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___ Ba,uloklug at him wfth an
a«cpression of suspense. Thon as ho
tbr.w baek hie park! hood and the

rr«dmm rcognsedhlm, 1th. latter lot
fort a - f geetngwhloh soemod

*:i 1Peter t o a leD B ne"of reliof.fi "Ah, it la you, Peter Angus. Mom ami
ji -my doar friondi" criod Blaton. 1 amn
:ii!euhanled to see you--' and ho holdi

ee eu a bby baud, whito from tho flour
~. bowl, for B Freuehman'a frleudiy shako.
:1::: "~ wero expeting someoon ecIa,

Monsiourt" queried Peter soberly, Rling-
mng hie gear mnto a corner.
"Ye-no. That ies-O mon ami,

wo have had such times 1 Such times 1
That wrotchod Indian shooting tho driver

. qute near my home-lt has been un-
1i p naat, vr embarrassing. I have had

~j 1h. plioe iu and out, aud I arn so tired
ofj e the wholo business."

Peter Angus looked at theomnukoonly.
"Supposer I tell you that il was not au

~MIndien who ahot the driver?" ho said

-Blatou'aeoye. became very wide. - His
~. jaw dropped. Ho wont a shade pale, and

Peter, noting evory aigu, watohod hlm
I~~closeoy. ««U thal no?" gaaped 'lb. setîler.

"Thon you kuow who did it ?" Ho
.: topped forward and elutched Peter by
::the aria. "Toll me wbo did ilt"'ho whia.
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peed nrnetly. "Ton me and I Winl
kepyour secret."i
But Peter shook himmof dledsinfufly.

"What business in it of mine V" ho
BmiiOd hotly. «I do net know, and if
I did 1 would not toit eue who babbles
luhie'cs"

A cry boe frem 1h. setler'. lips.
ne saggerod back, hie bauds te bis oyes.
"Ah, you are 1k. the priest, mon Dieu!"
ho cri.d. «You despise -me because I amn
nover sober. You, who are a halfbreed,
despise me, a white mn!" sud ho
iaughed uprearlously. "Ah, mon petit,
you may be ahalfbreed in a lhousand;
you msy ho famouýs from (Jripple Creek
te the Labrador; but you muet net for-
gel you are oniy a-breed!"

Peter'. coier ieft hlm. A breed! Hlow
ho hated that word, hurled se often in
hie face from jealous lips. "A broed I
may bc," ho auswered coldly, "but abeve
ail things ou heaven and earth I try te
live clean."'

The Frenchman sauk back ou the
beuch, ciulchiug the table edge for sup-
port. "Ah, mou ami, you are yeung,"
ho criod. «Yeu have your youth, your
glorione youth! Wait 1111 that leaves
yeu, thon the gnawing, bitter loneliiess
of this laud wilI crush the very seul eut
of you! Wait tli you sec your ideals
sliding bi eue by eue, yeur dreame un-
reslized, ase I have doue, aud the prime
of your 11f e gene. Wsit tll you have
earnt that there le but' eue man lu al

thie werld yeu eau trust sud believe, sud
thal man yeurself-then perhape your
streugth wiii become your weakuess, sud

The comnmunity spirit of sharing up

you wil drift-driftl as 1 have don.!"y
"Never!" cried Peter, thon auddouîy a

great wsve of pity welled up-withiu hla
for.tbis poor, broken dereliet, washed te
the oulside edge like se, much of the flot-,-
aam and jetsam of humauity. 'IAh, my

frioud, yeu are not theonly one I have
seen breken at the wheel of these north.
eru camps," be pursued. «I have knowu
them in Porcupine and the Yukon, sud
away up iu that land God gave to ai
-the Labrador cost, but every oeeoe
them, like yeu, threw Up the aponge ere
hoe was reaily beaten. See, you are nt
and stroug!1 You wanltet leave this
loueliness behiud aud get 'bsck tethe
Worid, where yeu eau do a man's work
ini a country for mon. What is there te
heid yeu here-what future is there for
you? Nothing but drink-drink--drink!"y

The settier ahook his head. It je tee
late new," hoe aid. "I canuot go.,,

Peter looked at hlm keeniy. "'Thon by
heaven F'il make you!" ho said.

"Wait sud soe. Now give me seme
supper. Tell me the uews, for lu a few
heurs I muet get on towards Portage ef
the Woods."

"Yen have business te take you
Ihere t" queried the Frenchman.

"Important business."
Blaton hesved a sigh of relief. This

young man was net iuterested, thon, lu
the recent tragedy.

Peter now receivod, detail fer dolail,,
an secount of what had happened-how
the halfbreed had coe n late at ulght.
stayed overnight, andI doparted nt
merning. Blaton had ne inkiug of the
tragedy tli some dasa ter the police
àrrived to flnd. eut what had happeued
te the driver and his packet, the doge
haviug returnod with gnawed aud dang.
ling harnees.

Peter listened intently, made ne com-
ment, and turued in. At dawn, whiie the
Frenchmau stili slept, hie got up, mnade
bis breakfast, left cash on the table, and
pulled eut.

That day Peter's wvoecraft wae te
stand hlm in geod stead, for hoe had only
the tracks in the snew te guide hlm.
First of ail hoe made himef familier
with the imprints of the snowshe left
by the police, thon with those of the
hslfbreed. He was net long in discever-
ing that Blaton bad told hlm at lest
eue lie. This was when the Freuchman
said that the haifbreed left at daybreak,
for, by studying the signs, Peter feund
where the halfbreed had drepped hia
bunting knife and gene back te look for
it, striking matches which iittered the
spot where the kuife had lain. "«Amn
doos net striko matches ln broad day.
lght," said Peter te himself. Hei went--,
On elowlly, examining the signe. They
were difficuit te rend, for overywhore
were the imprints of the returning sied
loge, aud alse, the police seerned te have
made a peint of trampling back and
.orth.

Presently Peter stopped with an ex-
clamation. Here was the mark of yel
Luether snowshoe, net that of the police
noir yet of the driver, but a long Chippe-
WnY snewshoe, probably that of an In-
dian. The man bad coeeout front the
bush edge, peered up1 the river, thon
telen back again into the covor, foliow-
ing the sied under shelter of the trees.
"It looks had 'for the Indian," said

Peter te birnself. Ho turued again te
th tracks ef the dog team. He aaw
bat the driver had quickened bas pace,
using bis wbîps mercilessly, fer thoro lu
th very snow were the marks of the
leash.'

Rad the man seen the foI1owving .Ini-
[ian ? WTas it this that had caused his
state of terrer? No, for everv bore and
boere hoe had turned from lashing hie
dogs and peered lu the direction of the
dark trocs along the left bank of the
iver, wlîile the Indian -was follewing
long the ri-lht batik.
Peter '%Venit te the left bank and

ecedthe trocs. Whiat hoe saw
tartled him, and set bis finger tipe ting-
in-. Tt was the tracks of a buge wolf.
Quieker went the halfbroed driver, aud
till quicker, edging now te the right

3ak of the river wbere the Indian
uleand as ho did se tbe welf came

lit upon the open ice, gradualy closing
n ipon hlm. Here the driver had be-
,un to cast off the contente of the sied,
Ias to add to the fleetuess of hie doge
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