until the fourth
day of creation. T§ Og, the sun was simply
the day god, who fled in terror just before
the night dropped down.

The day was life; the night, death. The
moon was a cold god that ruled over death.
Just as the sun was friendly to Og, the
moon favored the wild beasts of the forest.
She lighted thelr tralls and assisted them
in their hunting. When she went peering
into the black thickets, Og thought she was
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a hunter herself. And thus Ogden Ruthe-
ford might have traced, rightly or wrong-
ly. the beginnings of the idea of Diana,
the huntress.

A man must not sleep with the moon-
light upon him. It would reveal him to the
eyes of the wild hunters. In time this would
come to be taboo, bad luck. That she was
their particular god was further evidenced
by the'songs of woe that the wolves sang
to her on the rocky hills. Plainly they
were appcaling to thelr god for help.

The stars were eyes. Probably they were
the eyes of demons, searching for Og in the
darkness. If they found him, they would
heap woe upon him.

Pack of all the gods and all the demwons
Or concelved of a greater god—the first of
*em all. But he was too remote, too
vague, to trouble Og much. Og's thought
wns kent busy with more immediate ter-
rars, Og's unlverse was a great battlefield.
A1 the powers were at war; some among
themselves, some of them leagued agalnst
men. Death fought life. The day fought
tle nirht. The raw forces of nature fought
the vislble creatures of the forest. He and
the other animals fought cach other,

What were they Aghting for? For food,
rerhaps: at least, his own wars were large-
1v to get food for his mouth. Hunger was
nasslon: in gratifying it, he found fear.
I"'ear and hunger were the two greatest
fcrces in his life.

Fear pursucd him ever. Even in his
cavern he could not wholly shut it out.
Outside the rock walls he heard the wind,
creeping through the coverts, seeking him.
It was a spirlt terrible and menacing past
thonght. Sometimes the lightning flashed;
a drcadful radiance to reveal his hiding
place and -expose him to the attack of
unseen enemlies who llve on the high peaks.
Apparently these enemies were throwing
areat stones at him; he could hear the
missiles rearing and rumbling down the
slopes. True, he never saw the stones, but
thelr noilse always accompanted the light-
ning; and once he saw where a great tree,
near his cavern entrance, had been
knocked to splinters by some invisible
force.

He tried ceaselesaly to placate the
powers. If ever a triumphant shout came
to his lips, he was Immedlately afrald that
some of the spirits that lived in the tree
trunks would hear him and turn his for-
tune to evil. Centurles before, the druld
worshipers had felt the same.

They had appeased the gods of the trees
by rapping humbly on the bark. And still

when a man boasts of his fortune, he feels
safer if he “knocks on wood.”

Oz’s greatest security was, of course, his
cave. It was not danger-proof—likely the
flends of the alr could follow him even
here—yet when he crawled into its dark
maw and rolled up his boulder as a bar-
ricade, a sweet peace lowered upon him. He
dared to cry aloud. He could take time to
chew his t and not bolt i1t whole. He
could sletgmsoundly. knowing that the
baneful forest was shut out. So'he de-
veloped a profound affection for Hls Uttle
home; an emotlon that in far-off éltles in
these modern times had become c¢om-
plicated with ‘many a strange fetish,

(JTRANGE were the thoyghts that visited

) him here in his cave.. Queef, un-
fathomable, some of the vislons that moved
before his eyes. It seemed to him that
somewhere, some time, he had known a

. cavern that was not dark—a retreat that

not only shut out the forest, but the night
as well—a place where light lingered, con-
jured up by some mighty maglc.

And this weird light was not steady and
clcar. like the light of day, but flickering
and leaping. It was ngt white, but red as
blood. It leaped high and died down, and
it was fed with sticks.

This was the most wonderful thing of all.
It was a god, perhaps, yet it was of man's
making and was under man’s control. And
no beast could share it. None of them
dared sit around it, basking In its glow.
Insteadq, they fled from it and sought ref-
uge In distant coverts, from which they
watched with yellow eyes. A man was safe
when he sat beside it; the horrors of the
night did not dare come in. When man
possessed this blessing, he ceased to be a
brute of the forest, and became almost a
god himself. From hence forth he was the
ruler of the wild.

Such were Og's visions. And where did
they come from? Not likely were they a
groping back to the Intelligent life of
Ogden Rutheford. He felt no headache, as
when the latter's memory stirred in its
sleep. Probably a vague flre knowledge
was Innate in Og, handed down by com-
paratively recent progenitors. True, man
has possessed the flame for only a few
hundred thousand years, yet even this
brief time might easlly have traced faint
records on the racial mind. Although Og
had no clear-speaking Instinct to seek fire
—flame not vet being an instinctive need—
he could dream of it faintly in moments
of abstraction.
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There came sometimes another vision
even more significant. As he lay on the
floor of his cave he sometimes dreamed
that he was not alone. And his companlon
was not merely a tame wolf. It was no
barking “first friend,” but some one closer
to him than even a friend might be. With
this vislon came a dream of warmth, of
added security, of strange happiness.

The very alr was a thrill. The forest he
knew so well was enthralled with some new
feeling—new but unfathomably old. The
animals were behaving strangely. Their
daily habits of sleep and feeding were
disrupted. They no longer moved leisurely
from place to place, but hurried by as if
driven by some terrific inner urge. Night
would ind them on another range from
where their shadow fell at dawn.

The moose and caribou bulls seemed
oddly belligerent. They ran about simply
spoiling for a fight, and when a big-
harned male met another of his own kind,
they charged in fury. And these were not
such little pushing fights as Og had seen
all summer. Not now were they contesting
the right of way on the narrow forest
tralls, nor were they striving for first
cholce of feeding grounds. Many of thelr
battles were to the death. Their soft horns
had now grown out and had hardened like
fangs, and the deep-plunged points were
often red with a rival’s blood. They pawed
the ground and bawled; their antlers
clicked and clashed as they fought for
supremacy.

Even thelr calls had changed. The wind
carried the sound of challenges and roar-
ings and entreaties that Og had never
heard before. The moose kept up a con-
tinual honking grunt, synchronized with
his stride; and sometimes he blared like
the thunder god across the water.

The wolves, lean hunters and gray, had
Jolned into packs. No longer Og met them
alone on the rocky hills, and no more did
they remain in little family groups. As Og
heard them running along the ridge, sing-
ing Heaven knows what of fierce emotions,
his own heart seemed to swell.

All these volces found their echo in Og's
longing. They seemed to express his own
need. Yet what this need was he did not
know.

The dream of a companion by his side
increased in vividness. Yet when he began
to wander farther and farther every day
from his cave, it was with no conscious
thought of making that dream come true.
He seemed to be driven by an urge within
himself.

One day he roamed far southward. He
did not pause to notice that he was fol-
lowing up a warm south wind. On this
wind were scents that he could not iden-
tity, yet which called up vague exciting
memorles from the deepest wells of his
mind. The strange hunger gnawed ever
more flercely. It even shut out food hunger,
and he scarcely glanced at the game that
crossed his trall.

Begulling scents! They drew him twenty
miles from home before the lengthening
shadows startled him, and bade him re-
member fear. At once he turned and
started back, running. The dark closed in
behind him, far faster than in mid-sum-
mer, and the wolves began to sing on his
trall.

At last fear drove him into a tree,
there to spend the night amid the
branches.

N dawn returned, Og did not go
back to his cave, but continued on
south. The scents became stronger, and
somehow they recalled those curlous fire
dreams he had experienced in his cavern.
The shrubbery along the trall, usually so
fresh and sweet, had an acrid taint that
mystified him utterly.

He began to feel vaguely afrald This
fear was heightened when he began to
notice an increasing scarcity of fresh
animal tracks. No more did the bull moose
bawl at him from some reedy river margin.
Plainly the larger, more intelligent beasts
had forsaken this immediate vicinity. No
more did the herds of caribou flle through
the highland parks.

Suddenly he came to an imprint of a new
kind. He stopped, round-eyed; his hand
crept toward his knife. This was no track
of hoof or paw; rather it suggested his
own old tracks that he sometimes found,
made before the strange foot-covering that
the bird god had put upon him had
sloughed off. Yet on closer examination he
knew it had some more mysterious, more
fearful origin.

He crouched down, peering in all direc-
tions. For five minutes he made no visible
motion, and the leaves of the shrubbery
above him hung in silence. Then he crept
slowly forward

In his half milllon years as a hunter,
primitive man learned how to stalk. Og's
four months in the wilds of the Yukon had
called forth that knowlege and had put it
into operation In his body. It was no won-
der, then, that he moved like gray smoke
through the underbrush. No stone rattled
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under hls feet, no branch slid scraping
from his side. All but naked, blackened by
sun, wind, and earth, furtlve of step and
movement, his form was hard to see
1gainst the dappled background of brush-
wood. Bearded of face, long of halr, and
»ild and flerce of eye, he would be hard to
dentify as the one-time sophisticate and
*hild of civilization, Ogden Rutheford.

This was no longer Ogden Rutheford; it
vas Og, the Dawn Man. And when he met
v tall form in the trail, only a ghost-rid-
ien, brute mind made response.

Terror selzed him In its Icy grip. As far
18 he could tell, this was another white
skinned, barefaced deity such as he had
een asleep In the arms of the bird god, Yet
t was not the same belng. Its body had
iifferent covering. Also, it carried a long
mplement of stecl and wood.

So Intense was Og’'s fear that it drowned
Jut certain other obscure emotions—per-
naps a vague feellng of relationship, such
as a wolf might feel for a coyote, or the
selled moose for a white-maned caribou.
Such points of resemblance to himself as
Og might have seen in the stranger were
offset by the welrd and awful difference
between them: the absence of halr on his
face, the fearful pallor of his skin, his
strange raiment, and the smell of smoke on
his body. Og’s only operating Impulse was
to flee.

The stranger had not seen hlm yet. It
happened that he was an experienced out-
door man—hired for certaln work in which
superior woodcraft was essential—-but he
did not know the llghts and shadows as
Og knew them. But as Og turned to steal
away, the light glimmered on his knife,
and his dim, dark form suddenly projected
vividly out of its brushy background.

The stranger cried out sharply. The
sound was not a snarl of fury, as Og had
expected, but rather an exclamation of
intense excitement. Then, as the Dawn
Man fled away; the stranger ran after him,
calling on Og to stop.

A tree limb was handy for Og, but he did
not reach for it. The branches seemed to
offer no refuge. Only flight, heartrending
and desperate, could save him from this
supernatural being who ran and shouted
on his trall. And in his terror he could not
realize that the shouts were nelther angry
nor flerce, but were imploring.

They frightened him hardly less than
the pursulng hunter himself. The wind
hurled them Into his ears, and-he knew
that they were the blackest voodoo that
the wind had ever echoed in hls cave. It

was not the strangeness of the sounds that
so appalled him—with thoughts beyond
the dim reach of his soul—but their famil-
farity. They called up visions, clearer
than ever before, of what must be the
world of gods: a land of mlracles, of en-
chantment, of things that made no sense.
They stirred him as he had never known
he could be stirred.

The truth was that the soundsy were
arousing an amnesic from hls forgetful-
ness. It was only a slight rift in the gdark-
ness of obllvion—only a passing glegm of
a previous existence, mingled and- con-
fused with brute conceptions that were
Og's; yet It showed that he could be oured
He was simply responding in a minol
degree, to certaln stimull which had neve:
come so clear before.

“Ogden Rutheford!” the stranger was
shouting. No wonder the name seemed to
have supernatural significance In Og's
brute mind! “Rutheford, come back! We're
your friends, Rutheford; don't run away
from us. Rutheford, Rutheford, come
back!”

Thus the crles rang out, faimter and
more faint as Og raced away. Who could
catch this wolf-manh on such tralls as
these? His fellow wolves, perhaps, and the
fleet shadows of the clouds, but no ordin-
ary search party of two-legged beings. The
gulde that Ogden Rutheford’'s friends had
hired returned to camp with an almost
incredible story of a half-naked wild man
he had seen in the woods, who had
vanished like a puff of smoke in the thick
brush, and who, as far as the gulde knew,
was stil] at large.

‘CHAPTER V

SHE-WHO-LAUGHED

G RAN until the blue ridges lay be-
tween him and danger. He ran
until the last taint of wood smoke

had vanished from the shrubbery, leaving
it fresh and sweet. He ran until the trail
was beaten down and criss-crossed with
the fresh tracks of his famillar animal
nelghbors, moose and caribou, wolt and
bear. He ran untll he drew his breath in
sobs and so could run no more.

At length he crawled up a tree to rest.
Here he hung for a long time, his mind in
a turmoll. But at last his strange vistons
began to pass off. The mountalnlike towers,
the crowds, the thronging streets, and such
other seeming flgments of enchantment
which the stranger’s cries had conjured up,
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faded into mist and disappeared. No long-
er did he grope into the past. The forest
world resumed its familiar aspect. Once
more he felt at home.

A creature of mixed identify had climbed
the tree. The person of Ogden Rutheford
had stirred in his sleep and, for a brief
instant, all but wakened in Og’s consclous-
ness. But now he had gone to sleep again.
The man who climbed down the tree was
wholly the Dawn Man, brutish, Instinct
driven, simply the basic human species
with clvilization left off.

He did not go back to his cave. The
heart-hunger that had driven him from
home had been but briefly forgotten,
silenced by the voices of his terror, and
now It clamored in his breast again. He
could not stay here. He could not again
endure the lonely darkness of his lair.
Where could he find the cure to that lone-
liness? The r :J!ng breath from the south
had only led him1 into danger. No doubt
he would find danger wherever he went;
but he could not stay. He stood listening
. for a moment, then struck off eastward.
He would search the hills where the sun
god made his lair.

Once moare he traveled fast. He even
resented the time spent in hunting meat.
He bolted the raw flesh and hastened on.

That night he spent in a tree beside an
unknown lake. Fully launched forth upon
his journey, he wasted no yearnings for
the security of his cave. Another night
found him almost thirty miles beyond, in a
strange, lost land of stunted trees and
windy plateaus and barren crags. Even
here he did not ind what he desired. The
nearing peaks thrilled him, and the round
hills gave him queer, dreamy thoughts; but
his loneliness remained a gnawing devil in
his vitals. He could not rest. He could not
stay. Even when the trees gave way to
shrubs, and the shrubs to gray barrens
dotted with old snowbanks, he could not
turn back.

There was no safety for him here. If the
wolves took his trail, there was no tree to
shelter him. If he met a grizzly in the pass,
there was no hope but flight. Besides these
dangers, there was hardly any meat to
sustain his strength. In the whole of a
long day he killed only a single rock rabbit,
hardly big enough to flll his hand.

He found a pass where the wind shrieked
like a demon. Below him lay the gray slide
rock, and farther down, the deep-blue
sweep of wooded hills. Here were new
lakes, new rivers, new hunting country.
Here he might find his heart’s desire.
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Yet it remained a long search. Before it
was over, he found many things that he
was not looking for. One of these was a
new fear—in some ways the darkest, most
creepy fear that his ghost-ridden soul had
known. A new spirit was abroad in the
land. It was a threat that every wind
carried to his ears. It was a prophecy writ-
ten large on every hillside. The forest
seemed to crouch, shivering, in dread of
some impending attack.

The first sign was the death of the sum-
mer flowers. For no apparent reason, they
were drooping and dying, and wild bees
hummed about them no more, and no more
they filled the alr with their faint, sweet
perfume. Soon not even their shadows
remalned, dancing on the ground.

Presently the leaves of the deciduous
trees began to change color. No more were
they shimmering green, but were yellow
as marsh grass. This was bad enough; but
soon they underwent an even more omin-
ous change.

It began with a cold dawn in late Sep-
ternber. Og shivered in his tree, and when
he climbed down, his legs were stiff and
lame. There was & curious sparkle, darkly
ominous, on the grass. When he touched
it, it tinkled musically, and it was cold on
his fingertips. On the still pools there was
a thin, transparent crust.

No wonder Og was appalled. The raw
forces with which he strove were revealing
themselves in a new and terrible }ight.
They were the masters of his life, these
powers, and though they had spared him
so far, now they meant to crush him utter-
ly. He sensed their hatred, their menace,
their cruel might, as never before.

The leaves changed from yellow to red.
It was as if they were bleeding from death
wounds that the frost had inflicted. A

-sign even more ominous was the waning
sun. No more did it rise up long before
he wakened and sink long before he slept.
Indeed, the night was now the same length
as the day. And it seemed to Og that the
god’s rays were ever less ardent. No more
did they glow upon his skin. He felt chilly
even at midday.

The winds blew colder, brisker. The red
leaves began to flutter from their boughs.
The little evergreen trees seemed to hud-
dle together, and they whispered and sghiv-
ered the whole night long. Worst of all
the signs was the departure of many of
his wild nelghbors. The birds, particularly,
were forsaking the bare limbs and vanish-
ing In the night. Where they went Og
could not guess; he only knew that they
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were seeking a refuge from some imminent
peril. He wished that he could follow them
away.

The wolves still chorused on the ridges,
but now they sang a different tune. No
more was {t a mating song; rather
it was the dirge of the dylng summer.
They sang of the pain of life; of hunger
to come. They walled of the cold scourge
that would soon be lashing at their flanks;
of the whirling, blinding blizzards that
were lurking, ready to swoop down, beyond
the northern hlills; and of the weary
wastes of white that would soon sweep
forest and plain.

The kindly Yukon summer was all but
done. The terrible Yukon winter was
poising to attack. In the meantime sped
the wild pageant of the autumn, gold haze
and blood-red leaves and walling flocks of
wild fowl in the darkening sky. No won-
der Og glanced fearfully toward the ngrth.
No wonder he hurried his search to the
very limit of his endurance!

VER did it occur to him to turn back

and seek the lonely refuge of his cave.
The dominant instinct that drove him on
shut out such a thought. He would dle,
perhaps, but he could not turn back. Al-
ways he must hasten on—as a lone gray
wolf had hastened some weeks before—
to ind his goal while there was yet time.
Soon the snow would close the passes. The
land would be barricaded like a fortress.

Fear could not dim his inner unrest. It
ravaged him all the more. It might be that
he had only a few weeks to live, the lower-
ing clouds and the waning sun seemed to
prophesy darkly. And he must not die; he
must answer the call before the day's end,
before the deep dusk covered him.

This was more than a personal instinct.
It was almost inspiration. Also, it was a
strange thing, grimly and startlingly signif-
icant. Is man but a toy of Nature? Has
she no care for the individual, other than
for the reproduction of his kind? It
seemed 80, in Og's case. He was driven on
like thistledown before the wind, and
for the same blological purpose. He was
proving hls kinship to the lower forms of
life as never before, kinship not merely
with the wolf and the bear, but with the
salmon, the lowly moth, the summer
flowers. These also lived only that they
might proereate. The salmon made haste
up his riffles, not to preserve his own life
—already doomed when he left the sea—
but only that his spawn might fill the river
again. Often he battered himself to death

in his blind effort to reach the spawning
waters where he was born.

The moth, dropping its eggs in the
calyx of the flower, was already ripe for
death. The flower itself waned, withered,
and perished as soon as it cast lts seed.
Thus it was with Og; Nature had no care
for his life, provided it might appear in
another generation. When, for his own
sake, he should have been storing meat
and furs for winter, she drove him on in
a remorseless quest.

