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0- N acrid smnell of paint came over the curtains.I I Hastings got up and went te the doorway.
"say, you muet like te get up early in tbe

With tbree pets 'of paint on the floor, the
Italian was painting the. green trip on a
square board-the white strip and the red
were already painted. Tony was being very
caref ul net te put a finger mark on the

finshed paint.
"Lt is the. flag talian," h. explained te the disgusted

Canadfian.
"And does tbat mean L've get te spend the mrnrnng

doing a jack te put up with your flag? "
"TIi.h ensign Canadian is more ene celer," Tony made
hehelpful suggstion in the. intereste ef peace.
"I'd till have the jack in the corner te do." Bastings

strode acroes thi ern and began te, dump buckete of
thawed ice water into the enarnelled tub in t he tiny wash
roorn.

"What a ceuntry! Oh, 1 eay, what a country!" h.
mnuttered.

"Hlave you ne flag Canadian?" asked Tony.
"Net on. bally flag left-no fiag, ne country, ne-"

be epluttered over the. word "girl."
"Wben the post cornes, you can requisition one," Tonycontinued. 

mi
When theil. man camne! No. t was a country wbere

the mail man neyer would cerne. No letters since Christ-
mas. The. mail eheuld have corne in a week age. He bad
thought the letters would have corne by the feurteenth
of Febra-by the. fourteenth at l.ast. There was
netiiing in the whole world but Tony wbo painted Italian
fage wh1en there waa notbing else te do; an axeman who
had te be ewern at; and a ceek-well, the cook reliev.d the
situation-be was the bright spot in the cembinatio.

If only the Chief would get back, tbey cou Id go on witb
the. calculation. But they had waited a week for the
Chief, Bang baving notbing te du! He weuld have
breakfast. It was the. rorning ef the fourteenth. Surely
the mail would cerne in.

Hastings splashed cold water te the window' pane,
where it froze instantly.

When he came out into the main roorn again, he looked at
the steve, wbich was red-hot.

«Is it colder, Tony?"
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Hastings gave it Up.
"l'Il go ever this morning if I can get through."
Ne broke eut of tbe cook-bouse grinning.
" Whiskey," lie said, "tbere's ne whiskey in ail the

blooming land."
Ne leoked about him. The log buildings of tbe Residency

-the office, bunk-bouse, cookery, and store-bouse almeet
buried under the snow, with tbe deep-dug paths between.
Arotund, the spruçe trees stood black againet the gray Lqky.
Straighit through the dark ranks of trees ran ene cf tb.
Cbief'e first trial lnes--lastinge looked dewn tbe white
path te tbe lake expanse beyend.

"Snow,"be said. "lt'e going te now. Oh, Lord, what
a country, what a country." For seven weeks hebad waited
for aletter wbib ritt netcorne.

Wben be entererl the Residency, the Italian had put on
tbe Victrola. Vibrating threugb the rougb untnrnmed
raftere went tbe rieh Italîan notes of the [aria. frorn
1Pagliacci.

Cýaruso again," ebjected Fred.
Tony regarded Mirn darkly.
"Ne je the fineFt tenor in the world-tbat man."
"Ves, se I've hieard you say before, 'Annie Laurie' as

a better song than that-Oh, Lord man-"
Said Tony, "The opera-you bave ne regardý for it in

ti country. Tbnt le one of the finest song s in the werld.
Now, 'Annie Laurie'," h.e gesticuiated, "t bat je a pretty
Song, eh, yes , but you eay, for ne reason apparently, 'I
woul1d lay me down and die'."."Mel], that'e ali gt," insisted Bastings. "In your
songe it's the. wo men who die. "

"Oh, eetn," imploed the Italian.
The mnagnificent voice sent the last notes over the still

cold of the nortbern land. 1
"V'%ee, I know, old mian, it gets yeu. But 'Annie Lauri.'

le enfer."
"Safer?" Tony queried. "Wbat doyou mean by efer?"
"I1 den't kno"w-l'm Viine up te joees.. They're feeling

areund with dynamite up tblere--ougbt te let tbern blow
thernselves up, eh?"

Tony's dark face wrlnkled te agrin.

COMES-
RTH

"Oh, no."
:"Wel, keep the fire going. Lord, it's cold."
"That Bauty-she bites at the dogs," said Tony,

followinq fhlm out. "She is flot so good a leader as
she was.'

