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    In Wolf Breed, survival depends not only on strength and courage but on the unstable boundary between instinct and civilized order.

Jackson Gregory’s Wolf Breed belongs to the early twentieth-century American adventure and Western tradition, a literary mode shaped by frontier settings, physical danger, and contests of will in landscapes that test every human certainty. Gregory was known for popular fiction of action and suspense, and this novel reflects that broader context through its emphasis on hardship, pursuit, and moral pressure. Set against a rugged outdoor world rather than an insulated social interior, the book invites readers into a drama where environment is never mere background, but an active force pressing on character, choice, and fate.

At its outset, the novel establishes a conflict rooted in danger, pursuit, and the need to endure under extreme conditions, drawing readers into a story that advances through movement as much as through revelation. Gregory builds interest through external action while steadily sharpening the emotional and ethical stakes that accompany it. The premise is straightforward enough to be immediately engaging, yet it leaves room for shifting loyalties, hidden motives, and moments of suspense that complicate easy judgments. Without relying on elaborate ornament, the narrative places readers in close contact with threat, uncertainty, and the hard demands of decision.

The reading experience is defined by momentum. Gregory writes in a clear, direct style associated with popular adventure fiction, giving priority to scene, action, and escalating tension. His prose tends to move quickly, but it also pauses long enough to register the pressure of place and the intensity of confrontation. The voice is confident and accessible, shaped less by psychological abstraction than by visible stakes and dramatic encounters. As a result, Wolf Breed offers a tone that is at once urgent and controlled, serious in its conflicts yet committed above all to narrative drive and vivid storytelling.

Beneath its surface excitements, the novel engages enduring themes of identity, lawlessness, loyalty, and the thin line separating human discipline from predatory impulse. Its title itself points toward questions of inheritance, character, and the language people use to classify one another under stress. The story also belongs to a long American literary conversation about the frontier as a proving ground, where social rules are weakened and individuals are forced to define themselves through action. In such a setting, courage is never simple, and violence is presented not merely as spectacle but as a test of judgment and moral endurance.

For contemporary readers, the novel remains interesting not because it offers a timelessly neutral picture of the world, but because it preserves a recognizable form of popular storytelling in which landscape, peril, and character are inseparable. It shows how early mass-market fiction translated cultural anxieties into fast-moving narrative, making abstract concerns about order, masculinity, belonging, and control legible through conflict and pursuit. Readers interested in the history of genre fiction can see in Wolf Breed the durable mechanics of suspense and adventure, while general readers may still respond to its stripped-down intensity and its insistence that pressure reveals character.

To read Wolf Breed now is to encounter a compact example of how adventure fiction can turn elemental struggle into a broader meditation on human conduct. Gregory’s novel offers the satisfactions of speed, danger, and confrontation, but it also asks readers to consider what remains of principle when security disappears. That combination helps explain its continuing relevance. Even as literary tastes and historical assumptions change, stories that explore fear, resolve, and the contest between instinct and responsibility retain their force. Wolf Breed endures as a reminder that popular fiction can be both immediately gripping and thematically resonant.
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    Jackson Gregory’s Wolf Breed is a Western adventure novel that turns on frontier violence, contested loyalties, and the pressure of lawless spaces on personal identity. Set in the American West, the book follows a central male figure whose reputation and conduct place him uneasily between civilization and the wilderness that surrounds it. Gregory frames the story through danger, pursuit, and suspicion rather than reflection, establishing a world in which force, nerve, and quick judgment often decide outcomes. From the outset, the novel presents conflict as both external and moral, asking how character is tested when social order remains fragile and easily broken.

The opening movement establishes a tense environment shaped by hard travel, isolation, and the threat of sudden aggression. Gregory introduces the protagonist in relation to this rough landscape and to the people who read him through rumor, fear, or incomplete knowledge. The title’s suggestion of a “wolf breed” points to questions of inheritance, instinct, and social belonging, and the narrative uses that suggestion to complicate first impressions. Rather than presenting a simple hero, the novel develops interest through ambiguity: the reader is encouraged to weigh whether toughness and violence arise from necessity, temperament, or the distorted codes of the frontier.

