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comfort, or rainstorms which came at the wrong 
time.

“ The first was a horrid little man, a Mr. Clay, 
who has come all the way from England to see 
Mr. Ferrars, and begged to be allowed to attach 
himself to our party. A perfect little kill-joy he is, 
so prim, so proper and precise, that one is tempted 
to believe he must have been born a grown-up, and 
so has had no childhood at all.”

“Where is he now? I did not notice that there 
was another stranger beside the bishop,” said Kath­
erine, turning her head to look at the other boats, 
which were leading.

“We left him behind at the fish sheds with Mr. 
Ferrars," said Mary. “ He has his own boat and 
his own men. He turns his aristocratic little nose up 
at everything Canadian, and loudly pities anyone 
who is fated to live two or three hundred miles from 
a railway depot. But he apparently has the most 
utter admiration for Mr. Ferrars, and the fright he 
was in the day we found the bones was, I am quite 
sure, entirely due to a fear he had lest it was Mr. 
Ferrars who had come to grief."

“What bones, and where did you find them?" 
asked Katherine, with a start.

Mary shrugged her shoulders and answered: “Two 
days ago we did a portage on the Albany, and came, 
at camping time, upon the gruesome spectacle of two 
skeletons lying side by side under a little shelter 
formed of snowshoes and spruce boughs. We sup­
posed that they must have been the Indians dis­
patched from Maxohama months ago with mails, 
only there were no mail bags, and no food bags 
either; so, of course, they might have been only