But perhaps his purpose was an exalted
one, after all. Perhaps, in his blind, dark
way, he was seeking immortality. It might
be that the threat of winter, its darkness
prophetic of his own decline, warned him
that he must reproduce himself while there
was yet time. Otherwise the world might
whirl on without him. His shadow self
might go to dwell in some far country,
and unless he bore fruit there would be
no echo of him remaining on the earth’s
face. No face that was once part of his
life would taste meat, smell flowers, behold
the glory of the sunset, hear the night
songs of the forest.

There was still another factor in this

love hunt. Og's quest was not merely
brutish; it was bound up with a longing
for human companionship. Man has al-
ways been a gregarious specles. Moreover,
he has llved in famlily groups for so many
centuries that he has a clear-cut anti-
pathy against llving alone. It might be
that Og was building better than he knew.
Perhaps he subconsclously realized that
he could not face the winter alone; that
only by cooperation with others could he
hope to survive. Perhaps this reckless
quest at the dawn of winter was not self-
destruction, but really self-preservation.
Instead of cruelty on Nature's part—a
remorseless sacrifice of the individual for
the sake of the specles—It might be loving
kindness.
- In his dreams Og had found a lifelong
companion, someone to hearten him In
his fight against the raw powers of the
wild. Blindly, brutishly, he was striving to
make those dreams come true.

On a late September day Og descended
a long ridge on the banks of an uncharted
river. As he started to work his way down
this stream, searching for a ford where
he might cross, he came to a curious mark
on a tree. A bit of bark had been removed,
leaving a white scar that caught the eye.
A short distance down the river was a
similar mark.

At first he thought that this was the
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work of porcupkes. Often the gnawing
teeth of Thornback made marks like these
in the cottonwoods. But presently he came
to another opinion. The trees were too
segularly spaced, too similarly marked.
And now the short hairs were creeping on
his neck, and his pulse was booming like
a war drum in his ears.

These marks had been cut with metal!
No animal fang could have made such a
clean wound. Somewhere in this valley
lived beings like himself, masters of the
blade! Fearfully, but with quivering eager-
ness, he began to follow the blazed trall.

He must find these beings! Even if they
turned out to be gods, not men, he must
peer at them from the thicket before he
resumed his journey. Thls was a need
he could not put by.

The trall led away from the river,
around impassable bluffs, and, back to
the bank again. At every turn of it,
Og's excitement increased. Almost at
every step he found fresh evidence of some
god-like presence occupying the valley.
And now only his deep fear kept him from
hurrying forward at a run.

This fear did not concern his old animal
neighbors. These had been driven from
the valley. S8uch beasts as remained
skulked only in the deep woods, and never
walked boldly on this trail of the gods.
He saw nelther their tracks, nor their rub-
bing places, nor their claw marks on the
tree bark. Indeed, the scarcity of animal
1ife increased his fear, rather than less-
ened 1t. What beings were these that could
intimidate even the wolves? Meanwhile,
he himself suffered from a deep-seated,
superstitious dread.

HE AIR began to be tainted. A curious

acrid smell hung on the shrubbery. Og
did not know what 1t was, and he feared it
poignantly. But far away and long ago it
Yad had some momentous meaning for
am.

Even now it was vaguely familiar,
In some falnt Inner consciousness. He
had loved it once, perhaps; and if some
of the Dawn Man’s more deeply ingrained
instincts could be overcome, he might
learn to love it agaln.

He hegan to detect other smells, all of
which had dim associations for him. One
smell seemed to be of fish, combined with
smoke. Another was of willd-animal pelts,
on which rain had long beaten. The third
was an animal smell—somehow llke that
of a wolf, yet vastly different. And all these
scents ralsed the pitch of his excit®ment.

His eyes were narrow and glittering In
their deep sockets.

Suddenly he paused. In the trall were
fresh tracks. No animal that he knew
had left them here; they were neither
round like a wolf’s nor triangular llke a
bear’s. In outline they were like his own
imprints, but they showed no toe marks.
Yet they were different in many respects
from the tracks of the god man, seen on
his southward jaunt. There was no dis-
tinct mark of the heel, and no little holes
made by tiny fangs growing In the soles
of the god man’s foot.

He followed the tracks, and soon they
were jolned by others. Presently they be-
came so numerous that he could no longer
tell the stale from the fresh. Other even
more ominous signs became frequent. One
of these was the trunk of a tree, cut even-
ly off some three feet from the ground.

No knife had done this. No thin blade
of steel could have slashed through that
body-breadth of spruce wood. Plainly
these river dwellers had magic greater
than his own. Not even the beaver’s fangs
could have made such a clean cut. And
on the ground were chips, indicating the
use of a heavler, more powerful weapon
than his.

Beside the river he found an animal
trap of devilish ingenuity. A mink had
sprung it, trying to reach a bait, and a
welght had fallen. Now the mink lay dead.

Og was hungry, and he might have eaten
even this rank flesh, except for his fear
of the trap. As it was, he backed away,
shivering ‘in awe. Surely some god-like
being had contrived the instrument. No
mere man, like himself, could even con-_
celve of it.

He crept on with utmost cautlon. It
might be that other such traps lay in the
trall, big enough t{o catch unwelcome visit-
ors llke himself. He was pale, trembling,
shaken to the core. He walked with the
sllence of a cat, peering into every thicket.
His eyes were no longer narrow, but round.
Only the urge and lash of overpowering
instinct kept him from turning about and
fleelng in panic.

And now he was close to the god men's
lair. He knew this fact fromn the pungency
of the alr taints. And suddenly a loud
sound froze him in the brush with terror.

It was a beast noise, surely. It sounded
remotely like the how) of wolves. Yet even
Devil-in-the-Twilight would noaver dare to
bespeak himself so close to the giants’
lairs; and Og Instantly knew that the
sound had some other source. What it
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was he could not imagine, but his hair
crept on his head.

Instantly he turned off the trall and
vanished in the thickets. Yet even now
he did not retreat. Testing the air cur-
rents, he worked about until he was
stralght downwind f{rom the strangers’
lairs. The god men could not smell him
now. Even i{f they had powers of scent
to match their wolf-like voices, they could
not take him In downwind.

Once more he crept torward. The bruch-
wood opened and shut to let him through,
silcat as swinging doors. So perfect was
his stalk that he almost stepped on a
ground squirrel before the little furry
brother scampered from his path.

The wolf-like noises were ever louder.
And now they mingled with other sounds:
crles and shouts and long-drawn, gut-
tural mutterings that hurled Og’s thump-
ing heart into his throat. Uncouth, harsh
though these sounds were, they thrilled the
Dawn Man to the marrow of his bones.

Presently he reached the last cover. He
parted the branches with his arms and
peered through. The sight that met his
eyes surpassed his wildest expectations.

There was a cleared space by the river.
In this space were a dozen of the strangest-
looking lairs that Og could imagine. They
were conical in shape, twice as tall as a
man, and made of the skins of animals.

These skin houses alone were enough
Lo convince Og that he had found the god
men. What mighty klllings were here
shown! What hunters were these, to have
taken so many pelts! And there were no
stones to barricade the doors. The houses
could hardly keep out the wind, much less
a charging bear. Thus it was plain that
the demigods who lived therein had no
fear of anlmals. They slept unguarded.
They were assured that even the wolf pack,
the most powerful hunting unit in the

forest, would never dare to stalk and
snarl about these lairsl

But what of these shaggy beasts that
howled at the doorways? How had these
found courage to come here? Apparently
they were of the wolf breed—they were
of the same size, and had the long, gaunt
outline of the Devil-of-the-Twilight—and
surely they made bold at the very thras-
hold of the gods. But Og socon hit upon
the explanation. He remembered that he
himself had dreamed of killing a mother
wolf, stealing her cubs, and taking them
to his lair to ralse. These superhuman be-
ings Uving in the skin lairs had not only
dreamed that same dream, but had made
it come true. Thus they had companions
to share thelr lonely nights.

And the wolfish brutes were not only
friends and comrades; they were also
slaves. This fact became plain as Og
watched the village activities. So mighty
were these tent dwellers that they could
not only tame the savage beasts of the
forest, but also make them bend their
strong backs in toll.

HERE were scores of other proofs of
the villagers’ might. Around the doors
were voodoo tools without number. There
were racks on which fish hung drying.
There were long sticks, tipped with fan-
like points of some reddish metal. There
were meshes made of finely cut caribou
leather, the purpose of which Og could
not guess. There were stone bowls full of
meat, and sticking In a near-by log was
a demon tool for cutting wood. Og could
account, now, for the smoothly chopped
stump he had seen. This tool had a wooden
handle, and a head of reddish metal with
a broad cutting edge. Not even the beaver
wore such a fang.
The greatest of all the wonders was
fire. Og froze with awe as he looked at
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It. True, the noon cooking was done, and
{he fires had all but burned out; but even
the smoking charcoal remaining was.ter-
rible enough! Og could not have endured
a greater mystery. If the flames had been
leaping, yellow and red, fiercely devouring
the Jogs that the god men cut with their
hardened copper tools, surely Og would
have turned and fled. This would have
been a.sight too fearful for wild-beast
eyes to bear. As it was, he stood stricken
and pale, and the skin crawled on his
back.

No wonder the forest folk avolded this
spot! It reeked with the aecrid smell of
wood smoke. The taint was everywhere,
obscuring all other scents by which ani-
mals might interpret thelr surroundings.
Since they see with their noses more than
with thelr eyes, since they know lfe al-
most altogether in terms of scent, here
they would have been stricken blind.

And now Og became aware of a most
horrible fact. These tent dwellers prac-
tised unnatural rites! When they killed
their meat in the woodland, they did not
merely carry It to their lairs and devour
it, as was seemly. They first gave It to
the fire! They let the devil flames eat at
the flesh. The stench of the burned meat
«as plain in the alr.

No wonder the animals fled in horror
from this place! No wonder they were
driven to panic by man’s faint smell on
the wind! Only Og’s half-human courage
ept him {from fleeing too.

As he stood walching, this courage grew.
The first shock of the sight passed off, and
he could even begin to subdue his horror
of the cooked flesh. What remained was
largely wonder of a most thrilling kind,
born of a wonderful idea that was now
taking shape in hls brain.

He was slowly coming to a momentous
conclusion—that these tent dwellers were
not gods, but men! In spite of their un-
~varded houses. in spite of their tools and
‘heir tame wolves, even in splte of the
voodoo work of their fire making, they
v-ere somehiow. sonie way, his own people.
Of course, they were supermen. Not for
an Inston: did he doubt this fact. They
wvore the suprreme monarchs of the wild.
Yet they were not demons. nor any super-
natural beings to fade fromMis sight in
a pu? of their own smoke.

He ~ame o thls oninion by slow, sure
sters, Perily, perhaps, it was Inspiraiion,
»n instinetive feelinz of kirshin with these
beirgs; but partly it was intelligent induc-

tion of & high order. He began to realize

that they were not utterly unlike him in
any way, and that their power differed
from his only in degree. Thelir lairs of
caribou skin soon ceased to be an un-
fathomable mystery. These were not of
supernatural origin. Indeed, !f he had
sufficlent skins, he might make such lairs
himself. He had already made use of
leather in & more primitive way. In his
cave he had lain on a sun-dried.caribou
pelt, and he had employed the same mate-
rial in fashioning a sheath for his knife.

The feel of this knife in his hand re-
minded hilm that He, like the villagers,
was a wielder of tools. A long spear, lean-
ing beside the door of one of the tents,
was only & knife on a stick. The tree-
chopping ax was only an elaboration of
the knife idea, fitted with a wooden handle.
Thelr only possession that set them def-
initely apart from him was fire; and some
time, somewhere, he might have known
this, too. Once or twice, In his cave, he
had seen visions of flickering light.

Physlcally the tent dwellers were quite
like him. They were not ghostly white,
like the man god he had met that day on
the trail. Indeed, they were even darker
than himsclf. They must have llved long
in the sun to have tanned thelr skins to
such a deep shade. In this respect they
looked as his instincts told him they
should look, llke his lost comrades of a
thousand ccnturles ago. True, they covered
their bodies with sking, but this custom
was human and understandable. It was
just cold protection, such as he himself
might have evolved in time. And though
they were not blackly bearded, as he was,
the men’s faces, as he quickly noted from
his concealment, were not utterly naked.
. And Og's eyes had told him true. There
was no insurmountable barrier between
these brown-skinned tent dwellers and
himself. Technlcally, they were of a dif-
ferent branch of the human family; ac-
tually, they werec closer to this brutish
Dawn Man than any white tribe could have
teon. Certainly they belonged to Og’s iden-~
tical species; Lhey differed from him only
in culturc. ’

They were Incians of one of the remote
Mackenzic tribes. Their culture was vastly
ereat conpared to Og's, but because they
dwelt In that oreat wilderness between the
Yukon and the Mackenzie—on a river
clled the Nahhane, and far from any
(rzding post—they were the least clvilized
of any Northwest natives. They had no
rifles. They still sped the feathered arrow.
Their spears were tipped with oopper
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points; copper nardened in tne long ago,
by a process forgotten and whispered no
more in the medicine lodges of the tribe.

Yes, these tent dwellers were men, not
gods. And how would this affect Og’s long
search? Why did his eyes narrow and his
temples throb when an Indian girl
emerged from her teepee and bent to fill
her arms with wood?

HIS native girl had never appcared on

a magazine cover. She was not at all
the type that adorns calendars and is
portrayed beside a mountain rill. Rather
she was simply a typical young Indian
woman of the Upper Nahhane, untouched
by white man’s civilization and not in the
least suggestive of the white man’s ideal
of beauty. She was extremely dark. Except
for her long, stralght hair she could have
passed for a mulatto. She was not of the
tall plains tribes, but was short and heavily
bullt. 8he wore neither beads nor feathers,
but a hooded parka and leggings of cari-
bou leather.

In splte of all thils, she made an absorb-
ing plcture. She fitted into the background
with that accord which Nature always
seems able to achleve, and which is the
aaturalist’s delight. Her skin was some-
thow llke the forest browns—glossy and as
full of tawny lights as the fur of an otter.
Her sturdy figure suggested the strong
sub-arctic animals; even her garments
were so chosen, by centurles of selection,
that they possessed not only utility but a
certaln harmony with her surroundings
that almost constituted beauty In this
wild country.

On a city’s streets she would have seemed
grotesque. In the clothes of ecivilization
she would have been called ugly. Even in
3 painting she would not have been pleas-
tng, unless the artist had also portrayed
her proper surroundings. Yet here, among
the skin tents and on the banks of this
unmapped river, she was more than a
pleasant sight. She lighied up the picture;
she gave a warmth to the chill background
that would stir the pulses even of civilized
men.

And when Og looked at her, he knew
that his long quest was done. He knew
now what he had not known before—the
lodestone that had drawn him over the
mountains and the wild northern rivers,
through the hushed forests and across
the desolate tundras. He knew at last the
nature of the unrest that had preyed on
him so long. He knew that here was his
journey's end, and the beginning of the

fulfilment of a summer’s dream. He knew,
beyond all doubt, that here was hla heart's
desire.

Her darkness did not repel him. Even %4
Ogden Rutheford, the sophisticate, had
come dreams of dusky skins, smooth and
warm to the touch. Men loved dark wom-
en for fifty thousand years before the cold
north—and the shade of the anclent
Lithuanian forests—ever wiped the pig-
ment from a human face. The women of
Og’s dreams had all been dark; and indeed
the Dawn Man could conceive of no other
type.

The girl’s face and arms were silky and
naked, and this was as it should be. He
felt no displeasure at her halrless skin.
The men that moved through Og’s nightly
dreams, and who, even in daydreams, his
jungle mind occasionally conjured up,
were usually rather hairy, but the wom-
en were smooth as flower petals. This
strange fact could be readily explained.
At that period of time that Og represented
—ages before the gray dawn of clvilization,
yet far along in the history of the human
animal—women had already been bred
hairless. The male preference for a warm,
smooth skin had, by the selective pro-
cesses of nature, left its mark on the race.

He could see the dusky smoothness of
her arms, as the sleeves of her parka fell
back; her cheeks had a warm, dark glow.
As she came nearer, he realized she had
a friendly, smiling, good-natured face.

And what did this latter qualification
mean to Og? The answer was not far to
seek. This being who stood entranced at
the edge of the clearing was not a beast
but a man. Of culture and clvilization he
knew nothing, but he was already the
heir to a thousand centuries of wife-
cherishing. He was not a bear, to meet
his mate In the forest, Journey with her
for & moon or two, and then go his soli-
tary way. ile was-not a wolf, to devour
the mother of his cubs In times of famine.
Already he stood head and shoulders above
any other animal of the Wild. He was a
human being. with the beginning of hu-
man ideas, with that capacity for exalted
love which iIs man’s elone.

He loved this girl's face. If he knew
beauty at all, this was beautiful to him.
It made him feel warm, and elated, and
generous. He could not be cruel to her. He
would protect her from danger as bravely
as he could protect himself. He wanted
her to live, to remain in his sight. He could
feel any pain In her body almost as poig-
nantly as his own pain.
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He loved her. This was an unqualified
fact. He wanted her with that childish
intensity that a child wants love. His heart
ached for her, till it was llke sickness. He
did not stop to think whether or not she
might learn to love him. Such a thought
was utterly beyond the Dawn Man. It
would have required a reversal of view-
point of which his brute mind was incap-
able. He only knew that he could not bear
to live another day without her.

For a moment she stood quite close to
him, looking dreamily into the wood, His
heart almost stopped beating. The thought
came that he might leap forth from his
hiding-place, snatch her in his arms, and
aart away.

The thought of holding her fast in his
arms, intoxicated him. It almost made him
forget the first and greatest of all laws,
self-preservation. To attempt to abduct
the girl now, in broad daylight would
simply mean his own death. The tent
dwellers would te on his trall in an instant,
and their wolf slaves would howl at his
heels, and their fanged sticks would go
whizzing past his ears. He could not escape
them in their own valley. They would
cut him off, as thr: wolf pack cuts off the
flect caribou. And presently the voodoo
weapons of the god men would pierce his
lcart, and he would lic as the wolverene
had lain, curiously huddled in the r.d
spruce needles.

True. he might hold her for a moment
at least. But on the other hand if he
could but master his heart and await his
cpportunity, he might hold her and keep
lcr, too.

His skin tingled, and hls heart stopped
beating, and hc trembled all over; yet
his bedy held. He did not leap from his
ambush. And prescntly the glrl sighed
and reentered heg tent.

HROUGH. the remainder of the after-
noon Og lurked in the thickets. Hour
after hour he crouched without motion.
Never had he so proved his long schooling
in the Wild. Never had he so shown his
kinship with the beasts, nor the supcrb
<levelopment of his instincts. A wolf can
do this—hover in ambush with no more
motion that the shadow of a stone, and a
snake can lie lifcless as a stone itself: but
it Is hardly a human faculty. Moreover, he
felt no fatigue. He knew how to relax
every muscle.
Through a rift in the brush he could
watch the village activities. He saw men
come back from fishing, their shoulders

bowed with strings of salmon. He saw
the women carrying water, and he watched
the children’s games. When the dusk fell,
the villagers built their supper fires in
front of their tents.

Fortunately for Og, these fires were lit-
tle and low. They were fed just enough
fuel to heat the cooking pots; and thus
a lazy breed of men were saved many &
step at wood hauling, and many an ax
blow. Low fires, and close-leaping shadows,
and an occaslonal red gleam leaping over
a dusky face—this was ever an Indian
village scene at night. Flickering so wanly
in the gloom, the flame gods were not so
terrible as Og had anticipated. He was
awed by the flickering lights, but he could
not see them devour the strong, tough
spruce wood, and he was spared the crackle
and roar and leaping glory of a white
man’s fire. Because of the gloom, he falled
to see the voodoo rite which he had feared
most of all—the glving of animal flesh to
the yellow flame.

