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SCHAPTER 1.
H-lE winters are long at Lone Lake. This

* thougbt struck Dick Wynn suddenly as Me
jstood at the door of bis shack, whistling

and ramnge the tobacco loto bis pipe. He
wondered what had' so, inconsequently made him
think of the winter, on a day of such balmy warmth,
then remembered that a yellow leaf from the silver
bircb overhead had just fluttered down, butterfiy-
fashion, and brushed his hand.

Latcly hie had flot kept track of time furtber than
to notch a stick each morning after the admirable
mcthod of Robinson Crusoe. The stick hung in-
vitingly by his so-called desk; the knif e was close
ait hand, and hie had ever been prone to form habits.
Bt lie had flot couinted the notches for many days,for hie had been working, and to work with him wa8
to be oblivious to the passing of hours. When he
worked, hie worked, and wben hie loafed hie did it
quite as thoroughly.

It miglit bc, bie considered reflcctively, about the
twenticth of September. A fiock of.shelidrakes had
gone by at dusk the night before, heading due
south, and about a week carlier he.had run across
Francois, the half-breed partner of bis ncarest
neighbour, sitting at the edgc of the lake making a
stretching-ring.

Stepping aside Wynn piclced up bis time stick,
and counted the notches up from a date hie had
marked.

It was October, October lst. The sof t whistling
stopped abruptly. The warm season bad foolcd
bim, Well enough' he knew' that with a quick sharp
frost winter sometimes came almost in a night here
in the uncertain North, at the beginning of the
foot bills. There migbt be later that season of
the gods, "Indian Summer." The red men of the
reservation counited on it to a certainty, their
ancient prophecy being "First a little winter-then
a littîs summer"; but no white trapper hie hbad ever
met pinned bis whole f aith to those glorious
promiscd wccks.

"October," Wynn said baîf aloud. "Afterwards
-no hirds-no flowrs-no honey-hees. Novem-
ber." Uc startcd at the notched stick, and drummed
ligbtly on it witb bis fingers.

A chipmiunk that bad been asleep in tbe raoniy
pocket of bis corduroy sbooting coat, pushied out
at's small bead inquiringly, and then by a movement
toc quick to follow, reached bis shoulder, wbere
it sait uip and cbattered cbeerfully.

The man gave it no attention, but took up tbe
pipe hie bad laid down, and went on witb the rani-
ming process.

"Novemnber," hie said again-"with the waterfowl
gone, and the white frost and the bare trees, and
Francois setting bis villainous litt]c dead-falls bere-
about; the bowling of the coyotes, and the long
nights-the eternally Ion g nigbts."

He went to thte door of bis sback again, and the
cbipmunk still on bis shoulder, started ta open a
nut it had stealthilv extracted from sonie hidden
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one's soul (projecting one's soul is casier than it
sounds, old cbap) into the unsubstantial future, or
the equally unsubstantial extreme past in wbicb one
bas had no part."

The cbipmunk suspended operations on the nut
and cbattered again. Wynn smiled up ait him.

"Wbat's on your mind ?" be said wbimsically. "I
know you won't rest tilI I find out. Wait a second
and ll get your Marconi.* Ah! I bave it!1 You
want ta tell me it does not matter a wbiff if you
do expcnd somne extra cncrgy, for you sleep most
of the wintcr. You tbink I'm a mînd reader?
Wcll, go on tbinking se, small onc. It's a rattling
good idea ta bibernate. Would that my prc-bistoric
ancestor, tbe onc wbo "sait on tbe ancestral trec
f rom wbichi we sprang (I'm glad. we sprang)" as
Oliver Herford bas it-would tbat bie bad imitated
the bears and field-rnicc and slcpt o' winters. Sleep
is good, Silver-tail. I wauldn't mind coming out
wben the spring wind blows, scraggy and sbaky
an my legs as a March bear, if I could only get rid
of~ a f ew desolate menthes by sleep.

"14W do you manage it, y ou and the bears,"H and those little people, t he field-mice? Who
taugbt you bow? Wbat fairy cbarrn do you bold,
or wbat kind of a blessed lullaby do you sing ta
yourselves?

"It's the wind tbrQugb the pines, you say. No
good-PIvc tried it."

The cbipmunk's cbattcrixg bad ceased and it hiad
curled itsclf up on the man's shoulder, a good
shoulder, broad and square. It wound it's silvery
tail around it's body' and closcd it's eyes.

Wynn stood quite still at the sback door, and,
cave for the blue smcke curling up from bis pipe,
migbt bave seemcd asleep bimsef. Hie face was
turned towards the lake. Tbrough the trees bie
could sc a glimmer cf the "deep, divine, dark

a lip blistering wort of word up bere. Wbat
it we used to sing around the fire-the old ca
oh yes, 'God rest you, merry gentlemen, let nol
you dismay.' Well, we let notbing us dismayI
days.

"Ill have to canoe down to the agency, or
my merry day without even a pipe for conlj
True, I can go over to, the old man's shack
have bim tell me the bistory of bis life yet
again; or the old man may take a notion to t:
down to the Mission to sec that grand-daug
whose name so emhellishes his conversations, (
mayý be going over bis line, or be may be de
although he looks good for thirty years.

"I'd best dcpend on the pipe. Yes, l'Il c
down. The ubiquitous and bonourable tbe 1
son's Bay Company, bave my profound admiri
and gratitude. A man can't get an impossible

tac way from their posts, if bie knows the ni
Then be frowned. "I didn't mean to go near
servation or agency.till spring. So much for
bound resolution. Wyiin, ypu smoke too miucb
infernally much. It's ruination to nerves. 1
themn ait the edges. You are probably carr
round a beastly nicotine hcart ait this moment,
it will spring some sort of surprise on you il,
night along* about February, when the candles
given out. It will probably run down,- an d
make up time on the long jump."

Silence followed this monologue, and tbe
drcw himself up and sbook back bis bead as thi
confused.

"dI arn getting into a confirmed habit of ta]
to myself," be exclaimed sbarply. "Wben 1
to, the cbipmunk it's only a tbreadbare excus
bear a voice. This bone-penetrating silence iý
ginning- to tell. Once I heard of an old womnan
livcd alone and talked to the dlock-but accor
to the legend she bad whcels; and they went rc
Now, I baven't got wbelIs-y et. Still, out
wbere the Johin Burroughes' and otber bac'.
nature folk assure us it requires genius to con
an y bad habits, I have contracted two, witb pleý
able-ease; I srnoke criminally and babble idiotics

He went to the door again and. leaned agi
the frame, his figure blocking out the ligbt
the shadowy room. Suddcnly be stiffened ti
listening attitude. The far-off dip of a paddle
come to birn. Pcrbaps the old man desired a
trout for bis supper. The icc-cold water of
little lake, into, wbicb emptied a glacier-fcd str
shcltcred many trout and pike, and monster toi
as well.

No. There was no fisbing being done. Uc h
the canoe scrape bottom; then knew it was t
bcacbed just bcyond a.patcb of thorn and brai
The grasses there wcre rougbi and dry, and craC
as tbey broke.

Presently came the "pad, "pad" of moecac
feet tbrougb the crisp under-brush and past a 1
wberc wild raspherries grew. They climbec
clope, toucbed a carpet of spruce needles, and
sound was gone.

Wynn leaned forward.
"Francois 1" be said. "Now be's following

old Indian trick of keeping bebind the trees a
cornes. Though wby this secretiveness lhe
knows. Hides by instinct 1 suppose. I ougbt t
able to see bim about now-ab I
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