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BOOK ONE
THE CALL OF THE BLOOD

CHAPTER |
Bruce was walemed by the sharp
ring of his teleplone bell. Instantly
be was fully aroused, In con plete o |.-i for steelliend

trol of all his faculties
not especially cor mon to m
the security of clvillzatio

it 15 a tralt of tle wild creatures: a| g

lttle matter that 18 quite necessary
if they care at a!! about ilvl y
tlersmen learn tle tralt, t I
Bruce was n veller of Ar It

seemed somewl atrange 11
Then h grun’'ed  rebell)
glanced ot 3 tch beneath t
low., He gone to bed carly; It

was Just midnigl: now

He had no doubts whatever concern

ing the nature of this eall., There had |

been one bandred lke It durlng the
previoug month. (s foster futher ha
recently died, his estate wus belng set

tled up, and Bruce had been having u |

somewhat =trentous time with his
creditors, He understood the man's
real financial sitnation at last; ot his
death the whole business structure
collapsed lk= the eggshell It was
Bruce had supposed that most of the
debts had becn peld now; he won
dered, as he fumbled Into his bedroom
slippers, whether the thousand or so
dollars that svere left would cover the
clalm of the man who was now call-
Ing him to the telephone.

"This iy Mr. Dugean,” he sald cold-
1y Into the transmitter,

*How do you do, Mr. Duncan,” a
volce answered. “Pardon me If 1 got
You up. I want to talk to your son,
Bruce,"

Bruce emitted a Uttle gasp of
amazement. Whoever talked at the
end of the line obvlously dlidn't know
that the eldems Duncan was dead
Bruce had a moment of grim humor
In which he mused that thls volce
would have done rather well If It
@tould arouse his foster father to an
swer It. “The elder Mr. Duncan dled
last month,” he answered slmply
There was not the slightest truce of
emotion In his tone., No wayfurer on
the street could have been, as far as
facts went, more of a strunger to hh
there was no sense of loss at his o«
and no cnuse for pretense now
is Bruce speaking

He heard the other gnsg ()
mnn I sorry,” hils co
cnine I 1 kKnow
This Is B ' Barney W

1

mnt thwe JIRIITS ime s eRL LY
He hin thia e and the body
athiete, n o1 i who Keeps hlosg
and there wns nothing mawkish or of
fewdnate about him, It Is true 1
wen did look twice at Bruce's eyes
set In n brown, clean-cut face, never
knowing exactly why they did so

They had startling potentinlities. |

They were quite clear now, wlde
awanke and eool, yet they had
strunge  depth of expression 11
shadow that might mean, somewhers
beneath the bland and eool exterior,
capacity for great emotions and pas
#ons

He had only a few minutes to walt ;
then Barney Wegan tapped at his
door. This man was bronzed by the
sun, never more fit, never stralgbhter
and taller and more lithe, He had Just
come from the far places. The em
barrns=ment that Bruce had detected
In his volee was In his face and mwan
ner, too

*You'll think I'm craay for routing

you out at this thme of night, Bruce,” |

he began. “And I'm golng to get this
matter off y chest ns soon as possible
and let you go to bed.  It's all batty
anyway. But 1 was cautioned by all
the devils of the Jdeep to see you—the
moment | came here™

“Cigarettes on the smoking-stand,”
Bruce sald steadily, “And tell awny.”

