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in ten minutes-very good, good-by."
SThen he turned to Alderson. "Are you a mind

reader? What's the matter with this engineer of,
yours? He's coming over."

"Well, you told him that you were afraid the
time was too short, didn't you ?"

*'Yes, I did."
"Well, that's what's the matter with him. He's

got bis back up-and, gentlemen, one word-Strongl
won't say much-he neyer does, so don't expect it.
He says the woods make hlm sîlent, and there's
too much talk, anyway. Now"-turning to the blue
print-"here's his starting point, I take it. Good
harbour and deep water."

",By the bye," put in Prentice, "where does
S trickland stand in this ?"

"I was just thinking about that," said Jenkins.
"Saw him two months ago.
Said he was taking his family
to Europe for six mnonths, and
bad everything tied uip and
screwed clown, Hie spoke of
the Northwestern, but didn't
think anything would turn up
just yet. -However, he said
that, if anything did, we were <
to do what we thought best,
and flot bother hlm, and he
would chip in."

"It seems a long time for
Angus to drop out," said
Prentice thoughtfully. "How-
ever, that's ail right. 1 didn't
know you had seen him."

They were intent over the
wap, whien the engineer
knorked and enitereci. h mnv

ien. î e eyes
ýgreen, deep-set,

and the mouth,
singularly sweet

His shoulders

lessly after him. So lightly f cil his foot that only
when the elevator rattled did they know he had
gone. They were left looking at each other in
quizzical surprise; it was over aimost as soon as
it began; it was aimost uncanny. At lasIt jenkins
looked at Alderson and pulled out a big cigar.

"Well, there's a spirit of the North. Heavens!
The man has made me f eei a thousand years, old.
I need'a bracer. Boys, 1 think we're going to get
a run for our money."

0' N the afternoon of the twenty-second of Feb-
''ruary, two months after the meeting in the

Provincial Bank Building, a solitary figure stood on
a ridge in a northern wilderness. As f ar as the

their'axes to a razor edge for the morrow's work;
the chain men were mending snowshoes; the transit
and level men, were plotting field notes on cross-
section paper; the cook and his helpers were hover-
ing like ministering angels over pots and kettles
that augured well for stipper; and, around themn ail,
shuffled and prowled tweive thick-set Esquimaux
dogs, freed from toboggan traces., and hungrily
awaiting their evening, dole of hot corn meal and
taliow.

"Ho, Thirsty,"' called the chief; and a long, lean
man of about thirty-five appeared in the door of
the tent. "How have you made out ?"

"Pretty well, chief. Eight miles in three days,
-no curve over six degrees, and gradient down to
one-haîf -of one per cent."

Strong grunted his apprecîation. Packers in yet ?"
'Some of them, but there

was some mix-up. They only
Sbought corn meal-said the

trails were ail broken Up."
Two little wrinkles appear-

ed on the chief's 'jaw, the only
sign of annoyance he was
ever known to give. He was
forty miles from his nearest
cache of provisions, which
had' been distributed on the
way north to be picked up as
needed on the home journey;
the packers had failed lmr,
and twenty men looked to himn
for ail things. The situation
was seriouýr enough, and look-
in-g out he noticed that the
small, fine flakes of snow had
become larger, and were
drifting noiselessiy down like
crumpled feathers. The cook
was sumnmoned, a huge
French-Canadian, known f romi
Lake Superior to Hudson Bay
as Dominick.

That worthy iifted bis
hands in despair. "By gar,

e> boss, I can't do noddînigs. 1
cook de las' pork to-night. I
guess h'everybody play dog
an' heat corn meai, By an'

«How have'you ma


