8 THE TRUE KNIGHT.

from the shacks about the camp came to pass an
hour or so, as on an occasion of this kind there
was sure to be a few good yarns, and Kootenay
Bill was the best at that, although many of them
were told over and over again. Yet they were
interesting for all that, and they never secemed to
tire of them. A couple of old boxes partly filled
with sawdust answered for a spittcon or euspi-
dore, and although the smoke curled in wreaths
and hung like a cloud over the store. between
the circles of smoke you would every moment or
so see most of those who sat any distance from
these boxes making a special target at them. as
most miners are tobaceo chewers and seem to take
great enjovment in seeing who was the best
marksman. Bill. after listening to a yain or two
and having secured what provisions were neces
sary, and getting the mail. which consisted of four
letters and a couple of papers, vne of which was
addressed to himself in his sister’s handwriting.
Tying up his provisions. which consisted of two
bottles of Scotch and one of rve. a few misins,
some dried prunes. some asorted cakes and otuer
sundries. he strapped them on his back in pro~-
pectors” fashion and had started out. The clerk,
pustmaster’s assistant, ete. having just enterel
and coming in stamping the snow off his boots.
remarked:  “Bill. you're going to have a tough
trip up to the shack: its snowing to beat the
mischief.”

Bill not paying much heed. excet raying “is that
$07" started out on his jowrney back to the shack.
and leing semewnhat tall and 1mather slight of
stature. ~starte.d out with all confidence «f making
it in a couple of hours. After trudging on for
about half an howr. beceming sumew hat fatigued,
Lie remarked to himseli, “this iz “tougher than [
expected.”  But not being made of the <tuff to
cive in cawly, he keyp: on. but reaching the turn
in the trail where the ascent became steeper. and
travelling harder. he was thinking of home. of
the ccsy parlor. and teing so fatigued he decideld
10 rest for a while. Leaning against a tree to rest,
dhe ccld Decoming more intense. he becwume quite
drowsy, but knowing that was how people often
become frozen to death he. with renewed energy,
brareld himself up and started afresh. but strug-
gling on for some time he became so exhausted
that he sank dewn in a bank of snow on the side
of the trail, and would probably have bean snow-

ed under and frozen to death had it not been for -

the manager of the Silverine, who, not wishing to
spend Coristmas at the mine. was on his way to
camp. He was cne of those well-built men ab. .t
38 years of age. and was astride a bronco of
somewhat more than the ordinary size. He wore
a heavy prespecters’ ecat of blanket material, and
a fur cap pulled well down over his ears: under
his cuter coat he had domnel his  best suit o.
black, a heavy gold chain, attached to which was
a charm of triangle shape, engraved on which
was a scull and cross-bone, also the letters XK. P.

But we might here relate that the principal at-
traction at the camp was the pesimasters daugh-
ter, and he was expetced to spend Christmas with
the family.

Coming up to the prostrate form of Bill he im-
mediately saw what was wrong. Getting off his
bronco he began rubbing Bill's hands and face
with snow. and seeing that he had with him the
whiskey which he was expecting to entertain the
Surenough boys with, he took the bottle out of
his pack and poured a small quantity of its con-

tents down Bill's throat, reviving him somewhat.
He placed him on the “back of his bronco, and
turning around, led them to the shack, which was
much nearer than the town. Immediately upon
their arrival they placed him in his bunk, gave
him a drink of the contents of one of the bottles,
and wrapping him well up in blankets, the man-
ager, or Mr. Bicome, as we will call him, after
seeing that Bill was out of danger and in good
hands, proceedd on his way to camp. Next morn-
ing all were up early and were making prepara-
tion for the Christmas festivities. Bill was little
the worse except being a little week for his ad-
venture. The boys from the mine came down at
the hour promised, and, dear reader, if you have
ever seen a gathering of a few young prospectors
or miners, at a shack or cabin. you ecan easily
imagine what a time there would be, with eight
or ten yvoung fellows meeting to celebrate any
oceasion.  Of course eard playing was the starter,
then who could tell the biggest yarn, then the
feasting, fruit and nuts, and the bottles were at-
tacked. we fear, too often. until thase who were
maore temperate in their habits rolled the others
in their bunks, and about the hour of midnight
you might have pullel the shack dgwn without
disturbing any of them.

The letters which Bill had brought from the
camp had all been read except the ome for Bill

EDWARD LIPSETT

AMPORTER OF COTTON DUCKS, TWINES, CORD-

age, Lines, cte. Manufacturer and dealer in TENTS,
Awnings, Fiags, Sails and Ore Bags-, Cotton Duck, all
weights and widths, Arthur James<' Fish Hooks, ecte.
Waterproof Bags, Horse and Wagon Cavers, Oiled Cloth-
ing. Boot~ and Fishing Supplies. Full line of Salmon
Spoons and Trout Flies.

69 WATER STREET, VANCOUVER, B.C.

P.O. Box 193, Telephone 242,

ALEX. GIBSON ")

Blacksmithing,
Horsesheoceing, &c.

Take your lame horses to him, at 21 Hastings Street West

F. A.NEWTON

Mining and Stoek Brokep

List your Property and Stocks with me.

Correspondence Solicited.

Clough’s Code.
417 Hastings Street

Vancouver, B.C.



