
ALONG TIIE ATHABASCA

'Yes," roplied Douiglas. "I told thei
to call bore this miorning for their
mnioy, thevy will be iii the waitixxg-
rooni now, i expeet."

The Hlead finally hianded hi nine
cheques, and a lot of f oms to ifill in.
Hie took the choeques to the muter
room, wliere the men were waiting.

Mitchell, Wood, Hardy, sud Me-
Ginmis3 were all talking togetheir of
what they were going to do durinig
the winter with the little wad they
had earned. Straw Hat, Ilawkeye,
and Angel stood at the window
gravely watelirng the traffic ini the
street below, while Louis Leblane sat
a.t one end of the room alone, his
broad-brimnied hat drawu dowu over
huas eyes.

Thoy ail tuirned to Douglas as hie
entered, one band full of cho(ques.
With the othier ho fumblcd in an
inuer poeket for somethiug, it was a
very soiled scrap of paper, folded
smait He unfolded it alowly.

It was instantly recognized by
everyQIle.

Louis IIuslxed red. He imagiued
what was coming-he expected to pay
thxe I.O.U. at oxe-n.and hia mind
waa fulil of tue things ho could buy
for his sick wife sud ehild out at
Lac St Anne. To him itl seenied

hours before Douglas spoke, vory
SlowlyN,

"Yoiu reeognize this note, Loulis?"
"Yes, M>sier, for sure 1 do." RIis

face grew redder than ever.
"Thoen watch, ail of you.Y
lie deliberately wenit to the Stove)

IiftedJ tiie top, and lightly dropped
thie sorap of paper into the Rlames,
saying quietly and firnly, a-s he
watolhed Lous'.aoulishedý( face.

«That is the ez)d of the whole
thing. The 1..U. does not exist.
Now hero is your money, go straight
with it to youir wife at- Lac, St. Aune,
unle-ss you buy food bere withi some of
it. And 1 hope both she and the.
baby wvill soon bc strong and wvoll
again."

Too bewildered to P.-k for explan-
ations, lie eJaeulated orey

«Merci, M'sieur, merci, mna frien,»
snd held out hia hand te Douglag,
who shook it warmliy.

With that handshake the morose-
ne&s of weèks paed away. The. old
cheery, happy-go-luoky smile came
back to his face, and ho exclaimed
gaily as he shook hands ail round.

"Bon jour, mna frion's, bon jour.
Bagosh, you'l see me hit that traiL
Que.k march ! Âgahx merci, Monsieur,
nia frisai'."


