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Sînude who had seen many
suqh a rush during

ofa me his adventurous 1f e.
»Y-00. a%"8ID~ There were weath-

emm.frmpau 14 ered sourdoughs-menc~.'.>o. pge14 long in the country,
invariably of extreme

gentleness and mild demeanor. There
were the tougha and routabouts from
the Ooait. and a sprinkling of juet
average men made up of clerks and the
1k.

A& buneh of the latter class mot oie
upon his arrivai.

"Well see who's here offered one as
ho took in the weary form and sun-
burat face cf the yellow-haired boy.

ayou've corne just at the right Urne,
too,» ho went on. «There'e a grand ne-#

%opening for you, kidi1 We've ail staked
up teoOur limits and then we go and
lsd this ground witb gold laying like
roc6 5ail over it.. That'. just our Tom-
fool lucki"

~Aw, leave the kid alone," eaid a.
watching sourdough that in some vague
way reminded the boy of bis lot friend.

Oie traightened with cagernose, ig-
noring his words.

'Where is it?" ho asked, hie weari-
Dess dropping, from him like a garment.

His tormonter turned his face inno-
cently te the mountain that towerod to
the skies ahead of them, waving hie
hand behin4 hie back for hie fellows to
koop quiet.

'It's up there-see " ho directed.
-Right on the very top of that old
Iofty. Gold-nuggets-all kinde of the
stuf. The guy that stakes that claim
wll be as rich as Croesus. Ho won't
need to look for a job as long as ho
lives-except bow to blow bis kale !»

Oie bit like a famished Nbs that sees
a fat worm under its noso.

He asked no questions except as to
the trail, and that discovered, he set
ot at once, forgetting evrything but
the treasure ahead.

Ho heard laughtor at bis back that
grew fainter as ho mushed away, but
that troubled him not at ail. He was
used to that. Ho had been the butt for
laughter since bis firet rocollection.

Oie drew himseof wearily step by
painful step. He was worn to the bone.
Hungry with that bunger which no food
enu satisfy-bunger whicb le elemental,
savage. He was on bis way back from
the terrible trip. Thc camp wvas but a.
scant haîf mile away. H1e coula soc the
smoke of many fires rising on the even-
ing air.

Ho had been a week on the trail.
Four days of interminable climbing until
it had seemed as though each stop
would be hie lest. But with that dogged
persistence with whicbho had mt
every difficulty of bis life, ho stuck te
hie job. H1e lied et ast arrivod at tho
sumiit of the niountain they lied
pointed out to lîin. The mountain-top
where bic was to find the gold!

Ho laughled crezily as ho paueed. He
would sliow them!

He staggered with weakness where
ho stood. It baid been a bard trip. The
herdest lie lied ever made. Neyer once
had ie- faltered, thougli bis bacon bad
given out and for tbree days now ho
lied tested no food other than roots
ho had pulled from the ground and a
ptarmigan egg he bad found in the
sicant growth.
S He went on more and more sbowlY,

so neerly exhausted tbet ho fell egein
and again. His feet f ot curiously
heevy and bis bead wvas ligit asKi.-

Now the tente were but a hand'e
throwv awey. H1e made a last desperate
Spurt and came out into the open about
which the rag bouses lustered invit-
ingly.

Ole approacbed tho largeet tout and
a sudden whoop went forth.

"Well, see whos liere!" It wag the
seme voice, the same words tbat had
assailed his cars seven days before, onl
lis arrivai.

Men gethered miraculously as though
they spreng out of the ground. Oie was
almnost instently the centre of a. lond
anid hilerious lunch.

"Dhd you stake yonr daim, Oie?"
RAed one and a siiçee feil on the
group.

POWER 0F SIMPLE WORIÛS
(This remarkable poem, it wil heobo-

served, consiste whlly of words of oee
syllebie.)
Think net that strengtb lies in the big

round word,
Or that the brief and plain muet neede

bo weak;
'o whom cen this be truc who once bas

heard
The cry for belp, the tengue that al

men epeak
Wbon want or awe, or fear is lu the

throat?
Se tht each word gesped out is like a

shriek
Preesed from the sore throat, or a

strenge, wild note
Sung by somo fay or fiend! There lsaa

strength

W hich dies if streched too fer or epun
too fine,1.

Which has more heiglit than breadth,
more depth than length.

Uot but this force of thoughl sud speedi
bo mine,

And ho that wili may take the elock
fat phrase

Which glows and burns not, though i t
gieem and shine,

Light but not heat-a flash with out a
blaze.

Nor le it mero strength that the short
word boasts;

It serves for more than flight or storm
can tel-

The roar of weves thati clashi on rock
bound coasts;

The crash of tali trocs wben the wild
winds swel;

The roar of guins, the groanq ai m
mhat die. ý4

On blood taied fild& It lhan a volqe
as wel

For them that far off on their uokbe«

For the;i that weep, for thern thate
mours the dead;

To joy's quick,,,tep, as well-as jii4fà
low ýtretid:

The sweot, plain words we earpt at
irst keep time. o ao

And thougli the theme be sad,orgy >
grad, t

Witjý ecd, with all, ~mja i
made te chime,

Iu thought, or speech, or mer oe
or rhyme. Admo .Z
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