“Pat tell me something Arst. Was
Dunean your real father? If he was,
I'll know I'm up a wrong tree. 1 don’t
meun o be personal-

M u't. I thought you knew It
Yy ftlier fe snething llke yo»

-g 0

nes
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“I won't be a
not, eh—that's what whe old hag sald
Excuse me, old man, for saying ‘hag.’
But she was one, If there {8 any such
Lord knows who she 18, or whether or
not she's a relatlon of yours,

vas way back on the Oregon frontler
back In the Cascades

thought of her, his
the few lmpressions
of his childhood.

and I won't deserlbe to you
yn:u‘m-]f, If you cure to follow out her

part comes In. The old witeh ralsed
her arm, polnted her cane at mé, and

“1 told her there might
Sewtop Duncans In a ¢ity this size,
You should have seen the paln grow

' she crled, In the queerest, sob-
she took heart

*‘This Newton Duncan had a son—

I sald 1 knew
“You can’'t lmagine the change that

The Man's Voice Broke and Changed.
“lan't That Queer,

there was no time to lose,

Bruce slowly stiffened ; the only sign
of emotion was one that even Rarney's
eyes, trnined t
derness, fulled 1

ever-tightening clnsp of hils hands over

great dreams of his life was Soming

=did you get the Idea that the oid

| woman was Linda?

“l didn't get that idea,” Barney an-
swered. “She spoke of Linda as she
might & young girl"

“And how do you get there?”

“Buy a ticket for Deer Creek, in' it
southern Oregon.” There was no need |

for Bruce to write the name. It was
branded, Ineffaceably, In his consclous-

| ness. “Then take up the long road

of the Divide, clear to a little store—
Martin's, they call It—fifty mlles Yack.
Then ask directlons from there, Ask,
she told mwe to tell you, for Mrs. Ross.”

Bruce leaped up and turned swiftly
through the door, Barney called a
question to his vanishing figure., Just
for an Instant Bruce curned—his dark
eyes glowing beneath hils stralght
brows.

“I'm 'phoning—asking for reserva-
tions on the first truin west,” he an
swered,

CHAPTER 11

Before the gray dawn came over the
land Bruce Dunecan had starts e
Ward. He had po self-amazement st
the lghtning I H s only

strangely and deeply ex

The reasons why ¢ Bn o
within him to be eas In the
firat place, It was —3
Bruce's I

ving cre . T
had red for ed for

the @ pers whos erest
was real. Linda, the little “spitfire’
of his boyhood, hnd suddenly become
the one reality in h 1 ns he

reviewed

retalned

First was the Square house—the

orphanage—where the Woman had
turned him ovér to the nurse In
charge Sometimes, when tobaces
smoke was heavy upon him, [
could eatch a very dim and fleeting
glimpse of the Womnan's face. It was

only a glimpse, only the falutest blur
In half-tone, and then qulte gone. Yet
he never gave up trying,

The few thmes that her memory-

picture did come to him, it brooght
o number of things with it. One of |
them was a great and overwhelming
realization of some terrible tragedy
and terror the nature of which he

could not even guess

“She's been thr fire,” the nurse

told the doctor when he eame In and
the door had closed behind the Woman
Bruce did rems er these woprds. be
CRUSE I : | befor
{ el L I
n ' R I8 SW
i ]
" \ | ~
.
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But thereafter, the Sus
I T fter ST
I I WhSs WK, sl led |}
sotnething that sounded like Bwova
LT She called him that so often that
fora long time he coulidn’t be surs
that wansn't his real name Now, In

mwanhood, he Interpreted
‘Brother Bruce, of course. Linda

Wius of course a sister
Linda had been homely; even a
stnll boy could notlee that Besldes

Lindn was nearly six when Bruce ha
left for goodd ; and he was then at m
nge In which impresstons begin
be lasting. Her halr was guite blong
then, and her features rather Irregular
But there had been a Hght In her eves
By his word, there had been!

She had been angry at him times
plenty—over some childish game —and
he remembered bow that Hght b
grown and brightened. She had flung
at him too He laughed at the
memory of her sudden, explosive fero
Hy—the way her hands had smackes
aguinst his cheeks, and her sharp Httle
nails had seratched him  “Little Spit
fire,” he sowetimes called her; bu
ne one else could call her anything
but Linda For Bruce had been ar
uble little Aghter, even In those days

He was fond of drawing pletures
his was nothing in itself; many Mt
tle boys are foud of drawing pletures
Nor were hs unusually good. Thel
strangeness lay In his subjects. He
liked to draw anlmals In particular
the animals bhe read about In schoo
il In sueh bhooks ws were hrough!

