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Chapter One

The Runaway Huskie
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IT was still some hours from dawn. Sergeant Ben “Lionheart” Bradly and Lance-Corporal Frank McNally, of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, were both asleep in their bunks when Lionheart suddenly stirred and sat up.

“ What woke me?” he wondered.

For a minute he listened intently. There was no sound in the log-walled Mountie Post save Frank’s regular breathing and the soft crackle of the big iron stove which Lionheart kept stoked up all night during the cold Yukon weather. From far away in the snowbound forest which surrounded Placer Bar cams the mournful howl of a timber wolf. 

Then once again came the noise which had wakened Lionheart—a scratching against the outer door and a low whine.

“That’s Spike,” thought Lionheart, more puzzled than ever. Throwing aside his blankets he lit the lantern and walked to the door. He opened it. In came a fog of frosty air, and, with it, Spike, the great wolf-dog which was the leader of Lionheart’s team of sled huskies. 

Spike’s thick grey fur was rimed with frost from his own breath, for it was twenty degrees below zero outside. He wagged his bushy tail and muzzled Lionheart’s hand.

“Well, Spike, this sure is a surprise !” exclaimed Lionheart, closing the door and patting him fondly.”  Seems as if Tommy Hart has got all of that dirty poison out of your system pretty well.”

Three days ago, Spike had chewed up some poisoned wolf-bait and had been is very sick dog. Lionheart had loaded him on to the sled and rushed him off at top speed over the twenty miles to the Homestake gold mine, whose owner, old Tommy Hart, was a splendid vet and the best dog doctor in the Yukon. 

“Guess Spike didn’t like the Homestake as good as his regular home,” yawned Frank, who had just awakened, “ so ho escaped.”

“Mebbe,” agreed Lionheart, scratching his mop of crisp coppery hair. “Though how he got out of that cabin that Tommy had him shut in, beats me. Tommy wouldn’t turn a dog loose at midnight unless—Hallo, what’s this?”

The heat of the stove was melting the frost on Spike shoulders. Around his neck a white string began to show, to which was tied a small slip of paper. Lionheart cut the string and opened the paper. With a frown he read the few words, then, glim of jaw, he looked across at Frank.

“It’s just what I figured would happen one of these days. I warned Tommy. Now they’ve got him, he says”

“Who have?”

Frank got out of bed and look up the paper which Lionheart had laid on the table. He read aloud the shaky scrawled pencil lines:— 

“Just like you said, they get me, Ben. All three fired at once. I’m dying. Come quick.—Tommy Hart.”

“But who does he mean?” asked Frank, who hadn’t been long enough in Placer Bar to know everybody thoroughly.

“His three pardners in the Homestake, Lew Trasker, and the two Dallas brothers—and all three of ‘em dirty murdering stick-at-nothing crooks. Come on, Frank ! We’ve got to hit the trail. I’m going to have these three killers in our jail before midnight !”

“Yeah, but— ” 

“I’ll tell you the whole story while we eat breakfast.”

Twenty minutes later the stalwart Mountie sergeant and his keen-face assistant, dressed in their scarlet uniforms, were eating an early breakfast. Spike, well fed, lay by the stove. 

“Two years ago,” said Lionheart, “when Tommy discovered the Homestake mine, I warned him that he was teaming up with three of the worst crooks in this country. You see, Tommy, besides being a mighty good vet, was a gold prospector. But he hadn’t enough money to work his mine with, so he was forced to take partners who could help him. These throe hooligans had money—crooked money, I’ll be bound !”

“I’ve heard you speak of Lew Trasker before.”

“You’ll hear my gun speaking to him in a few hours if he tries any of those slick gun-tricks he’s famous for. Anyhow, I told Tommy it was just a matter of time before those hard-boiled twisters would bump hint off so that they could get their hands on all the gold. But Tommy was always so durned bull-headed and cocksure about everything. He had the idea that he could look out for himself against the toughest.

“Well, that day I took Spike to him he wasn’t feeling so sure. There had been accidents in the mine which he was suspicious of, seeing that all the accidents had happened to him, and seeing that they were all mighty strange accidents. He told me that if anything happened to him, I’d know who to talk business to.”

