
if
'

380 SMOKE BEILEW
" Remember always, there is no way south. That

is well known to the Caribou People. West- that is

mlk7it~^"'^
^°" ""' ^'"""^ ^''"^^-^nd you will

And Smoke drowsed in the numbness that is near to
death, until once more she aroused him.

^
''Put your lips on mine," she said. "I will die

;;

Wewill die together, sweetheart," was his answer
^o. A feeble flutter of her hand checked him

and so thm was her voice that scarcely did he hear it'
yet dKl he hear all of it. Her hand fumbled and
groped m the hood of her parka, and she drow forth apouch that she placed in his hand. " And now you.
l.ps, my lover Your lips on my lips, and your handon my heart."

And in that long !.iss darkness came upon him againand when agam he was conscious he knew that he was
a one and he knew that he was to die. He was wearily
glad that he was to die.

He found his hand resting on the pouch. With anmward smile at the curiosity that made him pull the
draw-stnng, he opened it. Out poured a tiny flood of
tood. There was no particle of it that he did not
recognize, all stolen by Labiskwee from Labiskwee-

lost the flour; strips and strings of caribou-meat, partly^awed: crumbles of suet; the hind-leg of the snow-
hoe rabbit, untouched; the hind-leg and part of the
fore-l.g ot the w-hite weasel; the w^g dented st 1

1

her reluctant teeth, and the leg of the snow-bird-


