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Clifton Brant believed himself to be only one of innumerable
flying grains of human dust in a world gone mad. And among these
grains he knew himself to be a misfit. For which reason he was
walking the wide highway from Brantford Town in Ontario to the
ancient city of Quebec on the St. Lawrence, an unimportant matter
of seven hundred miles or so, not counting the distance he would
travel in crossing and recrossing the road on the way.

In the scale with which he was measuring life at the present
moment time had no specific value for him, just as his objective
was neither far nor near. People passed him, smothering him in the
dust of their thirty and forty and fifty miles an hour, and
wondered who he was. There was something picturesque about him, and
worth remembering. He was, without shouting or advertising the
fact, an adventurer. People sensed that quality about him after
they had left him behind in a cloud of dirt. He caught their
attention even as they bore down upon him—his lithe,
khaki-clad form, the clean, free swing of his shoulders which bore
a worn knapsack, his easy stride, as if he had walked from the
beginning of the world—and then, as they passed him, the
quick, flashing gray of his eyes, the debonair wave of his hand, a
smile, a nod—and someone would ask, "Who do you think that
man could be?"

"Out of a job and hoofing it to the next town," one would
submit.

"An ex-soldier, by his walk," another would suggest.

"Or one of those walking idiots out on a week's
vacation"—this from a man who curled up and snapped whenever
his wife asked a question about another man.

And behind them, spitting out their dust, Clifton Brant wondered
what life could hold for people who went through it always on four
wheels questing out its beauties at a-mile-a-minute speed.

The golden sun was hanging low behind the spires and maple-clad
hills of Brantford Town when he swung from the main highway into a
road that angled southward. It was a modest and inconspicuous
little road, slanting downward as it ran, carpeted with soft dust
and winding between cool and shadowy thickets of bushes and trees
in which the birds were beginning their evening song.

A thickening came into Clifton's throat and his heart beat a
little faster as he looked ahead of him, for it was more than
twenty years ago that his feet had last traveled this way. He was
sixteen then, and barefooted. And time had been kind to the little
road, he thought. The velvety dust was the same, and he caught
himself looking for the imprints of his naked feet as he waded
through it; and the trees were the same, seeming not to have grown
in those twenty years, and the thickets of his boyhood sprang up
one by one, with the big rocks between—only the rocks seemed
smaller now than when he was a boy, and the hollows seemed a bit
less steep, and the Big Woods, still uncut, held less of their old
mystery and fearsomeness in the shadowing depths of sunset. A smile
crept gently over his face, and in that smile were the pathos and
joyous grief of reminiscence, of precious memories rising in his
path and of faded years stirring with life again.

Verging on forty, he felt his boyhood was only yesterday. He was
foolish, he told himself, to allow things to come back to him so
vividly. And he had been unwise to return at all to this little
road and its hallowed past. He had not thought it would hurt quite
so much, or that such a vast and encompassing loneliness would
descend upon him.

Almost as if a danger might lie in his path he paused
hesitatingly at the top of a little hill which in childhood had
been a big hill to him, and made his way through a fringe of thick
brush and over a rail fence. The birds twittered about him. A
yellow-breasted chat scolded him and a kingbird sent up a warning
cry or two. Then he heard the twitter of swallows and caught the
shiny flash of their wings over the clearing which lay just beyond
the fence. A lump rose in his throat. It was as if the same
swallows he had known and envied and loved as a boy were there
still, dipping and shooting and sweeping the air as they cast about
for their suppers among the insects that rose up from the earth at
sunset. And there, just a little way ahead, was what he had once
called home.

He was not ashamed of tears, in spite of the fact that he had
passed through searing fires and had seen much that is hard for a
man to look upon. He could not keep them back from his eyes and he
did not try to wipe them away.

The old home was a ruin. Fire had gutted it and its walls of
flat stones picked up from slate and sandstone ledges had fallen
in. One end wall stood triumphant above the desolation, and this
was the end which held the big fireplace chimney. He was born on a
cold winter night when a fire had roared in that chimney. And
before it he had dreamed his first dreams of conquest and adventure
in the wonderful world which reached for such illimitable distances
about him.

He went nearer and walked slowly about this ghost of a
habitation which had once been home. He was surprised at its
smallness. He had always carried with him the impression that this
first and only home of his had been little less than a castle, at
least three times as large as it now appeared to be. He chuckled,
though he did not feel happy. Childhood memories were funny things.
They were best left alone if one did not want to feel real grief.
And what had been the inside of the house was pathetically small,
now that he measured it with the eyes of a man.

The whole was overgrown with creeping vines and bushes. There
were blackberry and dewberry vines with green fruit; bitter-sweet
had tangled itself among the stones; wild cucumbers festooned one
side of the chimney, and long grass had grown up quickly to cover
the scars of dissolution. And other life was there. A pair of
thrushes hopped about unafraid of him. A golden humming-bird
flashed in and dipped at the honey-sweet hearts of red clover
blooms. A yellow warbler dared to sing and the swallows were using
the old chimney for a home.

Over near the fence he heard a red squirrel chatter, and the
sound drew his eyes. There had always been a red squirrel in the
old hollow oak near the fence, usually a family of them. The oak
had changed amazingly, Clifton thought. He had remembered it as the
biggest tree that had ever painted a picture of itself in his
brain; now it was a most ordinary oak, not nearly as large as some
he had seen up the road. His father had made him a swing in that
tree, and his mother had played with him a thousand times in its
shade.

His eyes turned from the tree, and suddenly his heart gave a
queer jump.

For a moment his sensation was almost one of shock. Half a
stone's throw away was a huge boulder from under which had always
bubbled the icy water of a spring. Near this spring, looking at
him, stood a boy—a boy and a dog. And this boy, as Clifton
remembered himself, was the boy who had played about and drunk at
that same spring a quarter of a century ago.

