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CHAPTER I

IN the good old sententious style, there is the saying: “He is two men who has two languages.” Jimmy Green had three. He drove dogs in French-Canadian; he hunted in Cree; but he fought in English. He had other talents. He was only five feet and five and a half inches tall, but he could march on snowshoes with any man; he could shoot off the head of a red squirrel as it peeked among the upper branches of a great pine tree; he could make his own moccasins; he could skin a caribou, cure a beaver pelt, and trap a fox; and it was even said of him by the Crees–though this was perhaps more compliment than truth: “He can hunt moose!” Also, he could run like an Indian, use a knife like a Canuck, and hit like a white man with a straight-driving fist.

He was thirteen years old, and at that age, the Canadians forgave him for being an American. His parents, when Jimmy Green was two, had barely finished building a cabin on the side of Mount Crozier when an avalanche jumped down its side and pushed mother and father Green, their house, their household goods, their three dogs, their mule, and their string of traps into Lake Anxious. When the rescuers climbed up the hillside, they found two lives rubbed out, and the two-year-old sitting in the snow and laughing at the world.

He had kept on laughing ever since, and he had a good many reasons. The people of Fort Anxious adopted him. Not the Canadians alone, but the half-breeds, the random American traders with their red noses and long drawls, all the visitors, and even the Indians themselves. He was a part of the town and he belonged to it as a beaver belongs to its family.

When his toes were frostbitten and he hungered for sweet pemmican, he condescended to go to the house of the good old priest, Father Pierre, and there he was taught reading and writing and pushed gently along the road of learning; but his usual interests lay in other quarters. He used to be seen as a mere infant seated on the floor of a Cree lodge with his teeth fastened in a chunk of moose meat from which he patiently sawed off a bite with a knife a foot long. Then he learned to climb the stages and steal meat from them. There was not a man in the village who had not reached for him with a heavy boot.

Since the whole town was his mother, every one had to feed and clothe and amuse and cherish Jimmy Green. Since the entire fort was his father, every man who wanted to could discipline Jimmy; it was only necessary to catch him first, which was not much more difficult than to lay hands on something which possessed the mingled virtues and vices of a fisher, a greyhound, and a fox. When caught, he was all teeth and claws, but nevertheless, he received some hearty thrashings. He used to bawl out and whoop and scream in his misery in order to shorten these punishments, until one day–he was being flogged for stealing the whole of a great venison pie!–a Cree passed by and seeing what was happening, quickly lowered his head and strode away. After that, Jimmy Green never cried again.

He was all tooth and claw, hard muscle, and sharp wits. He had followed the wise trail of the grizzly and pursued the devious way of Reynard, the fox. He had seen otters fish and squirrels climb. He had watched the snowshoe rabbit run and the eagle soar. Indian boys had taught him how to steal; Indian braves had taught him how to hunt and how to endure the pinch of hunger and weariness. Wrestling, fighting, wrangling, bargaining, shooting, and truth-telling on important occasions, he knew from the whites. Therefore, his education was quite complete. He would have been at home in a New York slum, in a sailing ship’s forecastle, a Texas desert, or on a cake of ice. In a word, he was blamed and loved for every stroke of mischief in Fort Anxious.

He was not poor but had accumulated a treasure upon which he would not have known how to put a price. He had an old rifle which had been given him by a retiring trader at the fort; he had a knife which had been solemnly willed to him by François le Beau on his deathbed. He kept a leather sling, and a rubber-strung slingshot. He had twenty-seven marbles, one clouded agate, and one clear. He owned, furthermore, a broken awl, a one-legged pocketknife, a silver spoon with the brass showing through only in spots, half of a rawhide lariat, a working collar for a dog, a moosehide whip, a twist of wood that looked like a revolver, and a leaden horse with a leaden rider which only lacked a head to be perfect.

He loved an old man, a young man, and a girl.

The old man was Father Pierre, of course; the young man was Awaskees, the strong Cree who sometimes allowed him to go along on the moose hunt. But the secret love, the consuming desire, the profound emotion of his life, was Miss Paula Carson. She was twenty years old, as brown as a beaver, as rosy as a crushed berry, as delightful as a June day, and her smile and her pleasant laughter so dwelled in the mind of our hero that sometimes after he had gone to bed he lay with pain and yearning puckering his brow and could not sleep for five minutes, or even ten.