He did not run away, and Indeed, he
soon forgot to stare at the distant, flick-
ering lights. He was lost in an even greater
mystery—a mounting flame in his own
breast. Meanwhlle he watched a girl who

.squatted at the door of her father’s teepee.

He could see her but dimly. Only at in-
tervals did a fire-beam leap to her face
.nd show the long, dark slits of her eyes.
Her tent was on the near side of the en-
campment. The dark trees looked gray
and ghostly; the river was burnished
bright as Og’s knife. On the girl’s tawny
face the moon wrought magic beyond any
voodoo or demon or fire.

This was the love moeon. It had guided
a lover to his heart's desire a thousand
centurics before it ever lighted the barley-

flelds for reapers.

Now Luna was at the full—and og's
heart, too. was full. The anclent lunacy
swept him agaln.

In the hushed dark, the wolf dogs
howled. Two gaunt males met in battle—
for an ancient cause—and a man shouted
and separated them. Beyond the fires, the
forest throbbed and thrilled. There was
whispering within the tent walls.

As Og watched, his eyes themselves llke
blue moons in the dark, a stalwart brave
walked between the tents and sat down
beslde the girl. The two exchanged shy
glances, and often their hands touched.

The girl seemed flattered by the visit.
No wonder—this was Red Hawk, the vil-
lage chief, hardly more than twice the
girl’s age, and the ablest hunter, the swift-
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est runner, and the strongest warrior In
the village. The girl’s father, squatting
and chewing meat at the edge of the fire-
light, grunted In approval.

But there was one who did not grunt.
There was one who looked on in deadly
sllence. This was an eavesdropper who
had crept up within fifty feet of the blaze.
His eyes glared like those of the mother
wolf, when the lynx menaces her cubs;
and In his heart was hate and fury and
madness such as no mere beast could ever
understand.

Time after time hls hand crept toward
his knife. Time after tlme he crouched
to spring, and checked himself just In
time. Yet the long. tense minutes rolled
by, to find his blade still bright and his
-silent vigil unbroken.

The hour of accounting was not yet at
- hand. He must walt, as the wolf walts in
ambush. It was no part of the wilderness
creed to wage a hopeless fight. There was
a time for slaying and a time for war.
Only the wolverene, his dark being
haunted by vislons of blood and death,
forgets In his demoniac fury the first law
of self-preservation.

In the end, Og and Rcd Hawk must
clash. When that time came, one of the
two must go on, and one must stay. There
could be no compromise in the settling of
that score. One might bchold agaln the
glory of dawn, the glare of sunset, and
the love moon rising in the sky; but the
other must sleep soundly In somc red-spat-
tered thicket. One might still run with
his shadow over the hills, but the other
must depart to thc land of shadows. In
the meantime, Oz must walt and listen
and watch his chance.

HE moon salled like a white war-boat

through the sky.. One by one the llttle
village fires glowec. red and died away.
Most of the tribesmen had now sought
their pallets. Even *the old meat chewer,
the girl’'s father. had vanished within the
tent. Og and the two by the fire had the
darkness to themselves.

Red Hawk and the gir! still sat in the
moonlieht, talking in low tones. What this
succession of sounds meant. Og had no
idea; he only knew that they bridged a
gap of loneliness he might not cross.
Thereby these two souls were brought
close, and the kaunting shadows of soli-
tude were dispelled. More than their
tents, their tool:, their tame wolves, even
more than their fires, these mouth sounds
marked the twaln as beings far above

Og's level. Despalr burdened his heart.
Once the gir! laughed. It was a low,
deep-throated sound, far indeed from the
rippling peal of carefree mirth that her
civillzed sister utters, yet to Og this
was music to exalt his soul. Of this, at
least, he could guess the meaning. It was a
cry of triumph more eloquent than any
shout he had ever uttered upon the bodies
of his slain. It betokened no mere victory
of blood, no mere mastery over a beaten
fellow creature, but mastery over life, over
the merciless, vengeful forces of nature.

No beast could utter such a sound. In-
stinct-driven, hopeless and’ persecuted
slave of the elemental powers, a beast can
laugh no more than he can weep. The
nearest approach to it is the wild broken
shriek of the coyotes, which is a hldeous
mockery of laughter born of despalr; but
even so, it lifts the wolf clan somehow into
the mid-region between beast and man.
Og himself, fear-driven automaton of ac-
tion and reaction—his soul but a dim
flame newly lighted in his jungle brain—
knew not how to laughl

As Og listened, he knew that he would
glve his life, if need be, for this One-Who-
Laughed. He came to thls knowledge as
simply as comes a shepherd dog to the
feet of its master. She was a human be-
ing, in many ways like himself, and he had
answered her love call over the wastes, but_
yet her soul was of the gods. It was not
of this earth, on which he had but recently
learned to stand erect. It had risen a little
way into the blue sky.

And thus Og stumbled onto the real
meanlang of clvillzation. It Is not cold in-
tellect. Rather, it is a laugh In the dark-
ness. In a sense, it Is the conquest of na-
ture, it is the freelng of man's earth-
bound soul, even though his feet are still
in the dust. And thus it might appear
that even Ogden Rutheford had not under-
stood the clvilization that he had so adored.
Certainly he had not realized its glorious
potentialitles.

If it could ralse the human anlmal so
high that he can laugh and weep—grent-
ing that his laughter is at times mecrely
the harsh echo of his animal crles—it
niicht ultimately free him from many
other of his brute limitatlons. If it could
make an articulate man out of a dumb
beast, it might make a living god out of
babbling man; and here the thouzht ends,
at last. in mystery and transcendentalism
far and far removed from the chronlcles
cof Om.

Og's long watch was now almost at an
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end. The girl turned presently, shook her
head to some question of Red Hawk’s, and
vanished into her tent. The chief lingered
a while, plainly hoping for a change of
heart on the girl’s part, and then strode
away. Og’'s hour was almost at hand.

The little nolses of the village passed
one by one away. No more did the dying
fire crack at long intervals, a sound that
was darkly terrible to Og's superstitious
fancies. He thought It was the volce of
the flame god, calling for animal flesh.
The whisperings in the tents had dled
like a dylng wind. Even the wolf dogs
drowsed beside the dead fires. Sometimes
they whined and growled in their sleep—
remembering the jungle life that was so
close to Og—but they howled no more at
the moon, and no more they stared, with
raised neck bristles, into the hushed dark.

Og fought for courage. This thing he
was about to do was a mighty thing. Sure-
ly It would arouse the tribe to war and
swift and tireless would be the pursuit of
the enemy. They would set their wolf
dogs on his trall. They would attack him
with thelr voqdoo tools, fang-pointed
sticks, and little barbed shafts that whis-
tled on invisible wings through the air. If
they caught him they would give his flesh
to their fire gods. The very thought of
this latter filled him with terror, and
horror curdled his blood.

It might be that he would enrage the
gods, too. The girl was heaven-born—had
he not heard her laugh beside her fire?
While he was only a brute thing of the for-
est. They might pour forth their vengeance
upon him—storm and avalanche and
thunder stone. They might affict him in
ways he could not dream.

Still he did not shrink away. He grew
hot and cold, and the moon saw the whites
of his eyes, but his running feet were not
heard yet on the hard-packed trall. And
now Og was showing godlike qualities,
too. This bravery now was no beast brav-
ery, but the high-born courage of man's
dominance over all the other specles.

Beasts are often reckless in the mating
season. They lunge_through the brush-
wood oblivious to ordinary dangers. Yet
even the lordly moose, called by his cow
across the marsh, will turn and flee in
frantic terror from the scent of a hunter.
Og, on the other hand, was bravely facing
not only the fire maker, but a hundred
other terrors dimly guessed in his demon-
ridden mind.

8Such was his love for She-Who-Laughed.
It had become his first law, even greater

than the law of self-preservation. He
would dle sooner than forego her; that
was his simple vow. And presently he
stole forth, out of the brush covert.

Never was his stalk so perfect. Not even
the wolf dogs, asleep at a near-by cooking
rack, heard his step In the dust. He crept
as nolselessly as his own shadow, under
the moon.

S HE approached nearer, the dogs

snarled in thelr sleep, but not yet did
they waken. Plainly they has lost some
of their vigilance taught by the Wild. Their
senses had been dulled by the reek of
smoke that hung everywhere. An untamed
wolf would have been at his throat by
now.

Shadow-like he stole to the girl's tent.
His dark hand lifted the flap, and the
moonlight leaped In ahead of him. It
lighted up, with a dusky shine, the face of
She-Who-Laughed.

Og looked at her long and intently. His
wild heart swelled to pain. She lay in a
short-sleeved, parka-llke robe of white
caribou-leather, her dark arm flung free
of her body. Presently she stirred and
wakened.

Her black eyes slowly fixed themselves
on Og. He saw her start, and then terror
washed her face white. Her mouth opened
to scream.

But that sound never came.. Og leaped,
and his great hand closed the girl’s lips.
The time of walting, of watching and
stalking, was now done, and his muscles
leaped to life. As he covered her mouth he
snatched her into his arms.

The next instant he was running out
of the tent door Into the sheltering dark.
The girl was struggling with all her limbs,
and now, to protect his throat from her
clawing hands, he had to free her mouth.
Her savage screams rang back Into the
waking village.

There was uproar enough behind him.
The dogs were all baying and barking and
making viclous forays to the edge of the
forest. Yet they dared not come too far.
Too well they knew the dangers that
lurked and breathed In the black thickets.
There had been times before when the
wild beasts had come up out of their Wild
and raided the village, usually during
times of winter famine; and slashing fangs
had taught the curs caution. For all they
knew, this was a trick to lure them into
ambush. The wild forest lords whom they
had betrayed were always scheming to
kill them. The wolves, particularly—their
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Plainly, Red Hawk did not mean to miss a third time. . , .
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own brothers whom they had forsaken for
the men god’s scraps, and who hated them
with a hatred without parallel in forest
or fleld—loved to catch them away from
the village fires and crack their bones.

For all they knew, the woods-smelling
creature who had railded the tent was him-
self a great white wolf. So befuddled were
they with smoke that they could not tell
for sure. Only one thing they knew—that
he was not of the tents, but of the open;
that the dew had washed him at night and
no taint of smoke was upon him.

The villagers were likewise raising
thelr voices in clamor. There were shout-
ings from tent to tent with confused cries
that carried loud and clear on the wind
to Og. Of course he could not understand
the meaning of the words, but he knew
what they forfended—death and fire, if
ever he fell into their hands!

One man was raving in fury, like a bear
cheated of its meal. Who this was Og
could guess only too well. Many of the
other cries were thin and high; and Og
might understand them best of all. The
wolf dogs were not alone in thelr fears of
a white specter in the darkness. Even the
men gods had not forgotten the anclent
terror of a beast that leaped from the
black thickets nnd snatched, and leaped
away.

They looked with awe at an empty pallet,
and they grew wide-eyed at the sight of
a naked footprint in the dust. They stood
close to one another; and it might be
that some of the young squaws looked not
with hate, but with a queer wistfulness
into the now-sllent thickets. At first Red
Hawk could hardly rally his braves. They
seemed to want to stay by the tents and
to bulld high fires. They had little desire
to go running forth into the moonlit Wild
on the track of such a thief.

But Red Hawk was a strong chief, and
at last he got his men in hand. Armed to
the teeth, they pushed out into the ocean
of the dark. It was noticeable that they
advanced in a compact group, and that
thelr wolf dogs whined at their heels, and
that they let their great chilef, the fury-
maddened Red Hawk, walk in front.

CHAPTER VI
FUGITIVES' TRAIL

Og had thrown his
caution !5 the winds. He was risk-
ing everything on desperate flight,

in putting as great a distance as possible

between him and the wolfish pursuers.
With dread he listened to the crased up-
roar behind him, to howlings of fierce dogs
and the shouting of savage men. Far all
he knew, they were already on his trall,
killers thirsty for his blood.

Must he be overtaken before he fairly
started? If so, it --ould be that he was
vanquished by & “-oman. To the girl in
his arms, not to those yelling tribesmen
behind, would belong the victory. "he
alone inight justly how! in triumph over
his still form; she alone should win songs
of praise when a‘’ last his flesh was given
to the flames. Were it not for her, he could
escape from these pursuers as from so
many clumsy bears. He would leave them
molling and yapping on a cold trail. He
was Og, the wolf man, and hls limbs moved

llke wings of waterfowl.

Nor was it merely her weight that im-
peded him. This he scarcely felt at all
Rather it was her wild-cat eftorts to free
herself. She was not screaming now—
it would not be for She-Who-Laughed to
waste her breath either in vain pleas or
hopeless cries for help—and beslides, she
was using her mouth to a much more
effective purpose. Blood of a mink was
this dark girl of the Nahhane tribes! Time
and again her teeth met in his shoulder,
and except for the fact that he held her
too close, she would have torn his throat.
Meanwhile her arms were flalling, satrik-
ing with all her lynxlike strength, imped-
ing him by her struggles, and her bare
feet were kicking at him.

He could not restrain her. Nor could he
persuade her gently—except by long hours
under the moon. 8o he did the firat thing
his instincts prompted. He snarled, and
holding her out with one arm, smote with
the other. His hand was not closed, but
his fingers were curled, and it dealt a
curlous raking stroke that might have been
particularly enlightening to naturalists
who know the chimpanzee. It struck the
slde of the girl's head, and it left a red
streak along the edge of her halr.

Yet the blow did not kill her. Perhaps
Og had not meant it to. However, he was
not In the least aware of purposely check-
ing it; whatever mercy it possessed was
born of deep-seated Instinct. It was only
an expedient, and it had no fury and blood
lust behind it to make it deadly. He had
put into it only a tithe of the power that
lived In his steely biceps.

Yet the tithe was enough. The girl col-
lapsed lke a garment in his arms. No
more her teeth sought his flesh, and no
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.more did he have to hold her thrashing
arms. He swung her over his back and
hurried on.
He could run now! Let the porcupines
who lved by the village try to catch him!
The girl’s weight was no more than that of
a moose calf, such as he had carrled many
times. His great strength was unshaken.
His lungs sucked deep the cold night air.
The founts of his vitality flowed in an un-
diminished stream.
" He ran for almost two miles—not sprint-
ing, but with a long, fleet stride, He. was
breathing like a winded buck, yet he was
still far from exhaustion. Now he began a
game of fox and hound.
Part of what followed was simply in-
stinct. It came down straight from similar
" games of death, played in the moonlit for-
" est since the world was young. Partly he

was putting into practise the lessons he
- had learned in the Wild.

He waded iInto a small creek that flowed
across the trall. He came out shortly, left
plain tracks in the mud, and then ran
across a thick carpet of pine needles where
prints would not show at all. Then, with
what seemed superhuman strength, he
climbed a tree—still holding the girl with
one arm—and working himself over to a
near-by tree, dropped again in the creek.

He followed the water path a long way.
At last he came to a low-hanging branch
that he could reach, and once more he
sought the treetops. By prodigious labor
and utter disregard of danger he was able
to work himself from tree to tree. only oc-
caslonally touching his foot to the ground
for a distance of almost a hundred yards.

All this was cunning of a high order.
Also it was bravery not to be despised. All
the time he was creeping laboriously
through the branches the man pack was
drawing closer. The dogs were howling al-
most in his ears; he could hear the indi-
vidual voices of his pursuers. By the time
he had completed hls trall effacing, the
hunters had reached the creek and now
they were beating along its banks, seeking
his tracks.

He swung at last to the ground and
madec off up the ridge. He did not run now,
but moved at an easy trot. Beyond the
ridge he found a creek that washed out
his tracks again.

He followed this stream to its mother
springs, then slipped into the biz timber
of the hiechland parks. Four hours more
he traveled. until the rising sun finally
forced him to rest.

The girl was stlll unconsclous. He laid

her down, and with devilish cunning put a
light dead limb of cottonwood tree across
her body. Its twigs were brittle, its with-
ered leaves rustled at a touch. She could
not possibly move or get up without making
some slight sound. Even Og, whose step
was light as a panther's could not escape
from such a trap in silence.

He lay beside her and slept. He was not
yet ready to woo her. This was not chival-
ry; it was only nature, untainted and
strong. He loved her still, more and more
every time he glanced at her, but he was
tired, now.

He did not fear that she could slip away
unheard. He slept like a wolf; and thus
the slightest rustle of one leaf upon an-
other could hurl him from his slumber.

Toward noon the girl wakened with a
cry. 8he sprang up and started to run;
instantly Og leaped straight out of his
dream in her pursuit. In six strides he had
caught her. .

She did not struggle now. She looked
at him in dumb entreaty, meanwhile try-
ing to shake the stupor from her brain.
He held her gently, to show he meant no
harm to her, and bending, pressed his
mouth to hers.

He did not know that he was klssing
her. He was simply obeying a clear-voiced
instinct.

Her lips were warm, soft and moist. He
would have smiled at her, had he known
how. But the smile i3 the father of the
laugh, and as such he knew it not. It was
not for Og, his soul still enchalned by the
demons of the Wiid, to make the signs of
godhead. He did, however, utter low grunts
which meant approval and friendship.

The girl did not respond to his kiss. She
still seemed dazed. Yet she did not again
try to escape, and gave him no trouble
when they started off into the woods. She
walked dully and quietly at his side.

RESENTLY a porcupine crossed his
path, and he killed it with his knife.
As he stood over the bleeding carcass he
looked up to her for approval. He wanted
her to notice the blade and to admire his
mastery over it. Thereby she might see
that he was a man, too, with voodoo weap-
ons of his own, and not think him a two-
legged beast of the forest. He hoped that
she thus might warm to him. and establish
a kind-to-kind communion. But she gave
him no sign and only looked blankly Into
his face.
He ate his fill, then offered some of the
meat to her. And now, for the first tume,
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a thoughl passed hetwcen them. He un-
derstood pcrfectly that the vigorous shak-
ing of her head mcant refusal.

How did he know this sign? Why Is it
that among practically all people a nod
means ycs and a shake means no? Cer-
tainly there is no prearranged sign lan-
guage between the Innuits of the Arctic
and the Kafirs of the ‘Cape.

The up-and-down motion of the head is
a conventionalized symbol of eating. The
muzzle is lowered to tear meat from a car-
cass, and raised again for chewing. Simply,
the sign means “I eat with you,” or “I ac-
cept food from you,” which is certainly
the simplest way of expressing friendship
—agreement—satisfaction—afMrmation. On
the other hand a sideways motion of the
head, depicting a disdainful snifing over
unacceptable food, means “I won't eat
with you,” or “I refuse your food.” This in
time has come to mean general refusal—
disagreement—disllke—and finally, nega-
tion.

The sign has been practiced so long that
it has become part of man's racidl heritage.
Thus Og had cognizance of It—the begin-
ning of what might be human understand-
ln]g between She-Who-Laughed and him-
self.

Now there appcared a new difficulty.
Had the barrier of silence broken down be-
tween them only to reveal a greater barrier
of caste? Was the girl sickened at the
sight of raw meat? Not thls daughter of
the Nahhane wilderness. True, her people
usually cooked or semicooked their meat—
but often- she had eaten uncooked fish,
and certain parts of the raw viscera of
some animals were considered a delicacy
among her people. She refused the food
because she was not yet ready to perform
a soclal act with her captor. She made her
meal on ripe blueberries that grew in pro-
fuslon on the hills.