He was a pale, slim, rather pathetic-looking object who seemed
to have grown mostly to legs. He had on the same old hat, too, a
straw hat with a ragged brim and a broken crown; and his knee pants
were too short, as Clifton's had always been, and were of the blue
overall stuff which he could remember as clearly as he remembered
Bim, his dog, who was buried down at the edge of the woods. And it
seemed to Clifton the dog, as well as the boy, had come like an
apparition out of the past. For it was a "hound-dog," a mongrel,
just as loyal old Bim had been; a yellowish dog with loppy ears,
big joints and over-grown feet and a clublike tail in which every
joint was a knot.

Clifton saw all this as he drew nearer, smiling at them. The boy
did not move, but remained staring, holding tightly to a stick,
while the dog's big, lank body pressed closer to him, as if to
protect him. Then, at close range, Clifton observed other things.
The beast's ribs were as prominent as the knots in his tail, and in
his eyes and attitude was a hungry look. The boy, too, was thinner
than he should have been. His waist was ragged. The bottoms of his
pants were in frayed tatters. He had blue eyes, wide-open,
straight, strangely old but beautiful blue eyes, in a face which
was too white and which was troubled with the same hungry look that
was in the dog's.

"Hello, you and your dog," greeted Clifton, with a comradely
grin. "Is the water still running?"

"Sure," replied the boy. "It always runs. We keep it dug
out—me an' Bim."

"You and—who?"

"Bim. That's my dog, here."

Slowly Clifton took off his pack. "You and—Bim!" he
repeated. "And your name doesn't happen to be Cliff, does
it?—and your nickname Skinny?"

The boy eyed him wonderingly. "No. My name is Joe. What you
carrying in that bag?"

"And where did you find that name—Bim—for
your pup?" asked Clifton.

"Down there in a beech tree. It's cut deep in with a knife. An'
there's figgers, but they've faded out. That's a funny-lookin' bag
you got!"

Clifton turned away a moment. He could see the big beech tree
under whose sheltering arms he had dug Bim's grave, and where he
had worked the whole of one Sunday afternoon in carving his
comrade's epitaph. His mother had helped him, and had comforted him
when he cried. He was ten then, so it must have been twenty-eight
years ago.

"Dear God, but life is even less than a dream," he whispered to
himself.

The boy was inspecting his pack.

"What you got in this bag?" he demanded again. "It looks like a
sojer's bag."

"It is," said Clifton.

The boy's blue eyes widened.

"You a sojer?"

"I was."

"An' you—you've killed people?"

"I'm afraid so, Joe."

For several seconds the boy held his breath. Bim was cautiously
smelling the stranger, and Clifton laid a hand caressingly on his
head. "Hello, Bim, old comrade. Are you glad I've come
back?"

The mongrel licked his hand and wagged his knotty tail.

"What do you mean—come back?" asked the boy. "You been
here before?"

"Sure," replied Clifton. "I used to live in that pile of stones
when I was a boy, Joe. It was a house then. I was born there. And I
had a dog named Bim. He died, and I buried him under the old beech
tree down there, and carved his name in the trunk. This isn't your
spring. It's mine!"

He tried to laugh as he knelt down to drink. But there was a
choking in his heart that seemed to have taken away his thirst.
When he got up the boy had tossed his old hat on the ground beside
the pack. He was tow-headed, with freckles in his pale skin.

"What you got in this here bag?" he asked again.

An inspiration came to Clifton.

"I've got—supper," he said. "Do you suppose your folks
will mind if you stay here and eat with me—you and Bim?"

A look of surprise, and then of pleasure, came into the boy's
face.

"We'll stay," he said.

"But your folks? I don't want to get you and Bim into trouble.
When I was a kid and wasn't home at supper time my father used to
go to those big lilac bushes you see out there, and break off a
switch—"

"I ain't got any folks," interrupted Joe hastily, as if to
settle any possible objection the stranger might have. "We'll like
as not get it anyway, if old Tooker is home, won't we,
Bim?"—turning to his dog.

Bim wagged his tail affirmatively, but his hungry eyes did not
leave the pack which the man was slowly opening.

"No folks?" queried Clifton softly. "Why not?"

"Dead, I guess. Old Tooker says I was wished on 'im. Mis' Tooker
ain't so bad, but she's bad enough. They both hate Bim. He never
goes home but just hangs around in the edge of the woods waiting
for me. I get him what I can to eat an' we hunt the rest. That's a
dandy kit, ain't it?"

Clifton was undoing his aluminum cooking outfit—a skillet,
coffee pail, plates, cups, knives and forks—and paused for a
moment with a brown parcel in his hand. Bim grew suddenly
stiff-legged and thrust out his long neck to get a sniff of it.

"Meat!" exclaimed the boy. "Bim knows it. He can smell meat a
mile away—meat an' chickens. Watch out or he'll lam it!"

"You mean—"

"Grab it. He's quick on meat an' chickens, Bim is!"

Clifton drew out two big onions, a link of bologna, half a loaf
of bread made into buttered sandwiches, four oranges and a glass of
marmalade. This stock, with a pound and a half of fresh beef ground
into hamburger, he had planned as sufficient for both his supper
and breakfast. The bologna was an emergency asset.

He smiled up at Joe, whose eyes had grown larger and rounder
with each additional appearance of food. He had a hand gripped
firmly in the folds of loose hide on Bim's neck.

"Look out for your bolony!" he gasped. "Bim's awful quick!"

Clifton held out a pack-strap. "Better tie Bim up until we're
ready," he advised. "This bologna is especially for Bim, but we'll
make him wait and eat with us like a gentleman. Heigh-ho! Now for
some wood, Joe. We're going to have a great feast!"

He stood up, and for a moment watched Joe as he dragged the
reluctant Bim to a near-by tree. And in this moment he became
conscious of an amazing change in himself. The loneliness which had
oppressed him all that day of his "home-coming" was gone. Tragedy
and pain had crushed him a few minutes ago when he had looked upon
the crumbled and overgrown ruin of what had once been his home, the
shrine forever hallowed by the presence of mother, father, his
dog—and boyhood. In those minutes he had felt and seen only
the melancholy ghosts of dissolution and death, of broken dreams,
of grief and the emptiness of life.