As the plot advances, interpersonal tensions broaden into larger struggles involving property, authority, and survival. Gregory links private motives to public disorder, showing how personal feuds and distrust can expand into serious danger for entire communities. The protagonist’s movement through these situations brings him into contact with allies, adversaries, and figures whose loyalties remain uncertain. Much of the book’s momentum comes from shifting judgments: people are assessed by what they seem to be, then reassessed under pressure. In this way, the novel sustains suspense not by withholding all information, but by making interpretation itself unstable.

Action scenes and confrontations carry much of the middle portion of the novel, where Gregory relies on chase, threat, and strategic maneuver rather than psychological inwardness. Even so, the story repeatedly returns to a central question about what separates disciplined strength from predatory brutality. The protagonist’s decisions matter because they affect not only his safety but also his standing among others who may fear or depend on him. Romantic and social elements, typical of Gregory’s fiction, help sharpen these stakes by tying questions of trust and reputation to intimate relationships as well as to public conflict.

The novel also reflects familiar Western concerns with the edge between settlement and wildness. Gregory presents the landscape not merely as scenery but as an active condition shaping conduct, opportunity, and risk. Horses, weapons, distance, and terrain all influence the story’s rhythm, reinforcing how vulnerable individuals remain when institutions are weak. Against this backdrop, the book examines whether the frontier rewards only aggression or whether steadier forms of courage can survive there as well. That tension gives the narrative its recurring energy, since outward action is continually linked to competing ideas of manhood, justice, and belonging.

Without disclosing its major turns, it is fair to say that Wolf Breed builds by testing appearances and forcing hidden motives into the open. Gregory organizes suspense around reversals in power, moments of misrecognition, and the escalating consequences of earlier choices. The reader is invited to track how characters respond when pressure strips away convenience and exposes deeper commitments. In this sense, the novel’s drama depends less on mystery alone than on revelation through ordeal. What matters is not just who prevails in conflict, but what the conflict reveals about violence, loyalty, and the possibility of moral distinction in a harsh setting.

As a work of popular Western fiction from the early twentieth century, Wolf Breed retains interest for the way it condenses genre expectations into a swift, high-pressure narrative. Its appeal lies in Gregory’s handling of peril, mobility, and social uncertainty, along with his use of the frontier as a testing ground for competing versions of human nature. The book’s enduring resonance comes from these broader themes rather than from surprise alone: readers encounter a story about judgment, identity, and the thin boundary between protection and menace. Even without emphasizing its final disclosures, the novel stands as a vivid example of Gregory’s adventure-driven Western storytelling.
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    Jackson Gregory published popular Western and adventure fiction during the early twentieth century, when mass-market magazines and inexpensive hardback novels helped standardize the American West as a national literary setting. Born in 1882 and active chiefly in the 1910s and 1920s, Gregory wrote for readers shaped by recent frontier memory rather than by direct frontier experience. By then, the U.S. Census had declared the frontier closed in 1890, yet western themes remained culturally powerful. His fiction emerged from a period when publishers, film studios, and magazines transformed mining camps, ranches, and mountain districts into recognizable narrative landscapes for a broad national audience.

The world reflected in Wolf Breed belongs to the American West after the great overland expansion of the nineteenth century, when territories such as California and Nevada had long been incorporated into the United States through war, treaty, migration, and resource extraction. The California Gold Rush of 1848–49 and the Comstock Lode discoveries in Nevada in 1859 had created durable patterns of boomtown development, labor migration, speculation, and sudden wealth or ruin. Even after the richest early strikes faded, mining remained central to regional economies and imaginations. Western fiction often used this legacy to frame conflict over land, money, and personal reputation in isolated settings.

Railroads, telegraphs, and expanding road networks changed western life profoundly in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. The completion of the first transcontinental railroad in 1869 linked California and Nevada more tightly to eastern markets, while later branch lines connected remote districts to freight, finance, and migration. These systems reduced some isolation but did not eliminate the importance of difficult terrain, severe weather, and local self-reliance. Western novels of Gregory’s era commonly balanced new connectivity with older frontier conditions, portraying mountain or desert communities where state authority was present but uneven, and where travel, communication, and commerce still depended heavily on geography.

