
The Windigo at Beaver Rock
By E. G.- Bayne

LT was the t*enty-third of Dacember
and a bright* morning. T ha newiy-
r sen sun was prickik out a myriad

diamofld po*its~ along the illimitabla
sheets of crust Wn making of cach snow-
ladan pine and balsam a thing of glitter-
ing beauty.. Withal, the air was sharp.
It "stabbed like a driven nail."

"Fifty-sii beiow," remarked John Wil-îiarnson to himecf as ha glancad up at
the thermametar which hung on the
outar door-jamb ut the entrance to the
littie trading post. "That's fairly keen
even for ilorthern Aberta!»"

Thé long, iow-set 10g building, snug-
gled up in the les of a emaîl moùntain,
and further protected by a thin grove of
pine ànd poplar ta the east, was the only
huinan habitation in miles. There was a
tiny dock down at the lake and one or
two outbuildings bchind the trading post
and this was ail. Dog-sled trails led
aast, west and south, and here and thera,
sunken in the crust, could bc seen the
imprint of snowshoes, but beyond the.ie
slight evidences of human if e, there was
little to recommend the spot to a stran-
ger sociably inclined.

John Williamson was practically a
stranger, for this was his first winter at
the post. Ha was filling, ta the best of
his ability, the place of the former factor
who had joined the army the preceding

spring. As ta being lonely, some men
might have confessed to this very
natural craving for the companionship of
their fellows. Not so John Williamson.
Didn't ha have a wife and daugliter to
maka if e cheery for him? Besides, trade
had been rather brisk ail autumn, and
then, every two months the mail from
the south arrived. It was ta look for the
mail doge that he had corne outsida tuis
morning. But there was na sign of them.
Hie stood shading his eyes with bath
hands and gazing still hopefully down
the long valley that ran south between
two ranges of foothilîs.

The light tread of an Indian rouséd
him, and ha turned ta find ona, Black
Swallow, standing almost beside hîîn.
The red man carried a large bundle of
pelts.

"ÉYou bucks are certainly good at the
gumshoe business," observed the factor,
as lie recovered from his start of'sur-
prise. "Came inside."

The Indian, followingy the other into
the post, flung uis furs down on the near-
est counter and demandad, in confidan-
tial tone, soma liquid refreshment.

"Hooch," ha said, simply.
"No hooch, son," returned the factor,

decidadly. "Governmcnt says not, you
know, what's this-mink, marten, skunk,
rabbit? Big catch, eh?"

"You new man? WThere old man go?1"
"He's gona ta war."p
"I go war soon, too. You gottum

tabac?~"
"Sure."
"You gottum gunpowdar 1"
"Yas; big stock-lots of it."
"You gottum chow?1,
('Oh, plenty chow."
And while Black Swallow, with great

deliberat ion orderad his chow (food), the
faetor asked him the news of the north-
land. There was vary little, it would
saami. Rabbits ware pleiîtiful. Beaver
was scarce this yaar. Weathar was bad.
Bllack Swallow had sean The Windigo at
Beavar Roc*k. The last remark set the
factor ta laughing. "You red rascals
have cooked that yarn up amongst you
ta avoid carrying parcels for me. There
are six bundias now, waiting ta go ta the
Landing, and 1 can't bribe ana of you,
it seems.1

"Cet mail man," raturned the Indian.
"ýReguttlar mail man is sick. And the,

Mail f rom Edmonton is now four days'
overdîiv. Besides, the Edmonton fellow
Ivon't c(are ta go thirty miles off his beat,
and ba.">

As the factor spoke, two more Indians
elllerod the post.- They bought pemmi-
Cao.- c-lfish, sugar, tobacco, molasse.,
red priit, dates, some packages of meal,
andx ~iol articles of wearing apparel.
an 1( i h( factor called ta uis daughter ta
coul'WÀand eheek up these purchases w~hile
lie ( li' the pelts.

MeWilliamson came out of the
liiI lcat her father's bidding. She
L yiet become accustomed ta the

10 she di,.truste*d them ana and
alil I 1 ihie norniig passed an(l more

111d -une Nhite men as mwell, ar-

rived ta c«trade," she was too basy to
remember har fears. She, was but a
northernari the making. c"What's this
about a ghost or something of the sort
up at Beaver Rock ?" demanded William-
son of one of the white men, a trapper
by the name of O'Neil.

"cWell,' I don't know," answered the.
trapper slowly, his eyes taking on a
furtive look. "There's them that only
imagines things, John, an' than again,
therels others, like myself naw, that
could tell you strange tales. Mmnd, I'm
not sayin' I seen the ghost mysaîf; but,
hast night I met Jim 'Cr6w mushing
across from the Yellowhead district an'
ha said ha sean it, quite plain."

'1t011 repeated the factor, a shade sar-
cas tically.

"s It," replied 0'Neil with cmphasie. "It
ia tall fellow, dressed like ana' of tham

gentlemen of the comp'ny of advanturers
y' know. Jim said ha only appears off
an' on like, mostly on windy pîghts, an'
he's always diggin' away with a big
shoval as though ha might ba lookin' fer
gold under i the snow. He's appeared
oftener this yaar than ever."

