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of the camp were flot frost-proof, and the sash of the
single window did flot quite fit the hole ln the gable.

"Hlave you ever been to Confusion ?" lie enquired.
Gabe inclined lis head. In his eyes shone a retro-

spective liglit.
"And did you see any of the boys P"
"Yes, replied the 'breed. "An' got my head broke,

inaybe."
'II should like to have a look at themn, one of these

days," remarked Archer.
INext mnorning before the stars were washed out of the

sky, Gabe and his teami of four short-faced, heavy-
limnbed dogs (very unlike the wolfish "huskies" of the
Labrador) took their departure coastward. The sled
'was.piled high with a three-months' catch of peits-fox,
lynx, bear and marten. A I ew packs of it belonged to
Archer, who set hall a dozen traps along Ripping Brook.
The furs were being sledded out to a store-keeper at

NýOrris Arm. On his return trip Gabe would bring pro-
visions5 and ammunition to Archer, and a package of
1leWspapers and magazines ; for the littie two-roonl
store at Nornis Arm was the solitary's touchmng-point
with civijization.

Several months later, on a cold, unclouded evening,
Archer appeared at Rotten Harbour. It was lis, first
Visit to the place. H1e slipped lis short, round snow-
shoes of the pattern of the country, from bis feet, and
knocked on the door of the nearest cabin. Skipper Pat
Donlovan welcomed him, and addressed him by name, for
Wor'd of hlm had gone up and down the coast. H1e
shared the old couple's supper and, later, when stools
Wvere drawn close to the littie stove, he pressed great
ntore of tobacco upon Donovan and made the dame's
heart glad with a package of tea.

"Ye be a gentleman, sir," saîd the old man si.nply,
"even if ye do wear skinnywoppers, like any o' the

b'YS." Skinnywoppers are the native watertightig-
legged ioccasins. A wave of red crept fro Archer's
~beard and flushed about his eyes. Hie asked if the Con-
Îusioni Bay mieii had been causing trouble, of late.

"Indade an, indade they has,'' cried the old womnan.
"MIay the divil fly away wid themn," exclainied the

fIand !" said lie, presently. "Sure, sir, ît'Il be the
head o' ye, an' the only one ye's got, that ye'll be
lendîn' him. An' they Confusion b'ys 'ill bate ail the
learnin' out o' it."

III think ll risk it," said Archer.
Donovan glanced at lis old wife, and shook his head.
"B'jabers," lie said, "ye'll know more, about it when

ye corne back dead."
Archer called on Foxey Tim that same niglit, and

found the determined young man glad enough to accept
lis help. When they set out for Confusion Bay early
next morning, their plans were matured. Tim had a
good teani of dogs. 11is, sled was weil provisioned, for
the trail from Confusion to, the nearest point of the rail-
way was a long and desolate one. They travelled
slowly ail day, and camnped that nigît on the open bar-
ren behind the notorious village. They were afraid to
liglit a lire, but well-fed, and wrapped deep iu their fur-
lined sleeping-bags, they spent the nigît comnfortably
enougli The dogs added to their warmth by, sleeping
close against themn.

When the inhabitants of Confusion Bay scanned the
horizon next morning they were amnazed to see a man-
an outsider -seated at the edge of the clifi above themn,
unconcernedly smoking a pipe. They stared. They
shouted to one another. They shook menacing fists
toward the intruder. TIen, grabbing up faggots of
wood, lumps of stone, dory-paddles, and anything else
that lay at hand and that uxîglt serve to smash a human
nib wîthi, they started inland and upward to welcomne the
audacions stranger. The paths that led up the face of
the clifi to the. barren behînd, were steep and twisted,
but the boys of Confusion approadhed themn on the mun.
Archer (for it was lie) watdhed their ascent with calm
interest, and just as big Corney Sullivan gained the
level lie jumped to, lis f eet and struck inland at a brisk
trot. Corney dashied after hlm, in the track of the round
snow-shoes' shoutiing lustily and fiourishing a sinster
looki-ng club. As the others readhed the level they joined
in the chase. But the snow, which was wet, heavy, and
knee-deep, put themn to a disadvantage that was soon
mnarked by the distance between the hunted and the
huniters-. Archer slackened lis pace and shifted lis