Institutions in such settings were shaped by county government, sheriffs, courts, mining law, and ranching practices that had matured during the nineteenth century. Federal measures such as the General Mining Act of 1872 encouraged mineral exploration on public lands, while homesteading and land surveys attempted to regularize settlement. In practice, legal order in many western districts coexisted with informal codes of honor, private vigilance, and economic rivalry. Fiction set in these environments often draws on the friction between official law and local power. That tension reflects genuine historical conditions in communities where property claims, stock interests, and personal alliances could strongly influence justice.

The period also followed decades of violent transformation for Indigenous peoples across the West. In California and neighboring regions, Native communities endured dispossession, military campaigns, forced removal, reservation confinement, disease, and labor exploitation throughout the nineteenth century. By the early twentieth century, federal assimilation policies, including boarding schools and restrictions on traditional lifeways, remained in force. Popular Western fiction frequently marginalized or stereotyped Native peoples, a pattern tied to broader U.S. cultural narratives that celebrated settlement while obscuring its costs. Any historical reading of Gregory’s work should therefore situate frontier adventure within this documented history of conquest and unequal power.

Wolf Breed also belongs to a national moment fascinated by masculinity, endurance, and individual action. Around the turn of the twentieth century, writers and politicians such as Theodore Roosevelt promoted strenuous ideals that linked character to risk, physical courage, and outdoor life. This cultural current overlapped with conservation, hunting culture, and nostalgia for supposedly vanishing frontier virtues. Western fiction translated those values into stories of hard riding, danger, and personal tests under pressure. Gregory’s popularity reflects that climate: readers sought narratives in which isolated landscapes and economic contest became arenas for proving competence, loyalty, and authority amid rapid modern social change.

At the same time, the early twentieth century was marked by corporate consolidation, labor unrest, and debates over concentrated wealth. In the West, mining and ranching could involve both independent operators and larger companies, and conflicts over wages, control, and ownership were common across the region. The Progressive Era, roughly the 1890s through the 1920s, brought calls for reform, regulation, and cleaner government, but local inequalities remained pronounced. Western novels often converted these broad issues into more personal struggles over claim jumping, corruption, inheritance, or coercion. Such plots mirrored a society negotiating the boundaries between entrepreneurship, monopoly, and legitimate authority.

Seen in this context, Wolf Breed reflects an era that turned the recent western past into popular myth while still drawing on recognizable institutions and historical pressures. Its landscape of mines, ranches, rough justice, and contested status belongs to a West already integrated into the nation but still imagined as exceptional. Gregory’s work participates in the period’s admiration for self-reliant heroes and dramatic frontier settings, yet it also reveals how economic ambition and weak institutions could generate danger and mistrust. The novel therefore serves less as a direct record than as a cultural artifact, showing how early twentieth-century Americans remembered, simplified, and dramatized western history.
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Mid June, and the eager spring had burst triumphant into the North Woods. The mountain tops, still white hostages of the retreating winter, fettered in frozen manacles, were alone in their reminiscence of the implacable season. And even they made their joyous offerings to the newborn springtime, pouring a thousand flashing cascades to leap down the rocky sides and seek out the hidden nooks and valleys where seeds were bursting and the thawed earth lay fruitful under warm, lush grass. The birds were back from their southern voyaging, once more the squirrels chattered in the open, noisily forgetful of the rigours of winter in the joy of green things growing, and in the clear blue arch of the sky the sun wheeled gloriously through a long day. The air, always wine, was now a sparkling, bubbling, rare vintage champagne, dancing in the blood, making laughter in the heart and sweet tumult in the brain. It was the season of long, golden days, of clear, silver nights, of budding life everywhere.

Because of three unmistakable signs did even the most sceptical of the handful of hardy spirits at MacLeod's Settlement know that in truth the spring had come. They read the welcome tidings in the slipping of the snows from the flinty fronts of Ironhead and Indian Peak a thousand feet above the greening valley; in the riotous din of squirrels and birds interwoven with the booming of frogs from the still ponds; and finally in the announcement tacked upon the post-office door. The two line scrawl in lead pencil did not state in so many words the same tidings which the blue birds were proclaiming from the thicket on the far bank of the Little MacLeod; it merely announced that to-night Père Marquette and his beloved wife, Mère Jeanne, were keeping open house. Every one in the Settlement knew what that meant, just as well as he understood the significance of the noises of the ice splitting upon the ponds.