They continued their journey. She
walked at his side, and from time to time
she glanced shyly into his face, but not
yet did she offer to make friends. Whether
or not she was plotting escape, meanwhile
trying to put him off his guard, he could
not tell.

As the hours passed, the effects of the
blow he had dealt her began to wear off.
She began to take stock of the situation.
She possessed the typically keen Indian
mind, and she knew, presently, that this
being at her side was no ogre of the forest.
Indeed he was just a human being like
herself. No insurmountable barrier existed
between them.

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

Truc, they could not yet talk together.
However, the gift of speech does not carry
so much weight with an Indian as with a
white woman. Her language contained not
more than five hundred words in all, and
since her life and her mental processes
were comparatively simple, they could get
along falrly well with the use of sign
language.

At first she thought that he must be-
long to one of the Yukon tribes, to the
west—perhaps he was from the Pelley or
the Stewart; but she was soon forced to
dismiss this idea. His skin was too light.
Deeply sunburned and tanned though he
was. she missed the dark pigment that
marks an Indlan. Besides, his face was
not at all llke the faces of the braves. It
was too hairy; and hils brow was too
straight, his eyes too light in color. He
lacked the high cheek-bones that every-
where marked hcr people.

Was he a white man? Certainly he did
not fill the description. According to the
stories of an old man who had once visited
the trading post at Fort Liard, the white
men were gods. They had fire-sticks that
killed at five hundred paces; the old man
had seen them. Moreover, he had pos-
sessed one—procured by a trade for his
beaver pelts—but he had lost it on the way
home. The white men wore garments of
many colors. so the tales went, and did
not zo half naked like this tall being be-
side her. Also, they had wondrous tools
and struck fire with little sticks, and per-
formed all kinds of miracles.

But if Og was not a white man, what
was he? Certalnly not a god. He was even
closer to the earth than she herself. Yet
she found no fault with this fact. She did
not desire a god for a mate; she wanted a
man.

A man he surely was. His strength
thrilled her. And she was not sure that she
objected to his rough woolng. It showed
that he appreclated her, and wanted her
very badly Indeed.

Nor dld she object to the fact that in
soclal evolution she was a hundred thou-
sand years and more beyond him. Indeed,
she might not have known this fact. The
civillzation of her people was old and com-
plex, contalning all the elements of great
soclal organizations, but they did not yet
make a fetish of culture. They still lived
close to the earth, close to the realitles.
Indeed, her only real concern about him
was the question whether or not she loved
him.

She was still debating this point when
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a atartling thing happened. Og's vigilant
eye had seen a strange track In the trall,
and just as he bent to examine it, there
was a twanging sound in the thickets. It
was & sharp, clear note, as of a tuning
fork, and the song that it began might
easlly be a song of death. There was a
whistling, humming demon between the
trees.

It was not by poor shooting on a bow-
man's part that Og lived on. It was simply
the fortune of the game. If he had been
standing erect, the feathered hornet from
the brush would surely have stung his
heart.” As it was, a darting shadow whis-
tled within two inches of his throat.

Clear the eye and steady the hand of
the marksman! Not even his jealous hate
had thrown off his alm. The accident of his
track, left In the dust and causing his foe
to bend down, had tricked him evilly, but
there were still plenty of arrows in his
quiver. And in his heart was a quiet, sim-
ple resolve that, unless he were tricked by
death itself, this ravisher of the tents
would never leave the glade allve.

This was no valn threat of a braggart.
Rather it was the stern will of a brave war-
rior, schooled by long power. And, indeed,
Red Hawk was a brave of the old tradition.
He was chief of the trlbe by virtue of his
courage and strength. Moreover, it was no
mere coincidence that Red Hawk himself,
rather than one of his men, should be the
one to settle the final score with Og. He,
too, had loved She-Who-Laughed. That
love had driven him on ahead of all the
rescue party. He alone had been able to
follow where Og led.

Now Og must fight for his life. He had
made free in the village, now he must make
accounting. Of all the enemies he had ever
faced, of all the killers whom he had met
fang to fang, this enemy and killer who

walted him here was the most deadly and
the most terrible.

ED HAWK'S time of waiting was done.
Nothing more was to be gained by
hovering in the thickets and taking aim
like a rifleman. .’ow he must fight in the
open, trusting to his tribal gods to drive his
quick, chance arrows to their mark.

Og was no longer standing motlonless, a
perfect target. When the arrow had whis-
tled In his ears, he had leaped catlike,
for a tree. Perhaps his first impulse, born
of ancient instinct, was to catch a lmb
and swing up into the boughs, but if so, the
mad act was never carrled through. Quick
intelligence came to his rescue and saved
him a mistake that would have surely been
the last mistake of his life,

These humming hornets from Red Hawk’s
quiver were not earth-bound, llke four-
legged beasts of prey. They would seek
him out in the leafy bowers and send him
spinning te the ground. 8o Instead of
climbing, he dodged squirrel-llke around
the trunk.

Red Hawk snatched a second arrow from
his quiver and slipped it onto his bow-
string. Holding the bow ready, he began
to stalk his prey. His eyes were fiery; the
murder-hate which is so easily aroused In
all the children of the red race contorted
his dusky face.

So far he showed nothing of fear. He
was the hunter, not the hunted. It was for
Og, not himself, to dodge and scramble and
squeal. What he had assumed at first—
that Og was armed with long-range weap-
ons perhaps better than his own—had not
proven true.

Red Hawk's gods had been good to him.

Would he destroy a helpless foe without
mercy? Yes, and without a qualm. True,
he was a brave man when bravery was re-
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quired—more than once he had waged no-
ble warfare against great odds; but like all
creatures who llve close to nature, he pre-
ferred that the odds should lie heavily on
his own side. Sportsmanship s a term that
no savage understands. Indeed, the
thought that he might slay the robber
with no risk of his own life exalted him
like a strong drink. :

It would be but child’s play to drive Og
from behind the tree. The trunk was small,
it hardly shielded the foe’s broad shoul-
ders. Red Hawk began to work to one slde,
his eyes narrowed and glittering, his arrow
ready at the bowstring.

Then a surprising thing happened. Og's
head and arm suddenly appeared from be-
hind the trunk. It was only a brlef glimpse
—not long enough to give Red Hawk a
chance to shoot—and it changed the en-
tire character of the battle.

Indeed, this was not a battle at all until
now. It was merely an attempt at an assas-
sinatlon. But when Og's bearded face and
long, sweeping, tawny arm came into view,
all the gods of war wakened from thelr
sleep to watch.

It was apparent, now, that Og had made
the most of his scanty opportunities. He
had not been meanly cowering in terror,
walting for the death stroke. He was no
rabbit, this Og, to expire without a fight,
but the Dawn Man—the warrior son of a
most terrible warrior breed. Instead of
ylelding, he had rallied all his faculties of
mind and body. And his first act, when the
tree hid him, was to snatch up a two-
pound rock.

It had lain in the tree roots, ready to his
hand. No doubt it had been placed there
by the gods. And he hurled it with a howl.

If it struck where Og intended, the fight
would end promptly. Not even the skull
of a bear could have withstood that whiz-
zing missile. It had all the frightful power
of Og’s great arm behind it—a gorilla
might which he himself did not know he
possessed. But hls aim was none too sure.
He had stood in a cramped position, and
his horror of the arrows had made him
throw too hastily. Also, the irregular shape
of the stone made it swerve to one slde.
It missed Red Hawk by the width of his
body.

Even so, the blow was not wasted. It
proved of Immense indirect advantage. It
wakened terror in the chief’s heart. It
broke up his reckless assault which would
have surely ended, In a moment more, with
an arrow-spitted body in the thicket, and,
ultimately, in great rejolcing in the tents

of the Nahhane tribesmen. It checked him,
and thus gave Og a moment’s respite from
the menace of the bow and the winged
death.

Indeed, the whizzing rock had all but
unnerved Red Hawk. He heard it strike
with a crash; glancing back, his widening
eyes beheld a two-inch spruce stalk brok-
en In twain. Shaken, hls fingers slipped
from the taut bowstring. Whether he shot
intentionally in reckless terror, or whether
he let the arrow go by accident, probably
he himself did not know: he only knew
that the shaft flew wide, and the helpless
prey that he had thought to dance upon,
by now had evolved into the most for-
midable enemy he had ever faced.

There was another consequence of this
rock throwing that mlght prove of Im-
portance later. It had a profound effect
upon the single spectator. Up to this time
—from the instant that the first shaft had
hummed from the thicket—She-Who-
Laughed bhad taken Og's defeat for grant-
ed. She kncw he had no long-range weap-
ons, and besides, she had been taught to
belleve that Red Hawk was Invincible. His
quiver had been signally charmed by the
shaman, the medicine man of the Nahhane
tribe, and hls arrows were the very darts
of death. Such game as came within his
bow range never escaped alive.

Certainly, she had thought, her adven-
ture was over. The tawny bearded man at
her slde would perish, and she would re-
turn to the tribe with his conqueror. Thus
fate would decide a hard question. She
would grind the bear-root and dry the fish
by the tent of the chief. \

HE had felt but little regret. The abdue-
tion had been thrilling, and in the last
few hours Og had begun to please her
fancy; but there was also a thrill in thils
intervention by the chief. It was a mighty
tribute to her charms that Red Hawk, the
head man of her people and the favored of
the gods, would have come so far to rescue
her. 8he had walted indifferently for the
second shaft to seek Og's heart.

Now her eyes flew wide open. Og was not
to dle tamely, after all. Without bow and
arrow, with only his hands and the stones
of the earth for weapons, he would fight
vallantly for his life. At the same time—
and this truth shot fire through her veins
—he would be fighting for her.

To keep her! To hold her, and never let
her go! For the love of her, he would dety
even Chief Red Hawk.

Her brown skin crept and tingled as she
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realized what she was about to witness. It
would not be merely a tame and uninter-
esting killing. Og would not die llke a
sledge dog, speared for meat in the starv-
ing times of winter. Instead, she would see
a battle that would live in the annals of
the tribe. It would be such a fight as her
wild heart loved—bloody, well-matched,
ruthless, and to the death. And it was sall
for her.

Instantly she felt reawakened interest
in Og. He was not only a rough wooer, but
& vallant fighter! He dared to fight back
even against Red Hawk’'s arrows. And such
a flght he could wage! As he hurled the
rock, she saw his muscles leap and knot
under his tawny skin. He was a champlon
worthy of the name,

Finally, the nature of his defense had a
curlous, instinctive appeal to her. There
was something magnificently brutal in this
stone throwing. It wakened a savage emo-
tlon In her own breast. She was close to
the earth, herself—this daughter of the
Nahhane trlbe—and violence appealed to
her. The sight of Og’s great arm hurling
the stone, his bearded face and his wide
eyes and his mouth opened like a beast’s,
seemed to recall old legends of her tribe,
old romance, old thrills now all but for-
gotten.

Would she leap into the fight at Og's
side? No, she would not go so far. In the
first place, she could not raise a hand
against the chief of her tribe. The thought
could not occur to her. There was no
precedent for such a blasphemy; and be-
sides, it would be agalnst her best inter-
ests. Although she admired Og, more and
more every minute, and indeed, might soon
learn to love him, she was not yet ready
to cast her fortunes with his. It might be
that he would dle, here under the trees.
The swift arrows of Red Hawk were only
too likely to prevall. And she did not de-
sire to lie beslde him, as she would surely
do if she took sides with him now. Red
Hawk would surely crush her skull if she
alded his enemy; and the sun and the stars
and the moon of love would know her no
more.

Perhaps she did not take sides with him
even in her heart. Perhaps she was that
human rarity, a genuine neutral. It would
be the eternal squaw in her, not to care
which of these two fighters finally con-
quered. The one who survived would de-
serve her love—would prove most worthy
to be the father of her chlldren—and the
one who died would be forgotten. She was
a fatalist, to a degree no clity poseur could

even dream of; and she would let fate de-
cide.

And Og could bless his gods even for this
neutrality. So easlly might she have had
a pot of her own to boil. Seeing his help-
lessness, the one she-wolf in her heart
might have sprung forth, and the cruelty
of the squaw—not a legend, but a fact
which half-forgotten wars made known
only too well—might be invoked agalnst
him. And surely, then, the carrion-loving
bears would feast to their fill here tonight.

As Red Hawk shot hls second arrow, Og
leaped forward. A yelling monster of liate
and fury, he wanted to close before his
enemy could shoot the third time. Now the
devil bow was empty, but its slack string
hummed like a hornet's nest, and Og knew
that In a second more it would loose its
winged death again. He lunged with wide-
stretching arms, his knife slicing through
the forest shadows.

But Red Hawk would not meet him yet.
Og began his charge at a distance of thirty
paces, and the chief's heart might beat
five times more before the white blade
sought 1t. During these five heartheats he
had time to launch another arrow.

He had just wasted two shots. The first
had been a fair miss, for which he was
not to blame; but the second was a shame
to his chiefdom. A squawlike panic had
flung it wide of its mark. Plainly he did not
intend to miss the third time. He appeared
to rally, and his wide eyes narrowed and
fixed themselves upon the breast of his ad-
vancing foe. Meanwhile, he snatched an
arrow from its quiver.

He fitted the arrow to the string. His
arm leaped back, in a strong, swift, draw-

. ing motion, to draw his big bow. And still

the arrow pointed its red-gold shaft di-
rectly toward Og’s breast. In another in-
stant it would leap forth!

Still he held. He seemed to be walting
to make sure. He looked cold and steady
as a trled white sportsman, meeting a
charging grizzly on the game flelds. And
suddenly events took a new turn.

Between . the chief and his roaring,
charging .foe grew a medium-sized aspen
tree. From its trunk projected a horizontal
limb, about eight feet from the ground
and directly over the path of the advanc-
ing Dawn Man. Red Hawk had not even
noticed the bough—it was above the track
of his arrow—but it caught Og's eye as
he plunged nearer. Somehow it touched a
button that was wired to his motor cen-
ters, which in turn struck a spark in his
muscles.
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Even if he had seen it, the outstretching
1imb would have meant little to Red Hawk.
His clvilization was anclent, and the arbo-
rea] life of his ancesters had all but faded
from the consclous memory of his race.
Only In dreams did he sometimes appear
to be falllng, to waken just before he
struck the ground. In his sight, a tree was
merely a source of fuel and shade, not a
beloved refuge from flashing fangs below.
Og, on the other hand, had forsaken the
branches but yesterday. He was the Dawn
Man, and his jungle braln ruled his life.
To him the bough was as a life buoy to
a drowning sallor.

As his eye took 1t in, still ten feet ahead
of him, he leaped into the alr. He dropped
his knife, and his great arms swung up.
Both of his powerful hands clutched the
bough.

Even now he did not intend to climb the
tree. Bome swift intelligence, beating down
the clamor of his instincts, told him that
the leafy branches would never save him
from his foe's arrows. Instead he was
simply seeking a moment’s respite from
the immediate peril. If he knew his mo-
tives at all, they were merely to dodge the
impending shot in the only way he could
—just as he had dodged a bear’s charge
long ago.

And the trick worked. As his body swung
up, Red Hawk shot. He was not a white
man, to keep cool In stress and violence,.
He was a chief, truly, and a strong man
among his people; but his skin was dark,
and dark men were never famed for steady
nerves in a crisls.

The arrow whizzed under Og’s swinging
form like a blind serpent.

ND NOW Og finished his assault in the

only way he could. There was no
checking the violence which had been
generated in his body. To swing back and
charge agaln would lose him precious time
and put him at a disadvantage. 8o as he
swung forward, he simply let go his hands
and went hurtllng lancelike, feet forward,
toward his enemy.

He struck with a thud. Both men went
down, howling. They lighted in awkward
poaitions, but even now they could not rest.
The first motion that elther made was to-
ward the other. They took the most direct
course, with that strange efficiency of rage.
It was as if they were drawn together by
some weird, magnetic force.

Now, Og had his desire. His foe was In
his arms. He held him with such a fierce
embrace as he might hold She-Who-

Laughed, if he left this glade alive. Their
battle could begin In earnest now. No
longer was it an unsatisfactory, long-
distance affair. No more need he squirm
and dodge to avold the demon darts,
voodoo messengers of death; now he could
carry the attack to his enemy. But where
was his knife? Where was the god-given
blade he had learned to count on? Surely
he needed it now, more than ever befare.

If he grasped the hilt now, he could alit
his foe's body from throat to groin. But
he had dropped it; the blade glittered out
of reach, in the dead spruce needles behind
him.

Naturally enough, he soon ceased to miss
it. Perhaps it had no real place in this
fight, anyway—in this primal battle for a
woman's love. It was only a recent acquisi-
tion at best. His hand was used to the
hilt, but his battle-tried, warrior soul knew
it not. And to fight with his naked hands
was an anclent heritage. It was the acme
of inner fire which the chill steel would
have cooled. )

Flailing arms. The snicking crack of a
broken rib under his knuckles. The blue
face above his throat grip. The roaring,
mauling, rending violence. This was self-
expression beyond the uttermost of Ogs
mute dreams. It was the consclousness of
life, of his own being and entity, such as
he had never realized to the full before.

He fought alone. No gods helped him
with their gifts of knives. He had only
himself, the might of his own body, to
rely on. And this was glory.

Would the fight be fair? Red Hawk had
lost his bow, but he still bore arms. As Og
sprang upon him the chief reached for his
tomahawk, a short-handled, copper bladed
ax that he wore in his belt. Naked hands
were good. and the man-to-man fighting
an exultation, but the sight of a cleft skull
would be better yet. But Og seized his
wrist with a wolverene's grip. Together
they pulled and tugged until they broke
the thongs that held the ax sheath, and
the weapon fell to the ground.

Thus passed the chief’s last hope of easy
victory. Now he must make the most of his
naked might. And surely this was worthy
of Og’s own.

He met Og's attack with noble courage.
No longer was he panic-stricken, shaken
of nerve. He, too, called up from his jungle
mind an ancient lore of battle. Hes also
remembered the glory of bare hands.

Still She-Who-Laughed did not inter-
fere. She stood watching, leaning forward
from her hips, and her indrawn, slanting
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eyes were llke narrow strips of quicksliver
over her high cheek-bones. Her hands were
clenched. but her arms, hanging curlously
bowed, did not ralse from her side. For
the writhing, muscular bodles in the pine
needles she knew a growing and desperate
love.

Brown skins, gleaming with sweat. Mus-
cles that rolled and moved, bunched and
rippled. The thump of blows, and the gasp
of tortured hearts, and the howls from
open throats blaring out into the still
forest. Such was the fight between Og, the
Dawn Man, and Red Hawk, the chief of
the tribe of the Upper Nahhane. Such was
the battle that they fought for a woman'’s
love, In the uttermost back country of the
eastern Mackenzle watershed, In the land
where the white man's light has not yet
shone.

Only one of these twaln must live. This
was the law, to which the girl’s wakening
love now added force. She called them
both, with all the yearning of her savage
heart but only one might answer. And this
was a greater law, older than these hills.

ND who would live, and who would dle?
This was still an open question. Red
Hawk was proving a man of iron. He pos-
sessed not only a great strength and agllity,
but a trained intelligence that directed his
attack. Og was the Dawn Man, fresh from
the battle ground of the Wild. His hands
were terrible with that terrible fighting
prowess of beasts, from among whom he
had lately risen. He was hard and fit from
the jungle wars of five hundred thousand
years.

