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Synnpsis.

doyer Curran. agent of the Tudswr
day Company’'s Dix Loon Post, i
about tu start back there with sup-
plies. He learne that Lorimer, an
Eaglistrean, and hix  assistant has
jost married Ameon, an indian. He
sees the' death notice of Lorimer's
weslthy uncle, and reads 2 lgtter just
strived for Lorimer that he has an in-
terest in the will. Curren reasan
that if Lorimer should the mone-
would be his wife's, thea e couls
marry her himaclf and get it

Curran sends Lorimer ond Mast
¥sngan on an exploring trip and thy
Indian pushes Lorimer inte the rap-

jds and feaves him for deud. burinz,

his sbsence Lorimer's sun is Lorn.

‘Mashkaugan comes back with news
ot Lorimer's death.

But the whitz man is not dead. With
much diftculty he makes his way
back, and just before reaching the
camp of Atuk, z2n Indian. he finds a
white baky left alone in the woods.

Currad meanwhile has schemed ta
have Scarface, an Indien. play a trick
on Ameon by taking b by i
the woods and leaviag b
ran to bring back.

Immediately afier the discovery of
ber loss, Ameon starts in her canoc
to look for the child. The fright 4
and repentant Mashizaugan accom-
panies her, They find the place where
the baby was lcit, but he is gone novn.
The superstitious guide is frightencd
away by the sight of Lorimer.

Mashkaupar goes back alone to e
the baby and is rescued from drown-
ing by Lorimer. The Indians  take
care of them buth, and he baby!

——

They deem. .aat there was no
more reason for care. Atuk’s wife
piled aclean sheet of bark with some
fish and rabbit meat and a great
pmncake hot from the frying pan.

After this meal Lorimer felt much
better,” He was coughing a  good
deal, and there was some pain in his
<hest; but he was young and of pow-
eful build, with an ability to recu-

yerate
He told of his decision not to re-
tumn that afternoon. Atuk agreed
that if was wise, for the weather
was spoiling and a good night’s rest
‘would help him. .
The:baby began to cry. Lorimer
went into the tent and with infinite
precaution took the little thing in his
syms. A strange thrill of pleasure
penetrated his being, and he rocked
the child clumsily, yet in a manner
that brought it peace. .
‘Atuk’s wife, when she raised the
#ap of the tent, smiled broadly when
she beheld this sight. Never would
ap Indian-man have dandled a baby;
at white men were strange beings,
of course, and the sight of the fa-
ther with his little one pleased her.
It is time the uash should be fed
again;” she said as the infant opened
#s eyes. “See how he moves his
arms and feet. A bungry, lusty feed-
er is he and must surely giow into
@ big man who will travel strongly
with paddle and tump-line. Thou
wiit lean upon his shoulder when the
rs, become mar) for thee.
ﬁw the black clouds come fast and
the storm is.veéry near, and jt will
be best for thde to move about, shak-
g the stiffness from thy limbs be-
fore the gale arrives.” L
Jorimer left the tent, entrusting
s son to Atuk’s wife. It was won-
erful how food and rest were re-
storing him, though his head was
$ery hot and ached him. Had it not
Been for the desolation that would
meet, him at Tshemuak Post he
could have started overland _and
feached the place before nightfall.
He need not follow the river now,
ot eould cut across and make the
Soorney nearly as fast 88 a man in &

«xnoe.

This was & coantry in which he
%ad often hunted and fished. What
delight there would have been in his
zetuming strength if only he could
Aave been rushing toward the post,
glorying in the prospect of meeting
the open arms of Ameou, whom he
thought he would never again erush
» his breast,

imer did his utmost to shake

off these thoughts, and, while only

ially successful, the effort did
aod.

He went down to the shore where
.Atak had rajsed scaffolds for the

ing of the fish. He stood on the
ly beach that was between
great rocks, falling sheer int> deep-
er water, and watched the coming
Rorm. e wind was blowing in
m gusts, bending the tops of
toward the south and driving

the waters of the lake before it.

Atak crouched near him, busily
wealing a monster pike that had fol-
Jowed -the whitefish and caught its
1:13 muzzle in the meshes of the

“It is a great storm,” he sald loud-
¥ “It is one such as tells of the
ENOWE coming soon. After this not
8 leaf will remain on the aspens and
birches. The muskrats have built
strong houses this year, and the
Deavers have cut much young poplar
for.food. The fur is thick already. I
extight a marten and two minks this

that have good pelts. It will
. be a long, cold Avié:tcr."