Now in the strange and swift reaction which swept through him he
saw about him a sweet and wondrous beauty. There was no longer
gloom or a suffocating heaviness weighing down his heart. The
thrushes were singing their praise of the glorious sunset in the
western sky. In the oak tree the red squirrel and his mate were
scampering in play. Out of the woods came a low, familiar drone of
life; a catbird offered up its incomparable melody from a thicket
near the rail fence, and he sensed a new joyousness of greeting in
the softer, lower twittering of the swallows skimming over his
head. His heart beat a little faster. He raised his head and drank
more deeply of the cool air of evening, and suddenly it came to him
that the great and glorious nature which was his god had made
itself a tenant here and lay like a benediction upon all that had
ever been.

And then the truth pressed upon him as his eyes went back to the
boy and the dog.

They had made this change for him!


He began to whistle as he gathered dry sticks of wood. The boy
ran back and helped, his eyes shining and his voice a-tremble with
the thrill of his wonderful adventure, while Bim settled back on
his haunches after one mournful howl and waited like a stoic.

A thin white spiral of smoke rose in the sunset.

And in their new comradeship the boy became the inquisitor.

"What's your name?" he asked.

"Clifton Brant. You may call me Uncle Cliff."

"You got a dog?"

"Yes. You took my old Bim's name so I'm half owner in
your Bim."

They peeled and cut up the onions. Water simmered in the coffee
pail. The skillet grew hot and thick patties of hamburger sizzled
as they were dropped into it.

"You got any folks here?"

"I'm like you, Joe. I haven't any folks anywhere."

"Whadda you do?"

"Oh, I just sort of wander round. I'm what they call a—an
adventurer."

"What's that?"

"Can you read, Joe?"

"I'm in the sixth grade. They make old Tooker send me to
school."

"Ever read a pirate story?"

"You bet!"

"Well, a pirate is an adventurer."

The boy gave a sudden gasp.

"Gee whiz, are you a pirate?"

"A—sort of one," laughed Clifton.

"An' you kill people?"

"All adventurers don't kill people, Joe. Some of them just
pretty near kill people, and then let them go."

The boy did not know the meaning of the steely flash which came
for a moment into Clifton's eyes.

"You goin' to stay here?" he whispered worshipfully.

"No. I'm going on tomorrow."

A blue jay screamed in the oak. Bim howled again. For a space
the boy no longer smelled the delicious aroma of frying hamburger
and onions.

"Why don't you stay?" he asked. "What you goin' on for?"

Clifton laughed. He leaned over and took the boy's thin face
between his two hands. Even with the laugh the steely glitter was
not yet gone out of his eyes.

"I'm on my way to collect a debt of a million dollars, Joe," he
said. "I've been on my way for a long time, and now I'm almost
there. That's why I can't stay. Understand?"

The boy nodded. "I guess so," he said. "Can I bring Bim
now?"
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West of Brantford Town the sun sank behind maple hills as they
ate.

Clifton was hungry, but he held his appetite in leash as he
watched the boy and the dog, yet appeared not to notice them at
all. For the boy's hunger was a thing that made him think of
starvation, and Bim swallowed chunks of bologna with gulping sounds
that emanated from the very depths of his being. Quite frankly Joe
confided that he tried to smuggle to Bim a part of the food which
was given him each day at old Tooker's.

"When we have milk an' boiled meal Bim goes pretty hungry
because I can't sneak that in my pockets," he added.

"Who is Tooker, and what does he do?"

"He's just Tooker, an' I never see him do much of anything.
Riley's boy told me once that his dad said Tooker peddled likker to
the Indians on the reservation. When I asked Tooker if he did he
whaled the life out of me an' told me if I didn't lick Riley's kid
the next time I saw him he'd whale me ag'in. I tried it, but I
couldn't lick Slippy Riley. He licked me. An' then old Tooker
whaled me until Bim run in from the woods an' took a chunk out of
his leg. Looky here—"

He bent over and pulled up his ragged waist. His thin white back
was streaked with the scars of a lash.

"He did that day before yesterday because Bim and me come on him
way down in the swampiest part of Bumble's Holler cooking something
in a queer-lookin' kettle over a fire."

"The devil!" said Clifton.

He changed the subject, and after a little the boy leaned back
with a deep sigh, his hands on his stomach.

"I'm full," he said. "An' I guess Bim is, too. Want me to wash
the dishes?"

They leaned together over the little pool and scrubbed the
dishes with white sand, then dried them in the air. The last red
glow of sunset was fading away when they climbed the rail fence and
struck the soft white dust of the road.

The boy's face was filled with a grave anxiety as they walked
down the road side by side.

"Where you goin' tonight?" he asked.

"As far as the little church and the cemetery."

"The old Indian church?"

"Yes."

"I'm goin' that far. Tooker's is the second house beyond."

He waited a moment, and his hand touched Clifton's arm
timidly.

"You got anybody there—dead ones, I mean?"

"My mother, Joe."

"You ain't an Indian?"

"A part of me. My mother's grandmother was a Mohawk princess.
She is buried there, too."

A silence fell upon them. The boy's bare feet made soft little
pattering sounds in the thick dust, and behind them came Bim, so
that looking back Clifton saw a trail which was very much like his
own of many years ago. Twilight was falling and shadows were
growing deeper in the thickets, and pale gloom descended like a
veil upon the land about them. In the grass at the roadsides
crickets chirped, and ahead and behind them tree-toads called their
half-hearted promises of rain.

It was that part of evening which Clifton loved, yet in its
stillness and peace was an unspeakable loneliness for him, and this
loneliness seemed to fall upon the boy. A small hand gripped his
sleeve and Clifton's fingers closed about it. For a little while
longer they did not speak. A pair of night-hawks gave their musical
calls over their heads, and from a long distance came the soft
tolling of a bell. Then a rabbit scurried down the road like a
torpedo shooting through the dust, and with a sudden wail Bim took
after it.