By all that was just, Red Hawk should
win. He had the first clalm on She-Who-
Laughed. Og had invaded his tribe, had
stolen one of its members. Besides, the In-
dian was by far the higher speclmen of
the two. He was the child of an anclent
civillzation; he played an important part
in a long-established soclal organization;
and his death would be a great loss to
many people. Og. on the other hand, was
little more than a brute. He was a lone
hunter in the forcst., and only the still
trees, and the mute beasts of the woods
and the wet grass that would never again
record hls steallng step, would note his
absence If he dled.

Would justice prevail? Red Hawk knew
better than to count on it. He was only a
pagan, but even he knew that justice Is
often blind, and a fecble ally to start with.
However, a much stronger force fought on
his side. This was natural law.

By the dictates of natural law, Og would
go down. It would be a simple case of the
survival of the fittest. Rarely can a beast
win against a man, a savage against a
savant. Compared with Ogden Rutheford,
Red Hawk was a simple child of nature,
but compared to Og he was a superman.
He had the better brain, and, by the an-
clent scroll, braln must win against brawn.

But natural law Is a slow force. It is
likely to take centuries to exterminate an
inferior species. In the meantime, there
are many accldents, many set-backs. Often
and often, in the anclent world, man falled
to win agalnst beast. Often his tribe walt-
ed into the night for a step that did not
come, and built signal fires that were never
answered. Man dld not rise to dominance
in one great campalgn, but by a mililon
skirmishes, in many of which he was de-
feated. If thils were not true, man’'s pres-
ent-day dreams would not be haunted by
wild beasts; and the sight of a harmless
snake or a domestic cat would not awaken
a senseless terror in the throw-back’s jun-
gle-braln.

Neither right nor the laws of nature
might prevall today. And they did not pre-
vail. That great jester, Fate—who strikes
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aside blind Justice’s groping hands and
who laughs at the laws of gods and men—
leaped into the breach.

As Og rolled with Red Hawk on the
ground, his hand struck against a hard ob-
Ject. The feel of it thrilled him—he knew
1t of old, before he ever heard of an arrow
or a knlfe—and his fingers closed upon it.
It was victory. It was life. It was love. It
was a Heaven-sent gift, a token of favor
rewarding him for many meat offerings,
cut from his noblest kills, at a far-off altar
to the greatest of all gods.

It was the stone that he had hurled a
few minutes before, and which had fallen
near his enemy’s ambush.

Red Hawk had forgotten its existence. If
his own hand rather than Og’s had blun-
dered against it, it would have had no
meaning for him. His palm was too used
to the feel of finer tools to remember the
paleollths. But he would remember them
now. And as Og’s arm ralsed, the cruel
stone clutched in his fingers, he saw its
meaning all too plainly.

Og struck but once. Red Hawk died in
the middle of his shout. As Og realized the
momentous thing he had done, his own
savage yell dled to a mutter on his lips.
The only sound left was a hoarse cry of
intense emotion welling up from the dark
throat of an Indian girl. But what was the
nature of that emotion, and what was its
dread significance, neither she nor anyone
else will ever know.

CHAPTER VII
“1r've rounp BIM!"

HEN Og saw that his work was

done, he walked hastily to the

squaw's side. He came not at all
a8 a conqueror, but like a frightened beast
seeking protection. He kept glancing back
over his shoulder to a still, red figure in
the dead spruce needles.

He touched the girl's arm, motioning for
her to flee. But she shook her head, facing
him with wide-open, adoring eyes. Grunt-
ing, she tugged him toward his victim.
When he hung back she pushed on alone.

First she removed Red Hawk’s moccasins
and put them on her own feet. Then she
collected his tomahawk, his bow, his quiver,
and all the arrows she could find. Finally
she despoiled him of his charm—a little
carving in fossil ivory, probably meant to
represent a hawk, and which he wore on
a thong about his neck.

Her fierce emotion had died, and she

was as calm as when she ground bear-
root In a stone bowl to make Indian bread.
Red Hawk was now dead, and thus any love
that she might have borne him was dy-
ing, too. Since he no longer needed his
moccasins and his weapons, she would
take them away when she departed. They
would be very useful to herself and to Og,
in the hard winter days to follow.

It was for another reason that she stole
his talisman. The impulse behind the theft
was not thrift but fear. She belleved it to
be a most potent charm, given to Red
Hawk by a2 mighty medicine man that lived
beyond the ice. It was said to lend swift-
ness to his arrows, power to his spear.
True, 1t had not savec him today, but per-
haps some stronger charm had worked
against it. In any event, she was not sure
that it had lost its magical properties, and
therefore it would be unwise to leave it on
Red Hawk’'s body.

But was not Red Hawk dead? Yes, but
his ghost still lilved. The ghost might in-
voke the charm against his conqueror.

Og feared thls ghost even more than she
did. He did not even consider cannibal-
ism, an idea that might otherwlse have
occurred to him. Rather he wanted to show
the corpse all the respect he could. He felt
that he would like to carry it gently away,
to a far place, and put it in some lost cav-
ern where other meat eaters could not ind
it. Red Hawk would appreciate this, he
felt sure. It is only natural to prefer tc
sleep behind rock walls. And in this case,
he would not be so likely to pursue Og
with bad luck.

No vislons came whereby he might see
that this same train of reasoning was the
beginning of modern burlal customs. It
was fear, rather than love, that made the
stone-age men pay ceremonial duties to
dead chiefs, and_particularly to worthy
foes that they had slain. Even in such ad-
vanced civilizations as that of the Indians,
this fear had not been whoally forgotten.
When a shaman died, his body was car-
ried far off and concealed in the deep
woods, for fear his spirit might find its
way back to the tribe and work black
magic. Only yesterday, In the history of
the race, were unlmportant people given
burlal honors. And even today, after the
ghost fear has largely passed away, some
men dare not speak i1l of the dead. Often
the casket of a dead chlef is followed by
thousands who bow their heads in appar-
ent grief, even while they are secretly re-
lieved that he is gone.

Og had no inclination to devour his vic-
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tim. This was a most significant polnt. If
his rung in the ladder of life had been a
slightly different one, either lower or high-
er, he might have taken to cannibalism
readily enough. If he had been merely an
animal, he would have eaten his prey by
right of victory in all simplicity and vir-
tue. He would have had no moral scruples
against so doing, In other words, no fear
of bad luck brought on himself by offend-
ing the dead man's ghost. On the other
hand, if he had belonged to one of the
Bouth Sea clvilizations, he might have
made the feast a ceremonlal rite,

As a partly clvillzed man, he would have
been less moral than was simple Og, the
Dawn Man. He would have put by many
of his primal fears; that is, he would take
a chance on offending some of the lesser
gods in order to glorify and advance him-
self. By eating the heart of his enemy he
would hope to absorb the slain man’s
strength and other valuable qualities, in
open deflance of the slain man’s whimper-
ing ghost.

Og was haliway between these two stages
of human history. His only desire was to
escape from the scene of killing as soon as
possible. Indeed, She-Who-Laughed was
far more likely to suggest the ghoulish
feast than the killer himself. Happlly, her
civilization had outgrown cannibalism cen-
turies before; tribal custom having tabooed
the practise except In times of terrible
famine.

Now she took Og by the hand and led
him way. Together they hurried over a
ridge and dipped down into a valley where
& white stream rippled through moss. It
was still here, and cool, and the grisly
thicket where Red Hawk lay was lost be-
hind the range. Og's terror began to pass
off. .

HE made him lie beside the stream while

she washed his wounds. Her hand was
gentle ant caressing; her dark eyes looked
lave into his. At that look, the last echo
of his killing passion passed from his
heart. His arms reached out and he drew
her to him.

Instantly she cried out and fought to get
free. She dug at him with scratching nalls.
Yet her struggles alone would never have
freed her; his arms would have locked the
tighter, like the colls of a python. Rather
it was the look on her face that struck
away his clutching hands and made him
leap to hlis feet.

In her face was written fear, a super-
stitious error which struck straight to his

own heart. It would not be for Og, the
child of fear, to ignore the warning of heg
round eyes, her parted lips, her blanched
cheeks.

He gazed quickly around him. But there
was no visible danger—the water ran and
the wind whispered and the trees moaned
a little, one to another, the same as always.
No beast had found them in their un-
guarded hour; none of the elemental pow-
ers had taken awful, carnate form in their
sight. He trled hard to understand.

She pointed at the sky, meanwhile shak-
ing her head. Thus she let him know that
she feared the anger of the gods. These
were gods that he did not know, that'had
not yet materialized In his brute thought;
yet he would not doubt their existence.
And he, too, must be careful not to anger
them. The girl's face told him that they
were most terrible and vengeful.

The truth was, that these were the gods
of clvilization. She-Who-Laughed belonged
to a well-established soclal order, for all
that it had hardly passed the stone age,
and her life was ringed about with in-
numerable traditions and taboos. 8he must
make a forgpal marriage ceremony blessed
by her gods.

Bhe took Og by the hand, and led him
downstream to a holy place. Og did not
understand. Yet he could not miss the
meaning of the simple ritual that followed.

They had come to a meeting place of two
streams. Into the larger of these, the main
fork, she led her companion. When he
stood falrly in the current, with the cold
waters reaching almost to his thighs, she
left him, showing him by gestures that he
was to remain there untll a later stage in
the ritual. Then she removed her moc-
casins and herself waded into the smaller
stream, a rod or so above the juncture.

Thus they took their places. The girl’s
face was as solemn as her white sister’s,
walking wreathed and velled toward a dim-
ly lighted chancel. And now she began to
chant, in a clear, high voice. She raised
her brown arms to the sky.

Og’s wild heart thrilled. A dim fog filled
his eyes. He did not know that this was
the mist of tears, distllled by the gods into
the eyes of men at times like this. He
could not dream that altar candles had
glimmered dimly through the same hase,
impelled by the same awe, since the early-
morning hours of modern history. Ind
Og knew no history. He was a creature
instinct.

In one sense, his emotion was awe. I}
was solemnity inspired by ritual. Psyches
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logically, it was a feeling of helpleasness in
the presence of unseen powers, whether
natural or supernatural, depending on the
individual’s point of view. Yet no ordinary
culture, but only a study of man’s origin,
could have told him why this awe should
have wet hils eyes with tears.

Why do men weep? This is only another
amazing instance of how Nature takes care
of her own. When for any reason the brute
Dawn Man experienced a feeling of help-
lessness, Nature thoueght best to incapaci-
tate hlm until he should feel himself again.
For his own protection, she must keep him
from fighting and hunting when his spirits
were low. She could not restraln his des-
perate courage—he needed this quality, in
his struggle for dominance—so she tem-
porarily restricted his vislon. Not until his
tears were dried and his spirits had bright-
ened could he see well enough to continue
his dangerous pursuits.

Man's judgment is better today. He does
not need to be stricken blind to keep out
of trouble. But still the weeping mechan-
ism remalns in his body and brailn, a heri-
tage of his savage days and a reminder of
his lowly beginnlngs. Still, man wéeps when
hls heart is full of awe; just as Og wept
when She-Who-Laughed raised her arms
and chanted to her gods.

Surely, he thought, these gods that the
girl talked to were the true gods. Even her
volce seemed exalted as she addressed
them. To him it was a more beautiful
sound than the lilt of brooks, or the call
of birds. She herself was a prilestess, a
belng almost divine.

Hereafter he would worship as she did,
and perhaps this gift of utterance would
come to him, too. Jealous gods had de-

prived him of it until now. He, too, would -

ralse hls arms and make mouth sounds,
wondrous to hear. Then he would be
blessed, and no harm would come to him.

The gir] finished her chant. She grunted
at him, and beckoning, showed him that
he was to start wading down the stream
in which he stood. She started wading at
the same time, to meet him where the two
brooks joined below.

Vaguely he caught the symbolical mean-
ing of the ceremony. She was the smaller
stream, he the larger. They had run sep-
arate ways, but now they had joined to-
gether. Hereafter they ran on as one river
—a unlon and a joining together that no’
man could sever.

When they stood together, in the stream
below the forks, she turned and looked into
his face. Again her arms lifted up, but not

now in entreaty to the gods—only to him.
They crept about him. They pressed him
close. {

His own arms encircled her. He was not
brutal now; awed by the ceremony, and re-
garding her as a holy priestess, he was
almost gentle.

Beauty dwelt in her face. It poured out
to him in a moving flood. No wonder the
love of woman has been the greatest foyce
In civillzing men! A dream of beauty—
strange, new, half divine, exalting him to-
ward godhead—was born In his soul.

Her lips were smiling. Her eyes were lik¢
stars in the dark skies of August. She stood
on tiptoe, the water swirling about her
knees, and by an old symbol showed again
thelr oneness, as she pressed her mouth tc
his.

G AND She-Who-Laughed were wed..

ded. The remainder of the ceremony
consisted of charms to further their hap-
piness, and symbols illustrating the mar-
rlage state. She plucked a many-seeded
grass from the creek bank and threw the
seeds Into the alr. This was a symbol of
the fecundity of nature. Wherever the
seeds lighted, other plants would grow. It
was a charm to bless her mating. Also,
it revealed the origin of the rice-throwing
custom of modern weddings.

Finally she took one of the moccasins
that she had removed and slipped it on
Og's hard foot. Then kneeling low before
him, she raised his shod foot to her shoul-
der. This Indicated that he was not only
her husband but her master—that his
relgn over her was supreme.

When at last they wandered on, the sun
was declining behind the hills and the
snow peaks were flaming. The age-old fear
of the night whispered In Og’s soul again.
He seized the girl’s wrist, grunting excited-
ly, meanwbhlile pointing toward some dis-
tant cliffs. Here they might find a cave
which they could barricade against the
wild hunters that would soon be creeping,
flery-eyed, from their lalrs.

The girl did not understand at first. By
pantomime and gestures he illustrated the
stalk and attack of a wolf. When at last
he made his meaning, she shook her head
and laughed.

Laughing stll], she took him by the hand
and led him into a green hollow in a glade.
Here, she told him, they would spend the
night. Her mirth cheered him, but the ter-
ror-glints were still in his eyes as he gazed
about him. What shelter was here? The
trees were stunted spruce, with no com-
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“Whersver you go, She-Who-Laughed will be
stending In the darkness—waiting for you!”
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forting 1imbs to sleep in. So near were the
thickets that a wolf might creep unseen
into leaping range. .

He tried to draw her on, but she held
back, and her happy laughter rushed agaln
to her lips. And this was potent magic In
itself. A black bear that had come from
upwind heard the sound, ringing and rip-
pling between the trees, stopped in his
tracks, and turned and stole back the way
he had come.

The girl now began upon a ceremony
scarcely less impressive than the marriage
rite itself. First she took some birch bark
and rubbed it between two stones. Soon it
was reduced to shreds, which she rolled in
a small ball. This she laid aside, while she
prepared the other equipment needed in
the ceremony. With the ald of the toma-
hawk and Og's knife she cut three pieces
of wood; an arrow-like drill, a flat board of
cottonwood, and a block of iron-hard alder.

With the knife she cut a notch in the
flat board and started a small drill hole at
the point of the notch. She passed the
string of Red Hawk's bow around the cot-
tonwood drill and put the point of the drill
in the notch. Using the plece of hard wood
as a pressure block at the other end of the
drill, she began to work the bow back and
forth.

Meanwhile she sang a song in a minor
key, a song that was old among her people
before they ever wandered from their
homes in Asia. She herself did not know
the meaning of the words; she only knew,
as Og did, that they were charms of com-
pelling power. The drill began to grind out
brown wood and then black dust began to
form on a chip placed under the notch.

And now the charm began to exercise its
uncanny power. Wonder of wonders—a llt-
tle curling cloud of smoke streamed up
from the black wood dust.

Og gazed in horror-stricken silence. Only
his dread of shame in the girl's eyes, a
sentiment strongly fixed already in the
Dawn Man, kept him from breaking into
flight. At the same time an intense excite-
ment, the beginning of a great glory, ran
through his veins.

The girl put her mouth close to the
smoking dust and gently spoke to it. Og
could not hear what she sald—he saw her
lips move without audible sound—but
plainly this was the most powerful charm
of all. The black dust changed color. It
reddened like the dawn before the storm.

Surely the wood dust was coming to life
before Og's eyes. He could see its red hlood
shining through. When it was bright as &

red star that he had sometimes seen in
the summer sky, she dropped it into the
ball of shredded bark.

Still she whispered to it gently. The coal
thrust out a red tongue, flicking like the
tongue of a serpent. And then, with a swish
and a crackle, the fire god leaped up.

The hair crept on Og’s head. Yet this
was not all fear; it was also exultation
such as his wild heart had rarely known
before. Now the girl was feeding the fire
god. She put on dry twigs, and later, brok-
en pleces of dead limbs.

And now the miracle was complete. The
fire god leaped and roared and crackled in
the hollow. And it was a friend, not a foe!
If Og did not come too close, it would not
harm him, but would protect him from the
dangers of the dark. No skulking beasts of
the woodland would dare come near. Even
Red-Mouth, the wolf, would turn from his
trall and run wide of the hollow; even the
grizzly, the unconquerable, would shrink
from a might greater than hls own.

Og wanted to shout, to dance. Only his
great awe repressed him. To show his devo-
tion to the god, he wanted to give it more
food, to tear down the very forest to feed
it. But the girl shook her head. She, the
priestess of the fire god, alone would tend
and feed the flame.

8§ THE night lowered, the miracle grew.
This god not only frightened away the
beasts of prey, halting them with glaring
eyes and rajsed neck bristles in the distant
thickets, but triumphed over the raw pow-
ers of nature. It repelled the cold. The
chill that usually invaded the forest at
dusk—which Og dreaded so bitterly and
which had seemed as omnipotent as death
—shrank back in dread from the crackling
flames, and only dared to steal up timidly
and touch him on the back. More wonder-
ful still, the fire conquered the dark.
What a victory was this! The deep night,
rushing in between the trees, was not just
a semblance of death, but death itself. It
was cessation—oblivion—obliteration. Og
feared it to the depths of his soul. Yet the
fire drove it off. He could see the girl's face,
three hours after sunset. i
The night demons hovered close, but
they dared not come In. Twenty paces back
from the camp the night lay in black folds.
Often and often it lunged toward the blage.
When the flame dropped low, the shadows
came leaping close, llke wolves at a
wounded moose. But always they leaped
back when the fire roared up again.
QGreat was the fire god! Great was 8he-
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Who-Laughed, the priestess, whose magic
had made the wood dust smoke, whose
whispered speech had conjured up the
flame. Great even was Og, who had car-
rled away the priestess from her own lodge,
who had outwitted her tribesmen and slain
her lover! He, too, had won into the sacred
circle of the fire. No longer need he hover
and peer from the thickets, trembling and
wide-eyed with terror; he could sit, warm
and safe, in the haven of the blaze.

No more need he quake and cower when
the night closed down. No more need he
grow sick with dread at the sight of the
blood-red leaves and the feel of the north
wind. He, too, had escaped from the cruel
dominance of the elements. He was one of
the masters, the conquerors. He would
learn to laugh, even as his mate; he would
make mouth sounds more awe-inspiring
that the roar of the tempest. He would
shape the earth to his needs.

No more was he a beast of the forest.
He was the fire-keeper, the favored of the
gods.

Og could understand, now, the dim
dreams that had sometimes haunted him
in his cavern home. In hls brute mind had
lived a faint memory of fire, at times ris-
ing falntly above the darkness and horror
of his more viv!d, primitive dreams. The
human race has possessed the flame for
perhaps a hundred thousand years; and
while thls was only yesterday in the his-
tory of mammals, it is sufficient time to
write, faintly but legibly, an imperishable
record in the germ plasm. The record Og
had read in his lonely nlghts.