Once every year until now this was the fiftieth had such an announcement appeared. Not always upon the door of the post-office, for when the announcements began there was no post-office in MacLeod's Settlement. But annually at the chosen time set apart by the season and himself Père Marquette would appear upon the little narrow street, earlier than the earliest, cock his bright eye up at old Ironhead towering high above him, rub his chin complacently, turn his head sidewise so that he might hearken to the thin voices of the wild creatures, and then, his message tacked up, return to the private room behind his store to kiss Mère Jeanne awake and inform her with grave joy that their "jour de l'an[1]" had come to them. Then, and with much frolicking and wine and music, would their new year begin.

"It is our anniversary, m'sieu'," he would say with an air of vast confidence to the first man he met upon the street. "To-night we keep open house here." He would wave his hand toward the long, low log building, clay chinked. "We will be proud of your presence and that of your frien's."

It had been remarked that the anniversary had come one year upon the twenty-sixth of May, another year as late as the last of June. Père Marquette had laughed softly and had shaken his head. "What matter?" he had demanded. "I, I marry myself with my beloved Mam'selle Jeanne the first fine day of spring. Voilà."

The central door of the Marquette house, broadest and heaviest and most conspicuous both from its position in the middle of its valiant line of brothers, had been closed and barred since last night. It gave entrance to the store; here behind his long counter, peering over boxes neatly piled or between great heaps of bacon and tobacco and men's clothing, Père Marquette looked out upon the world some three hundred and sixty-four days of the ordinary year. But upon the first day of spring it was closed and locked until noon. If a man needed plug cut for his pipe, why then let him borrow from his friend or steal from his enemy; it was no concern of Père Marquette. If a woman required flour for her baking let her do without; it would serve her right for having failed to remember the great day. … Then at high noon, not measured by any ticking clock in the Settlement, the matter being decided by Père Marquette and the sun alone, the middle door was flung open. The old man, dressed in his best black suit, his newest skull cap set like a crown upon his head, stood at one side of the entrance, gravely courteous, his black eyes twinkling, twin withered roses in his old cheeks. Mère Jeanne, silver buckles on her shoes, her ample form surrounded almost but not quite by a great white, stiff-starched apron, a bouquet of flowers in one hand, took her place at the other side. And then the guests began to arrive.

You could list the men, women, children and four footed live stock of MacLeod's Settlement upon a printed page and still have room left for a brief biography of each. They all came, all dressed in their best holiday raiment, all happy and eager for the celebration. From far down the Little MacLeod river men trod the slushy trails, rough fellows for the most part and silent, but with a tongue in each head to propose a toast to host and hostess. From over the ridge, from French Valley, from as far east as St. Croix and as far west as Dunvegan's Post, the guests trooped in. Miners, trappers, little stock men; scions of old French families with grand names, descendants of younger English sons with riotous blood, Americans who had crossed the border with much haste and scant baggage; many men whom the world had outlawed and whom the North Woods had accepted as empire builders; men of pure blood knocking elbows with swarthy "breeds," oddly alike in the matters of keenly alert eyes and magnificent bodies.

As they filed through the Frenchman's door they entered not the store at all but what was Père Marquette's idea of a drawing room. The long counters and shelves were there, but the barrels of pickled meat, the piles of soap and tinned meats, the bags of flour, the stacks of men's clothing, all this had been whisked away and out of sight as though by magic. A strip of new red oilcloth upon one counter, a strip of blue upon another, transformed both into auxiliary seats. Benches, recently brought in from the rear storeroom by Père Marquette's man, Jules, and freshly dusted by him, lined the walls. Even Mère Jeanne's bedroom had been robbed of chairs; boxes dressed gaily in gingham or perchance even flaunting remnants of chintz, were amply good enough for the boys and girls.

"My frien', you do me the honour," said Père Marquette over and over as some stranger upon whom his quick black eyes had never rested until now accepted his hand and entered to be again welcomed by Mère Jeanne. "You make mamma and me ver' happy."

Let the frontier push out as far and as fast as it pleases, the violin always goes with it. Men march the more intrepidly to the scraping of the skilful bow. There were two fiddles already going in the next room; Père Marquette had seen to that. And in the same room stood a great, sturdy homemade table, crippled in one leg, yet standing valiantly, like an old soldier home from the wars. Mère Jeanne's own plump hands had placed the best tablecloth upon it, and there, in its nest of field flowers, was the great bowl which had been the most serviceable of the handful of wedding gifts fifty years ago. Since the crisp sting had not yet gone out of the air the high red tide in the bowl was steaming an invitation which was irresistible.