. Lorimer stood beside a large tree
whbse trunk somewhat shielded him
from the gale. Atuk left him, carry-
hﬁhc pike up to the tent.

e biack clouds were piling in
. great masses- high in the sky, while

‘oﬂ\ers lower down In the heavens
i ware racing hefore the blast.
Far away over the scething waters
rimer saw a canoe. It seemed to
be leaping over the waves as a deer
‘runs over falling timber. He stood
|

aghast at the boldness of the man
who had not feared to trust himself
} to ttuse spuming billows.

CHAPTER XIL
The Liar.

i
|
i
| Curran felt very weary when he
1 returncd to the post. A strong man
J and usually of sood endurance, he
was not in the habit of indulging in
mach physical exercis~ as he always
1 had Indians or voyageurs to work
i for him. His quick journcy to Many
+ Beaver Lake and return  had tired
bim in a way that surprised him.
. Tt must be that booze I've been
taking" he reflected. "Il have to
* go light en that stuff, It’s all right
to sell to Injuns, but it ain’t a white
' man’s drink. Shouldn't wonder if it
: made me nervous, too”
' e wes exceedingly ill at ease. In
i rmes seemed to be
augan had turn-
for no particular rea-
e fact that the hunch-
b titicus fool who
in_to become ad-
Of course there
afraid of, but a

lownd

hack
had al
died by

\was nothing t

im

irits was_unreliable.
"t depend op him any more,
have to go it alone. Any-

e who did the—
te Rapids, and it
that would get
blabbed. Nobody

and
way, he was the
the job over at W
is his own neck
! stretched if _he
i would take his word against mine!
| Anyway, 1 was here when it hap-
| pened, and not a word of writing has
| passed between us. There isn't a
thing that can be proved against
me.”

e.

The man walked restlessly up and
down the big living-room in the post,
He was doing 2 lot of thinking, and
the more he thought the more he
warried.

“Just one more swig at that stuff
won't hurt me” he decided. “I'm
pretty near playec out. I'm glad T
got back before it began to blow so

hard. It's going to be a rough even-

in,

g
He went out after taking angther
drink and engaged Indians in corfver-
sation, pretending to seek informa-
tion in Tegard to the parties who had
one out in sesrch of the child. All
gad returned save two who had gone
off through the woods.

‘When he inquired for Mashkaugan
he was told that the hunchback had
gone out alone on the river and ap-
peared to be in a esperate hurry.

Curran wondered what the man
was up to. Walking up to the old
chief’s tent, he was met by Nimis-
suts, who did not ask him to enter,

“We have all hunted high and
low,” said the agent, “but so far

here is no trace of the child. I
«rould like to talk to your daughter.”

“Ameou sleeps,” answered the old
man. “The weariness of death is on
her. No talk now.”

Curran returned to the post and
resumed his walking up and down,
still thinking deeply. Finally this
bore fruit in a sudden idea.

“Wonder Wh{ 1 never thought to
look over his old papers,” he sai
himself. “I know he kept some in a
box.”

Entering the room Lorimer and his
wife had occupied, he found that no
genrch was needed. The furniture
was scanty, practically all of it be-
ing home-made and bearing marka
of ax or cross-cut saw. Some shelves
had been made from pieces of provi-
sion boxes. They held a dozen well-
thumbed books and various odds and
ends. There was also 8 small, bat-
tered tin cash-box, which proved to
be_unlocked. : -

Without the slightest compunction
the agent opened it. It contained &
few dollar bills, some loose silver,
and some large 'Canadian penniea.
The amount was not sufficient to in
terest him. There were no legal-
jooking papers, but he found a bun-
dle of old letters, which he opened
and looked over idly.

One of the letters caused him to
stop .when he reached the few lines
above the signature,

“] remember he read this to me,
when it came,” Curran told himself.
“Any old thing was good enough to
read aloud in this neck of the woods.
Told me that sister of his was mar-
ried and had two kids.”

He read the last paragraph over
and over again. | His keen, evil mind
had been quick’to seize a distinct
point of vantage.