The boy's fingers tightened. Ahead of them a darker glow grew in
the twilight where the patch of maples and evergreens marked the
churchyard.

"I'm sorry you're goin' on tomorrow," said Joe, and his voice
seemed very faint and tired. "I wish we was goin' with
you—Bim and me."

"I wish you were," said Clifton.

They came to the high bank where the church stood and the
evergreens grew. And here, at the beginning of the worn foot-path
which led up to the picket fence and the old-fashioned gate,
Clifton stopped.

"You ain't goin' to stop here—now?" whispered Joe,
with eyes that grew big in the dusk. "It's dark!"

"Adventurers aren't afraid of the dark," Clifton laughed softly,
"or of graves. I'm going to sleep in the churchyard tonight.
They're beautiful, Joe—churchyards, I mean. Everybody's your
friend, there."

"Ugh!" shuddered the boy. "Bim—Bim—where you
goin'?" The dog had moved away, but came back and snuggled close to
his master's legs.

"You'd better run along now," urged Clifton. "I'll stand here
until you are well down the road. Maybe—in the
morning—I'll happen to see you again. Good night!"

"Good night!"

The boy drew away, and as he went it seemed to Clifton that
something dragged itself out of him to accompany this ragged and
barefoot youngster of the highway. Half a dozen times before he
disappeared in the gloom Joe turned and looked back, and when at
last the twilight swallowed him, with Bim trailing at his heels,
Clifton went slowly up the little path and passed through the open
gate.

He wondered, as he paused inside the gate, what the world would
think of him if it could know what he was doing tonight. Would it
call him a little mad? Or would it put him down as a sentimental
fool in a day and age which had lost its sentiment? For surely it
would not understand a man in his normal senses coming to sleep
among the dead.

It still lacked a few minutes of darkness and he could make out
the little cemetery quite clearly, with its crumbling gray
headstones and the old board church. He knew there was no change,
for this place never changed. It had not changed in nearly two
hundred years. He went to the front of the church and looked up.
There, indistinct in the dusk, was the time-worn tablet whose words
he had learned by heart in boyhood, telling the occasional
passer-by that this was the first church built in Ontario, and that
it was erected by His Gracious Majesty King George the Third for
his "children," the people of the Iroquois nation. It was Indian
then. It was Indian now. In the plot of ground about him slept the
dust of hundreds.

He took off his knapsack and hung it on the end of a box-like
rack at the corner of the church. In the rack was a cracked bronze
bell, and on the bell was the same ancient date as above. He had
often played on it with sticks when a boy. Now he tapped it with
his knuckles and found its melody still there.

He sat down and waited for the moon.

And now, it seemed to him, his mother came in the softness of
the evening and sat beside him near the old bell.

The moon came up. It rose in the clear, where the trees thinned
out. In their play his mother and he had had a lot of fun with the
moon. It had been very much alive for them, and when dressed up in
its various poses and humors they had given it different names.
Sometimes it was a very gentlemanly old moon, with a stiff collar
and a tilted chin; at others it was a Man out for Fun, with a
cock-sure look in his eye. But best of all they had loved their Man
in the Moon when he had the mumps. And it was the Mumpy Moon that
came up tonight, with a head askew and one cheek swollen, as if he
had been trampled under a cart and horse. But always, when the Man
in the Moon had the mumps, he also had a jolly smile in his broad,
fat face and a merry twinkle in his eyes.

"And when you are sick or things are going wrong you must always
remember the Man in the Moon when he has the mumps," the mother had
impressed upon Clifton. "It is then, when he is feeling very badly,
that he laughs at us and winks. That is what the brave old moon
does, and all brave men do the same."

Clifton remembered. He remembered so vividly that a strange
thrill ran through him as he stood up to watch the transformation
which the moon was making in the darkness and shadows about him.
Objects began to take form and the trees grew out of night. Light
played on the old bell and crept warmly over the church. It fell on
the iron grating and stone tomb of Thayendanegea—of Joseph
Brant, the Mohawk, greatest of the Iroquois. He saw the earth
slowly taking new form on all sides of him, rising in little mounds
that were marked with old and crumbling stones. And there were
mounds and little hollows from which even the dust of stone had
been eaten away by the centuries. Here were drama, romance,
adventure and unspeakable tragedy—here where the last and the
greatest of the chivalry of the Six Nations lay buried in a refuge
given them by an English king when their blood-soaked empire was
lost south of the friendly Canadas.

And they were his mother's people, and his people. He had
always been proud of that. And the memory which came back to him so
vividly now was of another night when his mother and he had watched
the moon light up this acre of silence just as it was doing now.
Their dead was what they had called these sleeping ones. His mother
had known their tragic history and the stories and legends that
reached back a hundred years beyond that; and she had told him they
were so many here they slept one above another, and sometimes in
twos and threes and with arms and shoulders
touching—forgotten and nameless ones, buried even before King
George built his church or ever a white man had come this way.

He passed out among them, and over him came a strange sense of
restfulness and peace, as if he had reached home after a long and
arduous struggle. He did not feel again the thickening in his
throat or the tightening at his heart when he stood at last beside
the spot where his mother lay. That had passed, and his emotion was
one of gladness and a sort of exultation. It had taken him many
years to achieve this moment, and he was amazed at the tranquillity
which became almost instantly a part of it.

In a little while he spread out his blanket and sat down and
then he lighted his pipe and began to smoke. The incongruity of it
all did not strike him. He had sat and slept with the dead when
they were above the ground and it did not embarrass him to be with
them when they were a part of it. The thought that remained with
him was that he had been traveling in a circle for twenty-two years
and had at last come back to the starting point.

He was rather disturbed by the fact that he soon surrendered to
the desire to stretch himself flat on his back with his pneumatic
pillow under his head. It was his quixotic notion that the act was
a selfish one. But he was tired, and the carpet of cedar needles
under his blanket was soft to lie upon. Occasionally he closed his
eyes as he looked up at the sky. The stars made him think of the
tree-toads and the falseness of their prophecy. And he wondered if
Joe had another whipping to his credit, and if old man Tooker was
down in Bumble's Hollow cooking something in a queer-looking kettle
over a fire.