"I know.,'Il fix bier." Hastings ghook the harness,
and bis dogs. jumped for joy.

Beautv came to lead. Hastings looked at ber.
" No, i3eaut7, you'Il go back to-day and learn to behave

Buster, here.'
.Beauty, degraded frorn the leadership, wbimpered at the

end of the fine.
"Maybe the letters come to-day," remarked Tony.
"Oh," exploded Hastings, '"je letters ail you'vego

to think of? Go and play with the Teddy Bear-
Musb," he eaid to bis doge, "mushi on."

Doizs and man took the trail to the north-west.
Toniy went to see the Teddy Bear.
"JHe je one fine man, Ted H-astings, but bis nerves

to-day they are bad," bie confided to tbe wrinkiled o
tbe iîttle brown bear. "He does flot take a whip for hie
doge. He ls good. But hie does flot like rny Caruso-not
ince Christmas does be like my Caruso."

"Safer? 'Annie Laurie' rafer?" The man witb the sied
going to the north-west laugbed.. Then for tbe htindredth
time the ecene on Christmas went acrosbis mind. 4;

They bad had a lot of opera-tee mucbl-,with Tôny
playing on Mes violin, and'singing. Tbat bad, made- the
atmoephere-had, so te epeak, got him geing. On
Christ mas Eve, Rainer, the Chief, had discoursed slightly
--andslightingly-on girls.

"You eSay it's a poor job up here. Ot a t the
front they're baving thbe Christmfas dances and the office
chape are dancing with tbe girls yeu like best. Ail I can
eay is, this is a good place to eave meney In. But you,
chape, you want te go down te Quebec and spend ail you
rnake-fiowers, candy, eleigbe, then it'e yoiurs\ for the
North and a life of solitude. Oh, 1 tell you, girlIà are al
rigbt te epend money on."

Fred'e resentment at Rainer's eneers tid been the last
straw. Jean waen't like that. To be eure, se bad said
Good-bye àpparently unmoved; yet he feit that she cared,
knew jiui:e bumbly but very surelytaa: eedid. Hehbad
berlast friendly Ifttle letter. jn hie pocket and he put bis
han.d on iW as Rainer, having finished 1 speaking, puffed
again atbhispi 9e.
stZat, and t e oea and t& cold and ethe itortbern

tashd wittenlùslette.r tnext da;, "Annie Laurie"
saler? 'At least, a cbap wouldn 't have written the let*er
lie wrote Christmas Day, on the strength of "Annie
Laurie.

He Wisl4d he'hadn't written tbe letter--wishd for
the fiftieth'time he haed waited until the spring and g4ne
out te the front te eee bier. It was asinine te- write 1to
a girl he hadn't seen for a year. Shewould iýrbably
think him a feel.1. 1

He knew part cf that letter by' beart. "And if, fweet-
heart, yeu send me your picture by St. Valentine's Day,
l'Il know wbat it means."

What right had he te ask for that?i
And if Tony bad !et that cenfounded Italian etuf lone,

the letter weuld neyer have been written. "Annie Laurie'
was eucb a iolly little sonrte work on--4e go te loek -fter
dynamite on-

"Musb, rmuelion."
The doge had steppe I.

t wae a narrow place Wa the trail and the.
enow frem the cliffseat tbe aide had ewept in,
cornpletely filling the narrow path. Hastings,
getting eut, plunged ahead.

t was ne use. The traîl wae blocked, It
was a digging Job. Wbatever happened te tthe
Swedes up at Joe's, dynamite or no dynamite,
casualties or ne casualties, b. had ta go back.

Fred turned the tearn and started back.
t wae St. Valentine's Day in the. North.

Frorn the sky darkening rapidly, tbe snew
began te faîl, gently, seadily. If it began te

bloe and blew se hard
- tht' tbat fool of amail

man wiuld stop dewn at
Harris'a, certainly they
wou.ld np t get tih. lètters
that day.

t muet be about eleven
o'clock. He weuld get
back and Tony, would
have tint music box goin

- aIl the afternoon Fre
knew ene thing, though,
eureiy there wouîd be a
cut down on I Pagliacci.jThey would have " Annie

Vi Laurie." No. He would
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