After this he read over the whole
It gave a lot of de-

letter carefully.

tails that could interest no-one but
Lorimer, but there was-nothing in it
that would hinder Curran in making
use of it.

The man grinned to himself. Here
was a chance for a neat, little stroke
of diplomacy. He went back to the
living-room after putting every!
in order. The letter ke put in his
pocket. . .

“Cyprien!” he called, and the lame
old Indian retainer promptly re-
sponded.

“Go over to Nimissu: and tell him
I want to see him and his daughter
on o very important matter,” he or-
dered. “Tell them to come here.”

As soon as the old chinf heord the
message he spoke to Ameou hurried-
ly.. The young woman had always
refused' to enter the post building
when Curran was , thece, giving one
excuse or another, - Now, however,
she had no fear since _ her __father

would be with her. She thought
that the .awent perhaps had obtained
some information of the child. She
hurried her ald father, so edger was
she to hear the news.

Curran bade her enter, assuming
s sad and friendly expression that
hefitted the occasion. He offered
Amecou a chair and placed tobacco
within reach of the old man.

“] am gfraid that all this seeking
has been for nothing,” he said, shak-
ing his head sorrowfully. “You are
all going away ageinst my advice for
the winter's hunting. I want to say
that Ameou should take, anything
she wants that belonged to Lorimer.

“Any of his things that she may
want to keep, yet not take away with
her, she can place in_emply boxes
trom the storeroom. They shall be
kept safely for her. I am sure that
there is nothing here which the pec-
ple ‘who really own this property
could object to her taking. They
would not want them to be ‘taken
over the great water.”

He spoke in Montagnais slowly,
watching the two Indians as a lynx
might watch the fledgling brood of
a partridge.

“The men of the brigade who have

e away,” said Chief Nimissuts,
“itold us that they had made a paper
which states that everything that be-
longed to Yellow Hair is now my
daughter's.”

The old man was looking at Cur-
ran keenly. He had been quick to
discern some strange meaning in the
man's words. But the young woman
had sunk dully in her  chair. Such
matters werc of no import to one
who had met with her losses.

«Ah, the paper!” exclaimed Cur-
ran, “True, there is such a paper. I
have it here, Ameou ean take it if
¢he wishes, but I fear such a paper
is not of any good. It must be worth-
, because it is the custom of the
white people t¥ there can be but
one wife to a man. When there are
two the second can have nothing
when the man dics, for the sceond is

not really a wife.

up, with eyes flash-
embling with ex-
lked close to the

citement.
agent.

«] am Ameou,” she said. “I am
the one who was the wife of Yeilow
Hair—and the only one. am the
mother of the child that was his. He
never told me any tale of another
woman of his, and many times told
me I was the only one he ever
loved.”

Curran looked at her, shaking his
head in pitying fashion.

“4las! men will say such things,”
he said. “The last love of a man is
ever the only one. It is a tale that
has been told times in greater num-
ber than the stars in the sky. He
should not have said such things to
an innocent maiden. But you, too,
look as if you did not believe me.”

The young woman was ‘dazed and
haggard, as if the last great trens-
ure had been torn away from her—
faith .in her husband's goodness,

and honesty—and all that
him the only man in the world
to her.

The very teaching he had
to her on those long, happ;
spent together had been rected to
showing her, simply and in few
words, the higher ideals that move
the conduct of decent men.
now all this was nothing but mock
cry, spoken with the forked tongue
of a deceiver. She had been made a
plaything while she had hung upon
his lips!

“I won't believe it!" she suddenly
cried. “There are none but thy own
words to show these things, and they
sound false!”

She was standing before him like
some wild creature at bay, with
fiashing eyes his own could scarcely

imparted
evenings

eet.
“Did Lorimer ever show thee

the papers in that little box2”
asked Curran cautiously. )
#No,” answered Ameou. “He said

they were things that did not mat-
ter -

“Didst thou never seek to read
ther after he went away?”

“f Zm the daughter of a’ chief,”
she unswered proudly. “I am the
woman who belonged to what she
thought was a man. Would I have
pried into things of his that he did
not bid me look at?"

The young woman,
head thrown back, was 8 model of
wounded dignity. Curran looked,
admired her grace, and marveled at
ber spirit.

