
CANADIAN COURIEL.

SYNOPSIS 0P OPZNING OHAPTERS.

D 10K WYNN, en Englishman, ia living et LonE Lake,in the -Wnocree countrY of Northern Alberta.
1'rancoia, the hali-breed, cornes up the Lake to Wy'nn's
lonely but to tel] hlm thait Old Man MéCuiloug.h,
Wynn's trapper friend, is serÎousIy ili. Wynù and
,Praneois leave at once for McCullough'a imiposing
shack.

CHAPTER III.TIlIERE was candle-light in one window as t]
two nien drew\ near. Wynn crossed ti
verandah and knocked at the door. Fredom bad neyer degenerated into familiaribetween him and the old trapper. The baif-bret

disappeared.
A tiny, middle-aged squaw opened the door, hol(iiig thie canidle higi.ý It's wind-blown fiame threWe ird shadows over her small peaked face framcby the scarlet sbawl she wore over lier head.
The yellow light was reflected in her eyes whicwere big and golden-brown as a doe's, and fills%'ith that strange melancboly often seen in the eyof dumb wild things.
The man lifted his bat,, bowed and smiled. It waa very nice smile, and his teeth fiashed for th

moment, white as corn-kernels.
The littie squaw looked up at hîm and then shade(bier face with one brown band as thougb dazzled.
'l'le father of Francois had long ago smiled inthat suidden and radiant fashion. He had bowedand lifted fils hat to ber upon a far-off day, as thisnin did now. It was a babit of tbe wbite men, sbebiai concluded. As far as shie bad been able, shebad instructedl Francois to foilow it, but the resulthiad been indifferenit; no Indian could acquire it inits perfection, it scered. She bad not seen th<father of Francois since Francois was a toddlingbaby. He biad gone away to bis own French-Cana.dian people, perbaps. Sometirnes these Englisb orFrenicb-Canadî(lan squaw-men did go back to thejipeople-but WVanota bad rem-embered the srnile and

the wayv he Iiad bowed to bier."ýCorne," she said, "QI' man sick; ver' bad.""1I arn so sorry," said Wynni, following bier. "Ihope I can be of somne hielp."
Wanota ledl on tbrough the wide living-room intca smaller roorii beyond. She set the candie on arustic table and left him. A littie grey atnd yellow

Eskimno dog rose at thieir enitrance, then settleddown again. On a bed of balsarn bougbs, covered
witb the Curnpany's heavy red blankets, lay a greatgaunt figure. The 'rigbt band wandered over theblankets, the left was still-borrbly still, Wynnthougbt. The features mrifgt bave been carven, andthe mioutb, wore an expression that was like a amnile,
yet wasý nlot one,

The er-stwhiîle fine colour and'tan of the old faceseerned to bave been burnt ont, and it was ashenwhite. Tb'le eyes shone like bline fire-tbe thiclc hair
glisteneýd frostily.

McCtillouigh stretcbed out bis rigbt band andWynn took it bard between bis two that were sofirm and steady."I1 arn so sorry," bie said again, rather helplessly-
"awfully sorry, sir. You should bave sent for meat once. But of course we'll get you round ailrigbt! Wby, yoni were looking in tbe pink of con-dition when we biad a smoke together a few days

ago.
The twisted smnile was turned towards him."Here to-day," _McCullough said thickly, "gone to-morrow. Gone to-mnorrow, boy. Which to-day ia,andi to-morrow is cast inito the oven. It's in the

churcb service so.'>
"'Oh, yes 1" said Wynn, nodding. "Tbat's wbereit is. The cburch service simply boils over withcheerful sentiment. But what can I do for yon,sir? You sent for mie. Isn't there anything wecati get from the agency for you--Francois or l ?"The hand he was holding tigliteneti. "No!I No !"

