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ewyan tliey trust be unpacked aîîd packed again
into tliree. Tlien on to the nortli goes a train of
dogs for tlie distant Yukon; on to the west a train
Of dogs for the head of the Peace River, and east-
ward once more tlie dogs of old John Hawkins.

Not this year! He liad it front Baptiste Cliar-
ette, the hlf breed voyageur, just lu front tlie long
Yukon trail-the swartliy Baptiste of tlie tasselated
cap anil the swift racquettes. He liad passed Rory's
Hope more tlian ten days before and lie liad seen
the big white Factor there and tlie Factor's face
was white and thin and his voice weak witli a
sickness. Had not Baptiste stayed there a wliole
day because of it? Tlie weatber liad been very bad
and few had passed that way, even Indians; the big
Factor was mudli alone. But him, Baptiste, what
could 'he do? 11He lad already lost one'day; lie
mrust go on1.

That very afternoon a train of dogs set ont
swiftly into 'the dark of tihe quick-coming niglit, and
at tlie gee-pole sped the Factor fromt tlie Fond du
Lac. Twelve more niglits and it would be Clirist-
mas Day. At the old ML/ission near tlie Pointe de
Gravois tliey were to liave spent it; but not now!
H1e lad need to travel swiftly, for far across wintry
wastes to the desolate shores of the Great Slave
Lake lay tlie way to Rory's Hope and old Roderick
MacQuaig was weak with a sickniess.

There was a mioon tibat night and lie was able
to pusli on witbout a stop. [t camne up out of the
ocean of snow, round and yellow; after a little It
turned to silver that stole briglitly over tlie white
wilderness and sliowed hlmt the track. For a time
he skîrted the rini of tlie frozen lake where tlie pines
tlirew bl'ack shadows along thle steep rise of the
shore; between the trunks tlie moonlîglit slanted
andl the snow, piled bigli on forest wreck, sparkied
.and glowed ln the fretted ligît. Deboucliing from
tihe forest, lie descended into a marsl and reacled
the river. All niglit tbey travelled in the briglit
open of tle river reacles and wlien tlie dayliglit
came, the last sand ridges and island tops of Lake
Athabasca lad sunk beneath tlie liorizon.

So the long journey began. The short twilight:
at tlhe end of thle first day fourni man and dogs alike
fagging >withlic speed of their going, but well on
their way. A few scant willows raised dry, leafless
saplings through the snow at tlie place wliere tbey
mad camp, and by bmrrowing lu the deep drift of

th io bshes tihey f ound shelter for the nigît.
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the gables, swept and drifted. VeiIed lu by thc
sheets of fine snow thiat filled the air, a inan and a
teain of dogs liugged the lee of tlie shore, slowly
fig'lting their way.

"Musli! M-"
But tlie Factor's gasping shout was smotbered

ini the roar of the wind and flung far away on the
wings of tlie blizzard. The dogs needed no urging;
plunging forward througli the driving wind and
snow, tliey lieaded straiglit for the slielter of luman
ha>bitation with unerring instinct. Tliey were on
top of tlie place before tliey knew it and they
staggered in at last to Rory's Hope.

"'Mon, mon!1 And is it y'rsel'-y'r very ain sel'?
I knew ye'd coom, Jolin, old friend-Ou-aye! I
knew ye'd coom !"

Poor old Roderick MacQuaig! Tliat was ail lie
could speak wliile lie stroked the liand of tlie Factor
front tlie faraway Fond du Lac and would not let
it go. Over and over lie said it lialf-'hysterically,
tears of gladness rolling unheeded down tlie fur-
rows of lis cheeks. Baptiste Cliarette liad spo-ken
trutli; tlie face was very white and tliin and tlie
voice little above a whisper.

1"Aye! Jolin, ît's the lieart's gang wrang in
thinkin'. 1 hae been readin' a' aboot it in ,yon
almanac, liangint' by the wee bit string. It speers
twenty-sax times so't a mon may unnerstaun when
somethin's gang wrang wl' lis leart. Twenty-sax!
-one after the itlier, tili a man miclit gae fair daft
and losIh wî' frettin' did lie no trust i' tlie Lord. I
liae been tellîn' 'emt ower, Jolin, and I maun say to
ye I hue twenty o' themt tbings the matter wi'- me!1
P't nae sae sure aboot the itlier sax.

" Aweel, ye needna fasb y'r noodle. I niaun justbide patient for deleeverance and be tliankfu'-Aye,
sae tliankfu' !"

H1e propped himself painfully on an elbow,
slowly shaking lis white liead front side to side lu'
the wondér of lis joy xvhile the hunger of bis loneli-
ness looked fromt 'lis eyes.

"IMon, mon! but it's the honnie sicht for sair
eyes ye are !" H1e patted tbe otlier's rougli baud
fonidly. "And it's Cbrus'mus mnorn, lad, d'ye no
ken? And we're alookin' inito onec anither's eyes
and abaudin' o' one anitlier's honds, just as we
planned i t'a' three lang year ago. A Murry Clirus'-
mnus to yýe, old friend! A Murry, Murry-Chrus'-
mus !"I

ou quite a festive appearance. And the Factor of
Rory's Hope,' lying back snugly iu his blankets,
chuckied in the pure contentment of it, and his eyes
grew brighter and brigliter as they followed every
move the big man made.

"John, lad, wull ye no coomt here a wee," lie
called faintly froni his bunk at Iength.

There wvas a certain mnystery in bis manner that
puzzled the Factor front the Fond du Lac."0op, on top o' yon sheif ye'Il find lt-j' the tin
box-Aye! I hae a bit giftie to make-the lid, mon!
-tak the lid aiff! Canna ye unnerstaun? Noo, ye
mauýn just lif t oot the ither box-Aye! Shes in
there-Losh ! mon, but ye're slow !-Lift lier oot !"
lie urged inipatiently.

"Plum-puiddin' 1" fairly shouted Hawkins inastonishmnent. He stared, lis'moutli open.

Snf !-Snf! Poking lis nose eagerly into the
tin, fie sniffed at it.

"Great Bunvble Bees an' Hummin' Birds !" lieejaculated, eyes round witb wonder. "Wliy, it'sE.nglish plum-puddin'-real old Englisli plum-puddin'! Don't tell me it ain't; 1'i1 bet fifty beaver
skins bliat there puddin' corne iromt the other side!1 know tlie smell of 'em! I ain't bad a whîff o' one
for years an' years but you can't fool me on that
flavour."

"4Aye, slie's travelled sonne, John," nodded Mac-
Quaig.

"Wbere'd you get it, eh? Wbere on eartb'd youget it ?" demanded Hawkins excitedly. His whole
face was wreathed ln smiles. He was as tickled as
a 'boy.

"Slie cam' by tlie packet twa year ago," said theFactor of Rory's Hope proudly; blis eyes were beain-ing. '"Twa year ago, mon, and I maun just be
a-savin' of lier ever sin', -awaitin' for ye to cooni
and liae a bit wi' me."

Hawkins lifted out the littie round sack andpoised -it solicitously on 'lis kn'ee. H1e stared into
the thin face that loo'ked fromt the 'bunk.

"Two years !" lie repeated slowly. "Do you mâean
to say, MacQuaig, you've liad tbis liere puddin' luy'r possession for two years an' y' ain't neyer et
any of 't?"
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