Long before one o'clock all of the Settlement had arrived, each one had had his bit of the heady punch, small glasses for the women, great pewter mugs many times refilled for the men. The big bowl was proverbially like the purse of Fortunatus in its scorn of emptiness. Mère Jeanne ceremoniously replenished it time and again, carried brimming cups to the fiddlers, and the merry music, having ceased just long enough for the musicians to gulp down "Your health," went on more inspiringly than before. Heavy booted feet, moving rythmically, made the dance a thing to hear as well as see, deep throated laughter boomed out incessantly, the lighter, fewer voices of women weaving in and out of the clamour.

All afternoon men came in, now and then a woman with them. They drank and ate, they smoked Père Marquette's tobacco from the jars set about everywhere, they traded old news for new and new for old, they speculated upon the coming thaws and trapping to be found down on the Little MacLeod and up towards the Silver Lake country, they told of the latest gold strike in the Black Bear hills and predicted fresh strikes to be made before the thaw was ten days old. Many types of men and women, some no doubt good, some bad no doubt, all mingling freely.

At five o'clock Père Marquette cleared his voice, scrambled with rare agility upon one of his own counters and made the expected announcement:

"Ah, my frien's, you make us ver' happy, me an' Mamma Jeanne. We wish our leetle house she was more big to-day, big like our heart, that she can hold the whole worl'." He hugged his thin old arms to his breast and smiled upon them. "Tonight, all night long, mes amis, you are welcome. The doors of Père Marquette have forgot how to close up to-night! But listen, one instant! Jus' across the road my warehouse she is open. The violins have gone there. There you may dance, dance as Mam'selle Jeanne an' I dance it is fifty year to-night. Dance all night long. And while the yo'ng folk whose hearts are in their heels walse yonder, here we older ones … Ah!" as sudden voices, cheering, cut into his running words. "You have not forgot, eh?"

It was the signal for division. The few women who had children took them home with them; the other women, young and old, following like a holiday flotilla in the wake of Mère Jeanne, tacked through the muck of the road to the warehouse; many of the younger and some few of the older men followed them; and in the house of Père Marquette, in the yellow light of a half dozen kerosene lamps and many tall candles, the real affair of the evening began.

Great logs oozing molten pitch were burning noisily in the two rock fireplaces, the red flames swept up into the blackened chimneys to spread cheer within and to scatter sparks like little stars in the clear night without, the punch bowl had at last been allowed to stand empty not because men were through drinking but because stronger drink, men's drink, had appeared in many bottles upon the shelves, a game of poker was running in one corner of a room, a game of solo in another; yonder, seen through an open door, six men were shaking dice and wagering little and bigger sums recklessly; a little fellow with a wooden leg and a terribly scarred face was drawing shrieking rag time from an old and asthmatic accordion while four men, their big boots clumping noisily upon the bare floor, danced like awkward trained bears when the outer door, closed against the chill of the evening, was flung open and a stranger to MacLeod's settlement stood a moment framed against the outside night. A score of eyes, going to him swiftly, studied him with unhidden curiosity.
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All sorts and conditions of men come to the North Woods; some because they want to, some because they have to. Some because they are drawn by the fine lure of adventure and the urge of the restless spirit, some because they are driven by that bloodhound which is the law. All types, all classes. And yet now, standing jauntily upon Père Marquette[2]'s threshold, was a type of which as yet the Settlement had had no knowledge.

He was young and wore his black mustaches with all of the fierceness of youth. His boots were at once the finest and the smallest which MacLeod's had ever seen upon a man's feet. He wore gloves, and when in due time the hands came out of the gloves, they were little like a woman's and white and soft. He was a handsome young devil-of-a-fellow with all of the soft, graceful beauty of the far southland. His mouth, smiling now, was red lipped, his teeth a glistening white. Eyes very big, very black, very soft, very tender, smiling too. From the crown of his wide black hat to the tall heels of his dainty boots he was such a dandy as demanded more than a casual glance.

