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a sfow ill wliicli to iiavijriUc flic lake

and had ciiiliarkcd uj)!)!! it with sixteen

liorses and the entire outfit of the comiiany.

At a point in the lake known as Windy
Arm tile waves deniolislieil the scow, and

all on board were lost In such events as

these on the Klondike route there is no

time for niourniiiif, or for ellort to recover

the bodies. If the waves cast them u|)

they are decently hut hurriedly buried by

the first party that finds them; the names,

if known, are scrawled upon a headboard

or on a bla/ed spot on some near-by tree.

Survivors hasten on lest disaster overtake

them lingerinff.

Once at the Klondike, they find that

there comes with the winter a time that

tries men's souls. The twilijiht ji'l"""'

of the short day when the sun at

noon haiiits low above the liorizon

;

the still, <leadly. unrelentinir cold which,

nijiht and day. waits for him who vent-

ures outside the circle of his fireliiiht,

rea<ly to bite limb and feature that may
chance to l)e exposed, and to numb to

•dcauness the center of life if the wanderer

strav too far bevond the hearth: vairue
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fears of want and famin(? arisinj; from the

sense of remoteness from civili/ed commu-
nities—all these weijjh on the soul of the

new-comer, and briny weariness and lon-j-

in<js even to the old-timer. To make the

interior of his house of Iolts. chinked with

arctic moss, more cheerful, he pastes jiictures

cut from newspapers, and lithojiiaphs from

calendars and soap-boxes, apiinst the walls,

an<l he reailsand rereads the much-thumbed
books and maiia/.ines that drift from man to

man about the camp. To some in silent

moments come memories of wife and

cliild. and to others the thoiijjhts of sweet-

hearts far away. It was an Argonaut of

the Klondike that told me the story of

Happy Tom's love romance.

"You may call him Tom ^lurfree if yon

te'l the story after me." he said. "It

sounds near enoujjh like and he mijfht not

care to be talked about under his resd name.

He was one of an outfit of a dozen of us who
drifted tofiethcr and stayed toircther for

three years in the up])er Yukon—two years

at Circle City and a year at Klondike.

We all knew that Tom had a sweetheart

named Kittv; that she lived itr San Fran-


