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Or \v;is it unl.v ;i iiMticii? I'll slioiit. iind maybe

thcyll lit'Jii-
—

No: the wind only <lroAvns nu'—shout till my

throat is raw.

'• Tiic hoys :nv all round the ramp-fire wondering

wIh'U ril he hack.

They'll s(M)n he starting to seek me, they'll

scarcely wait for the liffht.

What will they find. I wonder, when they come

to the rnd of my track

—

A hand stu.k out of a snowdrift, frozen and

stifT and white?

That's what they'll strike, I reckon ;
that's how

they'll find their pard,

A i.ie-faced rorps.' in a snowhank -curse you,

don't he a foctl!

Play the ^ame to the finish; het on your very

last <ard:

Nrrvi' yourself for the stru;:j:le. <Jh, yon

coward, keep <'ool

!

•• I'm jioin- t«. lick this hii/.zard; I'm j;oinj? to

live the night.

Tt can't down me with its bluster—I'tn not the

kind to be beat.