"Amigos," he cried, the door closed now, his back to it, his wide hat describing a slow, graceful arc as he raised it gallantly from his black hair, "I have the thirst of a lost soul. Who will drink with me?"

He whipped the glove from his right hand, caught his hat under his arm and brought from his pocket a shining gold piece which he tossed to one of Père Marquette's counters. A few of the men laughed, seeing his mistake, while others murmured, "Dago," a little disgustedly and returned their attention to their drink, gaming or talk. Père Marquette came forward briskly.

"M'sieu," he said graciously, offering his hand, "your presence honours Mamma Jeanne an' me. We are to-night fifty year marry … you shall put your money in your pocket, m'sieu. One does not pay to drink at the place of Père Marquette to-night."

The young fellow looked at him in surprise, then turned wondering eyes about him, even peering through the open door into the further rooms as though asking himself what manner of place was this where men drank and did not pay. Then he laughed softly.

"Your pardon, señor," he said politely, taking the old man's proffered hand and bending over it gracefully. "Outside I was athirst like a man in hell … "

A queer change came over his smiling face as his eyes, journeying beyond the thin, black coated figure of Père Marquette, rested upon a secluded corner of the room where in the nook by the fireplace a quiet game of cards was in progress.

"Señorita! Señorita!" he cried softly, pushing by Père Marquette and coming forward swiftly. "Dispensame! Forgive me, señorita!"

It was Ernestine, the one woman remaining in the room, Ernestine Dumont, who had come from over the ridge with big Kootanie George, her latest lover. She was sitting close to Kootanie's side now, whispering occasionally in his ear as a hand was dealt him, for the most part contentedly sipping at her little glass of sweet wine as she sat back and watched. She, with the others, had turned toward the entrant, her eyes remaining upon him until now. She smiled, no doubt pleased at his notice, while Kootanie George, wide-shouldered, mighty limbed, the biggest man within a hundred miles of the Settlement, glared at him in frowning wonder.

"Forgive you?" laughed Ernestine, after a quick glance at George upon whose shoulder she laid her hand lightly. "What for?"

"I did not know that a lady was here," explained the young fellow eagerly. He was almost standing over her, his eyes for her alone as he turned up his mustaches more fiercely yet and his eyes grew the more tender. "I speak roughly and not guarding my tongue which should suffer and not taste wine for a week, señorita. I am ashamed."

Ernestine blushed; again several men had laughed. He had said "hell" and had apologised to her …

"We'll let it go this time," she laughed a trifle awkwardly. "And as for not drinking anything. … Look out or you'll spill what Papa Marquette is bringing you now."

"We are all frien's, m'sieu," said Papa Marquette courteously, offering a brimming glass. "You, too. And it is wrong that one should thirst to-night."

The other took the glass with another of his graceful bows.

"May you have other fifty years of happiness with your señora," he said warmly. "Your health and her health, señor." The glass, at his lips, halted and came away for a moment while he thought to introduce himself. "I am Ramon Garcia."

He said it as one might have said, "I am the King of Spain." Simply enough but with a proud simplicity. Then he put back his head and drank.

After that Ramon Garcia needed no coaxing to remain. He fitted into the throng as he seemed to do all things, gracefully. Since he could not spend his money to-night for wine and since spend it he must he ventured it pleasantly at the table where the dice rolled. Between throws he made many slender cigarettes of fine tobacco and thin white papers; winning, he forgot to note how much in turning his eyes with tender admiration upon Ernestine Dumont, whose glance more than once met his; losing, he hummed languid snatches of Mexican love songs in a remarkably pure tenor voice.

Before he had been with them an hour it was evident to many, not last of all to big Kootanie George, that the "Mex" was flirting openly with the yellow haired Ernestine. It was equally evident that his notice did not embarrass her as his apology had done. She curved her red lips at him when George was not looking, she glanced down as demure as a bashful school girl when her big lover was watching her. George began to lose at his cards and when he swore at his luck did not apologise.

At last Ramon Garcia wearied of the dice. He pocketed his winnings and pushed back his chair. A guitar in its case in a corner of the room had caught his roving eye. Standing with his back to the wall, leaning indolently, he sent his white fingers wandering across the strings and his eyes drifting bade to find those of Ernestine Dumont. Then through the discordance of other voices, of clicking chips, rustling cards, dice snapped down upon the hard table tops, chink of glass and bottle neck, the voice of Ramon Garcia, liberated softly, filled the room with its richness as a room is filled with the perfume of flowers. Such music as he made did not often come into the North Woods, and men … and one woman … listened.