And sometimes Be drew Mn-

Perhaps he wouldn't

with wl

mouth and hard eves

sturdy fellow,” he sald, as Br

‘But 1I'll Take the Little Beggar, Any

' he sald significantly

A great and distant city where,
Was A gentleman's

forded a gent
was also, for a while, & certaln amount
of rather doubtful prosperity, a wom

an who dled after a

manr hours of almost overwhelming
lonel i ness. Also there were many
thoughts such as are not especially
good for the eplrits of growing boys,
The place where the Duncans lived
was a house, but under po llberal ln-
terpretation of the word could It be
salled a home. There was nothlng
pomellke in It to Mitle Bruce
The other lasting memory was of

resented the ome llv-

Linda ~ileé e

g crea in all his assemblage of
pha ms—the one person with whom
he could clalm real kinship. He had
done a bold thing, after his first few

yvears with the Duncans. He planned
it long and carried It out with infinlte
sare as to detalls. He wrote to Linda,
In care of the superintendent of the
nage.
answer only deepened the

mystery. Linda was missing. Whether
she had run away, or whether some
one had come by in a closed car and
carried her off as she played on the
lawns, the superintendent could not
rell They had never been able to
trace her. He had been fifteen then,
11l boy with rather unusual muscu-
development, and the girl was

lar
eleven. And In the year nloneteen hun-

and twe ten years after the
to his Bruce had heard
! 1 fron He had glven up
A hope of g _from her
L "My lttle wr,” he sald
= t i v x Irte a9
¢ flood of It ]

‘(3 1 ]_ i | t

CHAPTER 1N

Y 7 g

ot i

= g for the 1t

I - rees *

o< '3 3 he I.l ]

t matter one wny

H vas willlng to spend

¢ had; after It was

£ ! take up some work In
woment's wonder at the

effect his departure would have upon
he il ] that had been
nis 1 s S0 ACY 0 He
ghed a little as he thought of It
But the lea that others also—having

husiness relations with his father
e interested In thils western
of his did not even occur

But the paths men take, seemingly,
holly different alms, crisscross
} yme  Intertwined much more
than Bruce knew. Even as he lay In
& berth, the first sweet drifting of

', sleep upon him, he was the subject

of a discussion in a far-distant moun-
taln bhome; and sleep would not bave
fullen so easlly and sweetly If he
hed heard It

. - L] - L L] L

It might have been a different world

Only a glimpse of {t, Hlumined by the
I n, « 1 bé seen through the solled
esmirched wind pane; Mt

" Chet i
an<d i n s=x|ve
g halrs grouped at t It I
eyes never would have got
’ thes They would have been held
) fans itedd by the face and the f

of ¢ man who had just ghted the
g

N ne could look twioe at that mas
sive physiqu amdd question Its might
He seemed almost gigantie In the yel
low lamplight In reality he stood

“Ix feet and almost three Inches, and
his frame was perfectly In proportion.
He moved slowly, lazlly, and the
thought Aashed to some great monster
of the forest that could uproot a tree
with a blow

The face was huge, big and gaunt
of bone; and particularly cne would
notice the mouth. It would be noticed
even before the dark, deep-sunken
eV es, It was a bloodhound mouth
the mouth of a man of great and ter
rible passions, and there was an un-

mistakable measure of cruelty and

savagery about it. But there was
strength, too. No eye could doubt
that tut It was not an ugly face
for all the brutality of the features
It was even handsome In the hard,
mountain  way One would notlce
straight, black halr-—the man's age

was about thirty-nlne—long over rather
dark ears, and a great, gnarled throat

Fhe words when he spoke seemed to
ome from deep within It

*Come In, Duve,” he sald.