In all the world there was only one thing which Jimmy Green really hated, and that was the long, clear mirror which hung over the fireplace in the best room of the priest’s house, for in time he saw that his nose was short–stumpy, in fact!–and that it was more speckled than a trout. He could not help seeing, also, that his eyes were not set off by the penciling of brows; that lashes there appeared to be none, and that his bright eyes were of no particular color, but gray, green, washed-out blue, or pale amber, according as the light struck them. When he saw this face of his, Miss Paula Carson seemed farther removed from him. But he scorned doubt! And every time when he returned from the priest’s house to wherever he was making his home, he carefully looked through his list of treasures and told himself that he was a man.

On this morning he rose to work. His job was the taming of a huge hundred-and-sixty-pound beast which was nine tenths wolf and the other tenth dynamite, and gentling this monster so that it would stand in harness and not try to take off the leg of every creature that passed by. It was called a Mackenzie husky, but the boy was sure that it was misnamed, for it had the look, the talents, and the tameless ferocity of a timber wolf.

These qualities in it did not overawe the boy. He was merely annoyed by them, but was determined to win the battle, for he had been promised by Kite Larkin ten cents and an old pair of fur mittens from which only the thumbs and the finger tips had been worn away.

On his way down from the attic, he prepared himself for the battle by practicing his most formidable scowl. He had his moosehide whip in his hand, the butt of it loaded with leaden shot, the thong coiled around his arm. When he went out to see the dog, it greeted him by leaping to the end of its chain, a section of which it had been polishing with patient chewing, for hours on hours. Jimmy Green was well inside of its leaping distance, but he measured the target perfectly and crashed the heavy butt of the whip with all his might squarely between the eyes of Mishe Mukwa. That is Ojibway for “grizzly bear,” and the dog got his name from the bear look of his short, furry ears, and a misguiding expression of mingled wisdom and humor which sat in his face. Jim had shortened this name to Mishie, and the name stuck.

That club stroke dropped Mishe Mukwa senseless to the ground, after which the boy hitched a muzzle to the great head, unhooked the chain from the big iron staple to which it was anchored, and when Mishie wakened with a snarl, he herded the big brute before him to the street. Mishe Mukwa wanted to turn and fight. He champed until foam flew from his curling lips. His eyes turned red. His mane lifted. To the boy, he looked as big as his namesake. But still Jimmy enjoyed this daily walk, for on every hand eyes glanced at him and heads nodded, as much as to say: “The kid is growing up!”

He steered Mishie into the lodge of the first Cree family that neighbored the street. Grandmother, mother, two or three tough-bodied youngsters, and a crawling infant were in the tepee. But the boy went in with the huge dog and stood by the meat pot which hung over the central fire. From this he helped himself plentifully. The whole Cree family began to scream at him. The grandmother rescued the baby from the floor, the wolf dog kicked over a back rest and began to howl.

“I don’t hear you,” said the boy patiently.

That was almost true, because the dog was making enough noise to drown even war whoops. So Jimmy Green remained in that lodge until he had eaten his fill, and then he departed, unmolested.

He walked on, fingering the weight of the loaded whip-end, and seeing before him Sam Ward in company with a sturdy half-breed boy, he loftily prepared to receive their admiration of the size of Mishie and his own dauntless courage in attempting to subdue such a brute. But they came on with heads close together, unseeing, as it appeared. They did not even hear his salutation, but as they went by the half-breed was saying with unnecessary loudness:

“What’s a pug nose good for?”

“Aw,” said Sam, “it’s handy to hang a hat on!”




CHAPTER II

THE dignity of Jimmy Green was not to be lightly taken.

What he heard from the pair of them made his head swim. It was as though his innumerable battles with sticks, stones, and fists had been no more than the triumphs of dreams. It was as though some other lad in Fort Anxious were able to run faster, shoot straighter, hit harder.

He turned, infuriated as he realized that all these things were true about himself alone. He shouted in a ringing voice:

“Hey, Sammy! Hey, Sam!”

But Sam and the half-breed walked on, their heads close together, still enchanted, as it were, by the same topic.

“What is a pug nose good for?”

Jimmy Green, breathing very hard, stared after them for some time. He could not understand it. Was not this his town? According to his royal pleasure the lives of boys became acceptable or noxious. Even the sons of the richest men at the fort hastened at the call of Jimmy Green.

