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SYNOPSIS.

“Mager Carran, agent of the Hudson Bay
« Quaepany's Big Loon bout to start
Bk there 'llh‘;‘uwll rns_that Lor-

e S it the will. Carran rea-

sy that I Lorimer should dle the mones

wmmbd be hls wife's, then he could marey her
and get it

Curran’s right-hand man is Mashkaugan, an
amcwped convict rescued by Curran. This is
= Bamchback_ef. great strength and very sue
peomtteus. They both hate Lotimer.

an inteers

ewean sends Larimer and Mashkaugan on
- cxpleting trip and the {ndian phuhes Lor.
Semex it the rapids and leaves him for dead.
Pusimg his absence Loclmer's son {s born.

-_

e sat GOWH
e Soor.

=j can afford to promise that
Memmchback a lot of money,” he final-
%y docided, “Five or even ten thou-
wmné dollars—it won't make any dif-
- fawerce after 1 ict hold of that for-
tcre. Tl be &l

BLaring MiCHuy e

le to spare it, ‘all
- might1” .

He left his room. The blackness
of bis thoughts filied his evil mind
o that he had no realization of the
esxiy autumnal brecze that was
shaking golden leaves from trem-
BErg aspens and cilvery birches.

For him there was no beauty in

e glimmering river or the distant, i anf

parpling hills. He looked at Father
Gregoire, who was coming out of the
ohtel's tent after the baptism of
Ameou’s man-child, followed by some
. sk women who had respectfully wit-
messcd that which they called his
" .medicine.

Ste missionary was geing for @
-shrort (rip up one of the affluent riv-
ex=. He said that he would return in
» few weeks, in time for his journey
porth, where he ~ould remain all
weinter at one of the bay posts.

his departure Curran went
e the tent, where the wife of Ni-
-mEssUts bustling about, as all
‘Jmczan women do’ after a child is
- Joorm
=All but myself have seen the
. &ild of Yellow Hair,” he said.
¥ also go in?”
The woman vwroudly admitted
M, and he sougt to look as pleas.
astly as possihle. It was important
LR tiate -himself to the utmost
wath everybody in the_fnmily of Ni-
~ hope you are very well” he
403d Ameou; “but I need not ask, for
b ook splendidiy. It is a wonder-
child; yes, a beautiful child—one
-t will be a mighty man.
«tfe must take the best care of
im and watch him always and see
. eat be comes to no harm. If there
@ soything in the store that you
~want, you must tell me and will get
3t for you. You must not be de-
rived of anything. In me you have
a irve friend” - - 4

The mother wondered a little.
Hithorto she had placed little trust
In tte man; but his pleasunt words
erc agreeable and his praise of the
Zhitd, a thing grateful to all women,
softered her heart to’him.

“yunn Curran left and returned to
€he post, where he took a bottle that
Te Srpt concealed beneath his bunk

apd swallowed some of the fiery
stuff. '
Several days went by, during

-xhich the .mother gained strength,
.ané the wind increased in force so
Shat the leaves began to swirl more

Sentifully over the river, specklin,

% wwn gold and crimson. Sma

bizds began to gather in circling
londs that came down into high
trees as thickly as clustered grapes
amnd arose ‘agaln, preparing soon to
“wend théir way' toward the warmer
“pands of the South.
-7 Ameou would leave the tent now
and then ‘to sit on the bank. and
wratch the .river for the arrival that
wos te make her happiness complete.
ot the baby took inuch time, and
svery mosement of its lips or eyes o
4iny ‘fingers meant hitherto untold
maritig things to her and filled her
Tenrtowith'a power to be patiest.
ne afternoon, 2s she ga!
little one at her
-~ Her eyes were longingly
to that distant point at the
. amd of the curve in the rrver. - -

A thousand times she had feit that

was
<which had only proved to be a decep-
dien te her overstrained eyes or
floating branch. L.
she thought herself tie
prey of illusion, but an instant later
. abe teaped to her feet.

With wildly, besting ‘heart zhs
«alted to the others. Some Indians
~cxme nmnmr toward her. It could
«amly be the on{‘-expectcd cance, for
mone of the families that had already
Pt the post would return before the
. epring. ; :

It surely is 8 canoe,” said Atika-
-~ mek, whose vision .was renowned
.among a :sharp-eyed people. “Pres-
eutly we shall hear the firing of &
un. Let us hasten for ours that we
amxy teceive them according to cus.
tmem with large. measure of ‘pouk’
“n-the Darrels.”