came the answer, balf-fiercely. "<I neeti no drugs.You could get noue but Ra4ways' Painkiller, andiwhiskey. l'il pull tbrough-perhaps. I feel lifegetting back into that side. But," lowering bisvoice, 'I'm dlone for, Wynn, just the saine. Itdoesn't matter, save for one thing. If I putll throughit wll bc with a foot that drags-and an arn thatwoÉ't do teai work-and an eye that will neyersight down a rifie-barrel again. lilI be one with
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:hthe maimed..the halt-and the blind. V'il sliot nimore, and l'il set no more traps. TheCma.~s bas paid me for my last pelt." Cmpr
" I cougratulate the beasts," said Wynn.'s Ah 1" he returned. "It's a good day for tbemne I've taken in more fur th ese last eight years tharany two Indians-pick 'em where you please. Dicd1 ever tell you there was an old legend attached tcLoue Lake, eh boyP NoP I reckon just at firsi~'I tbougbt it migbt scare you away, and I wantedto keep yon. The Indians tbink the place bauntedsthe Swamp-crees and Wood-crees, the Chipewyançeand ail tbe 'rest of then, The place is damined forethem. The story is,, that a brave of the Chipewyans

tdrowned biniself there for love, after murderingh is rival, by throwing him over the great BlackRock at the north of the lake. They àay the Indiancanoed out, tied a stone about bis neck and dived.The trouble is tbey fancyr the dip of bis paddle eaube heard yet on moon-light -nights, and the divef rom the canoe. Moreover the wind up arotndBlack Rock makes a queer echo that they think istbe voice of the murdered manx. It's an olti squiaw'stale that bias lost notbing by timie. For seventyyears no Indliai bias huntedl witbin ilejs of thelake, eitber summer or wiuter, save Francois-and
lie is no true Indian.

"The place was rich with fur wben I camne to it.
I've good trap lines twenty miles ont from tbe lakeinl auy direction-up the foot-bilîs or down thevaUleys. I've taken in rnink aud marten, fox andiermine, and the finest black-bear skins an agentever bargaîned >for. Hanuted-ay, you kuow theplace is bird-baunt.ed at least, Wyun? I've bad goodbuLnting-gOOdl bunting; but this is the endi,""Brace up, sir!1" said Wynu. "Whbo can say it isthle endi? I bad an uncle-a Bisbop as it happened-who had several attacks of about this sort; got intothe way of baviug thern, and he lived to egt ndliedi of a fever." egt nThe white bead moved on the blankets.

"But 1 in no Bishop," he saiti sbortly. Then, aftera pause, "thiere's a tbing you ean do for mie, Wynn.
Youi're not the sort would fail a friend. It's a
favour."

"Anythiný," responded the man.
Tha ks I juet waut you to paddle down to theSt. Elizabeth's Missiont beyond the Agency, and goto the Sisters' School andi finti Nance; sb&- bas .beenthere two years now. 1 want you to sa>' to ber,'The old man's sent mxe down to tell you be'll neyerset anothxer trap-and bie wants you.' That'l bringbier. 1 want ber to corne bac witb you, boy.Francois might go, but I'd rather it were you.""l'il be deligbted," saiti Wynn. His lips trexubletia littîe over t he conventionai phrase.

"I neyer tolti you," McCullougb went on, "<butNance hateti the trappîng. She liketi the 11f e witbme-ail but that. The jo>' of the out-of-doors wasborn lnulber. What we needed to take of fish orfowl she was content to take; but the trapping-
beavens I She hateti it. We hati two good yearstogether before she realizeti what my way of livingmeant, she being only a chilti; then Francois-tî,efool-showed ber a trap with a reti fox leg caughtin the teeth, ?nIy the Ieg mimd you. The little beastbati gnawed it off. There's one bere anti there willdo that sooner than bc taken alive. Th 'e chilti wasa perfect tornadlo of passion and grief a.t the sight.That winter she fretteti off a-n' cu, and- criedI over

