
CANADIAN COURIER.

on her arms, she un-
doubted.iy filled the part.,

"Cards ?" she asked,
with a smile.

Bonanza Iooked at Le-
pibu Lepine was

seShless.
"No," Bonanza answer-

ed for him.
"Palm ?"
"No. .Questions.

Ready ?"
Carlotta put aside the

pack of cards and the
palm chart, and took up
the crystal bail, into
which she gazed intently.

"Ready," she breathed,
softiy.

"iDîig i n," Bonanza
urged Lepine. "'You have
twelve questions. Ask.
She'll answer."

Lepine was flot equal
to the 'occasion. Between
amazed einbarrassment
and a secret confused de-
light he remained unable
to frame questions.
"You-you ask," he im-
plored Bonanza.

Bonanza leaned over
the table. "lWill it make
anly difference, madam,"
hie inquired, blandly, "to
the-hem-meedjum if I
asks this man's' ques-
tions ?"

"Not at ail," repiied
Carlotta, flashing lier dark
eyes a second and then
letting themn drop dreamiiy
to the crystal bail.

"Well, here goes. Ques-.
tion firat: Shouki Lepine
go on working that there
bench on Moose?"

"No," Carlotta answer-
ed, promptiy.

on the move. We ain't
af raid for you."

'VIs it a big stake ?" de-
manded Bonanza.

"Yes."
Again, the start, again

the shuffle and j eer, and
again Jones' hand went-

"u.A big stake, eh? Heu',
.hem-wbat Creek?

"Týhe Yukon."ý
"Whereabouts ?"
"The bluffs."
"What bluffs?"
"Across the river.'
The crowd buzzed with

excitement now. Bonanza
was ail worked up. H1e
leaned hands on the table,
bending forward with Le-
ýpine's f ace starîng sphinx-
like over his shoulder, and
popped his questions out
f aster than repeatiflg rifle
fire.

"Creek, gold?"

"Placer ?"

"'Quartz ?"

"For heaven's sake!
What new kind of gold,
then ?"

"No kind of goid."'
"What !" shouted Bon-

anza, wrathfully. "Yoir
said it'd be big. Nowr
what in tarnatiof-"

"Mebbe it's somnething,
else, Bonanza," broke -in
ont of his adinrers.
"lCoal. Iron. Furs. Tira-

1ber. M1oosemeat. Lots of
things a body can mnake
a stake out of 1"

"Oh !" Bonauza grunt-
ed, somiewhat relieved "tf
was sure forgetting that.
Question eleven. Ain't it?
Yes. 'ilI give it to you,
straîght, nadam. 'What'l?
he make it out of?"

A silence fell i the
Tivoli. Every mnan and
woman there was miore
interested than hie or she
would have admitted.

ently." "Rye." The flashing,
semi-humourolis gieami ap-

tta's eyes agamn."H a'
,d Bonanza, blankly. "i a'
bluff s. What you stringing us for?

ýr, either. Aiid hie can't run a hotel
,e got US going now, madam. Wilt
this fail with this f armn or this mnili
ontinffed on Page 23.)

ERS
in the Role of Mail-Carrier

huddled around the heerful blaze [fydo lowlY
dried his wtt garments.

Then he thought of the mail. The letters, kePt
in a strong box, were thoroughly soaked, and as,

did he gazed upon them a puzzled expression aptti*i

imal over his dusky face. Then a light came into his>

eyes which was flot caused ýby the fire. A tiiought

were had taken possession of him, and with Hydo to

irred think was to act. 11e noticed that the water had

the caused the envelopes to become unsealed. Urawilg

irger forth the drenched letters lie laid them against a

and stick placed a short distance f rom, the fire, so the

colfi heat would dry but not burn them.
corn-

%VTT>PFI a simile of satisfaction at his <>wn cleve