Tomorrow he might look into it, for he knew that very spot where
Tooker would undoubtedly hide.

Then, he planned sleepily, he would go on and collect his
million dollars.

He smiled, and his eyes grew heavier. On that adventure the
spirit of Molly Brant would go with him. For this she had waited,
as he had waited, and they would collect the debt together.

And when it was over—

The wise-eyed old owl in the thick evergreen tops above him knew
when he slept. The bird hooted softly and drifted out into the
moonlight and away to its open hunting-fields. The night grew
cooler and the aroma of the earth lay heavier as the hours passed.
Overhead the moon climbed higher and began its descent into the
west. The owl returned and croaked from the belfry tower. Darkness
followed moonlight as the crickets and katydids hushed their cries,
and out of the east crept dawn.

In that dawn Clifton dreamed. He stood with his mother in the
cemetery, and he was a boy again. And Molly Brant was as he had so
often seen her at his father's side, with her dark eyes afire with
love and laughter and her long hair in a girlish braid down her
back. They were alone, hand in hand, and suddenly all about them
the earth began giving up its dead.

Chieftains rose to salute them and warriors sprang up so swiftly
that very soon it was beyond his power to count them. They were in
war-paint and feathers and ready for battle, and behind them,
gathered in a great circle, were countless women and children. And
in his dream Clifton saw that his mother and he were the center of
this gathering host, and that his mother stood with her hand raised
above her head, as if she were princess of them all.

The chieftains advanced toward them one by one, and he knew them
as they came—first Red Jacket the eloquent young Seneca, with
his eternal plea for peace with the white men on his lips; then
Cornplanter, the terror of the Mohawk settlements, fierce and
implacable, and Peter Martin the Oneida, and after them—tall
and calm and splendid in his power—Joseph Brant, the Mohawk,
chief of all the Iroquois nation. And they bent their heads to his
mother!

And then Thayendanegea began to speak.

"Tomorrow you seek vengeance," he said. "It is well. The
Iroquois go with you!"

"You will find strife and death and unhappiness," interposed the
peaceful Seneca. "The hatchet is rusty. Let it remain so."

"Only cowards like the backsliding Oneidas fear those three
things," boomed the Mohawk in a voice that rolled like the deep
beating of a drum.

"The Senecas are not cowards—yet I fear."

"I am an Oneida—and I do not fear," said Peter Martin.

In his dream Clifton saw a sudden break in the circle of
warriors as an Indian girl ran through and knelt at the feet of his
mother. It seemed she had run fast or far, for she could scarcely
speak as she raised her bare arms. His mother bent down to her so
that she could hear her whispered words, and in those few moments
Clifton heard his own name spoken.

Then his mother stood erect, and faced the chiefs.

"Tomorrow we go," she said, and a murmur of approbation came
from all except the Seneca, who stooped sadly to gather up a
handful of earth and throw it westward over his shoulder.

A part of the earth struck Clifton in the face. It was soft and
warm. And in that moment he saw a strange and amazing
transformation in the girl kneeling at his mother's feet. She was
no longer Indian, but a white girl, and she was looking straight at
him with laughter on her lips and in her eyes. He felt himself grow
uncomfortable and tried to wipe the wet dirt from his face, but no
sooner did he remove it from one spot than it came back on another,
and the greater effort he made the more amused she seemed to
be.

In sudden rage he turned upon Red Jacket and found the Seneca
gone. The Indian host was melting away and the going of the last of
it was like the dissolution of shadow before swift dawn. He turned
again, and his mother had disappeared. Only the girl and he were
left, and it seemed to him this impertinent young person disfigured
her pretty nose in making faces at him as she faded away, like the
others, into nothingness.

A fresh bit of the warm, soft dirt struck Clifton on the cheek
and roused him to a comprehension of other phenomena. He found
himself suddenly lying flat on his back with his eyes wide open and
he could see tree tops with the filtering gold of sunlight in them.
A bird was singing.

Then appeared a grotesque head between him and the light above
and Bim's warm and friendly tongue caressed him again.

He sat up.

"The deuce take me if it wasn't a perfectly ripping dream," he
said; and then added, "Good morning, Bim!"
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Clifton rose and stretched himself as Bim wagged his tail and
contorted his loosely jointed body in greeting. It was at least an
hour after his usual waking time. The sun was above the horizon,
the birds were wide awake, and he heard the rattle of wagon wheels
up the road and a distant voice calling cattle. He was pleased as
he laid a friendly hand on Bim's homely head and looked about him.
He could not remember a more restful night or a more interesting
one and he was filled with a deep appreciation of the
thoughtfulness which had inspired the dog's early visit. That was
the way with dogs. They never forgot a courtesy. And that was one
of the many reasons why he loved them more than all men and
respected them more than most.

Dreams were remarkable things, he told himself, as the sun began
finding its way in under the trees. For over there, as surely as he
lived, was the very spot where the Indian maiden who had turned
into a white girl had knelt at his mother's feet, and down that
path which led toward the gate she had backed away from him at
last, taunting him with her laughter. For a moment he almost
fancied he could see Red Jacket's footprints in the bare patch of
earth where he had stooped to fill his hand with dirt.

His vision went no farther. At the foot of the spruce tree his
eyes fell upon a huddled, crumpled figure which he instantly
recognized as Joe. The boy had fallen asleep with his back against
the tree and had drooped forward until his head rested between his
knees. His ragged hat had rolled away from him and his pale, thin
hands were filled with the brown needles as if he had clutched at
them in his last moment of wakefulness. There was something
pathetically and tragically forlorn about him—in the droop of
his slight shoulders, the raggedness of the wretched clothing that
covered him, the brown thinness of his legs, the way his thick
blond hair fell over his naked knees.

