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CHAPTER XXI.

of St. ElI1zabeth were astir early upon tbe
morning following the wedding, to watch

Athe departure of the bride and groom.
A disgruntled but enterprising youing Indian witb

a sniall dog-train and ioad of musquasb skins taken
in the early f aIl, had quarrelled with the Factor
over the price of them, and was 110w going to, start
.out for a little settlement ta the Soutb-east, known
as Bine Rock, wbere lie hoped to drive a better
bargain witb an agent of another and more modern
compan~y, than the Honourable and ancient one of
-the Hudson Bay.

Wynn had persu.aded this irate red man to give
-a seat ta one passenger on bis sledge, and therefore
Nance was to ride in state whilst be kept pace witb
,the Indian.

If the going prved good, the settlement would be
-reacbed in tweive hours, and there, the Mission
priest had assured them, tbey would be able ta
borrow from a travelin~g priest who made Blue-
Rock his headquarters, ~a smrall Canadian sledge
and strong pony, that would take themi on and over
broken roads to the nearest stopping place of the
raiiroad, and thougli the journey miglit be long
and tiresome it would be comparatively safe if the
weather held good. There wâs nio alluring alterna-
:tive to this course, so they took it.

Weariness slips easily from. yaung shouiders, and
,the worid migbt bave been strewn with white rose
ieaves instead of snow, as far as Nance and Dick
Wynn were cozicernied. It was a good world ta
them, and a trifle of discom fort in it bere and there
weigbed just as nothing at ail.

The sky was clear blue and the sunrise dazzling,
when tbey started, and tbe frost-edged wind was
s.wept with tbe scent of balsami trees.

The entire population of the place waved them
adieu, andi Nance waved back, and sniiied tre-
-mulously, for they had aIl been so kind, so dear.
The Indian cracked bis long whip, the quarrelsome
huskies forgot their bones of contention, strained
against their harness, and the light, long sledge,
with its one passenger entbroned on' the baies of
fur, slipped away over the ouitward traîl, the Indian
driver and Dick Wynn keeping a good swinging
pace beside it.

Tbey ail melted away inta the golden light of
the early morning, and the Mission people watched
them go as tbough they were f airy folk wbo drifted
-off and into another and an unknown world, wbere
perchance it might be always summer, and wbere
mnen and women knew little or notbing of snow-
stormn and rough winds, long, dark niglits, frost-
'bound stiillness, and the pain of cold and Ianeliness,

When the figures and the dog-train bad become
but a dusky biurr against the white, the Sisters re-
ttzrned ta the Mission Scbool, and the aid priest ta
'bis bouse by the cburch. The Factor and his wife
look up their daily work, and the f ew Indians and

The soldier paused in bis restless walking. "Settle
down Y" hie echoed, "I don't feel as though I ever
wouid to, tbîs life again"; I want ta leave it ail-
aIl this," he said vaguely, waving.bis baud towards
the window through wbich sbowed the bleak wintry
landscape. "I want to get away, f rom it, boy, and
go homne--home, do you uuderstand, where tbe'y
have'' gone-those two." He looked out and down
the trail the Indian's dog-traiu had taken. Then.
hie took up bis pacing again.

Tbe soldier by the fire knocked the ashes out of
bis pipe, filied it siowly and smoked alone. Furi-
tively be watched the moving figure, but said no
word, for wben these attacks of restlessness came
ta any of the men, their comrades granted tbem
the grace of silence. "By George!"' the man said
ta bimself, as he drew at bis pipe, "I wouldn't like
to cross bimwben be's in tbat mood. Its a madness
be bas on bim; a madness for sometbing, or some-
one, or some place be wants, and tili it passes, tbe
.Lord belp him?!,

1'hen ha turned to the cbildren. "Hi, there, you
littie kiddies 1" bie said softly,. taking some coins
from. bis pocket and holding them out. "Take these
pennies and then run Out ta your mother beyond
there. Sure be's a big man, and lie needs lots of
room to walk! Besides ye ail bave sucb eyes, and
fix tbem on a fellow so, maybe bie feels tbemn.
Scattei----with you 1 Maybe there's bread with
treacie on it waiting for you wbere your mother
is 1" And so persuaded, tbe browu babies stoiidlv
departed.

CHAPTER XXII.