In this little remark lay sumething

of the man's power. The visitor had

me nnannonnced His viett had heen

quickly, T
mouth that they blurred and ran to-

unexpected. His host had pot yet
seen his face. Yet the man knew,
before the door was opened, who It
was that had come.

The reason went back to a certain
quickening of the senses that !s the
pecullar right and property of most
men who are really resldents of the
wilderness. This man was the son
of the wild as much as the wolves that
ran in the packs. Soft though It
wns, he had heard the sound of ap-
proaching feet in the pine needles.
As surely as he would have recognized
the dark face of the man Iln the door-
way, he recognized the sound as
Dave's step.

The man came in, and at once an

observer would have detected an alr

of deference In his attitude. Very |

plainly he had come to see his chief.
He was a year or two older than his
host, less powerful of physique, and

his eyes did not hold quite so stralght. |

There was less savagery but more
cunning In his sharp features.

He blurted out his news at once.
“Old Elmira has got word down to
the settlements at last,” he sald.

There was no muscular response In
the larger man, Dave, was plainly
disappolnted, He wanted his news

1se¢ a stir. It was true, however,
host slowly ralsed his eyea.

Diave glanced away,
t do you mean?' the man de-
"Mean—I] mean just what I sald, We
1 vatehed er Bill
p g1 I I v clity cha)
_‘ ng - TL)
¢ to pl 18
Nnis g Enn |  mAan's
. and il ild he staved n lot
n he would have If he hadn't
esSril K r
H ng ag 8 this
W\ e i I'u |
“And why have you been so long

'8 "chief asked questions

answers always «

ey rolled so fast from the

gether, “Why, Slmon—you-ain't been
where I could see you. Anyway, there

was nothin® we could have done.”

“There wasn't, eh? I don't suppose
you ever thought that there's yet two
months before we can clinch this
thine vor good, and young Folger
might—I say might—have klcking
about somewhere In his belongings
the very document we've all of us
been worrying about for twenty
vears." Blmon cursed—a single, flery
oauth, “But we are yelllng before
we're hurt. It Isn't worth a cussword
Like as not, this Wegan will never
take the trouble to hunt him up. And
if he does—well, It's nothing to worry
about, either. There Is one back door
that has been opened many times to
let his people go_through, and It may
easlly be opened again.

Dave's eyes filled with admiration,

Then he turned and gazed out through |

the window. Agninst the eastern sky,
already wan and pale from 'the en-

ecroaching dawn, the long ridge of a |

mountaln stood In vivid and startling
silhougte. The edge of It was curl-
usly ingged with many little upright

here was only one person who

have been greatly amazed by

that ut » of the ridge; and the
rs and distance had obscured her

] 18 a teacher at an or-

1 Ing n e
i s the ¢ |
a
-
| [ =] ._'_{ IV
'
| 8 | ently
€] hvy the ‘.'||i'|."'i-
s they walted for thelr
ne porters to carry his
g The vere no shouting officlals
His only mpanion® were the stars
r thi on umd, farther up the
<Jope ort tall trees that tapered
Nt ¢ polpts almost In the re-
glon vhere the sturs began
1 v 2cene, for causes deeper

- e. It was wholly new

He nevl ahont until the wind was
in M2 face. It was full of fragrancea,—
SLrRngy ndesceribable smells that
seemed to call up a forgotten world
Fhey rried & message to him, but as
vet he hadi't made out 1ts meaning
e only knew It was something mys
terions and profound: great truths

hat flickered, ke dlm lights, In his |
onsclousuess, hut whose outllne he

whil net guite disce=n

Perlaps there were sounds, but they
nly seemed part of the silence. The
‘aintest rustle In the world reached
him from the forests above of many
ittle winds playing a runnlng game
hetween the trunks, and the stir of

Littie PPeople, moving In their mid-

night occoupations Each of these
sounds had its message for Bruce
I"’ FIS ! . : to \... . ..ll.—. iy T"‘I

«ovmething, to make clear some
- r that was dawning in his

He was not In the least afrald. He |

felt at peace as never bhefore. He
picked up his bag, and with steallng
steps approached the long slope be

nd The moon showed him n fallen '

| on the ground beside it, his

s may ever seek and re

e noved hlm past any experlence

log, and he found a comfortahly

agalnst Its bark. Then he Walteq :

the dawn to come out.

