
CANADIAN COURIER.

Victoria 1"
"Withl the thermometer at 87,degrees ?" askied the

voice, eproachfully. "Oh, madai i"
The old lady turned indignantly ta Evan and the

girl, v,7ho wer 'e giggling, lelplessly.
",It's aIl very well te laugli," slie snorted, angrily,

"ýyou haven't the intelligence te understand liow
deservinig dumb animais are of human affection.
My Flopsy was se, faitliful, se higl-"

She wvas!" mnurmured semeene, feeclingly. <LShe
* was indeed t"

"High spirited, I was geing-te say," snapped the
old lady; "but what's the use of talking ta a pack
of fools? And you, you jabbering black idiot"-
whceling suddenly on flhc speechlless darkey, "Wliat
are you staring at ?"

She swooped once more upon the odourous
Flops>'. But lier lamentations were cut short by
the emphatic pmetests of the ýother passengers, one
cf whem, valourously advancinpg with bis nase
firmily compressed between bis tliumb and fore-
finger, scized the deceased by the ncck and flung
lier tlimough the ýopen window.

"This is a Pullman car, madain, not a mortuary
cliapel. Porter, bring saine disinfectant t"

"I'vc laughed se niuch," mummured Evan to flic
girl, "I've got a pain at the back of niy neck, and
I believe Boadicea's going te have a fit-let's go
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my stomnach with a mnai bag, and the engine-driver
borrowed my flask (lie said the fireman f elt f aint)
and forgeot ta retiurn it. My baggage îs spread
some considerable distance over the landscape, as
you will observe. They began firing it out as soon
as we sliowed dcwn."

Ferguson grînned. "Hump yourself, Jumbo," hie
said, briefly, te the Swede who had paddled bow,
then, turning to Evan, "I've ,got another canoe
caclied hiere. We will get on, and leave junmbo to
collect your traps."

The Big Four was situated on Rice Lake, five
miles due norffi of the railway line. It was quite
dark when they emerged from the creek, and saw
the camp liglits just ahead. Drawing nearer, Evan
could distinguish the tents, white, nebulous shapes,
ï1huddled at the feet of giant pines, and saw a num-
ber of men sitting about the camp fire. One of
them was singing in a dirge-like monotone, and
the words of the song drifted across,
"And what is lier age, Billy Dow, Billy Dow,
And what is lier age, lovely Bilýly?
S.he's six times seven and four times eleven-
She's a young thing and cannot leave lier mammy 1"

Prescently, swinging aiongside a rough landing
place, Evan got stiffly to his feet. H1e stumled
after Ferguson through the darkness along, a wind-
iug trail that brouglit themn to a clearing. From
the open door of a little log sli.ack, liglit streamed
across thei trail.

"Welcome, okr man," Ferguson cried, warmly.
"It's net tlie Ritz, nor yet'the Waldorf- but I think
it's a damn siglit more comfortable. 1 caîl it
'Indiayan,' Ojibwa3j for homne, you know. Corne in."

ANi) r'ow began for Evan a life of liealthy,
muscle-tnaking toil, lilat ancted as a tonic to

bis mind na iess than to his body, gradually weed-
ing out a fungus growtli of egoism, the natural
product of yonth coupled witli toc mucli money.
H1e became an'expert book-keeper. But this, took
up se littie of his tinie that at his own request
Ferguson set him to work with a shift of Swedes
who were naking a corduroy reail across a big
muskeg, which would shorten tlie distance between
the camp and the stamp mill by a mile and a
-,, 't.. -Q1,c ýf +11 -~ ~n; An M rn.

wliose sporting instincts awoke witli tlie season,
persuaded Ferguson te jein him in a 'slooting ex-
pedition. But on tlie very morning tliey were to
start, Dixon, the assayer, whe hiad been East on a
holiday, arrived unexpectcdly witli a quantity of
mnail whicli claimcd the manager's immiediate
attention.

"I'm awfully sorry, tvan," lie said, regretfully,
"but you sec it's up te me to get busy withi the
quilîs. If 1 get tlirough to-niglit, I'111 join you at
Purgatory Portage to-morrow momning."y

So rather than waste a day, Evan- packed blanket,
bacon, flour, and tea inte a ýcanee -and started off
alonte. Just as lie reached the mouth of the crcck,
Ferguson's big veice came booming acrcss tlie lake.
"Wire f rom iny wife 1" lie shouted. "Arrives to-
mnorrew 1" Evan waved lis paddle and slicuted
back, "Splendid !" sincerely wishing Mrs. Bob at
Timbuctoo, or any other region inaccessible ta tlie-
Big Four. '<Spoils everything," lie rnuttered, me-
scntfully, and sliot into the ýcreck. But before lie
had gone twenty yards, another f ainter sliout hailed
him, <'Flitters is coming, toc !" "Coming, .tua I ~
echo answered. 'IComing, too !" "Oh, certainly 1'
thouglit Uvan, wratlifully, "let 'em, all corne!"

It w 'as very eamly, and-something of the austere
beauty of dawn still lingered. Every trec fringing
the shores was meflected to tlie minutcst twig and
leaf in the glassy surface of tlie watem, where faîlen
leaves rested delicately, like fliglits of yellow' butter-
flics. 'Iurning into the Seine, Evan saw .ihlat a
f aint, bluigli fringe of mist still encircled the islands,
and westwamd, where a thin line of foamn mamkcd
the flrst dip of the rapids, a rainbow made a jcwelled
arcli fromi shore to shore. "And thmec moniths ago,"
he thouglit, with deep sclf-disgust, "I was leading
cotillions 1 Phew !"

It was' not tilt late that night, when smoking
peacefully by bis camp fime many miles down the
river, that it occurreb te hima te wondem who or
wliat Ftlitters might be. "Probably that bull pup
Bob speke of," 'lic thouglit, sleeDily. "Qucer namne
for a dog, thougli. l'Il ask Bob, Ihe~s sure to turn
uip to-momrow." Tlien, having care.fully scattered
his fire, and gouged out a liollew for bis elbaw and
hip, aftem the inanner of a seasoned woodsman, he
rolled himself in bis blanket and went tn sleep.

For thmee glorious days hce wandemcd through a
watcmy inaze of river, lake, and, stmcam, living on

(Co&tinued on page 16.)