He would surely m her and
tame that proud beauty. Her pictur-
esque’ comeliness would be his at no
distant dute, he swore to himself.
iHere is @ letter,” he answered
after @ moment. “Of course thou
didst not seek to pry. Thou art &
true woman, and it was an evil day
when ‘one who was ot 8 Teal man
ook thee to wife. But look now at
these written words that have come
from another land where a woman
Thou hast learned to read,
1 know, and 1 would have thee see
for thyself. Sit down here again—
in the light. The words, telling all,
begin here.”

With shaking hands she took the
paper he had placed before her apd
spelled out the words slowly:

Please come back scon from
those dreadful places. You
woald be happier here. The
baby sends you 2 thousand
kisses.

YOUR LOVING AGNFS,
Slowly the paper fluttered to the
floor .and Ameou's head sank to her

folded arms. -
She had received the news of her
busbend’s death with few tears, for
her hurt had been too great for the
grief to have been expended in
weeping. The loss of the baby had

erect and with

also left” her staring and dry-eyed,
like one under iue spell of some
baneful drug. But this was the

fiercest blow, shattering all that she
had held of love and belief.

Finally she lifted up her head and
dashed her hand across her stream-
ing eyes. Her face was calm but for
the occasional quivering of her lips.

“Had he only asked me for my
Jove I would have given it to him,
she said, speaking slowly in low
tones. “What did I know of men and
women _but that they mated when
the 'price was paid? What did I
kmow of, husbands and wives accord-

Wwnite pec
cared for
ry, where
0 are ever

Ing to tne] custom-ot ne
ple?  What would I have
their wnyF in this coun
none come! except those w!
eager fnerehs’!
- "Had h
would not have mattered,
nothing and deemed that & man was
master oi‘lthe country he|would live
and the woman he yould love.
But why fid he tell me these other
thxg\g‘s
and teach

show me ir,-o her world,

e that which he called
goodness, nd that he
had none

niy to let me
of it and_ deemed me &
thing to ltugh at and mogk?”
“QOther wwhite men are pot as he,”
said Curzan loftily, “I kould have
loved thee truly. Nay, I love thee
now, &8 I have done for a long time.
I would that thou couidst become my
wife and learn what a trge man is.”
Ameou looked 2t him| but the
words he spoke made no|impression
on her. She herdly seemed to un-
derstand them, 2nd loo ed neither
offended nor pleased. .
“I am but -n Indian w
ghe said, [‘as 1 was before—a thing
to be so\d to the one wHo will givey
most_blankets and guns for her and
for the land that was herj mother’s. I
no longer care anything for that
which may befall me. I w1l work as
our wonten do, and. likglthem, soon
grow very old with toil, and eat after
fhe men have had their fill of food,
and set spares for rabbits and work
at shoepacks and the stringing of
snow-shoés, What carefl for men,
for the goodness that i3 = lie, the
jove that;is but'a jest, pr the child
that was jsired by 2 liar?”
“She was about to lea
a quiet, stately, dignifie
outraged; womanhood;
father, ho had been s
all this talk, grimly bad
moment. |
“As ta the child,” he
whole of a day has noy
since he| was taken a
may be living yet. Thi
ran, sayI that he is will

truth it
for I knew

=

man now,”

e the room,
picture of
but her old
lent during
her stop a

said, “the
passed yet
av. and he
man, Cur-
ing to take
e for the
or thee and

thee for{a wife and <2
child, if it is found, and
thy people.”

“T said to
should bring it back to
1 could give would b
finder,” she answered
him bring me bacl the
will be his woman if he

“Yet 1 care no longe:
be deadjor living, for itf was a pa
of a happiness that is|all gone—a
happiness which a woman could only
purchasé with suffering) I have paid
too. great a price for the days that
have gope.

“l am thy daughter,| for thee to
barter @way if thou hast a mind. T
would I|knew I might be a curse on
any man that took me to wife. Then
they wauld leave me alone.”

She was growing excited again,

him that {f any one
me all that
long to the
duily., “Let
child and I
vants me.

whether it

for her arms were trembling and her
breath éame in short gasps.
“T tell you I care nothing! A Noth-

ing for the dead man who wad a liar

—nothing for the whelp of a liart I
care nothing for any man—rfor all
are liars] Let me along! Talk to me
no morg! Arrange al things be-
tween yourselves! Glve me peace
for a time, or I
deep water! What cart
am with the windegos of hell or with
the men that make hell here? Leave
me aloge!”

