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tnarked for one of the company's men; whule a
lengthy epistie f rom a venerable bishop to one of
biâ missionary clergy was pushed into the envelope
.addressed ta the young lover. And in this helter-
skelter nianner the rest of the letters were disposed
,of. With a grunt of complete satisfaction the
Indian returned the letters to the box, harnessed
the dogs, and was soon speedi' ng across the snow
-as if nothing had occurred.

1The trading post, Fort-O-Rest, was an unusually
busy place this'Christmas Eve. The Indians had
gathered in f rom tiheir distant hunting grounds, and
were encamped but a short distance away. During
this season the trader did a stirring business, and
xnany fine furs were received and food and clothing
given in exchange. Among the ýreturned hunte-rs
were several white mien, English and French, drawn
,iorthward by the spirit of adven-
ture, and the hope of gain.
1fey were a xnotley, venturous
crew, to whom there was nothing
attractive in the luxuries of
'civilization.

an' sich trash."
"! say, pardner," drawled out Swift-water Bill,

a regular Nimrod, who was cleaning the barrel of
his, rifle, "ýd'ye see that arm? Tihere's no weakness
there, an' afore to-morrow night that samne cudgel
'i11 straighten up 'Hugh Siater, strang thougli he is,
an' teach him not ta put on airs in this land."

"Me no savvey," chimed in Little Pete, a typical
Prench-ýCanadian. "Brave garcan, heem, don't
care for not'ing, an' strong as de diable also. Las'
winter, w'en beeg moose àhase me up a tree, an'
kep' me dere tree hous, till 'me f roze almos',
Hughie heem comne by an' shoot dat moose dead.
Mon Dieu I heema brave garcon, an' me no savvey
w'y he sit dere sam' 1ie don't care 'bout nat'ing
on dis place."

"Look here, men," spoke up Big Alec again,

F ORT- O-REST was a quaintfur-trading post ini that
dreary northeru wilderness.
Several buildings surrounded it,
belonging to the employees of
the Great ýCompany. There were
,other buildings as well, such as
the mission house, and churcli,
hunters' and trappers' shacks, to
say nothing of the Indians'
lodges, ail occupied at this season
-of the year. But the most con-
spicuous building ini this littie
village was the Big House where
the trading was carried on. This
was built entirely of logs, squat
and of a very humble appear-
ance. But to the inhabitants of
that region it was a place of con-
siderable importance, f orminLy. as

he gave vent to an exclamation which caused bis
companions to inquire what was wrong.

"Wrong !" Big Alec replied in disgust, "this letter
is addressed to me, but the writin' within is to that
cur f rom, lis mother, who signs herseif Agnes
Siater. !Ho.w in the name of ail creation did it
get here 1"

AS 1the rest were staring in wonder at such a
Smarvellous thing the trader drew their atten-

tion by an ejaculation -of astoniishmenit.
"Laokl here," he said, "the letters are all open.

1 did flot notice it in the hurry and excitemenit of
the moment. What can it mean? Say, Hydo," and
lie addressed himself to the Indian, who was sitting
by the fire enjoying some food which had been
given him, "do you know how tihese letters came

to be open ?"
Then, as if nothing more than

usuial had occurred, the native
told about the accident, the
drenched letters, and how lie had
drîed them before the lire.

When the Indian had finished
there was silence for an instant,
and then moars of laughter cm
from the meni.

"WeIl that is ricli," cried one.
"Rich? 1 ghould say 80," re-

peated another. "And to-thinc
that Alec should get the one sent
ta that cur. Say, boys, Iet's read
it. 1 daresay it's all baby taik
ab~out ber littie tootsey, and the
awful dangers and hardships he
meets; it'Il be a fine spree.".

"Yes, Alýec," cried the rest,
"read it."

Nothing loth, Big Alec began:
"'My dearest son, Hughie."'
"Didn't I tell you what it

ivould be like ?" interrupted the
prophet.

"'I have sad news for you, my
son,'" Alec continue&. "Your
poor father, after months of suf-
fering, passed away yesterday.
His Iast words were for you.
As you know, our home where
we lived for so wany years was
heavily mortgaged owmng ýto sick-
liess and financial trouble, and
waS about to be taken fromi us.
On the morning of the day of
the sale the money reached us
from you, mny awn dear son, and
we were thus able ta save our
aid home. Your littie sister Eva
is no better, and the doctor says

t <t hlinop tn g0me warmer

lace
what

"and let's was-te no

were