"o -the imen ran for their guns to
- welebrate, the arrival of the explor-
. wes. They. returned, pouring in the
s from ancient powder-horns
. &pd priming the nipples, for there
\were very few who had modern
-wrezpons.
Then Atikamek whispered to a by-
stander: | “1 surely can see but one
- mean in the cadoe.”
But Ameou overheard- him and
- manxiously- sirained--her: vision. Insa
- wexry few seconds she also was cer-
tain. An ashen color came intother
““faee as she stared and clutched her
‘Saby convulsively. The little fellow
sBegan to cry. It was not as'silent as

kel

1

“May !

Indlan babes, and often beilowed
lustily after the manner of white in-

ants.

“One of the two may have become
ill or bs hurt and lying In the bot-
tom of the boat” said old Nimis-
suts hopefully. “Perhapa it is Uapl-

4 shiu of the Yellow Hair who {s pad-

g."
MNol Tt

bt n reason
his mind, now spoke impatiently in
a curt fashion, and was looking at
him like some maddened dog ready
to leap at his masters throat, yet
to much cowed to try. -
For this reason Curran said no
more to him just then, thinking it
prohable that some da!s of
feeding and rest: woul induce the
man to enter heartily into any evil
scheme that might be proposed.

impatiently waiting until thef® could
obtain from Mashkaugan all the de-
tails of the tragedy. )
Indeed, starving and upsetting in
deep " water _constituted, with the
news of hunting, the only matters of
Interest in theirl precarious lives.
They Were now eager to know in
what manner the wilderness had
once more taken its toll.
They surrounded Mashkaugan as
soon as Curran left him, but to their
ities he replied =

fes

s M the
Crooked Backl” asserted Atikamek.
] cannot sea his face, but the pad-
dle glints in the sunlight and I can
soe the movement of the arms and T
know the man. Moreover, his head
lies deep between his shoulders. 1t
ean be none other.”

Curran, who had seen the assem-
ibling of the peaple, hastened down to
{where ~they were gathered. He

walked up and down like some caged
beast. His nerves were on esge
11rom too much smoking and the bot-
tle beneath his bunk. N

%A minute later ali could see Mash-
kaugan's face. Hc was paddling
powerfully against the current, and
i yet his work looked like the, final ef-
i fort of a spent man.

He came nearer.and nearcr—until.
“all could see that in the bottom of
the cance there was nothing but 2
pack.

The wife of Nimissuts was just:in
Itime to seize the baby. Ameou fell
‘unconscious with a piercing cry.

The voyageur approached —and
Curran cried out to him in Judaslike,

er: X
“Whaut hast thou done with Loxi-
mer, the man who went with thee
and whom I gave .n thy.charge?”

. *“He fell in the White Rapids, car-
. rying a greater loud than I was will-
iing he should take. He fell {from
the path on the cliffs,” replied Mash-
kaugan, “The waters. closed over

him and I never saw him again,
{ though I searched a long time. He
ibore all the flour, and I have had

'little to eat and am starving’
i His appearance vore out his state-
‘ments. He was gaunt, and his sharp
{face was wolfish with the mazks of
‘}mninr as he staggered painfully up
| the bank, leaning upon his paddle.

|  Curren went to i
i him by the arm.

“Come with_me to_the post,” he
isald. *You will be given somethhsﬁ
tto eat at once. must know al]
| sbout this _dreadful ing. I.
had_rather have lost m "

“1 will tell you after
| answered the man sullenly.
me hot tea and meat an
first.”

‘Ameou was beginning to return to
]!i!e as the two went up to the lo
building. Once more she manage
to stagger to her feet. She insisted
upon being given her baby, whi
she seized desperately, ds if some
| ome had been seeking to take it away
from her. :

Women accompanied _her to her

tent and laid her down upon the
blankets that covered a thick bed
of balsam-boughs. Then they squat~
ited beside her, weeping silently for.
ther awful grief.
i At the post the old Indian servant
‘hastened to place dishes and tin cups
{upon the table, but Mashkaugan had
{ already found a piece of dry bread,
j which he was devouring_ greedilyt
i Anne brought in’ the tea, black an

him and seized

“Get
bread

{ strong, and the boiled meat hich

i ghe bad whrmed in a fryin-pan. . |
| “Don't eat so fast,” Curran _told

him.. “Youll make yourself ill.if
you wolf your grub that way."” .
i~ But Mashkaugan turned upon him;