The man of civllization who sits glowlng
before his hearth reads it anew. The room
walls vanish as the centurles roll back. In
their place is the green wall of the forest.
The carved mantel and all its ornaments
fade and dlsappear, leaving only a spark-
flaked darkness above the trees. The and-
Irons become a cooking rack of stleks.
Clvillzatlon and all its complex problems
are forgotten, and once more the Dawn
Man squats before the fire god, in the
beast-haunted forests of long ago.

The dark is shut out. The demons of
the cold are held at bay. The wild hunters
hover In distant thickets, stricken with
mystery, reading thelr own doom in the
leaping flame. They dare not come nigh.
Only thelr eyes glare like little twin moons
in the dark.

Thus was born man’'s love of fire. It
holds him yet, enthralled, long after the
beasts are driven from the city walls, and
the dark and cold have lost thelr menace.

The flame 1s stlll the glory and the power
of man's dominions, not only over the
beasts of the field and the fowls of the alr,
but over the wind, the dark, the torrents
of rivers, the cloud-capped mountains, and
even the gray and ancient sea.

HE two arose when morning dawned,

and the love-moon set. The girl added
fuel to the glowing ashes of the fire, and
soon the flame-god danced anew. They
breakfasted on a gopher roasted whole;
cooked flesh that Og seemed to remember
from some far, lost existence. At last, when
they were ready to start on, the girl com-
mitted what Og thought wa.s an act of
blasphemy.

She deliberately destroyed the fire. She
knocked apart the burning sticks and scat-
tered the ashes. By gestures, she explalned
to Og the reason for this act. It seemed
that the fire god, usually a friend, could
be at times a2 most terrible enemy. If un-
restrained, he might devour the whole for-
est, drive away the animals needed for
game and, perhaps, in his fury, imprison
them In some far glen and take thelr llves.

This was only one instance of She-
Who-Laughed’s sagacity. All day long Og
was wondering at her—marveling at her
great knowlcdge and her woodcraft. She
showed him edlble roots and berries he
had never dared taste before. She knew
how to cross deep streams by felllng a
small tree on the bank. She shot gophers
at twenty paces with Red Hawk's arrows.

Surely she was almost a god herself.
When they met a bear in the trail, and
Og, wide-eyed, was already reachlng for a
tree limb, she advanced, shouting In defl-
ance. The bear turned and fled.

He supposed, of course, that the glrl's
Fresence alone had saved him from the
animal. That he himself might be gain-
ing a formidable aspect to beasts he could
not imagine. Yet an Incldent of the sec-
ond day seemed to bear this out.

He had left his mate by the fire and had
gone to a stream to drink. On the bank
of the streami he had come face to face
wiih a pack of scven wolves.

There was no thire to scek a tree. The
necarcst sapling that would hold his weight
was forty feet distant. To all appearances
he was tfapped at last, and his life must
end In those long, white fangs in the ﬁrst
moon of hls glory.

Everything was against him, beast and
forest and earth had conspired together
that he might dle. Even the wind blew
from him toward the animals, 50 that they
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could get his scent plainly and ldentify
him as the helpless Dawn Man who had
evaded them so long. This last point, in
Og’'s mind, was particularly traglc, because
sometimes when he had met the wolves
upwind—when they could not catch his
scent—they had been appalled by his tall
form and had given him time to fly. Now
he must dle fighting, llke the god-woman'’s
consort that he was.

No use to call to She-Who-Laughed. The
glrl could not possibly reach him in time.
The yell that rushed to his lips was more
of a warning than an appeal for help. His
knife made little lightnings in the alr.

And then a miracle fell. The wolves
stopped dead stil], their hackles rising. And
instead of lunging to the attack, thelir long
bodies ripping the air as spawning salmon
rip water, they turned and fled in the most
abject terror.

At first Og could not believe his eyes. At
last, however, the truth sank home. He
also carried the scent of the fire-maker.
The wood smoke was in his beard and on
his skin. No more was he a hunted thing
of the coverts, but the forest monarch, al-
most the forest god. From now on the
beasts must leap In terror from hls trail.

Og had come into his kingdom. He had
found -that security which leads stralght
to culture and clvilization. Also he had
found a satisfaction and enjoyment in life
of which the terror-haunted brute-man
could not dream.

He took the girl to his old cavern, and
here they prepared to spend the winter.
And they must work swiftly; only a few
weeks of the red fall remained.

First they must have warm clothes. Into
the highlands they ventured in search of
caribou. The pelts of these animals were
almost cold-proof—the hair was one of the
most perfect heat-insulators known to that
great fabric-maker, Mother Nature. She-
Who-Laughed desired them for making
parkas. Long and tireless was the hunt
that the two made, up over timber line
and into the yellowing parks.

Hour after hour they stalked through
the high mecadows. Arrow after arrow sank
harmlessly from the girl's bow, or else ad-
ministered a flesh wound in a stag’s side.
Yet the shafts were copper-tipped, the
copper hardened by some lost «art, and
when they plunged deep, they were deadly
enough. Finally the hunters procured six
pelts, sufficient for their winter wardrobe.

Then there were long hours of clothes-
making before the fire. The pelts were
fleshed and cured, then softened by end-

less chewing. At last they wcre cut and
sewn with sinew and leather thongs.

Meanwhile they worked to Improve the
cave. Fortunately, it was dry, to start with,
and She-Who-Laughed knew how to warm
its cold walls with brush, grass, and turf.
Indeed, the cavern walls and floor were
covered by dry blocks of turf.

They might have fared ill, that winter,
except for a windfall in the last days of
autumn. A clatter and a bawling in the
woods at dawn had called them from sleep
to ind two huge moose battling with inter-
locked horns. Both animals were slain with
arrows, and their big pelts were a preclous
adjunct to the lalr. In addition, Og killed
another young moose with a deadfall, and
the squaw shot a black bear out of a tree.

A fire wall was bullt up to reflect the
heat Into the cave. The last of the salmon
schools were caught and allowed to freeze.
The girl made snares of thong to catch
arctic hares and such birds as would win-
ter In the white deserts of the Yukon.

NE night the fall died. The storm king
cracked his whips of blizzard and hall
and- sleet. The two exiles shivered in their
beds and wakened to a wan, white world.
Quickly winter selzed the land in a grasp
of iron. The rivers froze almost to the
gravel of their beds. The trees bowed with
snow, and no more the wind swayed thelr
weighted lilmbs. A lovely sheet of snow,
smooth except for low mounds and an oc-
casional long, wind-scooped hollow, oov-
ered hill and valley. The cold deepened
until Og thought that the very pulse of the
earth had ceased to flow.

There were days when they could not go
abroad. A fierce fire, beating into the cave,
scarcely softened the savage lash of the
cold. There were days when sun and sky,
mountaln and valley, were lost and obliter-
ated In the swirling fury of blizzards.
There were nlghts when an icicle moon
rode through the frozen sea of the sky, and
the stars were hungry eyes of demon
wolves. There were nights when the devll-
fires were ignited in the heavens, and the
sky itself fluttered with banners of flame.

With great toil, the squaw made snow-
shoes of cedar and caribou thongs. With-
out them she and her mate could not hope
to survive. They would have died of famine
in their cave, llke improvident ground
squirrels that fatl to put by a sufficlent
winter store. When the shoes were com-
pleted the two skimmed the drifts like
strange snow-splrits, wandering in the
white and silent solitudes.
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Life was hard enough though they did
the best they could. The moose had yarded
in far places, and the hunters could not
find them. Only occasionally did they en-
counter a caribou, leaping through the
deep drifts. The gophers, on which they
had learned to rely, were all underground;
the waterfow]l had all departed for some
blessed land far to the south.

Many of the animals had protective col-
oration that hid them from sight. The
ptarmigan vanished utterly agalnst the
white drifts, and when the snow-shoe hare
leaped through the glades, they could see
only his dark shadow, skimming along with
nobody behind it. No wonder. thelr eyes
widened, and strange, dark superstitions
took root in their souls.

Only occasionally did these hares fall to
their arrows. Ptarmigan were still rarer
trophies, and even the porcupines hung out
of sight in the snowy trees. This scant
game, and an occasional ermine or marten
caught in the squaw’s snares, furnished
the bulk of their winter food.

These were the hunger days. This was
the famine time of which the wolves had
chanted on the hills. And now the wolf
song was even stranger, wilder, more poig-
nant than ever before. The season was one
of mystery and terror. Evil spirits were
abroad in the stlent woods. Often Og saw
them move and creep, glimpsing them
vaguely out of the corner of his eye, but
when he turned to stare, they were gone.

Northern lights, and shadows, and voices
in the woodland! Whispering in the night
that made the two huddle in each other's
arms! Terror and solitude and death!

Yet, In spite of all these fears and all
these hardshlps, Og was happler than he
had ever hoped to be. High among his
blessings was the haven of the hearth. No
wild beasts dared menace him now. When
he walked abroad, the hunters knew that
he was the favored of the fire god, and
they ran in panic from his trall. When he
sat by the blaze at night, and the little
blue moons showed two by two at the
edge of the dark, he did not cower, but
only snarled and shouted in deflance—and
then the little moons waned and disap-
peared. At the tired day’s end he would
rejolce to see the flame spears crackling
and striking at the dark. He thrilled at
their victory over the numbing, killing
cold. :

An even greater happiness was his mate,
the daughter of the tribe of the Upper
Nahhane. Why, she was life itself. With-
out her, he could not have even hoped to

survive the merciless winter. She had giv-
en him fire; and one by one she gave him
all the other blessings of the god-men. No
more did he kill his game with stones. In-
stead, he too carrlied a devil-bow, and he
chased the great beasts on the run with
his singing darts! He wore wings on his
feet that bore him over the tree-deep
drifts, and he did not sink almost out of
sight llke the wandering carlbou. As the
winter wore on, she even taught him
speech.

He learned that certain sounds meant
certaln things. Gradually he learned to
recognize these sounds, and even to imi-
tate them. Surely this was the greatest
triumph of alll No more was he the mute
Dawn Man, brother of the moose and the
bear, but one of the talking people, only
a step below a god!

Surely She-Who-Laughed was a prodigy
of nature! His admiration for her grew
with every hour. She knew a thousand
tricks of woodcraft. Her wondrous hands
could not only sew clothes and lay fires,
but set traps, make hooks of bone for
catching fish through the ice, construct
handy appliances for the cave, and launch
an arrow stralght as a falcon’s flight.
Meanwhile she told him breath-taking sto-
ries of her tribe; of long-ago wars, of
floods and fires, of year-long journeys. She
described great waters, and far-off peoples,
and undreamed-of wonders. She taught
him charms to bring good luck, and ex-
plained the intricate system of taboos prac-
tised by her tribe, and introduced him to
new demons, devils, and gods, the llke of
which he had not yet conceived. Some-
times she sang to him—wild, strange songs
that swelled almost to bursting his wild,
strange heart.

His love for her deepened like the snow.
It was greater than his love of warmth
and food, of killing and conquest, even of
life itself. In her eyes he saw what bore
him up like wings. Perhaps it was god-
head, he did not know; perhaps it was the
promise of immortality. He adored the
fire's glow on her dusky face.

The squaw returned this love with all
the ardor of the savage. To her, he was a
great tawny wood-god whom she could
adore even though she could not under-
stand. She wondered at his deficlencies in
the simple culture of her people; but his
great strength, and even his brutality and
savagery wakened in her a primitive devo-
tion. True he was far below her, according
to standards of practical accomplishment.
8he had to teach him the simplest things.
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Yet she could not master him, and indeed,
in spite of his worshiping admiration for
her gifts, he mastered her. 8he seemed to
feel that in some way, in a manner beyond
her ken, he was her superior. Perhaps she
noticed his even features, the high-bred
countenance of the white man. Perhaps
she was awed by the whiteness of his skin,
now that winter skies were bleaching his
deep tan.

CHAPTER VIII
BLACK FEAR

NLY ONCE during these winter
months did they get track of hu-
man beings. On this occasin they

had chased a wounded caribou into a far
valley. As they topped a white ridge, the
squaw cried out and pointed. Moving north
on the slope, a team of Malemutes showed
black against the snow.

Og was frightened at first. -Any visitors
to these solitudes seemed to promlise dan-
ger. But as the sled drew near, his fear
yielded to curlosity, and perhaps a vague
desire to see and talk with this stranger,
and commune with him as one man with
another. She-Who-Laughed could protect
him against any unlooked-for perll. Be-
sldes, he could see now that the visitor was
one of the dark-skinned fold, the llke of
which he had seen In the village of the
Upper Nahhane, and which he had slain
in a far hollow beyond the ridges.

The stranger drew up within one hun-
dred yards and halted hils team. By the
beadwork of his parka, the girl recognized
him as a native of one of the Teslin tribes,
far to the west. He stared a long time,
leaning forward from his hips in the In-
dian posiure, then signaled for Og to ap-
proach nearer.

The Dawn Man at once turned to his
mate. She would tell him what to do; her
sharp eyes would perceive any hidden dan-
ger, and warn him. But she nodded and
gestured for him to walk forward. It was
hardly perceptible that her eyes peered
darkly between their long slits, and that
she slipped her bow forward in her arms.

8he made no move to accompany Og. In
_the first. place, she was a squaw; and the
women of the Mackenzle peoples do not sit
in council with the braves. When hunter
meets with hunter on the trall, it is not
meant that the child-bearing drudge
should stand nigh and listen to their talk.
She-Who-Laughed would not Ilnsult her
lord before a visitor. Besides, from a dis-

tance she could keep a much better watch.

Og walked near, his heart racing. The
Indian grunted a salutation—a greeting of
friendship which, freely translated, means,
“Brother at the killing,” and held out his
open hand.

Og could not understand the words. He
caught none of the guttural sounds with
which his mate had acquainted him. The
truth was that this stranger from the Tes-
lin country talked quite a different dialect
from the people of the Nahhane, and only
an expert linguist likke She-Who-Laughed
—whose red mouth was quick at sounds—
could bridge the gap. Og did, however, per-
celve the meaning of the outstretched
hand.

The stranger was showing him that his
hand held no weapon. Og immediately
stretched out his own hand. Thus they
approached each other to make talk.

Still Og was on guard. He was afraid
that the stranger’s hand would whip to his
walst and seize the long knife that he wore
there. 80 when he came in reach, he took
an entirely natural way to guard against
such treachery.

He clasped the stranger’'s hand. At the
same instant, this hand clasped his own.
Evidently the stranger was also fearful of
treachery. So they stood with hands inter-
locked.

Og was aware of a most curious sensa-
tion. Somehow, he liked this pressing of
palms. It made him feel friendly, gener-
ous, sociable. At the same time he was
troubled by confused memorles. As had
happened several times before, he seemed
to recall some other existence, far away
and long ago.

The truth was that Og was again reach-
Ing back to Ogden Rutheford. A gleam of
light had crept through the black gate of
his amnesia. This hand-clasping had
proved a powerful stimulus to the higher
assoclation-areas of his braln. No wonder,
this was a custom of civilization. It was
simply the dally greeting of the white men,
reduced to its simplest elements. The men
of the cltles no longer wore knives and
tomahawks in their belts, but the extend-
ing of empty, unweaponed hands and the
clasplng of fingers to prevent treachery
still survived as the common handshake, a
world-wide symbol of friendship.

Og uttered the first words that sprang
to his lips. “Eat my meat!” he sald, in the
tongue he had learned from his mate.

The stranger seemed to understand,
though with considerable difficulty. He
made Og repeat the sentence two or three
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times. Then he began a long discourse,
accompanled by many gestures, and many
pointings back over his shoulder that Og
could not understand at all.

The Dawn Man shook hls head in bewlil-
derment. Yet his curlosity was aroused by
the man’s earnest manner, and the
thought came that perhaps She-Who-
Laughed, the great and clever one, might
interpret the stranger’s talk. So he called
her up, and the two conversed.

Og could not understand them at all.
Indeed, they had difficulty in following
each other. They used many gestures, and
certain conventional signs with the hands
and arms that Og had never seen before.
He did not know that this was Indian sign-
language, a kind of mute Esperanto that
{s known to most all aboriginal Amerlcans,
and which would no doubt bridge a gap of
sllence between a Florida Seminole and an
Alaskan Aleut. Og could not even under-
stand all of his squaw’'s questions, she
talked so rapidly and with such queer ac-
cents and intonations.

Yet the conversation was not without
meaning for him. Part of it, at least, he
could grasp—that part which was reflected
in the squaw’s face. He had learned to
read this countenance. The lights in her
black eyes were llke heliographs; the blood
that came and went in her cheek was a
signal fire. Watching her, he knew that
the stranger had brought bad news. All
was not well behind the ridges from
whence his trail led.

There was a look of anguish about the
glrl's mouth. Her narrow eyes had wid-
ened to full width. Yet this was not mere
physical terror. It was llke a blow in the
breast, a stab near the heart. It was a
deep dread of some threat that the future
held for her. There was a grim meaning
in the reaching back of her hand to grasp
her mate’s, so tightly that pain trickled
through his fingers.

RESENTLY Og caught one of the stran-

ger's questions. He was asking the loca-
tion of Og's cave; the pantomime of bed
and fire was plaln enough. As Og started
to answer the question, by gesture, the glrl
sllenced him with her sharp nalls in his
palm. Then she pointed away, in a direc-
tion exactly opposite from the home cave.

A moment later, the Indian drove on.
The girl watched him with strangely in-
drawn eyes. The lines of her face seemed
to deepen and grow hard, and Og saw a
look of desperate resolve, perhaps of
cruelty, flash across her lpas.

For an instant he stared in bewilder-
ment. Suddenly he saw what her hands
were doing. She had drawn an arrow from
her quiver and was now fitting it to the
bow.

He seized her arm just in time. An in-
stant later, and the stranger would not
have gone on. He would have bedded
quietly in the snow, with elght inches of
arrow-wood protruding from his back. His
long trek would have been over, and a
squaw of a distant village would have wept
and watched in vain the western sky-line.

“Let me go!” the girl whispered tensely.
She tried to wrench loose from Og's iron
grasp. .

“No. I don't want him killed. We are
not wolves!”

“But he will talk. They will give him
firewater, and he will tell them where to
come. It is our only chance.”

But Og did not understand. Besides, he
felt kindly toward the stranger. He still
glowed with warmth from the clasp of a
friendly hand. No blood lust came rushing
red to his flerce eyes. This meeting with a
fellowman in the solitude and the silence
had pleased him, and awakened his social
instincts.

The traveler continued on unharmed.
Finally the squaw put back her arrow and

stood motlonless, saying no word. Then

she signaled to Og to follow and started
plodding across the valley in the direction
she had pointed.

Og obeyed in bewllderment. The squaw
was not starting home; neither was she
following the trall of the wounded caribou..
She led him up into the timber beyond,
and here she paused again. Hidden her-
self, but with peering eyes, she watched
the dimming speck of black that was the
dog team.

Only after it had disappeared beyond
the horizon did she start back. Even now
she took a circuitous route, as far as pos-
sible following the glare ice of a stream
that recorded no tracks. Then, and not till
then, did Og perceive a gleam of the truth.
She was concealing their trall, just as the
cow moose concealed her trall from the
wolf pack.

When the fire was bullt high, and the
evening meal consumed, she began to
question Og. She talked in the Indlan
tongue as far as she could make him un-
derstand; to flll the gaps she used sign
language and pantomime. “Og, do you
know white men?” she asked.