The smile that had been on Clifton's lips died away and the
humor in his eyes lost itself in a gathering cloud. He drew nearer
and looked down. On the back of the boy's bared neck was a black
and blue mark, and one of the sleeves of his waist was torn to the
shoulder. For half a minute Clifton made no effort to draw in a
deep breath.

Then he saw something else. A little behind the boy, partly
hidden by the tree, was a bundle. It was made up of burlaps tied
with binder-twine, and through this twine was thrust a stick.
Beside the bundle lay the oldest and queerest wreck of a gun that
Clifton had ever seen—and he had been through the war. It was
a muzzle-loading shotgun of ancient date. Its cracked stock was
bound with wire; its one-time hammer had been replaced by a "zulu"
slugger; its ramrod was a willow stick, and the sight-bead had been
knocked from its end. Clifton picked it up, and the instrument of
death wobbled loosely in his hands. Near the foot of the tree was a
four-ounce bottle partly filled with shot and another containing
powder.

The smile came back into Clifton's face.

Bim growled.

"I'm not going to steal it, you old fossil. Shut up!"

He replaced the gun on the ground as the boy slowly stirred
himself to wakefulness. A little at a time, Joe sat up. He opened
his eyes and blinked and rubbed them with the backs of two soiled
hands. In this first moment out of sleep his face appeared
strangely wan and frail. Life, it seemed, and not the joy of living
struggled back into him.

Then he saw Clifton standing over him.

He climbed to his feet and his face flashed suddenly with last
night's comradely smile.

"Good mornin'!"

"Good morning, Joe. When did you come?"

"I dunno. It wasn't light yet. Bim found where you was. We're
goin' with you!"

"You're—what?"

"Goin' with you," repeated Joe confidently. "We told old Tooker
last night and he gave us a heck of a whalin', didn't 'e, Bim?"

"Pinched your neck, too, didn't he?"

Joe nodded. "We'd better hurry," he urged. "If Tooker ever found
us here—"

"Maybe that's him coming up the road," suggested Clifton. "Is
it?"

A stifled breath came from the boy, as if his heart had suddenly
skipped a beat or two. He looked from the road up at Clifton, and
in his blue eyes was a terror which made Clifton's fingers slowly
clench while the smile remained on his lips.

"That's him! It's Tooker! And he's after me!"

He made a grab for his gun, but Clifton's hand drew him
back.

"Wait here, Joe," he commanded. "Stand right out in the open so
that Tooker can't help seeing you."

"He sees us now!" gasped Joe. "He's coming toward the
gate—"

"And that's where I'm going to meet him—right at the
gate," reassured Clifton. "You stay here."

He measured his time and distance so that he had a moment in
which to observe Tooker as he covered the last few steps between
the road and the gate. He had seen ugly men but Tooker was one of
the ugliest that had ever confronted his eyes. In the first place
he was disgustingly dirty, even at a distance, and Clifton hated
dirty people. His repellent face bristled with a reddish stubble of
beard and one cheek was padded with an enormous quid of tobacco.
His big body was clumsy and slouching; his eyes had the mean
littleness of a pig's, and in one hand—as one might expect of
a creature of this kind—he carried a heavy stick, shiny from
use and quite suited to murderous assault in the dark.

Clifton was amazed. By what curious sociological argument had
the people of the district allowed a beast of this kind to hold an
abusive authority over a boy like Joe?

He had a way of smiling when he was ready to kill. He pulled a
lone cigar out of his pocket and offered it to the man.

"Tooker, I believe?"

"Yes, I'm Tooker." The man accepted the cigar, looked at it, and
flung it on the ground. "Who the devil are you, and what you doing
with that brat?"

"Tut, tut, Mr. Tooker," soothed Clifton. "I'm merely a wandering
officer of the law on a hunt for moonshiners. Incidentally, my name
is Brant, and yesterday in Brantford Town I repurchased the old
Brant homestead, which includes in its domain a nice bit of swamp
known as Bumble's Hollow; and as I shall soon return to this place
to live I want my property to have a clean reputation. And if it
wasn't for Joe, my nephew—"

"Your—"

"My nephew, Tooker. If it wasn't for him and the disgrace it
would be to the family I'd take you to jail this minute!"

Tobacco juice was leaking from Tooker's inanimate jaw.

"He's been squealin'—lying to you?"

"Nothing of the sort. We just happened to meet. I was coming to
see you about him this morning. You see, I made myself his uncle
last night, and today I'm taking him on to Montreal—and
beyond."

He was no longer smiling, and as he advanced a step toward
Tooker the other backed away. Clifton had put a hand into a pocket,
and now—instead of something more dangerous—he drew out
a wallet.

"I'm going to give you two things," he said. "First, the
cleanest two hundred dollars you ever had in those unwashed hands
of yours, Tooker. Here it is. Ten twenties so new you could hear
them crackle if your ears were clean. That's for taking care of Joe
so well."

The money was in Tooker's hands. An understanding gleam shot
into his eyes as he pocketed it, and in the same moment he stooped
and picked up the discarded cigar.

"That's right. It's a good one," approved Clifton.

He had measured his man correctly. Tooker was a pinch-fist
skinflint, a coward, and quite easily subdued. He was, Clifton
thought, the kind of human reptile whose eyesight is keenest in the
dark.

"And the other thing I am going to give you is some advice, and
it isn't bad like your moonshine, Tooker," he continued. "I'm going
to leave my evidence with the authorities up at Brantford. I'll ask
them to have a little mercy on you this time, for Joe's
sake—and Bim's. My advice is to buy three or four cows with
the money you have. And now we must leave you. I think we shall be
back in about a year, and if you haven't acquired the habit of
washing yourself and living like an honest man by that
time—why, God help you, Tooker!"

And as Clifton returned to Joe and packed his blanket he sang
blithely,

"At night I'd hear across the Bow the tom-tom

and the wail begun,

Which told Papoose had ceased to breathe,

about the setting of the sun."


The road claimed them again. This time the glory of the rising
sun was in their faces.

For a space after they had started, Joe did not speak. He
carried the burlap bundle over his shoulder and in his hand was the
wreck of a gun. In his eyes was a light which day or night had
never found there before.