¢ snarling:
“] wish you had done the stan'ing
! and—and your own accursed work!
| “Hush!" whispered Curran, fright-
ened. “Those confounded old In-
dians may overhear you!
His head was turned toward 2he
open door of the long room where
| the ‘cooking-stove was; but the old!
couple were at the othek door at the)
Ifnr. end, "doubtless discussing the‘
| dreadful news; Old Anne was hold:|
iing the corner of a dirty apron toi
! her wrinkled face, wiping away the!
| tears, for Lorimer had been very;
! good to these people.
i~ Tt took but a short
| kaugan, to finish his meal. He had
| bolted the~food-in great pleces, 1ike’
! g dog who fears that otliers may rob,
i him.. After he had arisen Curran’.
handed him a plug,
nervously shaved off. some tobacco
and stuffed it into his pipe. .
“Give me 8 drink,” he ordered
as if he had been master at
Curran obeyed quickly.
two wen} out_and walked:
he stllinesa:of the deep
if. they could not have
trusted the dwelling with such things
as were to be told. A
The hunchback, in brief, chop-
| py sentences, related what had hap-
pened.
“And are
fie is dead?’

time for Mash!

4o
6
i woods, 8s

&
Ex

you shsolutely sure that
asked

] saw him one -moment—then
gone! Looked for the body a little
while. Nothing! e White Rapids
don't give up anything. They never
do. at was ever seen of Aisl
nipi who went over, mad with the
l drink that was in him?" :
With the back of his hand the man
wiped his 3weating forehead, al-
though a-chill wind was blowing
“from the north.
rran did not answer him. In-
deed, what prospect was_there that
a min, even if left alive in that wil-
| derness, could ever make his way
back without & canoe, especially one
whoge previous life was not inu
to terrible hardship? 3 .
Mashkaugan had seen him rolling'
\in the rapids. Then his body disap-
peared.+ This was_suzely. enough.
Curran was_anxious to speal
Mashkaugan about Lorimers child,
and was about to mention it when he
thought better of it. . i
The man, whether owing to hun-
wor or suffering, br for_some other

and the man’

fo'|

|
|

 ings in low,

ly. - .

“You are men,” he said hurriedly,
“an of the woods and riv-
ers. A white man not long among
you, bearing a heavy pack, watks on
a shelf of rocks above waters where-
in evil spirits live—and stumbles.

“The lond uron him overbalances
him-—and that is the end, Then what
can the other man do? am Weary
with your talking.

“Lat those of you who know the
White Rapids tell the others what
manner of place it is, and let me
slone.” i

The hunters about him nodded.
They could understand. Of course
they would have liked to hear over
and over again with much detail, all
about this awful happening;
knew that a man who has been
gry for some days and returns alone
obsessed by the thoughts of sudden
death in his presence may be short in
temper and not inclined to talk.

‘After he had pone away to the
rough shack sthich belonged to him
they sat in a circle or squatted about
a fire of dry | wood long into the
night, and spake of similar happen-
i hushed  voices, fearing
lest the hunger of the spirits of evil
might not yet he satinted, and that
one of themselves might be destined
aoon to fall into their maws.

CHAPTER VIL
From the Jaws of Death.

. Lorimer may have been the one-
thousandth man who could have es:
caped while the other nine hundre
and ninety-nine would have found 8
certain death in the turmoil of fren-
zied waters crashing among merci-
less spurs of rock and moving bould-

ers.

Whether by the hazard of blind
fortune or because of providential
interference he emerged from the
jaws of death, just as one lone man
in a desperate battle may come
through = barrier of steel and 2 hail
of hurtling shot and find ‘himself
among the living.

The flood had seized Lorimer and
rolled him with a force against
which the strength of 2 giant would
have been futile.

For an instant, through no effort
of his own, he had come to the sur-
facé and cadght one gasping breath
before sinking again.

Tn his ears there was a roar of
bursting_guns, and his chest felt as
if the wWeight of tons were crushing
t. Then came a sense of falling—
falling as if forever—during “shich
one more mercifyl breath came to
him before hesank and' lost con-
sciousness. - - .

The ~water , beneath  the falls
swirled him ‘around - and played with
him for an instant. Relenting, it
tossed him upon a great rock that
slanted down into the circular pool.

Then the body moved. The breath
came to pinched, white nostrils; the
eyes opened and closed and opene
again.