She went out of the room with de-
fignt héad held upright, her finger-
pails driven into the palms of her
hands and teeth clencled, trying to
control | herself, for sh¢ had a long-
{ng to rash to the river and seek 80-
lace in its dark flood.

When she reached hep father’s tent
she threw herself upon|the blankets,
exhausted by excess |of suffering,
The wife of old Nimissuls gently
stroked Ameou’s forehead without
saying!a word, for even the women
of savage people have [ways such as
some of their whitel sisters may
think 'belong . to themselves ex-
closively.

Her gentleness had
and by and by the yqunger woman
was pouring out to her the story of
the last bitter moments she had gone
through.

“There be liarg in al
ou,” said_ the elder
Lorimer Yellow Hair'was surely one
whom all must believe. Be not tao
ready to trust one 8 ainst the other.
What other lie has Yellow Hair ever
told thee or any one?”

“This ome that helis deemed to
have told comes to  thee from the
mouth of Curran -To me it is like
the defiling of a cache|by the filth of
a wolverine. Is not he the man who
cells drink that taked men’s speech
awny |or. gives them foul talk? How
did Spurface get thsli which drove

Has there not been talk

him cpazy? o
of the pelts he keeps to his own nses
il the company’s

et pays for witl
Eoods.'!y’

Awmeou Tose on he:
of hope had entered
stared at the woman.

“Did Yellow Hair ever do any of
these|things?” continped the wife of
Nimissuts _excitedly. “QOh, Ameoul
What kind of a womlan art thou to
believe all that a mbn like Curran
says because a dead fan can no lon-
ger speak for himself? Have a care,
child] lest thy baby| be still living
and the spirits of the Manitous may
deem' thee unworthy [of it and let it
perish instead of brin ging it back to
thee?”

“Blst 1 saw the writing of the wo-
man jwho spoke of a(child that must
Have| been his own,”| said ey,
sobbing,

“I| know nothing
swered the woman,
tell that lies are met also written?
But T know that thé love of Yellow
Hair was thine, and|that if the man
had Jlived thon woulgist have fought
for it, But now that he is dead that
love|is a thing to|take away and
bus as we bury parts of animals
lest our dogs may fihd them apd: the
spirits of the animals be offended. IS
it ai thing to be . |+ away because
notiing is left of him but his spirit
and{it has not yet found a voice to
speak to thee in thy dreams?”

Then Ameou rose from the bed
clung to the wife of Nimissuts,
older woman's words ha
ght her the firdt faint spark of

ort,_she had_ rdceived since the
band of fate had been uplifted
agalnst her.
Asl they spoke ~together the
had! risen and be to shake

=

some -effect,

places, Ame-
women .“But

elbow, A ray
er heart. She

f writing,” an-
ow canst thou

and
The|
bros
com!

wind
their

tent. Over the river the waves rose
and were blown to spindrift.

A bark canoe that had ‘been laid
upon the bank was caught up by the
gale and dashed to pieces among the
ghort stumps of a clearing. |

“Canst thou hear the voices of the
spirits now ?” asked the chief’s wife.
“Dost thou know what they are say-
ing and against whom their anger
has arisen?”

“I do not,” replied thé younger
woman. “Who is there that can tell?
Perhaps it is-because 1 have sinned
against the spirit of my husband who
is dead.”

“We can only bow down and let
the storm pass by, said 'the other.
“Be patient, Ameou, for there al-
ways comes an end to stormies and
tears. Blizzards may come and
freeze the marrow in men's bones,
yet are ever followed by sunlight so
bright over the snows that it hurts
eyes that are uncovered.” |

In a few hours the clouds passed
and the zale died down while 2 myr-
jad of stars were shining in the
heavens. + !
eou, who could not sleep,
crawled out of the tent and sat by
the embers of the fire on! which the
evening meal had been prepared.

She remained there for 'some time,
trying to penetrate mysteries which
minds better. trained than hers have
never been able to solve.

CHAPTER 1L
The Uplifting of Mashkaugan.

