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THEI MA T LONE LAKE
By VIRNA SHEARD

CHAPTER VIL.W YNN drew the canoe into the clump) of
black spruce and turned it. In the gluom
of thic trees bis face showed lined and
white. Stepping out to where Nauce

waited hie smiled in bis quick radiant way.
- I have kept my word to the old mani," hie said,

"and have brought you home."
lThe girl glanced up. "You have been ver>' kind;

1 tharik you a thousand times. I know my grand-
father is dreadfully iii," she said tremulously, "I
feci sure of it. But you have tried to save me for
this one day from the grief of it-I will flot forget.
And I have nlot forgotten the star>'. Your stor>'
that is not ended, yen know; you promised te tell
it te mie some timne."

Site held out lier baud to bim.
Wymi took it a moment and looked across the

gatbcring darkness to the rim of the far-off hbis.
"Did 1 really promise ?" hie asked lightly. "Yes?

Then I mnust make good; but," with a short Iaugb,
-it was the devii led me into, that promise. It isn't
much of a story, nlot oue that will make you like
me, and-well--sufficient unto the nigbt is the evii.
Come"-Iifting ber bundle-"ýI will take you up to
thse shac,"

"And you wîll corne in ?" Nance itisistefi.
"Not to-nigyht," the mati replied. "I mnust go back

tii Lotie Lake."
'Ils it at Lotie Lake you live then ?" she exclaimed,

the irrepressible questions rising to lier lips. a"«Yes," bie nodded, "near shore, a mile up, ina
deserted sback perhaps you bave noticed, God
knows wbo built it."

'II remember it," saîd Nance. "l've lîcard Fran.
cois say tbat a white man built it."'

"A white mani," asscntcd Wvnn, "and be buiît
well. The ancient place stili keeps out the wind.
A cbipmunk thereabouts wiil be getting worried
river my absence for be counts me his goods and
chatteis. Quite often 1 arn his table, and bie takes
bis meals on my shoulder. The pocket of tins old
duck coat is sometimes lus bed. He lias the gift
of oratory, and frequently lectures me, using the
toc of my boot for bis pulpit. Candidly I like bis
way of living better than hie docs mine."

Nance laugbed uncertainly, and tbey pushed
their way out through the youîîg aiders into the
clearing. A stormy afterglow was fading in the
west, and an ominous iow wind sang the prelude of
a coming storm. The bowling of a (log broke the
stiliness.

"Hark !" said Nance, "that is joris, Grand-dad's
little Eskimo dog, "baying the new moon; lie always
bays the new moon and finds it hefore 1I(do."

"lIt is Joris," said the mati, "but look alîead, littie
lady !"

Nance leaned forward, bier eyes wide witb wonder.
Beyond a thin hune of young trees slîe saw the

old man's new log bouse. l'le tiny windows glit-
tered wherc shaits of liglît caught thern.

"Oh !" she cried, clasping bier bands. 'Ils it fairy?
Wbiat a dear bouse!1 Did we land at the right
place. Mr. \Vynn? It ail looks faniîliar."

[llie sotfld of bis namne caught Dick Wynn like
a soft blow. It was so long since any woman had
spoken it.

Absolutely ail rigbit," hie assured her. "The log
palace was bult for you. i3uilt by the grace of
patine., without nails, like the Queen's house of
long ago on old London Bridge. It rose silently
as Kiing1 Solomon's temple. Tberc are pegs cuti-
ningly fastened tbrougbi auger boles in the wood,
where nails migbt bave been used. When 1 look
at bis achievernent, I figuratively take miy bat off to
the old mani."

'It is the 'grand teepee' Wanota told me of!"
slie cricd hurrying on. "Oh dear grand-dad !"

"It max' be," Wynn acknowledged. Nance reached
the verandah first.

"Corne ini witli me," she coaxed. "Won't you?"
lie lifted his cap standing bare-headed. "Not to-

night. The old mnan will wvart to sec you alone."
"To-morrow-will you cone?" she questioned.
"ht may be, to-înorrow," bc answered. "Yeu will

flot be alone. 1 sec Wanota at the window."
So hie left bier.
Nance opened the door and cntere(l the bouse.

She beld out lier two bands to the little Indian
wonan, and lîstened breatblessly ta what she told
hier; listened and feared. Then she went softly
îrnt the roomn bcyond, where the old mati Iay on the
lied of balsam boughs covered with the Company's
red blankets. His sharpened face was turned te
the dloor, bis eyes were lîungry witb long watching.

\V'vnn took the canoe down to the watcr again.
"l'Il tow it back to-nîorrow," hie said half-aloud.

(Contintied on page 26.)

WwHY WILLIE AND LILLIE WERE LATE : By ESTELLE M. KR

On. WUi aud Lillie's way ta achool
Tbere was a splendid hill;
"Let's take' our beat toboggan out
And alla!, to school," sald Will.

As tbey werat flytuig through the. air The' kind balloonîst took a. ropeThe branchbes cauglit thomn fast, Atid low'.reci It to WIIl;And there, they ealled In vain for help He sorambled up as qulcit as thoughtTIIaballoon came past. Auid passed It on te 1.411.

n off tiioy 1!ew. Tbe. le and snow
,i van-6hed fromn their sight;
y landea! In the' Sunny South,
fields of daiBies brigbt.

While th'.y wer'. busy Plcklng flowers.,
AwaY fIeW th'.ir balloon,
"Oh, dear," cri'.d LUII, 'II never dreaint
That It would leave se soeM'-

But wiilit spted a telepiione
And cried, North, 2 1 a
Plese e'end, a motor rlght away.
Yee. Charge it up to, me.,,

And sooji the' mater landed tneau
Before the' echooheue gate.
The' children, I regret ta eay,,
Wèe twetity minutes iate.