For ‘s ‘moment they looked about,
perhaps with- the same ghastly as-
tonishment that is seen on the face
of a man. shot dn battle-whom the
fierceness of pain strikes only a few
seconds after the missile has done its
work.

The anguish of suffering came to
him. as the gathering clearness of his
mind enabled him to realize it.

e had but to craw! on hands and
knees to emerge sltogether from
the numbing, icy water in which he
had been half submerged.

At this moment the energy of de-
spair, the instinct to fight, the primal
tendency of the wild thing to seek
escape with- elaw and feng from the
grasp of the enemy—all this return-
¢d to the man. X

Chattering '.eet]z ‘nl\‘attx;:red xsobl:;»
gexitha . -of the brnigsed ~body
ﬁ&d lal?ergt skin were ‘not consid-
ered:

He found himself under a ledge of
proéecting‘rock which had ‘doubtless
hidden him from Mashkaugan’s eﬁs.
A few staggering steps brought him
to @ partiof the bank where the

at, bare, curling roots ‘of coni-
ers, growing, . above, : gav. im a
chance to 'puil himself up desperste-
ly until he reached a place of safety
farther down the stream where the
high floeds of spring had cast up 8
tangled 'mass of driftwood,” now
bleached by sun and rain. .

Chance had saved him once. A
little circumstance that would have
been of trifling import to one In the

dst of civilization again brought
him out of jeonin‘dfv.

One of the first lessons the woods
taught him was this: that, whatever
else he might neglect, he must al=
ways have dry matches,

om, his pocket he pulled out &
box made from a brass shotgun cart-
ridge, closed by = tightly fitting
wooden plug. L

Birch-bark was plenitiful, and un-
der his trembling fingers there soon
rose @ small, clear flame, on which
he piled dry wood until he had a

Teat roarin before which he
ay down exhausted, while a stéam-
cloud rose from his garments. .

In o short time he'was rested aod
took off most of his clothing, which
he carefully dried, cold that
had taken hold of him, and which
for, some time had _caused him to
stagger like 8 drunken man, was
leaving him, and ke began to feel

hungry. . N

1t was thefi that the notion.struck
him that he was slone. In sudden,
wild panic he called until he was

hat hal affected | NO3FSC,

|

good | plight came to Lorimer as a !

|
|

\

|

I

|

and stopped LbrUpL.

“He was behind:me and must have
stumbled with that canoe so that it
touched me and ‘pushed me ‘over.
Then he must have looked for me;

i but, as he thought I was dead, jof

coutse he hurried away. |
The realization of his desperate
-

gering blow that: stunned him. He

was only too well aware of Indlan |

superstitions that make them [fear
people when their end has come sud-
denly; and sends them fleeing in ter-
ror from places where bodies 'have
disapricared. )

They claim that Atshoum, chief of
evil spirits, whom they also know as
the Matshi Manitou, the bad 'god, bas
geized:.upon them; for dread purposes
of his own. )

Lorimer sank’ to'the’ ground again,
weakened -far more by the conster
nation brought upon him by these
thsughtst than 1by: .the awful -expe-
rience he had juat been through in
the_rapids. 7 T B

Yet the inberent power of ‘hls race
had only been shattered for.a time.
Hope rose again—the desire ofthe
white man in the vigor of his years
for a death that shall only overcome
him in the lust of battle.

The night was coming, and Lori-
mer broke some balsam-boughs for
bedding. ~In the great pile of drift-
ed wood he found pieces which, once
alight, would burn long and smolder
for hours. These he Jlaced on his

re,

Finally exhausted naturc. had the
upper hand, and: he stept soundly for
some hours until the chill of night
awoke him.

The fife was reduced to a few
glowing = embers which  he only
found by stirring the ashes with a
stick. More birch-bark helped to re-
new the fire. . It was soon roaring
again.

‘He slept, and no longer heard the
chant -of the great falls—that might
have been clamoring for other lives.

e awoke very early in the mo
ing. So sore werc his limbs
body

move; but he forced them to, supple-
stretching and  kneading
them with his hands.

Then he started home, with near-
ly a hundred miles by the river and
many more_along ‘he banks between,
himself and the hope of life.

By this time his empty stomach
was crying for food.
the bed of the river where there was
plenty of gravel. Loose small stones
are rare among the mosses and rocks
and deep black loams of the forést,
and now, like'n lungry savage of
primeval times, he must go forth and

He picked up 2 pocketful of round
pebbles and followed the beach
down-stream, knowing that, once in
the deep woods, he would be com-
pelled to ﬁ%ht his way through des-
perate tangles.