T HE sun was noou-bigb wheu Francois came up
ta the Factor's bouse. He bad broken a suow-

shoe on the river-road, and heen deiayed. The last
f ew miles he bad tratnped in bis moccasins. -Fatigue
and anger bad worked their will with bim, and be
moved now as one who was dazed and uncertain,
yet this was but an outward seeming, for bis purpose
bad not wavered.

At the Factor's door be sto pped ta knock the
snow from his feet and lEtggings. Then be entered
the trading-room.

For a moment the Factor did not lcnow bim, for
bis tangled hair bad biown about bis face, bis face
was lined and looked aId, and bis eyes biazed out
of it with deep, bot anger.

"Francois," be said, after a moment, «wbat bas
corne ta you, boy?"

The bialf-breed ignored the question. A certain
dignity about bim kept tbe garrulous agent from
f oiiowing bis question up. He stared at hini in
silence.

Francois swung bis rifle down f rom his shoulder,

is dat man f rom Lone Lak-an-and de
r's grand-daugbter ?" lie said slowiy, siglit-
the rifle barrel and adjusting it a little

me in bis voice set the Factor's siowiy-

He strode through the low'door leadinïg from the
trading-room to the living-room.,

A fire of pine knots burned on the hearth and the
air was warm and heavy with the perfume and
smoke of tobacco.

Before the fire, and with his back to the door,
sat a man in the uniform of the Royal Mounted
Police. He leanied f orward bis chin on his bands,
and sat stili, as though drowsy f rom the scented
warmth,

Another man in the saine trniformn paced the floor,
bis cartridge beit swinging loose, bis spurs clinking
at each step. Two rifles and a Colt's revolver lay
on the rough mantel shelf.

Francois walked to the centre of the room, un-
s.eingly, or as though confused. Then, on a sudden,
and, as one sharply awakened, he,looked up and toôk
in the situation in every detail.

It was a trap hie had blindly strayed into I The
trapi of the law. The trap that had been set for
hbim cunningly, and had waited long for sonae
chance or arrant foliy of bis'to lead him into it.

Instantly lie raised his gun, though awkwardly
eünough, covered the man by the fire, a.nd laid bis left
fore-finger.on the trigger. Then he -stood stock-
stili.

The mani who walked stood still also. He scanned
the half-breed from bis rough fur cap to his moC-
casined feet, and recognized him.

Wvith a lightning quick movement he reached the
mantel, but before bishand toucheýd the revolver,
Francois fired-and the mani, wbo seemingly dozed
in the chair before the fire, and had flot roused or
noticed who entered the room, swayed a bit furthe,
forward and slipped' ta the floor.» .

Two -more reports rang out together-a second
fromn Fraricois' gun, atrd one from the revolver of
the officer of the Mounted Police. From tbe trad-
ing-room the FrenchiCanadian agent came running
in with short, excif id cries, and beyonid, somewbere,
a chorus of. children'ýs voices frightened and
clamouring, was raised suddenly.,

The room was blue witb smoke, but the Factor
saw one man standing stifflyý by the fireplace, bis
revolver still in bis baud. -On the floor Iay Fran-
cois and the other soldier of the -Mounted Police.

He ran fror'ni one t.o the other frantically. He was
a man of peaceful habit, slow to anger, and with
sympathiesý easily wrought upon. -He raised his
voice now in Ioud lamentation and protested to
beaven against such fierce and tragic happenings
as these taking place beneath the roof of his bouse.

His squaw stood passiveiy at the door, keeping
the brood of chuldren behind ber, and she watcbed
the scene in silence.

Stili the officer waited with raised revolver, bis
finger on the trigger, bis eyes fixed upon tbe baif-
breed on the floor.

A thin line of red rau from the breast of Fran-
cois' beaver coat, and widened, and widened, as it
rau across toý the warm beartb stones.

The fur cap bnci falien off, andi the man's tangied
dark bead moved from side to side, mecbanicaliy
àt seemied. His lips were drawp back a littie fromý
bis teeth, that showed strong and white as a woif's,
but hie made no sound.

The soidier who had slipped from bis chair, lay
wbere be feu, absolutely still.

Slowly the officer of tb.e Police iowered bis re-
volve-r. Kneeling down by bis comrade he bett
over him and listened. The room gre strangely
quiet for a mmnadteFco tydhsle-
tations and litndalso.

Presently the soidier arose. '«Ded, h. said
shortly. "Stone-dead. He neyer even knew"-the
words trailed into silence.
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