When the curve in the road shut out the cemetery behind them, he
asked, in a voice filled with worshipful awe, "How did you know all
that?"

"All of what, Joe?"

"About old Tooker."

Clifton laughed. In his eyes, too, was a different look from
that which sunset had left in them.

"I guessed it, just plumb guessed it from what you told me about
Bumble's Hollow. Good Lord, I'm more likely to go to jail myself
than to send Tooker there!"

"For taking me?"

"No, not for that. Remember, I'm your uncle, Joe. Tooker will
stick to that story, for he wouldn't dare confess that he sold
you—and he thinks too much of the money I've given him to
tell the truth. You see, this uncle business saves you from being a
runaway and me from being a kidnaper—which means a man who
steals kids. I need a family, anyway. And now, by Jove, I've got
one in you and Bim! I feel quite important. Let's see what you have
in that bundle."

They stopped, and Joe untied his pack so that its contents lay
exposed at the side of the road. There was a small matter of
clothing, ragged and soiled, an old pair of shoes, half of an
automobile tube, a monkey-wrench, hammer and nails, and a stuffed
owl.

Clifton regarded Joe's possessions with serious eyes.

"What's the automobile tube for?"

"Sling-shots."

"And the monkey-wrench?"

"That—an' the hammer? Them's tools."

"And the owl?"

"That's for good luck. Carry an owl an' you can see in the
dark."

"Oh!"

Clifton looked about.

"We're going on a big adventure, Joe, and these things won't
help us. We must hide them somewhere. Behind that old log in the
fence corner, for instance."

Joe picked up his gun and held it so tightly that his small
hands grew bloodless.

"Not this!"

"No, you may take the gun."

They were soon traveling eastward again.

"You see, Joe, you are no longer a boy," Clifton explained.
"You're a man. You're an adventurer yourself now, and we must
outfit you like one. Does that gun work?"

"You mean does it shoot?"

"Yes."

"It does—sometimes. It's kinda slow-going, though. An' it
blows powder in your face, but I don't mind that. She's good an'
stout, with all this wire. Want to shoot it?"

"Not just now."

Straight to town Clifton led the way. In a restaurant reeking
with the aromas of coffee and pork chops and fried potatoes they
had breakfast, and Bim ate his fill of scraps in the kitchen. Then
Joe was fitted out in a khaki suit, walking shoes, a Boy Scout hat
and knapsack, handkerchiefs, shirts and a necktie. After that
Clifton wrote a letter to Tooker, and when it was finished and
mailed he hunted up a certain old minister in the town and sat with
him in private conference for an hour. When he left he knew more
about twelve-year-old Joseph Hood than Joe knew about himself.

Once more on their way they passed the little road which led
down to the Indian church and settlement. Joe eyed it a bit
wistfully.

"Was that a fib, too—about you buying Bumble's Holler?" he
asked.

"No, that was the truth," said Clifton. "It's ours, Joe, every
last leg of its eighty acres—the spring, the old house, the
woods, everything. Some day we're coming back and will build
another house near the old one."

"An' we'll leave the old chimney for the swallows."

"Every stone of it."

During this first day Joe proved himself a veteran at walking.
And it seemed to him a thousand automobiles whizzed past them every
hour. More frequently than before Clifton was offered the courtesy
of rides, for the tall man, the slight boy and the gaunt dog
traveling side by side were an unusual combination on the
highway.

It was late in the afternoon, with the city of Hamilton half a
dozen miles away, when a swiftly moving and luxurious sedan came up
behind them. As it passed a man in the rear seat gave a sudden
exclamation and turned to look behind. A cloud of dust shut out his
vision, and with a word of apology he turned to the other occupants
of the car.

"If it wasn't for the absurdity of the thing I would say I know
that man," he said. "His resemblance to a remarkable person I once
knew is almost shocking!"

"He had a pleasant face, and smiled at us as we passed. Why
should the resemblance be shocking?" asked a girl who sat beside
him.

"Because—under other circumstances I would swear that I
saw him for the last time two years ago on the Yangtze Kiang, where
he was in charge of the Chinese government's reforestation project.
He had twenty-five million trees to plant. Six months later he was
killed by natives north of Haipoong, in Indo-China. I feel as if I
had looked upon a dead man, and one for whom I held a strange
affection."

"Please stop the car!" commanded the girl.

The gentleman's bronzed face flushed slightly.

"Don't!" he entreated. "It is highly absurd. The man I am
thinking of was a Princess Pat, and we came out of Belgium
together. We were both laughing maniacs, and after the war he took
to wandering. I heard from him occasionally. He said something or
other was shot out of him—he couldn't just understand
what—and that it was impossible for him to settle down to his
old profession of forestry. He called himself an
intermigrant—wanted to be constantly on the move. I called
him the Walking Man. But he is dead now, shot up everlastingly
north of Haipoong, the records have it. He gave a queer reason for
not coming home."

The car had stopped. Behind it a cloud of dust drifted away with
the wind.

"What was his reason?" the girl asked.

"He was afraid he would kill a certain man if he returned."

"They have left the road and are crossing a field."

"Of course," nodded the prematurely old man at her side.
"Undoubtedly a farmer and his boy. Let us go on. And please pardon
me for bringing about an interruption of this kind."

And the car continued on its way.

"Do farmers have such nice eyes?" asked the girl. And then:
"What was the other man's name, Colonel Denis?"

"Brant—Clifton Brant," replied the Colonel. "He was
somewhere in the woods of upper Quebec when the war broke out. He
had made quite an unusual reputation as a forester, and was slated
for an important post with the government at that time. I think his
father had concessions there."

The girl was silent for a moment. Then in a low voice she said
for the Colonel alone: "That terrible war seems to have happened
only yesterday, yet it was ten years ago. I was a little girl then,
and I kissed the men as they marched away."

"Yes, only yesterday," he nodded, "and with some of us it will
always remain that near."