It was then that the third incident
oceurred which accounts for the fact
that his bones'are not now bleaching
in the woods, torn asunder and seat-
tered by bears, fores and wolver-

es.

In the shallow water near the
beach his eyes fell upon what looked
Iike three round rocks, lying above
the water. |

Something unusual about their
shape attracted his attention. A
closer look revealed his pack and the
flour-bag still tied together with his
tump-line, which the flood had rolled
along'the bottom until they had
brought up against a lump of gran-
ite_and stopped. )

Witb a hoarse cry of joy he leaped
into the shallow water and pulled
the things ashore. Again his over-
wrought nerves caused his hands to
shake as he loosed the line to look
over his precigus find.

The flour-b’g was the more impor-
tant of the two. But for the leak he
had discovered on the previous day,
it would have been all lost. The wa-
terproof bag in which he had placed
it had only allowed a little water to
penetrate through. .

He ran into the woods and got &
great sheet bf birch-bark, on which
he emptied 'the flour. About ten
pounds on the outside were wet and
sodden, but from the interior he ob-
tained aboutitwenty-five pounds that
were dry.

He lighted another fire and care-
fully dried the inte rior of the bag, in
svhich he replaced the dry fiour. Then
he made rough, re:nd dough-balls of
that which!was we* and placed them
before the fire. He filled his mouth
with the tasteless stuff and ate it
hungrily, though it clung to his
teeth. .

Then be investigated his awn pack
hurriedly, yet with an exulting sense
of happiness. He knew now &at he
had a fhighting chance, one that a
strong man might grasp and win. He
must hasten and use every hour of
daylight. .The flour must  be hus-
banded carefully.

He well knew the desperate length
of, every mile in an untrodden coun-
try where there were no blazed trap-
ping lines 'to follow, in which he
would sink-in_quag aires and be com-
pelled to climb rocky ledges and push
through thick alder swamps, alwkys

i sight of the river, or, at

keeping in
any rate, very near its course, be-
cause if he traveled any distance
from it he would urminry get lost.

In places where there were port-
ages, or in others whe:e the men had
been accustomed to ling-up their ca-
noes against the stream, dragging
them with Topes from the shore, he
would be:able to make better time.
But he knew that the valleys through
which rivers flow always affo e
worst going, and that he would not
dare very often to seek the more
open country afforded by the nddges
and the woods of the higher land.

For the time being the most im-
portant point was to reduce his loas
tn the least possible weight.

- “One pound,” he told himself, “is
supposed; to handicap.a horse eight
ards in a one-mile race. What mus
it mean to a wesry man over a hun-

dred and fifty-mifes?” .
His blanket, was wet, and he dried

it earefully at the fire. . He found he

had a pair of extrs moccasins, and
discarded those he was wearing. He
also'threéw, away a flannel shirt, some
socks, an ‘old coat, a pair of camp
slippers,jand two baxes of rifle cart-
ridges, a5 the gun had remained with
Mashkangan. He sorted out the
things until he had kept nothing that
was not|strictly indispensable.

ing his search he found in the
‘bottom of his bag 2 Small white sack
which e remembered seeing Ameou

i

that at first he_could searcely

7 preparing. He had_ hitherto neg-

fected to look into itgpbut now he
opened it to see wheth®r it also con-

card. He found a little folded piece
of white paper. For 2 moment hi:
eyes were dimmed as he saw the
childish writing the girl had devel-
oneg under his tuition. Then he
read:

Dere Heart Yellow Hair:
Just a bit writin to carry my
love with you on travel. Hurry

soon home. Meybe little man
Yellow Hair waiting for you
come

back. oL
With love like bik mountains,
0U. !

For a moment he sat by the fire
on the beach. lts thin, white smoke
was traveling toward the southwest,
where the woman so dear to him was
waiting, and where, perhaps, a little
man. Yellow Hair,” as she
quaintly called him, was lying on the
breast  that held such love.

His search of the little sack re-
vealed his small .22 pistol and a box
of cartridges. Thcre was also
package of matches done up in a lit-
tle piece of oil-cloth. Besides these;
he found a pair of the most beautiful
buckskin slippers he had ever seen;
gaily decorated with porcupine quills
and beads. They certainly could not
serve him on his journey, yet he kept
them as if they had been of the
greatest value! '

Lorimer’s haste had become mad:
dening. An overwhelming desire to
be well on the desperately long jour-.