the broken animais we brougbt iu. Once tro
on ber snow-sboes over by Loue Lake sbe caa yong bear draggiug a twelve-pound traç
had been caugbt three days, maybe, and aIl t.
was gone out of hîm. He only wbimpered.
ber little bands she pulled the trap apart and
bum. Rage gave ber strength likely. Rage a'
cois-and at me. The next wiuter sbe fretted
I'd leave ber in the sback, comfortable as the
conld be made, witb Wauota to look after
warm fire, a book or two, the strip of bead
Wanota taugbt bier to make-ail sbe said she 1,
for ber pleasure--and yet wheu I came in I
tell she'd been fretting. Sbe was just hearts
see tbe load I brougbt eacb time, sick of b(of fur and the price of it, sick of stretchinig
and boards and the sigbt and smell of the
being cured. Sick to death of blood-rusted t

"Sbe'd coax me to give it up, sweetly enotlgpersistently I tried not to lose patience. Shi
Sonly a small tbing-a girl-cbild . She didn't rStbat ber very living, aIl she'd ever own after

gone, would corne from the fur-for I'dThe Company's money was blood-money to hie
price of innocent lives. Tbat's what she calonce, not thiukiug it would some day be ail]
have. I tried to keep patient, but I loved thtIt suited me. I neyer knew I was old. Then
a uigbt. There was a cnb-fox sbe'd had forA rusty little lame cbap she bad picked nPgrass. She'd taugbt bim a dozen tricks and
his burt. By and by he got the 'wanderlnst.'
cau't really tame any wild tbing. He spritng
of my traps and it was my cursed luck tohim in with a bunch of rabbits, not recognizing
but she knew hlm and that ended it. She lifte,little red beast up and beld bim close. Hisdangled and be was ,the deadest looking foxever saw. Nance stared at me over hlm."'GrandI-dad,"' she said, and ber eyes wentcolouir of tbe bIne in the candle flame, Wynn.not stop bere and see such things brougbt ,hYou've been trappiug a long tirne. Thoughi it swork, yon've been ]ncky. You do not need toany more. I know about the two silver foxes,the mauy, many black'bear skins and ail the mxand miuk, Promise me to set no more traps,will go and litre witb tbe Sisters at tbe Missio"I only laugbed a little down in my tbroat."Cool down, Nancy," I sajd. <'Quiet, bonquiet. M'I bring home another cub-fox for yopet. Trapping's my work, child. It's mny iwork. There's no reason for My giving it Up."I can see ber little~ white face -now. She danswer, bu t that nigbt she was g-one. It was m,hgbht and sbe badl fastened on her sniow-shoes

tramped down tbe river way the whole twenty nto the settlement. There were the small latt
tracks. It was not so bitter cold-but I knew vfear was wben I found ber gone.

«Tbere's a Providence takes care of chidren
fools, Wynn. She was both a chilti and a fool.belovei littie fool." The halting voice dropped
silence.

"She wouldn't corne back ?" asked Wynn.
"Not she. Not unless I'd give ber My soliword I'd trap no more. That was a rare wilnI've never seen finer peits. I got mucb money fîthe Comnpany in the Spring. Besides, a man Cbe bullied and badgered by a slip of a girl."'<No," saiti Wynin tboughtfully. '<Oh!I certa:

flot.>
«You see, boy," the olti man broke in rapi"I aîways had intended to give up the work;tended taking the cbiild away from this place bto the other things that I don't seemn to neeti,that sbe would want wben the time carne. I alwsaid to myself, 'one year more, and that enids

Now fate bas donc the bullying. Wynn, I wanthome. Back here with nie. Patidle down toMission, tell ber what I said, andi bring ber ha
WiIl you?"

"l'Il do my best," hie replieti, rising. <'Yoiitalked far too much, o]d man. l'Il send WancIndian ladies are good antidotes for the conver
tional tendency."

"When wiIl you start ?" asked McCullough, flowing- hlm with bis eyes.
"TPo-night," lie answered.

(Con iinuiied on Page 25.)


