
CANADIAN COURIER.

set tin
"Yo

and heap the table with food.
Eig Salmon ail summer ?" he
J1ed the coffee pot and fried
;tove and motioned him to

iswer, voucbsafed between
retty fair bars. ýWashed out

at the information, but lie
head over his plate.
spring?" he asked, casually.

-iile he helped tbemn both to
it?" he inquired. "There's

dared not trust hîmiself in contact with it. "My
Lord, it certainly is. No mistnke about that. 1 got
togo to Dawson, thoulgh."

'qIt's coarse gold," Camnrose observed, untying the
poke strings and letting somne of the dust sift
thro 'uh his fingers. "Coarse an-d flat. That kind
assays high. There's no chance of you changing
your rpind ?"

An tunhQly light fiamed in Gene's face at sight
of the yellow grains. Camrose was sifting away
and did not see. Only he heard a powerful set of
teeth click sharply. He looked up, but Gene's ex-
pression had changed into a mask of stold i-
difference.

"No chance of your changing your mmlid, eh?"
"No chance.- I got to miake Dawsonl."
-AinIt yoxi lost everything?"

view. in me centre oi tme
crouched Tagus witb the pok
gold in bis hand,

Camrose stared a second
jumped for him. Tagus swun
the ten-pound poke like the

On toward mnidnight Gene sat up. He drew on
bis shoe-packs carefully, noiselessly laced them, and
as noise1essly crept to the chair beneath the, sheif.
He stood upon it as Camirose had done, groped for
the poke, and seized it with quivering fingers. So
f ar lie had flot made a sound, but as he turned to
step off the chair, bis shoe-pack, greasy with its
oil-tan finish, slipped on the edge of the seat and
threw himi off his balance. His palmn, shoved sud-
denly out against the wall, righted him even while
in mid-air, and he avoided a fali, but the thud of
bis weiglit as he landed on his soft foot-gear shook
the slab floor. He heard Camrose turn in the bunk.

"Wbo's that ?" bis bost demnanded, sharply. "Oh,
it's you, Tagus! F orgot 1 had a partner. Stoking
up ?"

Tagus caught desperately at the chance, and
kicked bis feet noisily in the cor-

* ner. "Yes," he answered, making
a great effort to steady his voice,
"but where in thvinder is this
wood ?"

"Over in that otixer corner."
Camrose slipped off the edge of
bis bunk. "Wait a jiffy, and you
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