{

ney ahead of him—grim with dan-
ger, fraught with all manner of
bardship and bitter weariness—over-
came him.

It took him but a few minutes
more to make up his pack sgain, ug-
ing but one bag for everything and
abandoning the other. He swung the
load to his forehead, knowing well
that its slight we!sht—some

forl?'
| pounds—would often prove an intol-
and | erable burden.

He knew endugh of the great
woods to fully realize the distressing
toil ahcad of him, but he plunged

, into the forest fike one in pursut of

i
|

He went down |

t
i
|
'

!
|
|

I by

|
|

1

\
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|

|

|

somgie illusive fwe that is bearing
away 2ll that 2 man may hold pre-

cious,

At nightfall he was exhausted.
After a few days his journey becarpe
a labor. Every step he took gave
him hain, and his' only moments of
rest were when dull apathy took
hold of him and he walked like|s
man in a dream.

But whenever his mind became
alert he began to count his steps and
calculate the days and hours  ahd
minutes of his journey—to figure
out the distances traveled and thdse
remaining. i

Whenever he came upon the river-
bank, from which he never moved
very far, and saw some landmark
that he remembered, he was con-
scious of a_disappointing realization
that he had again overestimated the
weary miles through alder brakes
and windfall: and quaking marshes.

In some places a mile an hour was
an absolutely impossible . achieve-
ment. There were so many obsta-
cles to be surmounted, 50 many tums
and twists to be made around steep
hills and cliffs, that he often jour-
neyed for a mile or two when the
course of the river would have been
ut a few hundred yards. '

Once, in despair, seeing the course
of the stream in a long, majestic
curve from a high hill, he plunged
into deeper woods, believing | he
would have no trouble to hold his di-
rection. For a time the traveling
was better, but af‘er a time he|be-
;:ame confused and knew that he was
ost. i
“First came the well-nigh irresist-
ible inclination to run, to get out of
the maze in some way; but he| re-
membered some hard-learned lessons
and sat down for a moment.

He studied the sun carefully, land
finally turned at right angles to, the
course he had been taking, cowing
out to the river again, where he
found that half a day’s toil had been
wasttgd. f\;r he was _nearly at his
starting-place, near the Trapids of
Dead Pine Hill, i

he pain in his limbs and his blis-
tered feet and aching shoulders did
not alone trouble him. His food' was
poor stuff for a man on a hard jour-
ney. i

There was no-baking powder for
his flour, and the sodden cakes he
baked on flat ston s or the raw flour
he sometimes ate were like lead in
his stomach.

Always he watched keenly| for
game, yet he was able to kill but Lit-
tle. He captured a couple of porcu-
pines as they were slowly climbing
trees with a gres’ rattle of quills,
and ate their fat meat ravenously. A
big hare he shot losted him o couple
of days. Patridges had been scarce
that year, and he killed but very few
with his pistol. |

At the end of the first week,! hav-
ing toiled from carliest daylight un-
til dark, and résting only when jover-
come with fatigue, he Knew that he
was not\lyetdhn{f-wny to Tehemuak

ready he had grown thin
and worn, His cheek-bongs | pro-
.truded, and his eyes darkened like
those of a man who has undergone
long vigils.

‘He knew then the awlul weariness
of the man to whom inanimate

things become personal en
There is & time when the e
dragging of feet from the blacl
becomes a torture; when hindering
branches and vines that are
for heavy feet to catch upon
fallen tranks that cannot be stepped
over become the wiles fiends
united in conspirary and try: one's
soul to the verge of madness.

At times, often for a merciful
half-hour, he would find himself in &
bit of open forest where there were
no windfalls, or where the high trees

shutting off the light, had prevented
the growth of smaller trees 2nd
shrubs.

Then he would feel as if he had
been delivered from shackles, and he
went on, gladdened for a while, un-
i guagmmzs barred his way or tan-
gled, deciduous trees halted him.

He might have collapsed and
wept in moment of exhaustion, but
the sweating of his
thinness of his poorly nourished
gxnme must have dried the fount of

tears.
For two days he had to tramp In
& pouring rain. When the summer-
warmthiearth” was moistened Wil
the water that came cold
sglouds, it

| 4 and gmoked,

e

tained anything which he ‘might dis- '

| days,

from north- :
d smoked,.

