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Othe trapper, bad luck -generailyT cornes in sapolia," and th,, had
been an altogether unsuccessful

season for Ginger Bill. Shortly after
the freeze-up blizzard after blizzard had
awept the. country, with the result that
hie Wl. late in reaching hi. hunting
ground, where hoe found the conditions
altogether unfavorable. Since thon lho
had scarcely collected enough fur te pay
the. seasen's oxpensea, and on the returu
jeurney. t eivilizatien the cr*wning mis-
fortune had befallen hlm. Whie yet
among the lhead-waters the ice of ticl
rapidly-running creek hoe was travelling
had given way under hi. slod, and hoe-
fore hi, very oye. doge, furs-the comn-
plote aum of hie worldly possessions-
iad vanished beneath a huge smothor of
foam.

Was Ginger Bill discouraged? No! Hoe
was one of the few who regard miafor-
ýtune as part of the. routine of 1f e, and
do net ivaste time bewailing it. Be-
hold hlm> thon, tuas brigit and frosty
inorning, whistling a jaunty air as hoe
trudged doggedly through the. wînter
solitude.

411 things conaidered, Ginger Bill had
net very mucli to whietle over; hi. rifle,
threo cartridges., and about a pound and
a haif of pemmican were all ho had
secured from the disaster. He had yet
twe hundreci miles te go, and tiere waa
ne particular roasen why hie should ex-
pect te make it, for hoe wae suffering
fromn that nauseous ailment which only
regniar doses of spruce tea can keep in
check.

But Ginger Bill had net wasted time
thinking over tue future. The only
thing te bo donc was te plug doggedly
ahead. Ho knew that, if the worst were
in store, tho end of the trail would net
lie hard te gain. He would merely fal
in hi. tracks and sleep would corne te
ibim--a.sleop as sweet aud peaceful a»~
tih. leep of childhood.

"Su, won't turn againat« me now,"I
thought Ginger Bill, as hie looked round
at -the great sulent wilderness hoe had
loved se long. "I'm one of lber old chums.
and ah. don't: turn against hier old
chuma'. When their turn coin.. ah. juat
whispors te thom te fall asioep; thon
ah. aprinkies their eye. with silver froat,
and whispere te them net te waken. No,
a h. don't turn againt lber old chuma."1

There i. ne discouraging the heart of
the poet, yet Ginger Bill was poignanthy
aware of the fact that hoe was up
againat it. His aliment was calling eut
for apruce tea, but hoe had ne culinary
equipment in which te prepai e the
heverage, and it wvas hourly taking a
firmer hold of him.

Thon ail at once hie ceased whistling
and stopped dead. At bis feet were the
marks ef snowshoes-of a wvhite man's
snowshoes. He stared at tii. tracks ini-
credulously - saw that the man who
made them had zig-zagged f romn lef t ta
right as theugh drunken.

Someone else was up againat it.
Someone else with ne, dogs, no cash, and
juat about ail in. The little man started
off at a feeble run, and haif a mile
fnrther on hie distinguished a darlk
shape lying in the centre of the. water-
way. He had neo fear of death, yet the
sight of that stiff, motionlosa object
filied hlm with a vague app?ehensien.
Be stole forward slowly, and peered
down inito a white fac-white as mar-
hie. Then lho teck the modtionlesa figure
in uis arîns, and listened for the puis-
ing of the heart.

"Wake up, scnniy!" hoe cried juhilantly.
"Yen aii't dead yet."
.It was a iniddle-aged mnan, with a
black-pointed beard, aund wearing the
usual winter fui-s cf the bush. The poeî
feilow wvas almnost frczeîî thrcuigh, and
it was only after an heur's strentious
werk that ih l as able te assist nature
in restoijng the lite which had se nearly
ebbed away.

The straniger opetied one oye, and
looked at liijîn almiost coînically. "Let's
ail go dovv n the S-tranid!'' ho muttered
thickly.