He sang it in the Spanish, a tongue which no other man here understood. Yet they must all guess the meaning of the words. They were love words, tenderly lilted. And they were being sung to Ernestine Dumont. There was a little smile upon young Ramon's lips, a hint of gay laughter in his voice and in his soft eyes a deal of love making. Kootanie George scowled, Ernestine twirled her glass in her fingers, one or two men laughed.

When he had done Ramon Garcia swept his fingers across the strings in a sort of mournful regret. Then, when there was a sudden clapping of hands, he bowed, smiled and sang again, this time putting the words of his little song, the same song, into English:

"The perfume of roses, of little red roses;

 (Thou art a rose, oh, so sweet, corazón!)

The laugh of the water who falls in the fountain;

 (Thou art the fountain of love, corazón!)

The brightness of stars, of little stars golden;

 (Estrella de mi vida! My little life star!)

The shine of the moon through the magnolia tree;

 I am so sad till thou come, mi amor!

Dios! It is sweet to be young and to love[1q]!

 More sweet than wine … to be young and to love!"


In the clapping of hands which broke out when he had done Ernestine's was to be heard above Kootanie George's grunt of disgust.

"No man talk, that," he snorted, careless of who heard. "Dam' slush."

"Your deal, Koot," laughed Blunt Rand, the American trapper from the headwaters of the Little MacLeod. "Don't let the Mexican gent spoil your play that-away. Deal 'em up, why don't you?"

Kootanie George glared at Rand and gathered in the cards. He understood as did Ernestine and the others at the table the gibe which lay under Rand's words. The American's fancies, too, had run toward Ernestine Dumont not so long ago, and she had not deigned to take notice of him after the coming of Kootanie.

"Mexican gent, huh?" said George slowly. "If you mean Greaser why don't you say Greaser?"

Ramon Garcia had again approached the table. He stopped suddenly as George's snarl came to him, and his white teeth showed for a quick flash under his lifted lip. Then, his eyes smiling darkly, he came on again, bending intimately over Ernestine's chair.

"They are dancing over there," he said softly. "Will you dance with me, señorita?"

George merely looked at them sidewise. Ernestine glanced up sharply and for a moment indecision stood easily readable in her eyes. Then she shook her head.

"Not now," she said quietly. "Maybe after a while. I don't know. Anyway not now."

"Gracias, señorita." He thanked her quite as though she had taken his proffered arm. And turning away he went back to the game of dice and his wine glass. Kootanie laughed.

"Better look out for him, Koot," grinned Blunt Rand. "Them kind carry cold steel sharp on both edges. They get it between your shoulder blades and then twist it. It's awful uncomfortable."

Rand had drunk his share of toasts to the eternal joy of the Marquettes and the drinking had given to his tongue a wee bit of recklessness, to his heart a little venom. Out of a clear sky, his words falling crisply through the little silence, he demanded of no one in particular and in all seeming innocence:

"What's happened to No-luck Drennen? I ain't seen him here of late."

Kootanie George turned his head slowly and stared at him. Rand was fingering his cards, his eyes hastily busied with their corners. George turned from him to Ernestine. She bit her lips and a spurt of red leaped up into her cheeks. Her eyes met his a moment, steely and hard. Then they went to Blunt Rand, as bright and hateful as twin daggers.

The man upon Rand's right started to laugh. He altered his mind as Kootanie George's eyes turned slowly upon him and changed the laugh to a cough behind his hand. Nobody offered to answer the question; it was accepted as one of those utterances put into the form of an interrogation merely for rhetorical reasons and requiring no reply. For it was common talk through the camps that No-luck Drennen had done the impossible and gotten blood from a turnip; in other words that he had drawn love out of the heart of Ernestine Dumont. And it was known that the miracle had been a twin wonder in that Drennen had refused to see and when he had at last seen had refused to accept. Ernestine's love had been like Ernestine herself, reckless. And, yes, Drennen had laughed at her. He had told her brutally that he had no more use for a woman in his life than he had for a cat. Certainly not for a woman like her. His words had been given after Drennen's fashion; like a
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