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malice in the tone, and Lablachc, who was bent on 
getting the business, swallowed his ugly WTath, and 
determined that, if he got the business, he would get 
the lodge also in due time ; for Dingan, if he went, would 
not take the lodge—or the woman—with him; and 
Dingan was not fool enough to stay when he could go 
to Groise to a sure fortune.

The captain of the Ste. Anne again spoke. “There’s 
another thing the Company said, Dingan. You needn’t 
go to Groise, not at once. You ran take a month and 
visit your folks down East, and lay in a stock of home- 
feelings before you settle down at Groise for good. 
They was fair when I put it to them that you’d mcbbc 
want to do that. ‘You tell Dingan,’ they said, ‘that 
he can have the month glad and grateful, and a free 
ticket on the railway back and forth. He can have it 
at once,’ they said.’’

Watching, Mitiahwc could see her man’s face 
brighten, and take on a look of longing at this sugges
tion; and it seemed to her that the bird she heard in the 
night was calling in his cars now. Her eyes went blind 
a moment.

“The game is with you, Dingan. All the cards arc 
in your hands; you'll never get such another chance 
again; and you’re only thirty,” said the captain.

“I wish they’d ask me,” said Dingan’s partner with 
a sigh, as he looked at Lablache. “I want my chance 
bad, though we’ve done well here—good gosh, yes, all 
through Dingan.”

“The winters, they go queeck in Groise,” said La- 
blarhe. “ It is life all the time, trade all the time, plenty 
to do and see—and a bon fortune to make, bagosh!”

“Your old home was in Nove Scotia, wasn’t it, 
Dingan?” asked the captain in a low voice. “I kem