After the rescue of the hunchback,
Lorimer crawled out of the icy wa-
ter of Many-Beaver Lake. He shiv-
ered as the blast struck him, for the
weakness of ‘the days thut
by had returned after h
uous efforts' to bring Mashkaugan
ashare. |

“Go at once to the tent and bid
my woman, }ight fire in the sheet-iron
stove,” ordered Atuk, who was busy
with the care of the huli-drowned
man. “Take off thy clothes at once
and wrap thyself in warm blankets.
This great hulk of a fool is breath-
ing and needs thce uoti Tell  the
woman to come here affer she has
lighted the fire.”

Lorimer staggered off toward the
tent, while Atuk labored over Mash-
kaugan. Afuk's wife raised her
hands in astonishment and could not
forbear to sceld him snappishly.

“Was it not enough ta starve an
freeze during cold nights, and to toil
until thou wert but the shadow of a
man, without casting thyself in the
water through some foolishness?”
she reproved him, as she stuffed
birch-bark in the tiny stove and
built a roaring fire. “Thou hast as
great need of @ woman to care for
thee as thy baby.”

“Run dewn now to Atuk,” Lorimer |
urged her. “Thou art perhaps right,
but it was in pulling out a greater
fool than I out of the water that I
had to go in. Go quickly and I will
see to the fire and put the kettle on
to boil.”

The sturdy. womanshastened to the
beach. She found her husband vig-
orousty rubbing the hunchback, who
sat with his long black hair plas-
tored down the sides of his lanky
face. b .

The Nascaupee’s voite was con-
tending poorly with the roar of the
waves and 'the shrieking wind.

“A fool thou art, greater than the
red-eyed partridge,” he was shouting
to him. ‘“Thou hast the name of the
greatest man in a canoe in all these
parts. It must be that the windegos
got possession of thee to make thee
put off a safe shore in such a wind,
when even muak, the foolish, hoot-
ing loon, would hardly trust himself
to the waves. A fine canoe man a
thou. I have a mind te get my
youngest lad, who only begins té
stand upon his feet, to teach thee
better.” *

The Indian was properly indig-
nant, for the lake was not a large
one and the storm had given plenty
of warning. That which galled him
most severely was that Lorimer
must now be in bad plight again,
after so much had been done to bring
him back. to his former strength.

“He is not here,” said Mashkau-
gan, looking sbout him wildly. “It
must have been a vision of the spirit
of the dead man that came to me.
How did I come to get ashore?”

“It was no p of death,” shout-
ed Atuk, “but’ the saving hold of 2
good man. Truly, in the water he is
as an ofter! Get up pow and take
the path to the tent, where there is &
fire. Ons moment! Take hgld of
me! Thy legs have the strength of
the stems of water-lilies.

“Qive thanks—there are few bere
to hail Mashkaugan, the great canoe
man, who knows not when a canoe
Tuay ride the waves! -Shake thyself
and move on. Thy face'is blue with
the cold and hot tea may be the sav-
ing of thee.”

Atuk’s wife was wrestling with the
canoe which had come’ ashore full of
water. She dragged it up to safety.
A few minutes more pounding on the
shingle beach would have wrecked it
beyond repair.

She pulled it up after a curling

- wave had soaked her to her lips, a

matter of slight importance to her
and belonging to the day’s work
Then she rushed up to the tent where
she found ber husband, staring wide-
ly at Mashkaugan.

The hunchback was kneeling in
front of Lorimer, who was wrapped
up in a great red company blanket,
and whose fuce also expressed
amazement.

Then Atuk and bis wife burst out

laughing, Indeed, the two presented
an unusual spectacle, and one that
might well have excited the mirth of
any folk.
. A couple of young children stood
in 8 corner of " the tent, gravely
sucking their thumbs, while their
beady eyes gleamed with the un-
wonted excitement of the scene.

“Rise, 1 tell you, Mashkaugan
Lorimer said to the man before him.
“What crazy behavior is this?” The
last time thy eyes fell upon me I was
far nearer death than ever thou wert
in thy life, and I don't wonder at
thy surprise. But Tiam all right
now. Rise like 2 man and shake
hands %ith me in mind of our camp-
% g together and the bread and salt

v

|
|
|

we have shared in the waste places.
T can even find it in my heart to for-
give thee for leaving so soon. Hadst
thou waited a short time to
whether 1 was truly dead 1 would
have been spared a terrible journey
home.”

