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make its last trip south in the morning—even now it
would have to break its way through the young ice.

Dingan’s partner dropped a bar across the door of the
shop, and the four men gathered about the fire. Fora
time no one spoke. At last the captain of the Ste. Anne
said: “It’s a great chance, Dingan. You'll be in civ-
ilisation again, and in a rising town of white people
Groise 'll be a city in five years, and you can grow up
and grow rich with the place. The Company asked
me to lay it all before you, and Lablache here will buy
out your share of the business, at whatever your partner
and you prove its worth. You're young; you've got
everything before you. You've made a name out here
for being the best trader west of the Great Lakes, and
now’s your time. It’s none of my affair, of course, but
[ like to carry through what I'm set to do, and the
Company said, ‘ You bring Dingan back with you. The
place is waiting for him, and it can’t wait longer than
the last boat down.” You're ready to step in when he
steps out, ain’t you, Lablache?”

Lablache shook back his long hair, and rolled about
in his pride. “I give him cash for his share to-night—
someone is behin’ me, saeré, yes! It is worth so much,
I pay and step in—I take the place over. I take half
the business here, and I work with Dingan’s partner. 1
take your horses, Dingan, I take you lodge, I take all
in your lodge—everyt'ing.”

His eyes glistened, and a red spot came to each cheek
as he leaned forward. At his last word Dingan, who
had been standing abstractedly listening, as it were,
swung round on him with a muttered oath, and the
skin of his face appeared to tighten. Watching through
the crack of the door, Mitiahwe saw the look she knew
well, though it had never been turned on her, and her




