
CANADIAN COURIER.

'You go to thunder, Cay1ey,' he bellowed.EMIL HANSARD halted in the snow on the
line of Claim Twenty-two on Gold Run
Creek and shook his fist in the face of the
fat, well-dressed man whom he had backed

up f rom bis dump to that line.
"'You go to thunder, Cayley," he bellowed. "Don't

talk previous location to me. I staked this. Staked
ht first. Savvy? And 1 know you. You're one of
them bloody capitalists as is band in glove with the
Yukon Governmenit. You got a stand-in, and you
think you'l comne ht over me and sneak away' wbat
I've slaved for ai] these years. Yes, and suiffered
for. You know mny woman's dead. You know that
weIl enough. She ought to been taken Outside long
ago, but I hadn't the stake to do it. Country killed
her, like it'I1 kil] them ail if they stay. But I ain't
going to let it kilI the little girl," jerking a tbumb
backward ini the direction of the cabin. "We go
Ontside ini the spring witb the clean-up from
Twenty-two. Understand, Mr. Cayley? Now turn
your back and pike bard for Dominion Creek."

"All right," returned Cayley, stiffly.' He waved
an otter-gauntleted hand for emphasis. "AIl right,
'Hansard. 1M1 go. But mind I'm coming back
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lose. Protests at Dawson availed nothing. So
Hansard in a mighty wrath took the law in his own
hands, ran up a log cabin on the claim, established
the littie Bernice and himself in it, and commenced
to sink a shaf t.

T HEREUPON Cayley had stepped in-and been
Sbacked off. Hansard cbuckled at the recollec-

tion of that process as he turned the corner of his
cabin on the way to the shaft.

"What are you laugbing at, pap ?"
The door was open, and Bernice was looking out,

an elf of a girl, eight or nine years old, straigbt as
a young spruce, and with the black of the spruce
in ber hair and eyes.

"Pap, what's tickling you ?" she demanded.
"Tbat man." Her father grinned and pointed to

the black speck on the snow away down Gold Run.
"What'd he want, pap ?"
"Our dlaim, kiddie. But he ain't getting it. Run

mnside, now. I must work bard ail the time, you
know. There's a big dump to get out tbis winter
if we're going to clean up and hitthe States tbis
spring."

Bernice sprang off the step, seized ber father's
hands, put a small toe on each of his. great shoe-
packs, and leaning back, danced thus, up and down,
to tbe spring-ofhis arms.

"Goody," sbe cried. "Goody-good! I wish it was
spring now, pap. Will I bave doils and dresses and
go to school every day ?".

"Yes, kiddîe, yes. You'll bave all that and lots
more. Everything your mother didn't live to have."

.She stopped ber dance. Her eyes grew wistful
and a little moist.

"I-wish-mother--"
"Hush, bush, child," interrupted Hansard, bastily.

"There," petting her head, "run away in and let
me go or 1 won't finish hoisting tbe ground my
fires thawed last night."

He landed ber ini the miîddle of tbe cabin floor'
with a skilful swing, smniled on ber thougb there
was a pang at beart, and closed tbe door.

The men of the Klondike bad discovered the art
of burning to bedrock. It was Hansard's customi
at niglits to build a fire of dry spruce, well banked
witb green wood, in the bottom of tbe sbaft. This
burned slowly ail niglit and thawed the frozen
muck to a depth of four feet, which four feet, witb
the help of a man at the windlass, he hoisted out
nexct day. That afternoon, while the winter sun
rose up for a baîf hour above the southern horizon
and dropped again in
nearly the same spot.
be finisbed tbe day's
allotment. Then lie
built another fire for
the next day.

huge self-dumping bucket that took the stuif at the
shaft bottom and deposited it on the crest of the
dump without the toucb of human hand. Also
Cayley introduced a big houler and steamn points to
thaw the bedrock gravels. He did not do these
things in person. He neyer came to Twenty-two
on Gold Run. His foreman managed everything.
Being a heavy Klondike operator, Cayley explained
that be himself had other properties to look after.
But tbe truth of it was that he feared to corne.
He feared Hansard's Winchester. The cabin on
the edge of the bench ground was altogether too
close to, the workings, and Hansard continually
haunted it.

"What are you waiting for ?" old-timers asked
him.

"Tbe value of my claim," be told them.
"Hub! Damages? Going to, law, eh? That's

bad business, Emil. Tbey lawed you outen the
ground. Tbey'll law you offethe earth. Don't toucb
it. Corne away over on Suiphur Creek."

But Hansard stayed, stayed tili even the littie girl
began to wonder.

"Ain't it tirne to be going to the Outside, pap?"
she would ask.

"No, Bernice," be would answer, "not tili we get
our dlean-up."

"Do we take it then? I tbought they thieffed
our dlaim, pap. Will tbey give us tbe gold when
they get ber gathered ?"

"I hope so, kiddie. In f act l'in plumb sure of it.
You just wait a littie."

So the cbild waited in the squat cabin below the
snow-wrapped, bluffs. After, Gold Run Valley
stretcbed like a white blanket marked in strange
dark patterns by the underta 'kings of men. Beyond
rose the stark divides of many creeks with ridges
jutting up abov*e tbem, and mounitain peaks, clear-
dut as cameos, sheering straight to, the clouds. The
ild speil was past. For days at a stretcb the

thermometer hovered around sixty below. Hansard
and Bernice kept to tbe cabin. The days grew very
short. In January the suni failed to, rise at aIl. T1he
nortbland's long nigbt came down on GoId Run.'
Through that period of gloom, broken only by the
crimison aurora flainlg across the snows, tbey
waited still. Hansard made onie midwinter trip to
Dawson for supplies. While there lie went into a
drug shop and bouglit somne pounds of mnercury, ail
they bad in stock.

"Wbhat's the miatter ?" the surprised clerk asked.
"Ali the thermorneters on Gold R un busted hy the

cold ?"
"Rifle," Hansard en-

lightened him. "My
barrel's leaded bad.
Mercury cleans ber
great."