Clifton was following a creek into the green seclusion of a
rolling wood-lot. Out of sight of the road he found a pool from
which the water ran in a series of ripples that made a cooling,
musical sound.

"Supper—and a bath," he announced. "The bath first, Joe.
Strip—while I get out soap and towels. And scrub Bim while
you're in. He's almost as dirty as old Tooker."

He stood guard while Joe spent twenty minutes in the water, then
Joe took his turn, and fresh and cool from their purgation of dust
and grime they began the preparation of supper. Tonight it was
beefsteak, milk-fed and two years old the butcher had said, and
when it was over Clifton leaned in contentment with his back
against a tree. He noticed, too, that this one day had seemed to
take much of the thinness and whiteness from the boy's face, and
the restless and hunted look from his eyes.

"A fine place to sleep," he observed. "There is nothing like the
open air to produce health, wealth and wisdom, Joe. Always remember
that, and live up to it. If you do, and cultivate a sense of humor
at the same time, you are sure to die happy. But you must see the
funny things. If you don't you're a goner. God had to have His
jokes when He was making the world. He intended there should be a
lot of laughter, so you want to laugh. Why, you're funny,
Joe—so is Bim, and so am I, and so is everybody else."

Joe sat cross-legged, with Bim squatted at his side, and both
regarded Clifton with eager eyes. They were splendid listeners, and
Clifton chuckled his appreciation as he lighted his pipe and held
out at arm's length a newspaper which he had purchased in the last
town.

"Here it is—the humor of life right on the front page," he
went on, enjoying his monologue. "Picture of a girl with a
million-dollar pair of legs! They're the funniest of all,
Joe—women, I mean. They're shockingly funny—all except
our mothers. You must remember that mothers are never
funny—our own, I mean, though the other fellow's mother may
be deucedly funny. If ours bobs her hair it is all right;
she is beautiful still. If our mother wants to carry about
some kind of metal in the lobes of her ears it is perfectly proper
for her to do it, for you mustn't see anything that isn't nice and
beautiful about her. Now over on the next page—here we
have it again!—something to laugh at if it doesn't bring on
nausea first—a bobbed-haired Venus who is the millionth 'most
beautiful girl in America.'"

"What's a Venus," interrupted Joe.

"A Venus is a woman."

"With short hair?"

"Not necessarily. She may have either short or long hair. But if
she's a Venus with bobbed hair run for your life, particularly when
you get a little older. Why, Joe, if there was only one woman on
earth and she had bobbed hair I wouldn't marry her! I wouldn't
marry her anyway, but the bobbed hair would make a certainty of it
in case I got sick and weakened."

"It must be awful," suggested Joe.

"It is. Bobbed hair and million-dollar legs—they go
together. Now—going back to the front page—"

As Joe waited he saw a strange change in the man. The lines in
Clifton's face suddenly tightened and a staring directness took the
place of the humor in his eyes. His body stiffened. He forgot Joe
and Bim and slowly crumpled the paper until it was a mass in his
hands. He rose to his feet and Joe got up with him, a little
frightened.

Then Clifton took notice of the boy again, but this time the
smile which came to his lips was a hard and terrible one which Joe
had not seen before.

"And sometimes there are things which are not so funny," he
said, as much to himself as to Joe. "For instance, I have just read
that the man from whom I am to collect a million dollars sails from
Montreal for Europe next Thursday. This is Tuesday. So we can't
sleep here tonight, Joe. We have no time to lose."

Joe was bewildered by the strangeness and swiftness with which
events happened after that. For the first time Clifton deliberately
halted a car and asked for a ride. At Hamilton he hired another car
and they were off for Toronto. A little later the rush and roar and
electrical glare of the big city engulfed them. Joe clutched his
gun and held so tightly to the string attached to Bim that it cut a
crease in his hand. He was fascinated and appalled, held speechless
and almost powerless to move, and Clifton placed an arm about his
thin shoulders to give him confidence. Brantford had been the hub
of activity and excitement in Joe's little world; Toronto with its
hundreds of thousands was a monster of life and sound that at times
made his heart stop beating.

They came to a building of colossal size about which hundreds of
automobiles were moving like restless bees, and here their own car
stopped and Clifton hurried him out and dragged him along so fast
that he was compelled to trot at his side to keep up. They stopped
at a window, then raced through a gate, and almost as it began to
move they were boarding a train. Bim was hiccoughing and his eyes
were bulging. A five-dollar bill placed him in charge of the
porter.

That night with its dizzy swaying and incessant roar of wheels
was a nightmare in Joe's life. The next day they arrived in
Montreal.

Clifton found writing material at the station, and for half an
hour he was busy while Joe sat watchfully quiet, holding to Bim.
Then he used a telephone to find if a certain Benedict Aldous was
in town. Aldous's housekeeper assured him that he was, whereupon
Clifton pinned the letter he had written in the pocket of Joe's
khaki coat.

"I'm sending you to a friend of mine," he explained, "and you
must give him this letter at once. He will take good care of you
and Bim. I will come to you sometime tonight, or tomorrow. Probably
tonight. I'm going to send my dunnage with you. You aren't afraid,
are you, Joe?"

"Not very, I guess. Why don't you come now?"

"I have some business to attend to."

"Is it the million dollars?"

"You've hit it, Joe. It's the million dollars."

He loaded them into a taxicab and gave the driver written
instructions.

"Good-by!"

As far as his eyes could follow them he saw Joe's pale face
looking back through the window.

For the first time in hours he drew a deep breath of relief. No
matter what happened now Joe would be properly cared for. Benedict
Aldous would see to that. He felt himself at least temporarily
freed from a peculiarly embarrassing responsibility, and he found
his good humor returning as he began to picture the Englishman's
profound amazement when Joe presented himself with his letter.

He wondered if Aldous was as odd and thin and altogether lovable
as in the old days when they had tramped India and Turkestan
together. Of course he would be. It would be rather difficult to
change him. But his blasé anatomy would receive a thrill
when he learned that his old tramping companion and the savior of
his soul and freedom in the Simla Hills was alive and in town.
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