The night hours passed The s
of peace seemed to deepen on t1,, ' '
He sat relaxed, his hrown f..p:' '
his eyes lfted. Thg stars began
dim and draw back farther into ¢
recesses of the sky. The roun :
line of the moon seemed lesg
nounced. And a falnt ribhop of u
began to grow In the east, I

It widened. The light grew Th
night wind played one :“,,,.,__' e
game between the tree trunks P
slipped away to the Home of .\\'!Ir‘»
that lles somewhere above the moun,
talns. The little night sounds wepe
slowly stilled.

Bruce closed his eyes, not knnmng
why. Hls blood was leaping In nig

1 oug

The Night Hours Passed. The Sense
of Peace Seemed to Deepen on the
Man,

velnse. An unfamlillar excltement, al-
most an exultation, had come upon
him. He lowered his head nearly to
his hands that rested In his lap, then
walted a full five minutes more

Then he opened hls eyes. The
light had grown around him. His
hands were quite plain. Slowly, as
a man ralses his eyes to a miracle,
he lifted his face,

The forest was no longer obscured
In darkness, Thy great trees had
emerged, and only the dusk as of
twilight was left between. He saw
them plainly,—thelr symmetrical
forms, their declining limbs, thelr tall
tops plercing the sky, He saw them
as they were,—those ancient, eternal
symbols and watchmen of the wilder
ness. And he knew them at last, ae-
quaintances long forgotten but re
membered now,
“The pines!"” he erled. He leaped
to hs feet with flashing eyes. *“I
have come back to the plnes!

CHAPTER V

The dawn revealed a narr

along the bank of Deer
brown little wanderer which g
here and there, did not seem t v
exactly where It wished to [
't now which direct
whether up or down th
He t! prohil
thougnt "Take
I ' Bar L
Lind dre
b 1 hi VIOl
vas of th. most thrill
s anticipations. He
the lond of his heavy sulte I
was nothing to his magnificent ne
il
sun rose higher, and be begnr
) ite power. The sweat Lt

out on his bronze face, but he never
felt better in his life, There was i
one great need, and that was break
fast

A man of his physigue feels hunger
quickly, The sensation Increased
Intensity, and the sultcase grew cor
respondingly heavy. And all at
he stopped short In the road. e
Impulse along his nerves to his leg
muscles was checked, llke an elec
tric current at the closing of a switc!
and an Instlnet of unknown origo
struggled for expression within him

In an instant he had 1t. He dido’t

know whence it eame. It was noth
'

[
T}

ing he hsd read or that any one had
I;r

told him. It seemed to be rather th
result of some experience In hls owt
immediate life, an occurrence of s«
long age that he had forgotten It. He
suddenly knew where he could find
his breakfast. He set his sultcase
down, and with the confidence of @8

man who hears the dinner call in M)

own home, he struck off Into the
thickets beside the creek bed In
stinct—and really, after all, Instinct
is pothing but memory—Iled his steps
true.

He glanced here and there, not even
wondering at the singular fact :hat
he did not know exactly what manner
of food he was seeking. In a mo
ment he came to a growth of thorm
covered bushes, a thicket that ooly
the she-bear knew how to peneirate
But it was enough for Bruce lust
to stand at Its edges. The bushes

paniti
He w
mnta
gor
st
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The
Broce's
i they
il Imp
tnslde
ordinar
or frier
00 man
onld
dlearly
Bruet
1 curl
turned.
full up
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tertout
The
aid oot
ever 5o
glimpse
teeth.
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