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R UNNING THTJNDER'S trapping
P'u.hf-and-ciuas Rapids on Little
Beaver to Pipe Pond, east-ward te the
Kettebec and westward te the Lest
Barrena. 1-E. father and his grnd
father before im bad tslken toil of
*jist wilderness

pierre Lacrosse camee jutf Running
Thunder's counltry in October and
bit a shaick on Liittie Bevrhside
the rapids, that were longz age chris-
tened 11Push-and-cwss" bv somne
wcIary and exasperatedl voyager. ILe
broughlt with him a littie boy of
aibout four years of age, provisions,
a few trap3, and a rifle. That was
surely a deseate spot te eect for a
long winter's residence-so desolate
that a mnan miglt sit axnong the
spruces that ûverbaung the rapids froml
year 9s-end to voar's-end and flot catchi
se inucli as a glinipse or souind of a
brother buinan. Tt suited Pierre,
liowever-a saf e retreat. ii wichl te
care for the ebild; the selaee of na-
tutre for hi-, aehing lieart; and the
mneani; of an honest livelibood lurk-
ing, soft-footed, on every side.

The ebuld 's naine was alse Pierre,
but the father, thongli a French bal£-
breed, always gave hlm bis namre in
Engliali. "Little Peter" b lecalled
bin-tbe naine the blue-eyed Englisb
mother bad given him. The womna.
lhad died in Angust, after a year ofsuffering. Pierre lad uurseld ber
tenderly and steadfastly throughout
those bitter meontbs, giving up bis
work se that lie uiigbt devote ail bi$

finie to lier; and whien it waa ovèr,
broken and impeveri.bed, be hadborrowed enough money to ontfit for
a vinter's trapping anid had corne tethe Little Beaver country with hi.son and bis mniories. Now lie llvedi
for nothing else in the world b)ut Jittieý
Peter.

Se vnst was the region that it wff
inid-winter before Running TIhunmder
1varned flint a strangier was trappiug
il, bis thickets and along bis froze-n
wýatpr-ways. Striklng fuirtber afield
thian. isual ene Februairy morning, he
happeuied upon Pierre;. frai]. Vif,
marks of thev racquets lu thev sunow

lie s eaisily read( bY Ruinning
Thuînder as a printed page by a
sch,1olar of boeks. In 0wi~ big,ý white
t 'ype he saw mueli of interest;- buit the
information that t(oeed bin niost
(and this was given by th('ldlw
ness of the iniprint-, in 'the snew) was
th.at the stranger travelled wlitbeut a
lond. Now a man wbo tranipq tbe
wilderuess iu mnid-winter, wben ail the
water-ways are frozen, witli neither a
sledge at bis heels or a Toad ou bis
baekç, mnust bave bi% lieadquarters
somnewbere nerar at baud. The un-
knon was net a chance traveller
then, but a trapper-a taker of furs
in Runng Tbuuder's own country!
Realisation of this fact breuglit auger,
like the sbadow of a flame, te the
Y tmgý man's dark- eyes. Hie cleared
hii' -îi freux its woolleu case and set
off ai ai brisk trot along the stranger's
tracks.

Tt was close upon moon wben Run-


