
CANADIAN COURIER.

BENNETT LEPINE was not one of
those meni who are born lucky, have ..-

luck corne to thern, or go forth and
irnrnediately get luck for the going

H1e was born up beyond the Arctic circle
hard by -Herscheil Island. Ris father was

a super-adventurous trader, and his mother an
Zskiîmo girl whorn Jacques Lepine had taken before
an itinerant priest to solace his northern exile.
T-here was nothing very lucky in that natal spot,
.a cabin built out of scraps of a whaler's wreck,
smothered by shore drifts and menaced by the jut
«and shift of thc ice packs. Nor in aIl the years he
was attaining nianýhood did luck corne to the
yoirnger Lepine. H1e knew only the usual routine
of life within the circle. ýLike lis father, he killed
the walrus, the seal, the fox, and the bear; fished
through the jarnmed floc ice in winter; threaded
ity kayak the open sounds ini summer, taking tol
-of thc immense flocks of ducks and geese that carne
aup to breed in thc short period when the sun shone
twenty-four hours a day; traded with the Eskimos
-of the farther north and with the Indians of the
-Yukon to the south ; and sold the furs of their
taking and trafficking to the Hudson's Bay meni
who mushed up frorn the Mackenzie's rnouth.

No, luck <bld not corne to himn-rather disaster!
Jacques Lepine failed one day to stop a charging

wvalrus and fell to the goring tusks. After that
Bennctt's Eskimo mother went back to her own
people, and Bennett drifted south in search of for-
tune. H1e skirted the coast to the Mackenzie,
wound down the Mackenzie to the P'eel River
he~low Simnson Island. and followed the Peel unto
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vidual working and those who had been loud with
ridicule crept whining to his feet.

Always he had such wild dreans of getting the
upper hand of these pure-blooded white men Who
would not accept him as a brother and an equal,-
and at last lie got it, though flot precisely in the
way he had drearncd.

When the hour struck, he was about at the end
of his resources and making a last stand on Moose
Creek. So low were his finances that in the middle
of August he had to corne into Dawson to ask a
loan frorn Bonanza Jones, who iîad always been
more tolerant with him than other people, and had
grub-staked him in spite of his hoodoo some dozens
o~f times. The reason of this tolerance was that
the genial Bonanza was invariably drunk and in-
capable of nice distinctions of class and blood.
Bonanza had been too lucky from the start.
Bonaxiza Creek, whereon he had been ini time to
Qfl, linrI Iî.A l;-m f-n -r.1i Nn , 1'. I.-A l,-.,
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__-Go on, Bonanza. We ain't afraid for

~ ILpine's swarthy face grew purple-black
with anger under this cutting byplay. H1e
could hardly control himef'to speak when
Bonanza reached hirn.

"W-hat you wanting ?" Jones asked.
"Nothing 1" >Lepine whirled wrathfully and'went

to, stride out.
Bonanza seized hies coat sleeve.
"Hold on, Lepine. You don't want to take it like

that. TI'he boys was only chaffing a bit. Just
ehafflng, that's ali. Life ain't worth living iap here
if you got to cut out the chaif and everything. Is
it, now? You can take a joke wih the best of us,
Lepine. I seen you do it. So never mind the boys.
You was only chaffing, wasn't you, boys?"

T H1E boys appealed to stopped their laughter
andbadinage which had passed on to, sorne

more worthy victim. "~Sure," they chorused, ironi-
cally.

"See ?" Bonanza was half-seas over and very
earnest and sympathetic. "I knowed the boys waé
only chaffing. ýCorne on in, Lepine, and tell me
w-hat's the trouble."

He drew Lepine to a seat against the wall near
the door. Lepine unfolded the tale of his woes
and of the voracious hoie in his bench claim on
Moose Creek which ate up the money without offer-
ing any return, and asked for a loan. The others,
lie reminded Jones, lie had always scrupulously
repaid. H1e would likewiýse repay this. Ris re-
sources were slixmer than usual, but he would
repay. If he found lie cotildn't, lie would go on
shift at Bonanza Creek for Jones and work it out.

"That's ail riglit," Bonaiiza assured hirn, with
pondierous gravity. "That's ail riglit. M'I stake
you, Lepine. l'Il stake you more'n once. But look
a-here. Mebbe you'd better hit new g .round. You've
wrassled <mite a while with that bench on Moose.
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