“Yes, rise, you big fool!” echoed
the Nascaupce. “The dead one has

come to life, and the pair of you, -

each in his time, have thought to
take the last gulp of air. But now
this man whom thou were so sure
was & corpse leaped into the water
and pulled thee out, which was sure-
ly a brave thing to do because of the
great weakness that is on him yet.
Stand up, therefore, and give thanks
to him like a man.” ‘-

Then Mashkaugan rose. His heart
wes beating so that it caused a pain
in his great twisted chest. His long
arms hung flaccidly like those of'a
great ape, On his face was the look
of one being crucificdd.

The penctrating cold that had

seized him failed to prevent great
drops of sweat from mingling with
the moisture that oozed from his
disheveled locks.
.. His fear of heathen gods and spir-
its had been nothing to the feeling
that overcame him as he stood be-
fore the man he had sought to
slaughter in the raging waters of
White Rapids. N

The conditien of the trembling
hunchback was pitiful. His teeth
chattered. His face mirrored strange
agony. The laughing Indians be-
came sobered. They could not un-
derstand and felt as if they stood be-
fure some gruesome mystery, which
frightened them.

“What in the world is the matter
with thee, Mashkaugan?” asked Lor-
imer, putting one hand on the man’s
shoutder. “Indeed, I am glad to sce
thee. What 1 said just now was not
meant for bitter repreach. Thy: silly
fear overcame th at  that time—
that is all. Now, I fergive thee most
willingly. Thou must now rejoice to
sce me again. living and  growing

o these goad peo-

stronger, thanks
ple.”

telid  what he
stronger. He
austed, but
hand. within
ion, He was
trying to be

his own in fric
smiling frankiy

and
kinder than he ever had been be-
fore. .

“If "everything was
thee,” gasped the hunchback horse-
by, “thy hand would never seek mine.

known to

am less accursed than I thought.
Yet I feel as one suffering under the
p_englty meted out to  unforgivable

Lorimer looked at him in utter
surprise. These words were beyon
his comprehension.

“The man is crazed vyet,” ven-
tured Atuk's wife. “Perhaps his
head struck a stone of the beach, al-
though it bears no mark. Yet some
strange folly must have entered it to
make him go out on the lake during
the storm. It has not left him yet,
and he still suffers from a disease
that has changed the working of his
brain.”

“0 woman, I would that thou wert
speaking the truth!” groaned Mash-
kaugan, covering his face with his
hands, like a child hiding from
strangers.

Atuk touched his forehead with
his fingers, signifying that the man
was certzinly bereft of reason. Lor-
imer remained specchless, not know-
ing what to say.

“Come,” said the Nascaupee very
gently, for Indians always hold the
insane in some reverence, and Atuk
woman will leave the tent and thou
spoke as if addressing a child, “The
wilt take off thy clothing so that we
hang it in the tent to dry. Wrap
thyself up in a blanket until tho
things are fit to put on again, an
rest quietly. Perhaps some hot tea
will help thee. I have it in mind
that the cold of water and wind have
done thee some hurt.”

He met no resistance as he began

to pull off some of Mashkaugan's
garments. There was something that
was very helpless and pathetic in the
voyageur's appearance as he allowed
himself to be partly undressed and
made to lie down in the hest of the
little stove,

When the women _returned she
poured out tut tea. Lorimer took,,
some gratcZully, but the hunchback:
refused. .

«Take the tea that is'given thee,”
ordered Lorimer gruffly, as he
Shought that euthority might prevail
where persuasion failed of effect..
“Thou art still under my orders, and _
I'll not have such foolishness.” '

Mashkaugan looked at him in some.
surprise and made no further objec-
tion. As soon as he had d the
stuff he drank it greedily, and
it seemed to do him good.

“The wind is now beginning to g0
down,” said Atuk. “My net was left
out in the water, for there was no

only be a little X
dragged, who knows what may have
become of it? It was a new net
for which 1 gave ten skins of mar-
ten. Eight fathoms long,it was and
one deep, 2 fine net to set for white-
places.” .
His wife and the two older chil-
dren went with him. Her baby and
little Yellow Hair were left to sleep
under a blanket. . 5
“Now tell me what is the meaning
of ol this,” said Lorimer lindly.
“There is néthing the matter with
some

| thy head but queer fancies that
ha{re_na sense ar reason. Speak up,
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