Slowly, therefore, he wondered what madness could have possessed Sam Ward, otherwise not an unworthy boy. And he turned upon his bare foot again, grimly promising to himself the luxury and the delight of knocking holes through Sammy.

Ahead, he heard an outbreak of violent voices, turning a corner. They were on his side of the street. Young Jimmy turned instantly to the farther side. He kicked the ribs of the wolf dog and whanged him two or three times with the loaded butt of the whip just to assure the brute that he, Jimmy Green, was on hand and was master.

The cause which made the dog skulk so far away now came around the corner. Jimmy saw in the lead four trappers, the sweeping manes and tails of their horses braided with stained shells, with feathers, and with glittering trinkets; and their clothes, especially the soft deerskin trousers, covered with decorations. They wore long hair that swept about their shoulders. Their hats were off and hanging on the sides of their saddles. Their horses were not large, but finely formed, with eyes that shone with high spirits and mischief–true mustangs. Every movement they made flashed with their golden and silver ornaments.

The boy could have stood and enjoyed the sight of them, another day. He could even have run along beside them and laughed and joked with them. But now it was very different, for he had with him a thing which every eye in that train could appraise and rightly value–such a dog as never had leaned against a collar in any freight train that ever hauled over the whiter snows into Fort Anxious. So he kept the dog well to one side on short chain as the cavalcade went by.

They saw him at once. Or rather, they saw the dog, and they came with a whoop. They could take now, and pay next winter. That was their usual system! They came yelling. They raced for a prize, and the first one to touch the dog would be its owner. That agreement was understood as they jammed the spurs into their horses.

Young Jimmy Green looked at them as if they had been so many fiends leaning over the pommels of their saddles. But, as they came nearer, while Jimmy was still wondering whether or not he should try to use his knife, or simply let the dog go with them, they sat up in their saddles and split to either side of him as water splits against a rock. They dashed by with shouts and with loud laughter, making a great joke of this affair, but the boy guessed that their mirth was an afterthought. He turned, and he saw behind him the Cree, Awaskees, smiling gently, a rifle lying carelessly across the hollow of his left arm.

“Thank you, Father,” said Jimmy Green in Cree.

Awaskees muttered something which cannot be translated in the whole, but which meant: “May there always be fire in your lodge, a filled meat pot over the fire, tobacco in your pipe, smoke in your nose, and a fat dog for your squaw to roast!”

This very inclusive “good morning” was given as Awaskees stepped on across the street, and no one uninitiated could have guessed that his coming up behind the boy had been intentional, or that his rifle had split that gay charge of dog thieves. However, Jimmy Green knew very well, and he looked after the soft-stepping Cree and vowed that he would remember.

He had barely turned the next corner when, with a series of war whoops, a crowd of a dozen boys boiled out of an alley, dragging another youngster in their midst. He hesitated, ready to drop even the chain of the dog and flee at full speed; but as the boys came nearer, he could see that they were members of his own “tribe,” of which he was the undisputed chief. He was seen. They poured toward him.

“Hey, look, Jimmy! Look what we got! We got Mickey Dugan. He was clean across to our side of the bridge. Hey, Jimmy, whacha think? We’re gunna scalp him and give him a ducking!”

Mickey Dugan, ragged, almost, as Jimmy himself, was one of the leading spirits of the tribe which represented the other half of the town. His capture was no small event, and Mickey bore himself very well, head high, disdainful, but a little green in the face. To be “scalped” was not actually to have the hair of his head removed, but the process was almost as painful and as long remembered. To be ducked was, for such a strong boy, almost to be drowned. It was a great victory, but something in the eye of Mickey held the attention of Jimmy.

“What was he doing?” he asked.

“He was–whacha think?–fishin’ behind Mrs. Villar’s house. Tryin’ to sneak some fish out of our side of the river!”

Jimmy stepped closer to Mickey and looked him in the eye. And Mickey looked dauntlessly back. Thrice they had fought. Victory had been undecided twice. Once, because Mickey’s father had lurched out and kicked him homeward; once, because Jimmy’s crowd had charged. And the third time victory had inclined to Jimmy’s side, but it had cost him a large, beautiful eye which still was represented by a faint purple line. However, the soul of Jimmy was just.

“Hey, Mickey,” said he, “whacha come fishin’ on our side of the river for, hey?”

