v, but I want

e down,” said A

his brother.

enlist.”

a commission,
f." .
rivate. ’’

id straightened
| went to his
fingers over ga
ck hair, in the

here,” he said,
yvered it.  “It
me—that and

rrupt him,

e said with a
f the mark of
ing to take it
" what use is®
t be brought

~and gripped
ou, my boy!”"

n Alice’s eyes,
Gilpert junior,

1d

eele

thick of the

1;

ght, striking
b

3t fall.

in his eye

y breast;
and, and as

rast Wesﬁ.
God! but it’s

his s
. Death hove

a
e teeth of a

3ow ;
s for themr

ing snow.
e cowman’s

d;
1e storm at

blurred.

ut we won

se plains of

ed  at the

08 3
nd suffered

th salves.
and shared

at
en hit the

he flat.

. hurts me

s X
. meet her

of death—
oan;
- a solemn

Home.

y fanned
eigns;

ed for ﬂn}_

’lains.

—fx

\
\
\
\
.

7

be out on the prairie to-night for

a thousand doHars! It's twenty-
five below, and a snorter of a blizzard
blowing,” and the speaker, who had just
entered the room in the unpretentioug
building serving as postoffice, general
store and meeting place for all the gossips
of the little western village, shook the
snow from his fur coat and cap and took
up a position in close roximity to the
roaring stove, around which a half-dozen
or so of farmers, villagers and “bummerg”

€6 I TELL you what, boys, I'wouldn’t

“It happened in the eighties, as I sed;
one of th& hardest winters I ever seen,
and I hev bin in the west more’n thirty
years,

“That gea.r I hed bin knockin’ around
all over the country, and doin’ most any
kind of a job that come along. The fall
found me in K——, a little one-horse
place in Saskatchewan, and I wus cursin’
my luck fer leadin’ me ter sich a forsaken
hole, when I dropped acrost a fellow one
day in the only saloon in the town.

were already seated.

“It’s a freezer, all right, and I, fer one,
am mighty glad I've only ter go ter the
next block fer my bed this night,” spoke

. “‘Hev a drink,’ sez he, by way of
Interducin’ himself. ‘I guess I will,’ sez I,
namin’ my poison ter the barkeeper.
“‘Stranger in thede parts, eh?’ he
went on, flingin’ a five-spot acrost the bar.
“‘Yes,” sez I, as I poured the whisky

Camp Life, Rainy Lakes

“ ‘Well, my name’s Phil Mawes,” the
fellow sez, sippin’ outer his glass. ‘I
keep bach on m place, twelve miles
south, and I would like ter get hold of
someone ter help me look arter a hundred
head this winter. If yer’ll come I'll give
yer good money. Fill up yer glass and
think over it.’

“Well, boys, ter cut things short, it
took four glasses ter help me think mat~
ters out, and then I concluded I might
do worse than take a spell on a farm. So
I got my traps tergetﬁer, and left town
with Mawes fer his place. Phil hed one
of the slickest, placesyer ever cla%t eyes
on—stables, al.lp built in a bunch, and

Pithers Point, near Fort Francis, Ont.

C.N.Ry.

up a voice, the owner of which sat with
both feet elevated on the fuel box, and
his chair tilted back at an angle which
strained its two back legs to creaking
point. )

“Aye, yer’re right,” exclaimed a third
member of the group, a big hulking

“shanty-man from the camps away north,
and a stranger, evidently, to the rest.

“I oughter hev taken the trail ter the
camp ter-night, but I guess I'll wait till
this blows is-self out. Gee! how it does
gnort,”” as an unusually strong blast
screeched around the building, rattling
the stove pipes in the chimney and whirl-
ing through every minute crevice around

e door frame streams of snow, dry a.ng.
fine a5 powder. “Sich a night as this,
the stranger went on, “reminds me -of
that record cold winter, back in the
eighties, when I wus baching it on the

farm with Phil Mawes, who gev me this
in ‘membrance of him, as the tombstones
jay.”” Here the speaker pushed back
his cap and revealed a long, deep scar
across his forehead. .
“Tell us the yarn, boss,” cried several
Voices in unison, while the postmaster
and storekeeper combined, whose at-
tention had been divided between his
rﬁlties and the words of the stranger,
exclaimed: “Yes, let’s have the story!
It’s closing time, but I don’t mmd,’keep-
ing open if you'll tell us the ‘yarn,” and
e tossed more wood into the stove and
Seated himself among the group. .
“Well, boys,” began the stranger, I.rr}
not much at spinnin’ a yarn, but seein
zltls ver want the story I guess I'll et yer
ev it.

Indians on Rainy River. C.N.Ry.

hay and straw piles around ’em fer a
wind-break. His house wus built about
thirty rod away, and all done up in style
—paper and picters on the walls, carpets
and 1lecloth on the floor, and a pianner
in the parlor. %

“When I hed bin with him about a
week he kinder let things out a bit,\and
told me he wus goin’ ter get married\in
the spring. He hed known the girl fe
years in the Old Country, and when he
concluded he’d come out here ter get
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rich quicker, she told him she would
wait fer ever fer him.
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