“And now it’s happened.”

“Yep, and I’ll bet me and you are going to smell gun-smoke !” (~)
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Chapter Two

Finding the Body
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IT was almost noon when Lionheart, jogtrotting ahead of the sled team, and Frank, behind at the gee pole, swung Into Heartbreak Canyon. The Homestake mine was a mile up the canyon.

“They’re expecting us all right,” pointed out Lionheart. nodding towards a distant look-out point front which a man was running towards the mine. “ Guess they found out that Tommy turned Spike loose. They’d know it was to get a message to me.”

“ Then they’ll know we’re here to pinch ‘em for murder.”

“ Yep. And the chances are that they’ll have a red-hot reception ready.”

The snowy slopes of Heartbreak Canyon, thrusting their icy peaks into the cloudless blue of the sky. were bare of trees, every scrap  of timber having been destroyed years ago by a raging forest fire. Tea minutes more brought Lionheart around a low rocky point. One hundred yards off, standing out darkly against the snow, were three small log building. 

A little way higher up the mountainside was the cave-like entrance to the Homestake gold mine. 

There was not a man in sight, but Lionheart knew that three pairs of wolfish eyes were watching him and his companion from behind the two windows of the main cabin. At any moment a hail of murderous lead might blast forth; and there wasn’t a stick of cover to protect them.

But without any shortening of his long strides, the iron-nerved Mountie sergeant headed straight for the cabin door. Both he and Frank, in order to have their guns ready for instant action, had unfastened their furs. 

Lionheart, with a word to Spike, halted the sled team outside the door. It was opened immediately by Lew Trasker, a tall, hatched- faced ruffian, with pale blue eyes—eves as  bold as they were pitiless. He was armed with a big revolver, thrust loosely in the belt of his work-stained trousers.

Without a word, Trasker leaned against the door post. Behind him stood Zeke and “One-eye “ Dallas. dark-haired, burly men. also armed, and with the hard stares of born bullies.

“Where’s Tommy Hart ?” demanded Lionheart.

Trasker unhurriedly spat tobacco juice on the trampled snow. Turning his head slowly he passed the question on to the Dallas brothers:

“A Redcoat here looking for Tommy Hart,” he drawled.

“Tommy’s in the mine,” growled One-eye. “He’s likely to be here any minute, though. Said he’d just fire off one charge of dynamite at noon-time, then come up for dinner.”

Lionheart received this information with a calm lace. After all, Tommy might not have been seriously wounded. A few minutes wait would do no harm.

“Then we’ll wait inside,” announced Lionheart. “Guess you ain’t got any objection to these dogs being housed in your tool shack, out of the cold ? Frank, you take ‘em over there and feed ‘em.”

This order was clearly given so that Frank would have an opportunity of searching the other two cabins. But the three ruffians merely grinned brazenly and offered  no objections. Frank led the team off. Lionheart pushed past the hulking Trasker and entered.

One swift glance around the single room told him that no wounded man was concealed here. Beyond the four blanketed wall bunks, a cook-stove, a table and chars, the cabin was bare save for fur clothing and dog harness hanging on the log walls. An alarm clock on a shelf laden with canned food pointed exactly to twelve o’clock.

A muffed blast boomed not Irons the mine. 

“That’s Tommy’s dynamite charge,” said Zeke Dallas, as he went to the stove on which dinner was cooking. “ He’s just loosening some rock and he’ll be here in a minute.” 

The other two slouched over to the table and sat down to eat, staring at their uninvited guest with open enmity. Lionheart was puzzled. The table wan laid for four. That might be bluff. But someone had fired that charge of dynamite.

“Anyone else working here besides you three and Tommy ?”

“Just us four,” replied Trasker, his face expressionless.

Well, thought Lionheart the next minute or two would either produce a miraculously recovered Tommy—or heighten the mystery. But Tommy should certainly be out of the mine by this time, and be walking down the path.

He went to the window. Frank was feeding the dogs outside. The snowy path leading up to the mine was bare.

“Ain’t in sight yet, eh?” said One-eye, standing up to
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