“None of your dang business,” said Mickey, “and if I had my hands loose, I’d black up both your eyes.”

Jimmy moistened his lips with the tip of his tongue. But he merely said again: “What sentcha over to our side of the river this time of day when you might’ve knowed that we’d see you?”

This challenge launched against his intelligence stung Mickey to answer.

“The old man wanted fish for breakfast, and he give me five minutes or a lickin’. They ain’t bitin’ on our side, this time of the day!”

“Humph!” said Jimmy, and shifted from one foot to the other. With all his soul he yearned to see this great and dangerous enemy scalped and ducked, but something raised in his eye the brutal picture of Mickey’s drunken father.

“He sent you out to catch fish, eh? Where’s your line?”

Mickey disdained answer.


“I got it,” admitted a wide-shouldered clansman. “I seen him first. It belongs to me by rights.”

“Give it back to him,” said Jimmy slowly.

The other quailed, and producing the precious string and hook, held it forth. Jimmy took it.

“Leave his hands go,” said Jimmy.

A wild uproar arose. They protested that it was a fair capture. They demanded justice.

“Whacha mean?” yelled Jimmy, pink with rage. “Didn’t his old man send him? Ain’tcha got no sense? Leave his hands go, I say!”

They loosed his hands. If they obeyed Jimmy, it was because they knew the weight of his fists.

“Here’s your line,” said Jimmy Green. “G’wan and get, will ya? Hey, Louis! G’wan and get your fish spear, will ya, and give him a hand. His old man sent him. You don’t want Mickey licked for nothin’, do ya?”




CHAPTER III

STERNLY, Jimmy stood by and saw justice done. By the gloomy faces of his band he could guess that his authority was strained to the uttermost by the act. However, the hearts of kings are made large to endure the pain of all their subjects, together with their own woes, so Jimmy endured, and watched Mickey taken off to liberty and the bridge, and little Louis, the dexterous fisherman, scampering beside him.

Big Mishe Mukwa, as though realizing that something of importance was toward, lay down, in the meantime, without making any of his usual frantic efforts to escape, and regarded his young trainer with his head canted a bit to one side and the most doggish expression that the boy ever had seen on his face.

He saw Mishe Mukwa, and he also saw, looking through a close-grown pair of poplars, the brown, smiling face of Paula Carson. She came out from between the trees, smiling. The brightness of morning was in her face–of an autumn morning, say, because such beauty surely cannot last!

“Hullo,” said Paula Carson, “where’d you get the dog, Jimmy?”

“I got it off of Kite Larkin.”

“What’s his name?”

“Mishe Mukwa.”

“Why, that’s Ojibway for ‘grizzly,’ isn’t it?”

“Yeah. Well, you look at him, he’s kind of that way around the head and shoulders.”

She looked; she circled. Mishe rose and snarled and erected his mane with savage hate.

“He’s not very gentlemanly yet,” said Paula Carson gravely. “You’ll most certainly have to teach him good manners, Jimmy.”

“Yeah! Won’t I, though!”

“What will Kite give you?”

“Aw, I dunno, Paula. He promised me ten cents and a pair of old mittens.”

“The contemptible–” began Paula, and changed smoothly to: “Well, that’s worth having, Jimmy. But you’ll be careful of yourself with him? He looks like a terror!”

“Him? He ain’t nothin’,” said Jimmy, with rather overdone contempt. “I gotta loaded whip-butt, here, and he knows what it tastes like.”

“I saw Father Pierre the other day.”

“Yeah?” said Jimmy guiltily.

“He said that you haven’t been for a week to take a lesson.”

Jimmy jerked up his head and turned crimson with excitement.

“Listen, Paula,” said he, “d’you want me to go there?”

“Of course I do,” said she.

“I’ll go every day, or bust,” said Jimmy desperately. He perspired. “Beginnin’ the week after next,” said he. “Awaskees is gunna show me some trap makin’,” he explained weakly.

“I’ll have to go along,” said Paula.

He wanted her to say something about his recent act of justice. Did she, perhaps, take it for cowardice? Was that why she had been smiling so broadly.

“Hey, Paula,” he exclaimed.

She turned back. “Yes, Jimmy?”

“Hey, you know old man Beeson’s gone and got himself a new squaw. Whacha think of that!”