Og shook his head. “Men—with. skins
like this?” He lifted a handful of snow.
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“Yes. Men of white skins come from
afar. They come in ships, up the Mother
Waters (the Mackenzie), and up the Sleep
River of the West (the Yukon). They kill
their meat with fire-sticks.”

Og looked troubled. A bafling memory
haunted him. But he could not seize it,
and at last he shook his head.

The fear in her eyes dimmeced for a mo-
ment, but at once flashed up agaln. "“Og,
where did you come from ?" she asked ln a
low voice.

He pointed toward the south. “By a
mountain with two peaks, and a long lake

.under a red clift.”
. “But before that, where did you come
from—in the beginning?”

Stlll he pointed to the south. Plainly
the answer distressed her. It was toward
the south—not the north of storms and
lashing winds—that she looked with such
dread. “I don't know,” he told her at last.
“J—ecannot remember.”

“Are you a white man, Og?”

He looked at his'tawny arms and smiled.
“I am your mate. We are of the same
blood.”

But she shook her head. “You were white
man once,” she told him. “I cannot tell
how I know—I have never seen a white
man, But I know, and there is no mistake.
I have listened in the medicine lodge and
I will not turn from ihe truth again.

“You are a white man, Og, but how you
came here, and what charm was put upon
you, I cannot guess. You are not like other
white men. You have not the fire-stick,
and you are not mightier than a mountain
stream, and you do not carry little naked
twigs, with the smell of skunk on the tip,
for striking fire. These are the things that
mark the people of the snowy skins, be-
cause Wolf Jaw, my mother's uncle who
went once to the Mother Waters, told me
§0." She gestured helplessly. “I cannot
understand!”

He took her hand, and slipped it under
his parka next to his heart. ‘“Where is the
meat?” he asked (meaning “What does it
matter?”) “What does She-Who-Laughed
care what land I came from, or what trall
I took? I have grown to be like you, my
night-bird that sings in the cavern! I
have learned your talk and your ways. We
will go now, and sleep.”

“Did you come in a canoe, Og?"

“No, I do not know—canoe.” This was a
word which she had not yet taught him.

“Did you come over water?” she per-
sisted.

“I crossed a river on a fallen tree. An-

other river I crossed in tha shallows, where
salmon lay. A third river I followed—till
I found She-Who-Laughed. But I did not
cross that river.”

“I do not mean rivers. I mean a great
water that even a wild goose may hardly
fly across. Across that water the white
men camé—]I have heard tales. And now
—and now they have come azain.”

The awe In her tones made his heart
leap. “What game do they hunt?” he asked
breathlessly.

“What game? Can’t you guess, Og? They
do not hunt the moose, to put the horns in
their great igloos; and they do not hunt
the white sheep on the slide rock; and
they do not hunt even the grizzly bear,
which it is sald the white men will travel-a
moon's journey to kill and to take home
to show to his tribesmen. It is none of
these things that bring twenty white men
across the great water and down the
Sleepy Waters of the West.”

“Perhaps they come to hunt the yellow
pebbles that lle in the creek beds,” Og sug-
gested.

This seemed an intelligent guess. What
was more likely than that the hordes of
white men who had swarmed over the
southern passes thirty years before had

- come agaln? Bhe-Who-Laughed had told

him about these people. Tales of them had
carried clear to the Mackenzie valley, had
become woven into the folk-lore of the
tribes. Fortunately, none of them had ever
reached the tribe of the Upper Nahhane;
and so the skins of the younger generation
was not tinged with yellow, nor were chil-
dren born with sky-blue eyes and hair the
color of dead grass. The gold seekers had
mostly gone the way they had come, and
the squaw knew them only as vrzue, in-
credible figures, discussed to weary length
by the old men.

“These are not pebble-hunters, who
come now,” the gipl answered. ‘“These are
not the crazy people who came bearing
burdens on moose without horns, and who
went away before I was born. Some of
them are Chechaquoes, surely, but with
them are great white chiefs who have seen
the ice break up for twenty years. And
thoy are not digging in the creeks, but
have journeyed down the Sleepy Watera
and up the River of the North, to the place
where the great canoe comes to buy fura
from the tribesmen. They walt there for
the Ice to break, so they may come here.”

The placc that the squaw referred to
was no doubt the trading post at Pelley
Banks, the last outpost between the Yukon
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and the Mackenzie. The big canoce was a
river boat that came all the way from
White Horse. Pelley Banks would be the
natural outfitting point for a large party
wishing to penetrate the remote Pelley
Range.

“Then what is it that the white men
hunt?” Og asked tensely.

The squaw looked at him with strangely
glowing eyes. “They are hunting you, my
husband,” she told him solemnly. “They
have come to take you away from me.”

Og froze In his place. His face slowly
darkened. “They cannot make me go!” he
whispered at last. ‘“We will be together al-
ways. When they come, I will kill them
alll”

“There are too many to kill,” she told
him. “But you say truth, Og. We will be
together always.” She paused and smiled.

“Even if they shoot me with their fire-
sticks, and leave my body in the young
grass, still we shall not part,” she went on
at last. “My shadow-self will go with you
yet, even across the Great Water to the
8un lands in the south.”

NOTHER month remained of winter.
During this month, the two exiles
dwelt on in their cave, wresting life from
the snowy death about them. Still they
chased caribou in far, hushed valleys; still
the fire god leaped and danced at the cave
mouth. Still they listened to the moon-
song of the wolves, chanting of hunger, of
fear, of the ancient persecution by the ele-
ments.

Rarely did they mention the threat of
the coming spring. They were fatalists,
these twain, and they knew what must
come, would come. Both tried to make the
most of the winter days remaining, thelr
last weeks of security within the fortress
of the snows. Joyously they shared their
hunting triumphs, their simple food, their
glowing hours at the cave mouth at dusk.
Yet the girl wept, at tlmes, even when
there was no acrlid wood-smoke to explain
her tears.

For them there was no glory In the
dawning spring. They did not share in the
joyous wakening that throbbed through
the Wild like wings. The days lengthened,
the sun grew ardent, the snow was strip-
ping from the mountains with many a
booming avalanche; but still they prayed
for the reign of the old White King, and
still they looked up with brightening eyes
when his cold breath stilled waterways
once more. '

But the White King's powers were fail-
ing. The counter attacks of his cohoarts
were ever less formldable. The bears wak-
ened in their dens, and idled on the slopes
In the green track of the new slides. The
vanguard of the bird armies arrived from
the south. The salmon were swirling and
moliling at the mouths of the rivers.

The weeks flew by. The nights were
only a shadow, swiftly flashing across the
face of the day. In this brief dusk, Og be-
gan to experlence strange dreams. He
would narrate them to She-Who-Laughed
as the two squatted before the breakfast
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fire, and asked her to explain their mean-
ing. His own theory was that his shadow-
self went wandering when he slept, be-
holding many wonders that were hidden
from his mortal eyes. He could not un-
derstand why the girl's face would draw
with fear, or why she should try to direct
their talk into other channels.

One nlght he went to bed with a stab-
bing ache in the top of his head. Since his
conduct had been exemplary, he did not
think that this was any ordinary affliction
by the gods. He decided that it was a
knocking from within—the frenzied efforts
of his shadow-self to break loose from its
bony prison and go wandering again. And
indeed, his dreams that night seemed to
bear out this theory. When he wakened in
the morning his headache was gone, but
he had a tale to tell that opened the girl's
eyes.

“My shadow-self got free as soon as I
went to sleep,” he sald in the Indlan
tongue. “He flew far, llke a wild goose,
and crossed a great water in a great
canoe.”

“A canoe—as long as a tree?” the. girl
asked fearfully. “As high as a young
spruce?” :

These were the dimensions of the river
boat that came up the Pelley, and which
She-Who-Laughed thought was the big-
gest craft in the world. But Og made a
broad gesture. “As long as four tall trees!”
he told her. “As high as a cliff. When it
spoke, its volce carried like thunder. On
such a canoe my shadow-self traveled, to a
land far away.”

“In what direction, Og?” the girl asked.

“Toward the south, I think. Laughing
One, surely this land I came to i3 the land
of the gods. The men have no hair on
their faces, and wear many skins. The
women, whom you have told me must go
covered, even in,winter wear most short
and scanty skins. They ride about in great
sledges, but the sledges have no dogs.”

“Perhaps they drive mooselike beasts, as
my uncle, Wolf Jaw, told of the pebble
hunters.”

“No. The sledges go of themselves. They
go three times as fast as the fastest dogs
you have told me of, even when the dogs
run on firm crust. They go twice as fast
as a running caribon.”

“That cannot be!” the girl interjected.

“But 1t Is so. Listen to other wonders.
You know how the wild geese talk to one
another acrass the sea? How one goes
south, to find new feeding waters, and
calls his mates silently through the alr,

and they go south and follow him? These
people can do likewise. They may talk to
onc another across a mountain, even
across a great water lilke my shadow-self
rode on in the big canoe.”

“That cannot be,” the girl interrupted
again.

“It is so. They are a mighty people.
And they are a cunning people, too. They
are even more cunning than the animals
we know. She-Who-Laughed, you know
how the weasel turns white in winter, so
that he cannot be seen against the snow
—s0 he'may steal up to a rabbit and the
rabbit cannot see him come? These people
I tell of have learned the weasel’s tricks.
When they drive their mighty fire-sticks
and their dogless sledges Into battle, they
put paint on them, llke the war-paint of
your tribe, so that they become the same
color as the bushes and therefore cannot
be seen.”

¢ HIS is most cunning,” the girl com-
mented.

“It is only the beginning of their cun-
ning. You know. my mate, the tale you
told me of the little brown men of the
North, the Eskimo, you called them. You
told how they get their meat with spears
and nets out of the sea. Sometimes, you
sald, they catch a long, thin fish that car-
rles a most evil charm. When they touch
this fish, you say, they are stralghtway
knocked down as if by a blow from an un-
seen club, and they prick and tingle with
great pain.”

“That is true,” the'girl told him solemn-
ly. “The old men who have traveled to the
North Seas say so. The paln Is the same
as when the lightning comes close by, In
a rainstorm. It is, indeed, a most potent
charm.”

And this was true. Certalnly the electric
eel of the north, tales of which had car-
ried to the Nahhane people, had a magio
all his own!

“This very charm Is possessed by the
people my shadow-self visited while I
slept,” Og told her in an awed volce. When
they wish to kill one of their number, they
have him sit In a chalr into which the
charm Is passed. They make the charm,
and he stralghtway dies. When they go
forth to battle they put up long strings,
like fishnets, only made of metal, and into
these metal strings they pass the charm.
Then when their enemy touches the
strings, he is straightway knocked down,
and sometimes he dles, too.”

“They must be a most cratly people %o
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have learned such cunning from the fish,”
the squaw commented.

“This 1s not all they learned. You told
me of another flsh that the Eskimos some-
times catch. He is a demon-fish, you said,
most ugly to look at, and he has long arms
that grip and squeeze. When this demon-
fish is chased by an enemy, he pours out
what looks llke blackberry juice into the
water, and then he cannot be seen and de-
voured. This is what you told me, Laugh-
ing One.”

“It is true. The old men say 80.”

“These people my soul visited have
learned this trick, also, from the demon-
fish. When they go abroad in their big
war-canoes, and they see a bigger war-
canoe coming to kill them, they throw into
the air a great black cloud of smoke that
hides them, just as the berry juilce in the
water hides the fish.”

“Such people must be gods, not men.”

“Gods they must be. Yet they learn
their tricks from the Wild. One more trick
they have learned, the most cunning of all.
Laughing One, you know Blg-Smell-on-
Four-Legs?”

Laughing One was now true to her name.
“The impudent one that walks in the mid-
dle of the trall, biddjng even the wolf get
out of his way?” she answered. “The bold,
handsome one, with the fine tall and the
stripe down his back? Who does not know
him! Seekak, we call him, though he 1s
not common so far north.”

“I have seen him thrice,” Og told her.
“On one of those three times I tried to
kill, but I will not try again. My shadow-
self could not bear to stay with me in the
cave, for days and weeks. It is a strong
weapon that Seekak carrled, and so these
people I tell you of have learned to use it,
too. When they go into battle they shoot
this strong smell at their enemles. When
their enemies breathe it, they run and
hide their faces and they weep and some-
times they die. It is a powerful charm.”

Og now felt sllent.

“Is that all the dream?" the girl asked.

“That is all that I can remember. She-
Who-Laughed, I wish that you and I knew
some of those god-men’s charms. Then we
would not be afrald when we see a moving
speck on the hills. My mate would not then
wake in her sleep in terror, and selze me
so tight that her nalls bring blood to my
skin.”

But the triumphs of civilizatlon were
not for them. The only charms they knew
were such as dwelt in the blades of their
tomahawk and knife, and in the little

ivory figure that the squaw wore at her
throat. Still they must watch the sky-line
with shivering dread. Still the squaw's
dreams were troubled by white hands that
reached over the sea to tear her husband
from her arms.

June came, green and fragrant. And
then, at June's tranquil passing, the blow
fell.

One dawn a small herd of caribou
crashed by the cave in wild stampede. No
wolf had frightened them; only the smell
of man could have struck such terror in
their brute souls. The squaw’'s eyes nar-
rowed. Quickly she climbed to a near-by
ridge and looked back over the animals’
trall.

She did not look in vain. Agalinst the
northern hills was a faint, blue cloud.
And this cloud augured a storm of terror
and woe such as had never smote the
cavern home before.

It was amoke from a new camp. Nor
was it low and thin like an Indlan smoke.
Only the brave, full-fed fires of the white
man made a billowing pall like this.

HE crept up the ridge until she could

peer over the summit. Lying flat, she
saw not one fire, but four. There were half
a dozen tents and at least three score of
big black animals such as she had never
seen before. They looked llke moose, but
she knew that Great-Horns does not feed
in the camps of white men. She was used
to packing dogs for summer trips, so she
decided that these were pack-animals of a
new and superlor kind.

This was the base camp of a large search
party. The trall was hot, and their long
search all but over.

The squaw stole back like a wolf to the
cave. She met Og in the doorway, and her
face told him all that he needed to know.
He picked up the tomahawk and his knife;
the squaw selzed the bow and quiver. With-
out a sound, without a tear for the lair
they loved so well, without & moment’s
futlle waiting and deliberation, they start-
ed away over the southern hills.

No use of hiding in their cavern, trusting
that the searchers might miss its half-
hidden entrance! Thus they might outwit
the Chechaquoes from afar—the pebble-
hunters and the palefaces—but never the
grizzled guides who led the party. These
had seen the ice go since the days of the
Great Trek, so wandering Mackenzie In-
dians had reported, and they could find a
camp llke a hungry Jay. They would see
old wood-cuttings; they would follow dim
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tralls. The fugitives' only hope was instant
fight Into the virgin fastnesses of the
Simpson Mountains.

They carried only the bare necessities
of life. Even their bed-robes were forsaken
in the cave. They took off through the tim-
ber, and they never crossed a stream until
thick woods screened thelr retreat.

Yet In spite of their black fear, they did
not run. The race was not to the swift,
they thought, but to the strong and en-
during. They were not carlbou, to be stam-
peded Into panic, but fire-people, cunning
and cautlous. They moved at a swlift walk
that sent the long miles racing behina.

Could the pursuers follow such a pace?
The squaw dared to hope otherwise. She
knew that they were heavily burdened, and
that ordinarily a blg outfit means slow
travel. It was true that they packed thelr
goods on big moose-like beasts instead of
on the backs of dogs; but surely they could
go no faster than their white masters could
walk, But In reasoning thus she forgot
that the white men were all miracle-work-
ers. She had even forgotten some of the
tales she had heard of the Great Trek,
thirty years before, when Moose-Without-
Horns was used for another purpose than
of packing duffel.

Her greatest hope seemed to be that she
and Og had got away unseen. By the time
thelr lair was discovered they would have
a long head-start. Already they were al-

most out of eye-range of the enemy camp. .

No more need they be so careful in screen-
ing thelr retreat. They could hurry boldly
through the forest, in search of some far
hiding place behind the ranges.

When they had gone six miles, they
were confronted by a bare ridge. It was
naked as a bone, and its every stone took
the sun llke bear’s fur. Would they climb
boldly up its sunlit slope? Otherwise they
must spend two hours of their precious
time encircling it. .

But why should they go to such weary
lengths? What human eye, whether gray-
blue llke the white man's or black like the
Indian’s, could see so far? At a distance of
six miles, even a mountain sheep would
graze unwarned. Even the wild goose, that
turns in her flight when a grass blade
moves on the ground, would be blind as a
mole. Even the buzzard—the hateful one
who floated from afar on summer days,
whose flickering shadow was doom, and
who kept a mile-high watch on every new
born cub so thrat he might be near it when
it dled—even he would soar through his
blue depths unheeding.

The two starteC up the ridge. The June
sun beat upon them, warming them and
cheering their heavy hearts. They could
not dream that its rays were beating back,
elght miles across empty space, into cer-
tain finely ground crystal rings. Alas, they
knew little of the white man’s ways! The
magic that he made was a thousand times
greater than they had ever dared dream.
Even those half-belleved tales, told on
summer nlghts beside far tribal fires, fell
short of the truth. Even Old Wolf Jaw,
Marco Polo of the Nahhane tribe, had un-
derrated the facts.

True, the white man’s naked eye could
not locate them at elght mlles’ distance.
It is keener than an Indlan’s, its blue-gray
irls admlits the maximum.of light; but for
spying out the vast spaces of the north it
needs spectacles. And these his monstrous
work-shops had supplied. They were of
crystal and metal, and could -see farther
than the buzzard, the mountaln ram, and
the wild goose comblned. They could bridge
space llke the eye of the sun ltself.

On the ridges about thelf base camp,
five white men stood watch. They all car-
ried blnoculars; with these they searched
the park lands and the distant hills. And
presently one of them picked up what
might be two bears®advancing slowly up
a naked slope eight miles away.

He dropped down prone on the shale.
Carefully he focused his glasses; then he
peered a long time. Finally he signaled
to one of his companions.

“I've found him,” he announced quietly.
And he showed his friend how to level the
glass.

The latter also took time for a long scru-
tiny. “I guess you're right,” he agreed at
last. “Of course It might be two Indlans
far from home, but somehow I don't think
so. The blg one Is no doubt Rutheford,
crazy as a fool-hen. I guess that wander-
ing Teslin native that the mounted police-
man talked to, knew His business after all,
And that means a fat job is going to be
cut short.”

For a moment more they studied the
lay of the land. Then they walked quickly
back and collected the outfit.

CHAPTER IX
THE WHITE MAN’S POWER

Y NOON the fugitives had reached
the plateau country to the soudheast.
Here were naked wastes, and heaped
up crags; and here the whistling marmot
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sounded his eerie call. But the desolation
found no echo In their hearts. Their faces
were flushed, their eyes luminous; and
often the girl laughed, a sound that rang
strangely in the abysmal stillness. They
dared to belleve that they had left their
pursuers far behind. Later they would cross
the range, conceal their tracks like foxes,
and take up thelr abode in some far, lost
valley where the white man does not go.

When they stood on the bleak summit of
the hill, the girl glanced triumphantly be-
hind. No fear was on her face, no dread-
ful expectancy in her gaze. Even when she
saw a dark moving figure, half a mile be-
low, she did not flinch. Of course it was
only some beast of the forest, 8 moose, per-
haps, or a bull caribou wandering alone.

She peered closer. Yes, it was an animal,
not a man. No need for her heart to leap
3o flercely! It was moving swiftly toward
them, but she could see that it had four
legs, and was flve times human size. Then
why did her pupils dilate? What of the
cold wind that seemed to strike her from
the heights?

