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TWO horsemen met just over the Canadian line north of Cut bank, Montana, in 

May, 1886. One of them wore the uniform of an officer in the Northwest 

Mounted Police. The other was a plainsman from this side.  

 

'I’ll tell ye what I'll do, Cap. I'll cut it up with ye. Leave the trail 

open, an* every time I git through with a pack I'll divide. I'll be on the 

square with ye, an* all I ask is that ye leave that there trail open; my 

trail, I mean. I'll take my chances with the rest of the police in other 

places. You can give me the word any time, an* we'll quit. Then, agin, if 

anything turns up that means trouble, jest give me a hunch, an' I'll git 

understand?"  

 

It was the plainsman speaking. His name was Jim Dodds. He extended his hand 

to the man in uniform. "Is it a go?" he asked.  

 

The officer looked warily about. "You will never use my name? No matter what 

may happen?"  

 

"Never! They kin skin me alive an* I'll never squawk, Cap never. I'll call on 

ye every time on my way out an* divide even up. I ain't got no pardner. I'm 

dealin' this game alone."  

 

"Very good, then. There's my hand on it," said the officer. Then they parted, 

riding in opposite directions.  

 

Whiskey was being smuggled into the Northwest Territory by men who had been 

buffalo hunters or trappers on the Montana plains, and the game, spiced by 

danger as it was, beckoned the most reckless among them.  

 

Jim Dodds had been a keen hunter. But the buffalo herds had dwindled, and he 

was quick to adopt this new and exciting way of earning a livelihood. The 

country was wild and unsettled. There were cow ranches, but always long 

distances apart; and cow men cared nothing for what was "none of their 

business." So Jim crossed and re-crossed the Canadian line five times without 

meeting obstacles.  

 

Each time he called to pay his respects and to "report" to the officer on his 

way back to Montana. But there are wheels within wheels. Somebody had grown 

suspicious of Jim's comings and goings. The innocent one communicated his 

surmises to the officer, never suspecting that there was an understanding 

between him and the suspected Jim.  

 

"Very good," he told the suspicious one, "very good. I shall arrest him the 

next time he calls or make him explain his visits."  

 

The winter had come and with it the bitter cold of the northwest plains. But 

weather did not deter Jim from playing his trade. He set out for the Canadian 

line with a packhorse loaded down with kegs, well hidden beneath blankets and 

pack mantle. He had never been careless. On every trip he had assured himself 

that there were no Mounted Police at the point where he crossed the line. 

There were none this time.  
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Once within Canada Jim felt reasonably safe, for a pack-horse was not a 

suspicious thing. So he journeyed along the ways of other men, and meeting 

citizens or police greeted them all alike with a pleasant "howdy." He was 

happy, and his mood was a pass along every road, for how could such a jolly 

fellow be bent upon a crooked errand?  

 

When at last he had reached his ready customer and had disposed of his goods 

he began the return trip, going by way of the post whereat his silent partner 

awaited him. Jim was happy with the thought of the division of spoils. "It'll 

shore surprise him this time. That was some load, that one." And he chuckled. 

He had sold the packhorse with the whiskey. It saved explanations, and, 

besides, he could travel faster.  

 

The snow was not more than three inches deep over the frozen ground, but the 

thermometer stood at twenty degrees below zero when he rode into the post of 

the Mounted Police. The officer, himself, was standing in the door of his 

quarters as Jim rode up. He had seen him coming. A half dozen of his command 

had seen the horseman also, and were waiting for him.  

 

"Hello, Cap," greeted Jim. "Some cold to-day, ain't it?" He prepared to 

dismount, but the officer said: "I’ll have to arrest you, Jim."  

 

The plainsman straightened in his saddle. One look at the man and Jim knew 

that something was wrong. It was the "hunch" he had asked for in case of 

trouble.  

 

Instantly his spurs were against the sides of his horse, and the animal 

dashed away.  

 

"Halt! Halt!" Bang!  

 

Jim fell from his saddle. The officer had shot him.  

 

They carried him to a cot in the hospital on the second floor of a log 

building, and there they laid him down, conscious, but badly wounded. The .45 

calibre bullet had gone through the cantle of his saddle and then through his 

hip, carrying a bit of leather with it. The shock of the bullet had brought a 

numbness that was merciful, for the surgeon was twenty miles away. The room 

began to sway dizzily, and then but he shut his eyes tight and gritted his 

teeth.  

 

There was no one in the room. He tried to think.  

 

What did they know? What would they do to him now? How could they have found 

him out unless yes, his friend must have weakened, must have given him up. 

"If he has," he sighed, "it's Stony Mountain for me." The thought made him 

open his eyes.  

 

The daylight was fading. The yellow sunlight came through the wide window a 

sliding window and fell upon the hewn log wall. The fire in the stove at the 

far end of the room crackled into life. Then a horse whinnied outside under 

the wide window. Jim knew that whinny! He crept from his cot and dragged 

himself to the casing. He raised himself painfully to look out. Some one was 

talking in the room below.  

 



"Well, we have him safe enough," a voice said. "He will go to Stony Mountain 

if he lives."  

 

It was the voice of his friend, and hate surged through him as he listened. 

He shoved the window cautiously aside. A long, peeled pole was leaning 

against the building. He whistled, and a horse came around the corner of the 

hospital. It was Bits, his own wonderful horse.  

 

Jim crawled through the window and slid down the pole to the ground. Somehow 

he managed to mount the horse. He had no saddle nor bridle nor rope, but 

twisting his fingers into Bits' mane, Jim Dodds rode away up the St. Mary's 

River in the dead of winter, wounded, as I have told you, and on a naked 

horse.  

 