“I’ve heard about it,” said she, and would have turned away again, but once more he stopped her.

“Hey, Paula!”

She came deliberately back to him, studying him.

“What do you want to tell me, Jimmy?” she asked.

He was troubled by this prescience. It was not the first time that he had encountered it in her.

“I wanted to know, Paula,” said he, “would you think I was scared of that Mickey was why I let him go?”

“Jimmy,” she answered, “a good judge always trusts his own opinion.”

She left him, and he went on his way out of town, wondering if there had been a faint beginning of a smile on her lips. Besides, he could not tell exactly what she meant. But that, he decided, was one reason why he loved her, for she was ever the unsolvable problem.

Outside the town, he halted at the verge of the big trees and looked back across the familiar landscape, for it was never so well-known to him that he did not wish for the eye of a hawk as he stared down. He saw a thick column of smoke rising from the house of Dugan, and guessed by this that Louis’ spear had been instantly successful in the river.

Yonder in Lake Anxious floated a stationary boat, a moveless figure, and the sun striking a thin, curved line of light from the rod. And still farther away a canoe with two paddlers and a hump of goods in the center of the boat, shot out from the white smothers of the rapids and swept down the central current. He stood tiptoe, so anxiously did he strain his eyes toward them. From a great distance, no doubt, they, were bringing furs, and he could almost feel beneath his finger tips the rich pelage of marten, ermine, beaver, and fox. Then he turned into the trees.

For he knew that the wolf dog would be more at home among the shadows. Instantly, the dog’s carriage changed. He walked lightly, on his toes. His head lowered almost as though he were stalking, and his glance at the boy made Jimmy Green think of the side-rip of a fighting wolf.

However, no matter how dangerous the big fellow might be, he meant both money and reputation to Jimmy Green, so the boy set to work. He had two main methods. One was to strap a small load on the back of the wolf dog, then lead it along. The second was to stand behind it and try to induce it to pull forward. He could manage the first thing fairly well, because Mishe knew the meaning of the whip, but the moment he tried to get behind the husky, Mishe would whirl about, trying to free his powerful jaws.

It was nervous, exacting work. Already, he had spent three days on the monster and felt that he had made almost no progress, but he stuck doggedly at it. Now, they drifted through the grove in which they were at practice and came out from the trees onto a pleasant hill shoulder beyond the woods. There the sun came with delightful strength against the breast and the face of the boy. The grass at his feet was stirring and flashing in the wind, and the smell of green growing things came over him with a drowsy sweetness. To breathe of this air was as good as moose meat and bear’s fat. And young Jimmy Green tilted back his head a little in excess of comfort.

He looked down to Mishe and would have given a great deal to know what the husky knew as it stood with head high and eyes tightly closed, reading the wind with its wise nose. Out of the thicket, then, a partridge darted and shot over the meadow with a loud thrumming, a mere dark spot, obscured by a mist of rapid wings.

Instead of a dog chain, ah, for a shotgun in hand then! The partridge shot upward as it neared the boy. It was at the height of its rise when a gun boomed short and deep on the edge of the opposite woods, and the big bird tipped over and bumped solidly upon the ground.

Agape, Jimmy stared, for this was not the sound of a shotgun; and now he saw on the edge of the stalwart line of tree trunks a tall man in whose hand a revolver winked as he put it away quickly beneath his coat. There was something unhurried about that movement, like the inescapable reach of a cat’s paw, and Jimmy Green was fascinated. Moreover, this was shooting that he had seen. He knew distances. He could swear it was forty yards from the trees to the spot where the partridge had fallen, and though every man in Fort Anxious would swear that this was a lucky shot, Jimmy suddenly and devoutly knew that it was not. The moment that hand slid for a gun the bird had been as good as dead.

Now he stepped forth from the tree shadows, a tall man, with wide shoulders, smiling a little, and waving his hand slowly and gracefuly toward the boy. And the heart of Jimmy Green enlarged, as once it had done in the woods when he saw the great dark body of a moose lifting from among a grove of willows. He had seen larger men. In that Northland, men, like trees and like bears, grow big; they need size for their work, it would seem.

Yet never had he felt this instant impression of power adequate to every need. No sense of audience seemed to move in this big, slow-stepping fellow. His smile was perfectly genial, and yet like the wind he carried with him a sense of the mysterious horizon, and the other side of the world.