" and the thick mist obscured his vis-
. fon.

Severa] times he sank on soggy

moss and rotting leaves, and slept

for a time, to awake in terror lest he
had wasted precious hours, Then he
would start hurriedly, antil his stiff-
ened limbs would rehel at his speed
and stumble, so that he frequently
. walked with the tottering gait of the
! aged. -
| Z*it began to seem like agls since
! he had started. He lost the count of
and soon began to think he had
| wandered for months_and that there

never could be-an end- to his jour-

ney.

Very early one, morning he started
again, his head ' confused with the
first delirium_ of ,-overexertion. He,
no longer seemed to care whether he

| ever reached his ‘goal.
: n 8 few minutes he came to %
small lake, which puzzled him at
: first. Suddenly he’ realized that he
- was on_the shore of Amishkapi, or
Many Beaver Lake, that was only a
few hours’ travel in cances from
! Tshemuak.
t A little strength returned to his
hody. He would certainiy arrive at
his post on the evening of the next
day at the latest. B
For: a time he found fair walking,
and his heart was wonderfully light-
ed, for his home was almost in sight.
t He had to keep some distance from
| the shore of the lake, for it was
reedy, with a $oft, mud bottom.
Then he vaguely noted the tracks
| of a man who had been there only
recently. Following these tracks he

a canoe had landed—but it was no
longer there.

Retracing his steps
the tracks inland.

t the fout of a tree, resting-on a
bed of moss, an infant, wrapped in &
tiny blanket, was Iying asleep.

‘or a_moment Lorimer looked
dully at the baby, hardly seeming to
understand. Then the buby cried
fecbly, as if weak from hunger.

Lorimer, still dazed, took the child
in his arms, hardly knowing what he
was doing.

An hour later Uapukun, the wife
of Atuk, a _Nascuupee, who was
camping on Many Beaver Lake, net-
ting whitefish for the winter's pro-
visions, vpened her eyes in wonder.

A man clad in woful rags was
staggering toward her, vet he did
not appear to see her. His face was
rough with a beard of some weeks,
and he was soiled with the dirt of
many days, which cold water alone
had been unable to remove. In his
arms the man held a weeping child.

The woman called him and he lift-
ed up his head as vne suddenly awak-
ened from a dream. He rushed to-
ward her, stumbling, bent down,
placed the baby in her arms, an

he faollowed

rolled over on the ground, an inert

mass.
Uapukun then cried out and her
husband came Tunning toward her.

" came {0 a place on the shore wheré .

-~

He hastened to prepare hot tea and -

fish_broth, and forced some between
Lorimer’s teeth.

In a moment - he swallowed the
food greedily. Then the Indians
dragged him into their tent and cov-
ered him with blankets.

Uapukun, who had a little baby of

fant to Her kindly bosom. In a short
time it was also slceping in peace.

CHAPTER VIIL 3
The Babe in the Woods.

While Lorimer had been waginﬁ a
fight for his life that is to this day
talked of by Indians of the north,
Curran had sought to further his
own ends. When te took courage to
speak to Mashkauran, ving slight
hints concerning %is intentions to-
ward Ameou's child, he was met with
a snarl.

“Since 1 have returned from that
place of fiends,” cried the hunch-
back, "my food has not nourished
me, for 1 have nu taste for it
Neither do [ sleep, for if my eyes
close there comes Lefore them that
face 1 saw upturred in the rapids!
Often there are devils around it who
thrust it at me! . am accursed be-
cause of thee, and some day thou
shalt share the curse with me!”

“Thou art crazy,” answered Cur-
ran, sneering at him. "Thy brain is
becoming  more crooked than thy

ody.’

But the man gave no answer,
merely casting an evil glance at him
before he returned to his shack
where he spent many hours alone.
His fellow Indians feared him to
some extent and were keen to avoid
him.

Ameou was sitting before her tent,
2 woful picture of a woman who has
suffered great sorrow. Currant went
up to her, being 1nxious always te
make a favorable impression on her.

“Because of the grief that has
come upon thee,” he said, “there is
no reason to deprive thyself of any-
thing thou mayest need. The door
of the storercom is open. Help thy-
self, for it is the way of white men
as of Indians that what belonged to
the husband js the wife’s and the
child’s. Always come to me and
thou shalt have everything accordin;

thy needs, for I am thy frend.

"Ta Be Continued.
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