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Peter would suifer as tlie niglit drew
on!J Fear iniglit kil hlmi or drive him
mad!

Suddenly aud silently, snow began
to circle dowu out of tlie brooding
sky. "Sol" exclaimed, Pierre. "I
have doue my best 1 Then 1 must bie
quick of liaud and eye on the niglit
of the uew moon." Hie turued sud
struck ont swiftly on the back trail.
The cireling flakes weaved a curtain
of xnystery and silence around him.
Hie thouglit of the hidden menaces of
the wllderness, sud hie heart ached
agaiu for Little Peter. lHe pictured
hlm in flie darkening cabîn, erouched
close Wo the hearth, crying quietly. It
was for the child lie suffered J-for
hinself, it was a matter to laugli atl
Had lie nothing but his own safety
to consider lie would simply press
forward uintil the trail vanished lu
the new snow sud then make camp
uintil the storm was over. Hie had
speuit many a niglit under the winter
sky, bis bepd a trench ln the drifted
Snow. 'But uow lie changed hie long
etride to a trot, determined to wiii
baek to familiar landmarks before the
prints of the racquete were entirely
obliterated. This would require no
great skill or endurance; but
anxiety for Little Peter, unnerving
him sud flustering his wlte, mnade it
look a desperate undertaking.

Vastly to his relief, Pierre Lacrosse
arrived lu safety at his shaek about
xnid-afternoon. The suow was stil
Circling dowu, uustlrred by auy wlud,
filling the breathiess glooxu with a
frail, xnilliou-footed rustling that was
audible to the spirit, rather than the
ear. Pierre sounded the fauiliar sig-
nal ou the door, sud was answered
by a quick, glad cry. The lateli was
lifted. Striding in, snow-.cloaked sud
wlrth the snow-bauked racquets etill
on hie feet, lie let hie rifle fall dlat-
tering to the floor sud lifted bis son
lu his hiuxgry arme. The niglit of
the new moon, ouly two days distant,
was,1 forgotten.

()n the niglit of the uew moon the

liglit over the wilderness was shim-
mering and dimn. The higli stars,
glinting above a scarcely perceptible
liaze of frost, st a tangled, sub-
dued radiance acrose the forest spires.
Runnlng Thunder slipped out of the
shinimer and shadow of the spruces,
quiet himself as a shadow, and stole
across the narrow clearing to Pierre
Lacrosse's shaok. Hle <arrîed hi8 rifle
in his hand, with cartridges in the
magazine and one in tlie breech, but
indecision was stirring in lis heart.
H1e saw fireliglit, like a red shadow,
wavering on the frosted panes of tlie
tiny wîndow. Hie crept along tlie
side of the sliack, high on the drifted
sinow, and laid his ear to, the f ramne
of the wiudow. Hie could hear notli-
ingz. Hie drew back a littie and pulied
one of bis lieavy, fur-lined inittenia
from his haud. " I must get hixu
mad," lie reflected, "and I must get
mad myseif. I csu't shoot hlm ln
cold blood, like 1 would a poreupine. 1

11e tapped on the frosted pane with
hie bare fingers, then held the empt>y
mitten against the glass, keepiug hiq<
hand behind flic framne. A rifle
w-hanged viciouslyl The miitten flew~
from his fiugers aud tinkling frag-.
mnents of glass fell inwards to the
floor.

In the startled, riugiug silence that
followed, Running Thunder siniled
grinily. "le lias taken first shoti
Now it is my turu!1" hie muttered.
Stili kueellng, stili smiling grilny, lie
turned toward the end of the shack
in which the one door was situated.
is victixu would soon be out to ascer-

tain the resuit of liii qulck shot. He
waîted, the muzzle of his rifle ad-
vanced, hie thuxnb ou the hammner,
his forefinger on the trigger. Thejn
a surrlrsinLy. disconeertiust sounil
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