CHAPTER IV

HE so impressed the boy that even a seasoned hunter like Jimmy Green neglected to look at his clothes at first. Yet they were worth a great deal of attention, as a matter of fact. They were very battered and tattered. Ten thousand miles of walking could not have given to his trousers an effect other than that of the trousers of a horseman. His boots, too, looked cramped and pointed like a rider’s boots, and the loose brim of his hat, one felt, had been unhinged by flapping up and down against the wind of a brisk gallop.

This was the appearance of the stranger, not touching on such minor things as coat sleeves worn out at the elbows, and not even a sign of a pack at his back. You might have said that he was out enjoying a promenade, for all the baggage he carried with him. There was only one explanation in the eye of Jimmy, and that was that he was a voyageur who had been overturned in shooting some rapids. Yet he was not the voyageur type. He wore not the same clothes. He had not about him a vestige of the northern environment. The very color of his skin was more richly brown, as though darkened on purpose to turn the edge of a very sharp, keen sun.

This stranger, walking across the meadow, picked up the partridge and walked on, but to the amazement of the boy, he kept a path turning away from Jimmy Green! As though, marvelous to say, he was not one of ordinary mortals, who rejoice to meet strangers in the wilderness.

“Hello!” sang out Jimmy.

“Hello!” said the cheerful stranger.

And, with a nod and a smile, he walked on, carrying the limp partridge, whose wings fell down like cups to either side.

“That ain’t the Fort Anxious trail!” offered the boy.

“Isn’t it?” asked the other. “Where does it lie, then, brother?”

“Yonder,” said Jimmy.

“How far, can you tell me?”

“Might be coupla mile, I guess.”

“Ah,” said the big stranger. “Then I might as well have dinner here. Will you join me?”

As he spoke, he slipped to the ground at the side of a tall, thick shrub, and reaching behind him, he broke off a few handfuls of the dried, dead branches. It seemed plain that his intention was to build a fire at his very feet–yes, or between them!

Jimmy Green drew nearer.

He had seen Indian braves on the warpath, a wolverine breaking up a line of traps, the Mackenzie in spring flood smashing its ice barriers, and Awaskees hunting moose; but never had he seen that which intrigued him more than the stranger from the South. From no other direction could he have come!

He did not need a second or a stronger invitation. No matter how backward Jimmy might be with strangers, he advanced cheerfully, though with a woodsman’s caution. The wolf dog, smelling warm blood, lurched forward with a mumbling in his throat. The jar nearly jerked Jimmy’s arm out by the roots, when he heard the man saying calmly:

“Let him step right along. Always had a likin’ for dogs. Reach him right here to me, sonny!”

His pronunciation, even, differed from that of other men. It could have been spelled: “A’ways had a lahkin’ foh dawgs. Reach ‘m raht heah t’me, sonny.” It fascinated Jimmy still more and more to listen to these words, spoken in a soft, deep voice.

“You mean you wanta have me let him go?” asked Jimmy. “He’ll get that partridge all messed up in no time.”

“Would he now?” asked the stranger, lifting his brows in surprise. “Would he be doin’ that, now? Well, well, you let him go, and see. I reckon there’s a lot more little partridges where the last little old partridge came from.”

“Well–” said Jimmy.

And, no matter how interested he might be in talking to the stranger and in finding out from what far-off land he came, he could not help being delighted at a chance to let the big dog perform. It might mean a long chase, eventually, to recapture the brute–but Jimmy pressed the trigger. That is to say, he let go of the chain, and the stiff muscles of big Mishe did the rest. He leaped at the stranger very like a driving bullet, and Jimmy squinted his eyes in joy at the thought of the big man, the partridge, and the dog all inextricably rolled together in the thorny branches of the bush.

He opened his eyes again to see quite another fact.

For Mishe Mukwa had not completed his leap, but on stiffened legs he plowed four furrows in the grass and halted, with frightened hair erect, at the outstretched feet of the stranger.

“He was goin’ to scare me,” said the latter, in his soft, delightful voice. “Think of that, now. He was goin’ to scare poor me!”

And he laughed as he talked, and talked through his laughter in a way which enchanted Jimmy Green more than ever.

“Sit down and rest yourself, puppy,” said the other. “Don’t you go to upsettin’ yourself and me, like that.”