This animal stood half again as tall as
the tallest moose she had ever seen. Was
the tower that she saw on its back merely
its antlers? But what beast that she knew
carried such horns so early in the year?

Presently the animal turned sideways in
the trail. She saw its vivid silhouette
agalnst the gray background. And then she
knew the bitter truth. Again she had fig-
ured the white man wrong. She had
dreamed that' in pursuing her, he must
walk tediously on the ground, like herself.
Not this paleface from afar! He had
trained his animal slaves in service other
than as beasts of burden. He had borrowed
the fleetness of their limbs!

Not slow, frall feet but iron-shod hoofs
had sped him over the tralls. Instead of
climbing laborlously over the fallen logs,
a8 she and her mate had done, the white
man had soared over them by the flexing
of mighty thighs. Instead of racking his
own heart on the cruel steeps he had been
upheld and borne on by the tireless heart
of a glant.

The white man was a god! The old men
of her tribe had told less than the truth.
Already he had conquered earth and sea,
and now he was breaking down the an-
clent barriers of the Wild. Distance, to
him, was a cobweb acroas his trall.

It is possible that a man on horseback
is the most splendid creature the world
has ever seen. Primarily, it is far more of
an innovation than a man in an airplane.

Human beings are not the first heavy-
bodied creatures to develop wings. The
great condor lifts himself aloft; once the
pterodactyl skimmed over the steaming
fens of the anclent world. They gained
their mastery of the air through the evo-
lution of their bodies; man gained his by
the swift growth of his mind.

On the other hand, man is the only large
animal that ever put a slave-ring on his
physical superiors. The sight of him riding
erect, guiding with his hand a great steed
six times his weight, recalls in an instant
the glorious history of his race. Horseman-
ship is the very symbol of man's godhead,
of his triumph over the beasts of the fleld
and the forces of nature. And it stirs the
pulses with a thousand thrilling memorles:
of great migrations, of holy crusades, of
hard-won battles, of magnificent adven-
tures,

But the sight was far from splendid to
this girl on the hill. It would have been’
fearful enough, even had the horseman
come in peace. Shc belonged to a non-
equestrian tribe. If her people had ever
possessed the horse, they had lost him mil-
leniums before. Many and many an In-
dian had been ‘rightened almost out of
his wits by a similar visitation. When the
Florida aborigines saw the men of Spain
come riding, they mistook them for mon-
sters, half man and half brute. Of course
the girl made no such childish mistake, yet
she knew at last the white man’s power.

And this horseman had not come in
peace! His mission was the most terrible
that her primitive soul could imagine.
And when she glanced to the right and
saw another mounted man, and when she
glanced to the left and saw still another,
and when a party! of four appeared on
the hill behind, she knew this dread mis-
sion would be fulfilled.

No use to fight agalnst the gods! No use
to rise against the masters! She was only
a forest girl, the daughter of a dark-
skinned race, and these were the white
men who bridled the wild horses of the
elements. Og, too, was only a woods child
—easy prey to these conquerors from afar.

She and Og had not got away unseen.
They had not traveled so fast that only

-the wolf pack could overtake them. They

were overtaken now—before the first day’s .
run was done—not by wolves, but by pur-
suers more resolute, more unpitylng, than
any pack that ever scoured the forest. The
horsemen were closing in, now, from all
sldes. The race was almaost done.

Ths girl made but one outcry. This was
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a sob that welled up from her very heart.
Then she clasped Og’s hand and, like a
panic-stricken stag, ran up the hill toward
the heights beyond.

The sight might have touched the pur-
suers, had they understood. The struggle
was so vain; the end so sure. The twain
were heading stralght toward the brink of
cliffs that even the white goat could not
descend. And unless they checked thelr
pace, the horsemen might not capture
them after all. They might find the quar-
ry lylng dead, facing the heights, their

hearts worn out by the mad violence of -

their struggle.

The mounted men did not urge on their
horses. The long chase would end soon
enough. So as the fugitives clambered up
the slide rock, the pursuers spread out
in a fan formation that closed all gates
of escape.

Panting and racked with pain, Og and
the squaw made the heights at last. Both
were near collapse, and the wonder was
that they had not fallen long before.
Seemningly they had drawn on some
strength beyond that of mortal bodies—a
courage and a spirit worthy of the god-
men themselves. And now they knelt on
the summit of the range.

They looked up and they looked down.
Above was only the blue sky; below was
only empty space, dropping off and down
past many a narrow ledge to the slide
rock a thousand feet beJow. Which of these
directlons might they go? .

They were no god-men, to take the air
with twenty-foot silver wings. They were
not nlght-hawks, to drop sheer three hun-
dred yards and catch themselves with a
cry of ecstasy. Their eyes grew round and
childllke as the flnal meaning came
clear.

They looked to one side and then to the
.other. Perhaps they might find a way
around the cliff, whereby they could carry
on the race. If they could work their way
down, over the slide rock, Into those cool
wooded depths beside the river, it might
be that they could hilde away for another
night. Folded in each other’s arms they
might behold agaln the ancient, life-gtv-
ing miracle of the rising dawn.

But the ways were closed. They were not
mountain rams, to pick their way over
precipices. Here, at the brink of the cliff—
on this summit where sometimes the little
white ptarmigan ran with her brood, and
where sometimes the white goat stood
facing the sun—the trall had ended. The
race was over, and they had lost.

HEY could not go on. They could not

turn aside. They could not even go
back and try to dodge their enemies, as
sometimes a stag at bay dodges a pack
of wolves. As they glanced behind, they
saw their pursuers already closing in.

Ten minutes more! So be it; they would
spend these ten minutes as befitted the
children of the forest. They lay still, hand
touching hand, and looked down upon
their happy hunting ground. They saw the
far-off river, llke a blue ribbon bought
from the trading post. They saw the green
highland parks, beloved of the caribou, and
the dark spruce forest where the wild
hunters lurked. They saw distant chains
of lakes where the bull moose wallowed
and the sunlit hills where the bear grubbed
for roots. But they did not see the vold -
below them. They looked not upon tha
barred gates of their prison. Proud at last,
with that strange pride of the wild peo-
ples, for a long time they did not even look
back at their relentless pursuers.

Og was the first to break. He glanced
furtively over his shoulder. The horsemen
were drawing In close; he could see thetr
white faces. One of them was the man
who had yelled at him, the autumn befare,
“Ogden Rutheford!"” he had called, and ths
words had stirred Og strangely. Now bs
and hils fellows rode sllently, slowly, to-
ward the long-sought prey.

Og clutched the girl’s hand in childlike
terror. “What will they do?” he begged.
“Will they kill me with their fire-sticks?”

She-Who-Laughed smliled wanly, tender-
ly, and shook her head. No, they would
not kill Og. If they had sought his life,
they would have taken it long since. With
their fire-sticks they could kill at a thou-
sand paces, Wolf Jaw had sald; yet at
three hundred paces they still rode with
their weapons hanging idle in their saddle
scabbards. She had known from the first,
ever since her talk with the wandering
Teslin Indian, that this long search was
not merely one of blood.

“Don’t be afraid, Og,” she whispered.
Gently she pressed his hand.

Og pressed her hand to his mouth, as if
to choke back a cry of terror. His eyes
looked up to her in mute worship. Oh, he
loved her for the smlle that still hovered,
gentle as a twilight dream, at her lips! He
could not be so brave, himself—he was
only the Dawn Man, not yet the master of
his soul—but his wild heart glowed in pride
of her. The touch of her hand on his was
like a potent charm, llke an invincible
weapon. It seemed to hold him up and
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save him. For a breath he was almost calm.

Presently the sight of the nearing horse-
men prostrated his heart again. “What are
they going to do?” he whispered. “Will
they take me away from you?”

A strange look came Into the squaw's
face. Her eyes were darkly luminous; a
quality that was almost beauty graced her
Indian features. Again she shook her head.

His pale face flushed. “Are you sure?”

“I am sure, Og. They won't take you
away from me. Do you remember what I
told you, that day by the flame?”

“I cannot remember. My head is a whirl-
pool.”

“I told you then that we would never
part. It is true, my husband. We are mates,
you and I. We have hunted together here
in the forest.”

“It {s true.” He nodded solemnly. “We
have hunted the carlbou. We have hunted
the moose.”

“We have hunted here, and we will hunt
—there.” The girl pointed skyward. “In
the happy hunting ground, my beloved.
Agaln we wlill chase the carlbou—caribou
with horns as long as your great arms
spread. Again we will chase the moose,
with the white fat the depth of your hand
on his back.”

“But—how do you know?” He was fum-
bling eagerly at her hands. “Speak quick-
ly—the riders are almost here.”

“The little charm at my throat has told
me,” she answered earnestly. “I will not
leave you, my husband. When the riders
carry you across the great water, I will go
with you.”

His heart was leaping now, in dawning
hope, but still the cruel doubts plagued
him. “But what if they will not let you
go?n

“Let me go?” S8he smiled agaln, and her
eyes were like stars. “Even the white men
cannot hold me back. Og, you are fleet of
foot. You catch the porcupine in one leap;
you run down the ground squirrel in fifty
paces. Have you ever caught the shadow
of the porcupine, my husband, or the shad-
ow of the ground aquirrel ?”

“No. No man can catch a shadow.”

“That is true. Not even the white men
can catch a shadow—or hold it here, or
drive it there. Og, put your mouth on
mine.”

The man obeyed. To her dark lips he
pressed his own.

“You feel warmth?” she asked.

“Warmth—and life.”

‘The warmth is of my body. You have
felt 18 for the last time. When you go away,

with the riders, my body will stay here, no
more to warm you. But the life you felt—
that was of my soul. That was of my shad-
ow-self, which will go with you still. Even
across the great waters it will go with
you.”

“I do not understand. I am afrald.”

“Do not be afrald. Your wife will never
leave you, Og, my husband. Even if you
take a woman of your race, it will only be
for a little while, and you will know that
I am standing in the darkness, walting.
Wherever you go, She-Who-Laughed will
be standing In the darkness. And then,
after a time, you will leave the other wom-
an, and you and I will hunt again together
in the happy hunting ground.”

Suddenly he belleved her. His child’s
heart was soothed. “It is true,” he sald
brokenly. “We will hunt together again.
And now the riders are climbing thelr last
step.” -

“Yes. Press your mouth to mine agaln—
quickly, the time iIs almost gone. And now,
my husband, 1 will make my meaning
plaln.”

-Gently she released his hand and stood
up. A strange cry rose from her lips—to
what god and for what mercy the nearing
white men could not dream—and her arms
went up In supplication to the sky. Then,
with face alight, she stepped off into the
empty alr.

S THE girl leaped, the horsemen
cried out. Mostly, they invoked their
several deltles; one or two shouted use-
less warnings. At the same time they
pressed quickly forward.

They did not hope to help the girl. They
knew the fate of those who walked off the
cliffs of the Yukon Rockles. Even the
mountain ewe would be shattered like a
lightning-struck tree on the rocks below.
But they did hope to save Og. They
thought to restraln him from following
his mate at once into the happy hunting
ground.

It turned out that thelr fears were
groundless. Og had not even attempted
to accompany his mate Into death. He
seemed to know that his fate lay else-
where; besides, he was Og, the Dawn
Man, and the doctrine of sulcide had no
place In his ever-guiding instincts. His
mind was not sufficlently complex to con-
celve of self-destruction. Not only fear of
death, but the basic doctrine of self-
preservation would force him to llve,
even though he hated life. As a slave of
natural law, he knew only how to take
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the lives of other people, not his own.

He would stay on perhaps for a long
time. Yet something in him, some brave
part of him, had instantly died. He felt it
wink out in his breast, never to revive
again on this earth. Just what it was, he
did not know; and if he were taken away,
out of these testing-grounds of his brute-
man self, perhaps he would never know.

It was the spirit of hope. It was the
flame of his courage, his joy in life.”He
might get along without it in certain sta-
tions of civilized life. Indeed, in the place
that he was golng he might not even
realize it had gone. But here, in the for-
ests, its loss would cripple him past re-
covery. In some wild battle in some wild
glade it would spell the difference between
victory and defeat.

Except for his loss, he might now arise
and fight the horsemen. More than one
of them might follow She-Who-Laughed
to the rocks below. As it was, he did not
even turn to look at them. He stood staring
down over the brink of the cliff to a white
dot far below, and his face was gray as
the crags themselves.

The men came up behind him and
gently took hold of his arms. They spoke
in qulet tones, as to a frightened animal.
Dumb, in the bewllderment of horror, he
let them lead him away.

Mourning in that strange, blind way that
animals mourn, he hardly knew what they
did to him. The days passed dim as
dreams. Once he was aware of riding on a
horse, and of swift terror that his woe
soon obscured. Once he realized that he
was in a great canoe—such a craft as his
shadow-self had seen, that night he had
dreamed so strangely—on an immense
area of water. Once he ‘heard a great
roaring and tumult, as he rode in a self-

moving vehicle among swarming hordes-

of people.

Still he did not resist. His captors led
him where they liked. He followed like a
sleepwalker, eyes staring, facéd blank. He
did not understand what they tried to tell
him. In the first place, he hardly heard
them; Iin the second place, they talked
in a strange tongue.

There came a day that he walked up
stone steps, reminding him vaguely of the
slide rocks of the mountains. Women met
him and took him by the hand—women
who wore white robes. Then he was borne
aloft, as by invisible wings, and white
men in white garments lald him upon a
table. And then again, just as on that
far-off day in the airplane, there was a

rush of shadows, and a blackness that
overwhelmed him.

HE surgeons of a great Seattle hospital

performed, one August day, a maost
delicate operation. They removed from
the skull of a patient registered as Ogden
Rutheford a small bit of bone that had
been pressing into his brain.

They mended his fractured skull with
a sllver plate, drew his scalp over #he
wound, and sewed it up.

Some two hours later the patient
wakened from the anesthesia. He glanoced
dully at the nurses at his bedside, made
a movement that might be taken for a
nod of recognition of his surroundings,
and dozed again. When he wakened in the
bright dawn, he felt like talking.

“Heaven knows, we want you to talk,” a
clear-eyed young surgeon told him. “We
can't walt to know how you come to be
allve. The whole country wants you %o
tell—a little at a time, as your condition
permits—the story of how you managed
to survive more than a year in the wilds
of the Yukon, with enough bone-pressure
on your brain to kill a horse.”

Ogden Rutheford lay still a long time.
He gazed blankly at the ceiling. !‘lnllb
he turned with a smile.

“It’s gone,” he sald aimply in English,

“What do you mean?”

“Just what I sald. The last thing that
I can remember is riding in an airplane
and seelng a mountain bearing down on
us in the fog. Everything that has hap-
pened since is a blank—or so near a blank
that it doesn't make sense.”

During Rutheford's stay in the hospital
the surgeon questioned him often, but al-
most in vain. No, he did not remember
wandering away from the wrecked alr-
plane. He could not recall that he had
met a white man in the woods the follow-
ing fall and was spoken to by name. He
did not know how to account for the In-
dian girl who had fled with him from the
search party, and who had committed
sutclde at the moment of his capture.
Occaslonally, however, his memory seemed
to stir a little In its sleep. At such times
he recalled the dim outllnes of some
wonderful experience, but before he could
seize it, it had slipped away.

“I'm disappolnted, but I can’t say that
I'm, surprised,” the surgeon commented
at last. “That’s the way the brain usually
works, after an attack of amnesia. Of
course you recall all your past life up to
the time of the accident?”
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‘Perfectly.”

‘“Well, that’s tne important thing. It
proves that my operation was a complete
success. However, how you behaved when
you were wandering around, a crazy man,
would probably be of some sclentific in-
terest. I suppose the young squaw who
killed herself had been taking care of
you. You couldn't have survived other-
wise, I suppose, considering that you were
never exactly an outdoor man.”

“On the other hand, I am a son of
civilization if there ever was one,” Ogden
Rutheford told him. His accents changed,
his vowels were slightly pinched, and he
brightened as he talked. Plainly he had
got back on a famillar and favorite theme.
‘“To that fact, I think, I owe my survival.
Of course the Indlans helped me; they
probably cut my wood and did the chores.
But it was no doubt my trained mind,
operating in spite of its injury, that di-
rected them and me. Doesn’t that seem a
likely theory, doctor?”

The doctor seemed rather unimpressed.

*“My superior training-civilization, we
ahall call it—enabled me to control them
and make them serve me,” Rutheford
went on, immensely pleased with his line
of thought. “If this is true it goes to show
how far-reaching our civilization is—that
it would save a wounded man in the depth
of the Yukon forests.”

The surgeon grinned a little. “I'll bet
some of the grub those Indians cooked
for you wasn’'t altogether clvilized.”

“I don't know; of course I can’t remem-
ber. I fancy, though, that I kept them up
to the mark. I would like to think that
some degree of fastidiousness remalined
with me, and the Indians kept a cleaner
ocamp than usual. How I do wish I could
recall it alll”

Of all the insufferable. . . . But the doc-
tor ocould not express himself politely, so
he turned away.

FTER many sleeps and many awaken-
ings, Ogden Rutheford left the hos-
pital and went to his own place. He was
a8 well man, and due to physical training
he had enjoyed during his year’s memory-
lapse, he was stronger than .he had ever
been before.

Indeed, he did not know how strong he
was. Having no ocoasion to use his mighty,
rolling muscles, they soon resumed their
ald proportions. Of course he resumed his
regular exercise at his club’s gymnasium,
and this was strenuous enough to keep
him reasanably fit.

He regalned a great many of his old
hablts of body and mind. In one particu-
lar, however, he seemed to be changed.
Somehow, he found difficulty in wakening
his old ardor for Ruth Prentiss, his flancée.
Of course the fact was due simply to his
long absence, yet it troubled him more
than he cared to tell.

Even so, he married her some six months
after leaving the hospital. The ceremony
was held at an old church in his home
city, and later there was a brilliant re-
ception at the bride’s home. He remained
unmoved during the rite—somehow, it
seemed a vain shadow of something that
was once real and true—and the only
events of the day that seemed to hold
him, to touch him with a queer tender-
ness, were some sllly pranks at the re-
ception. . . . These were merely the rice-
throwing, and afterward the tylng of a
dainty slipper to the door of his limousine.
Why he should be moved by such childish
nonsense, he simply could not under-
stand.

Thereafter, he knew a reasonable de-
gree of married happiness. Ruth presided
well over his home, and when she sat at
the head:  of his glistening table, the
candlelight flashing up her snow-white
arms, he told himself that she was very
beautiful. He shared his finest and keenest
thoughts with her, and indeed, almost the
only thing he ever kept from her were
some wild, savage nightmares that some-
times plagued him just before waking.
Somehow, he could not tell her about
these dreams; he felt an inexplicable, reti-
cence. Besldes, they made no sense.

And there was one dream that some-
times haunted him in his waking hours.
Of all his secrets, this was the most closely
guarded. Sometimes, as he stood with his
pale wife in their garden, in the glory of
the summer moon, his mind would seem
to wander. His wife's flower-like counte-
nance would fade from his sight, and he
would dimly behold a darker, more savage
face. The slim white arm in his would
turn tawny-brown; the white throat
would seem warm, dusky softness. His own
arm would embrace a fuller waist, and a
warmer breast would press to his.

At such times he found himself believ-
ing In ghosts—in prophecies spoken 80
long ago that he had forgotten them. And
always the vision would leave him.with a
rare happiness, a quiet elation that he
could not understand, a sense of some
glorious adventure, waiting him in a green
and wind-swept Hersafter