Gýinger 1Bih llayllceçl round with ia

whinîsicahl 1itt le grill. "M-isl te gocd-
niess 'va cotld," lenused. -Itwould bE
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quick nia'rch to the nearest coffee stail.
Right. whe el; . present arme--, ire!And
if we d*(Ig' -zmak#_tii e teUam'11 off that
coffè-rint» Od -pmùta* Of -.it; -blînking
welI . 'iliùg *hot. SyWbeesyu

The stia'ngeèr' bdnýt ote. 'Hfe- lad noth-
i'lg but the ciothes in Whieck'-he lay, and
a huge waa of *tnrddiIa. bills whleh, un-
der the conditions, were not-mueh good.
By -night; however, he' was mtiffiiently
recov 'ered to - explain whut at lç befaîlen
him. '"Welvçs got my. Indien guide, got
my doge; fléar got, me," w*&à his brief
but adeqùate atory.-

Ginger Bill was in a dilemma. 1- it
cornes to this," he muttered *pensively-
'My partner here ýweighs .anything ho-
tween sixteen- atone and -two tonis. HRe
ain't ne fairy anyway.. He can't waik
an inch, and I'got te get hlm. heme-got
to get him homo!"

The. uneipected turu of e vents had
opeùed up a new lino of thouight, in the
littie man's mind. He had not dreaded
the. fate which a short time ago had
seemed so certainly in store. From boy-
heod he had known that sooner or later
tho wooda wouldelaim, hlm and, in fact,
had not troubled him much of rocent
years, for ho had neither friends nor
relatives. But the stranger-

"Well," mused Ginger Bill, "perhaps
he'. got a wife and kiddies, sitting over
the'- stove and thinking of him right
now. That',s why I got to get him

Lhome."
Then -ho stooped over the bed of

spruce branches, and looked down into
the stranger's face. "Partner," ho said,
"who are you? Where you been? Wliat
yen doing in 'ths alI-flred, country?"

"Been te ilook at some dlaims on Miro
Lake," the. man answered. "Ban ont of
cartridges. Game scarce. Wolvep
devilish hnngry. Name Macdollan. And
yours ?"

Ginger Bill drew back ln surprise.
ý'Macdo'llan!" lie repoated incredulously.
Then he Iaughed softiy, ail ussuspicion
gene. "I knew a man of that namo
long agG~" ho went on. "Be was my
partner-a akunkl I'd have trueted hum
with my life, and ho knew it. I trusted
him tee far. He robbed me. Lt was
that season we got four black fox akina.
They meant a fortune te, us. 'W. sat

f p ail one night talking how we should
invest the meney, and when I got up
next morning ho was gene'- and the

tskins were gene with hum." Ginger Bill
sighed. "Lt near broKe my poor mother's
heart," hie went on. "She was old, and
it meant a whole heap te her. Besidea,
she'd liked the boy."

Ginger Bill did net notice the painful
eflush that had crept over hi. coin-
spanien's face.. "As for Macdollan," he

proceeded, "ho evidently invested the
mioney well, for ha became a millionaire.

0 But hie was a different fellow' from yen
-slight, dark hair. If 1 thought yen

L. a8 hlm I fancy I shouldn't have
dwakened yeu."

L t was characteristie of Ginger Bill
ethat hoe sheuldmake ne allowance for
ktinme. He thought of Macdollani only as
*the bright-eyed boy hoe had last seen-
*the cempanien of his youth* wholf ie

had refused te betray te the police. Lt
neyer occnrred te hum that fifteen years

d of money-making - fifteen years of
*heavy toiling up the mountain of
.e"successa" might have tinged tint'boy'5

3- hnir with grey, and addedi a lin. or two
to bis handsome countenance. He dis-
miissed the horrible suspicion from bis
Imid, and next merning hie fashionod a

atoboggan of cedar branches, and laid his
lpartner upen it. Lt was hard'work

)r (irawiflg the toboggan, and the rope cnt
Id eî'uelly into bis hands, but he stuck te
isit tili the distant s -i climbed te its

7e zenith, and sheer exhaustien forced hlmi
Y te 'take a speil." Then ho drew ont

the eau of pemmican, and looked
id pathetically at hi. partner. '
's 'There ain't enough for both of us,"
Id lie told himself, and tightened his beit

another notch. "'lMaYbe he's got a
a wife and kiddics, and V've ne one."

1- so lie ed his partner, and closed the
)e f in w ith a siigli.
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