He stretched out his hand, and Mishe Mukwa, recoiling, sank on his belly to the ground. There he remained, with his body twitching and his head flattened out between his great forepaws in such a way that every moment Jimmy swore the husky intended to throw his bulk at the throat of the man. Yet it did not happen. Suddenly he saw that Mishe was as thoroughly a frightened dog as ever came under a whip; and that had he been any less mightily courageous, he would have turned and bolted across the meadow.

As it was, he lay at the feet of the man and fought his terror. This troubled Jimmy. It assured him, as his first glance at the stranger had done, that this was indeed a new thing that had walked over the sky line.

Above all, he was amazed at the lack of a pack. The stranger, in the meantime, was stripping the feathers from the partridge, proceeding without haste, but with such skill that a considerable portion of the naked skin appeared at every stroke.

“Your daddy work out at Fort Anxious?” asked the big man, looking up, his fingers seeing their way, unguided.

“I’m Jimmy Green,” said the boy. He added in surprise: “I mean, I got no father or mother. I just belong to Fort Anxious.”

“Fathers and mothers, they take up a good deal of time,” said the stranger.

“Where might you come from, and just what might your name be?” asked Jimmy, almost exploding with curiosity.

“I come from the South,” said the other. “I come from the Goldenrod State. The best State in the Union!”

“Is it?” asked Jimmy. “What might make it the best State? Got the most people?”

“No,” said the stranger, and paused there, as though this were a sufficient answer. Jimmy went on, busy as a ferret.

“Got the most money?”

“No, Jimmy.”

“Just what has it got the most of, then?”

“It’s got the most rest,” said the stranger. “It’s got it in its motto, matter of fact. ‘Here we rest.’”

As he ended this sentence, he looked upward to the misty blue of the sky and yawned a little, not offensively, but with such half-closed eyes and with such a sigh that Jimmy suddenly understood why a bear would wish to crawl into a den in the snow and there sleep the long whiter sleep.

“Well,” said Jimmy Green, “what State might that be, stranger?”

“Alabama, that’s my happy home,” said the other with an authoritative intonation, very much like that which people use when they are uttering a well-known quotation. “Alabama’s where I live. There we rest,” said he. “Down there in Alabama! Among the goldenrod, sonny–down there among the goldenrod!”

He yawned again, a mere tightening of the big cords of his neck, together with a smile.

Once more it seemed to Jimmy that this fellow knew something which gave him a tremendous advantage over other men, a mysterious key which opened a door no other man had looked through. He looked from the face of the Alabaman to the quivering body of the Mackenzie husky, and cold awe arose in Jimmy’s heart, and a chill of half-frightened pleasure quivered up his spinal column.

“And what might your name be?” asked Jimmy, gently, hardly expecting an answer.

“My name is Joe,” said the other.

“Is it? Joe?” said Jimmy Green.

He felt that that name fitted the soft and easy strength and the soft and easy voice of the stranger.

“Joe what?” he ventured.

The smile of the stranger continued, but as he looked at Jimmy the latter had a very new sensation, as though he had walked into a cave and seen eyes in the dark.




CHAPTER V

THIS feeling did not last long. It switched off and left him, in an odd way, free.

“Joe what?” the man from Alabama was saying.

Still, he did not seem to be looking at his work, but producing a long knife whose blade curved to a fine point, he opened and cleaned the partridge in a moment.

“Joe what?” continued the stranger. “Well, hind names hardly matter a great deal. Smith, Jones, Brown, they jig out of your mind. But they’ve called me ‘Lazy Joe.’ I’m not the hardest worker in the world. Never loved a shovel, and never loved a hoe, Jimmy!”

“Oh,” said Jimmy.

He could have guessed these things before, and because he felt this truth, he seemed to have been admitted into the inmost and most intimate house of this Southerner’s mind.

“Lazy Joe,” went on the Alabaman, “by some, and ‘Alabama Joe’ by a good many more. Alabama Joe I like the best. There’s a nice sound to that. It’s like something out of a song. You could fit that into a chorus, pretty well, I think.

 

“Oh, I miss you so,

Alabama Joe–”

 

He sang the words softly, richly, and with a single gesture brought the twang of the banjo into the mind of the boy.

Alabama was smiling again. It was his habitual expression.

“Some people,” he went on in his gentle voice, “call me ‘Lefty,’ because I have two hands.”
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