"'Sa it seems.! I can't get any stuif up
that way, and as ail tha man from the
Landing havj gone ta the war, there's
small chance of anyona coming down, for
aither mail or parcale. Why doasn't
someona catch this hoodoo ?"

"IIow'n thu-nder kmn they ketch a
thing that meits inta, thin air as soon
as you git nigh hum."

"BSlpery sort, eh?" iaughed the fac-

"Yourmraugh, John, but I tell you
--oh well, iet's git down to business.
Got au y more of that there canned
syrup? el, 1,11 take six tins."

Alphonse Chabot, a littile beady-eyed
trapper from east of Devine's Landing,
came to the post about noan.

"Eh, mon Dieu! Not at your hf e I
don't take no package to de Landing,
îm'sieu! Sorry, me, flot to oblige. No, no!'-

"But you came by Beaver Rock!" the
factor put in, rather impatiently. "You
alwaye do."

"No, no! Me, I camne by sout' tra il,
m scuù."

"What! Went ten miles out of your
way?"

The littie Frenchman nodded, and
shrugged.

"What would you? I got wife and
eight kids, m'sien. I tink of dem-not of
m'self.",

Saying which Alphonse gathered up
hie parcels and calling out a "Mcrry
Christmas, m'sieu," scuttled away.

John Williamson sent an anious
glance into hie office.where the bundles
for Devine's Landing lay.

"Gue8s VII have to hitch the doge ta-
night and go up myscif," lie eaid, finally,
to hie daughter.

"No indeed, Dad! If there's any ques-
tion, VUI go. Why it was only yesterday
you were tomplaining about that pain in
your -back again! "

"Somebody muet go, chuld. 0f course
Iknow I haven't been on a sled since we

left Athabasca, but there's a sick equaw
at Devine's, waiting for those packages
of medicine, and I can't et buck or
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white mam to go past Beaver Rock. Be-
sides-well, it's Christmas, and think of
that littie colony of dieappointed people
up there who won't have any Chrietmas
chieer."

Madge made hxo reply, but ehe bit he r
lip thoughtfully, lier dark eyës full of
dread. Up at the Landing there were
children, and chiîdren are the same the
world over, at Christmas time. Only to
think of 4he disappointment in those
littie faces, and aIl on account of a silly
oid Indian superstition I

"cThat copper-colored cheat, Bain-on-
the-Lake, who was in here a few minuts
aga," the factor wvent on, "«tellEi me that
tlîere's a black fox up near Beaver Rock,
and possibly more thgn one. Now if
that's the case and the price of black fox
peits what it ie, perbape after ail, there
may be something in this ghost affair.
It will take a pretty big spirit (mani-
tou, or whatever they call it) to scare si
chap like Rain-on-the-Lake."

"I'm not a bit frightencd," returned
the girl, pale nevertheless,. in spite of hier
words.'-"So l'Il go to tIie-Laidiiig, Dd.
myseif. No, don't eay s; word now I PS
gaing, just as soon as the mail cornes,
and if the mail isn't here by sunset, lIM
start anyway1l

,The factor iooked anxlousiy at the.
girl. Wel he knew hier fMar of the ra.
ians, hier sight knowiedge of the tralu,

the distance ta b. travefled, the. eierciàg
cold. But ail remonstrance wam in vain.
Madge was datermlned ta go.%

bec'i'l stay at the Landing to-nighi aüd
b.home before sunset to-morrow,"1 she

explained, patting her father'. arm.
"Don't you worry, Dad, and don't lot
mther worry."
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'I3 one of the Big Feaures ai Ealon's for the Season of the
Winnipeg Bonspiel and PaIriotic Winter Sports Toignament.

F EW CIRCUSES CARRY A LARGER MENAGERIE than tihe one that is beingbrought to Eaton's as a feature of the Bonspiel and Winter Sports Tournament.
This menagerie is made Up 0f magnificent animais. Ail spccially seiected for this
exhibit, inciuding a cýge of five lions and a riding elephant.
It is an exhibit that wiii have speciai interest'for women. And won 't the. children
be delighted to see it!1 As a naturai hîstory exhibit, too, it Winl prove highly educa-
tional and instructive.
There wiii be in all eighteen cages and exhibits, made up as foliows:

Cage coninlng 5 Lions Cage conining Racoonis
Cage contalning African Lioness Cage coninlng Whie FaloDur
Cage containing Tiger Cage conining One Browm Bear
Cage conining Leopard Cage coniaining Siki Deer or Aoudo.d
Cage coniainlng L.eopardM~ Cage coniaining Wuld Boar
Cage conianing JagarAlso Pi continlng Lamo
Cage containlng Whie-.ialed Dur Pl conaining Kangro
Cage conlaining Zebra Pit containing 3 Cub Ber
Cage conaining Black~ Fallew Dear Pi coiainlng Ornamienial Fowls

This menagerie will be iocated on the Sixth Floor. Visitors f rom out of town
wil t be welcome to see it-and as of ten as they desire. No

charge w9hbe made.
The menagerie mn itself in worth coming ie ' I~if
to sec. Every animai is a magnificetaeînnYV

/7 ~~ of its kind, and in pmrfect health and cndition
By ail means corne and bring the f amily. \
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