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“Yas, stranger, this be a purty place
that's certwin,” said old ke, the Cana-
disan guide. as he complacently it his
pipe and gazed across theglorious sheet

{of water that spresd iis scenory out .
{-hetore as..

“The sun had just resehed the tops of |
the trees on the farther side of the lake |
‘and its bright warm beams cast a gold- |

en giery over the glassy sprface of
Athabasca.

“Ye thisk.” comiinued the guide.
“that when ye cum ter npper Canada
during the finest season of the year
that ve are bravir' the periis of the
great northern woods. Ye paddie
arcund the lake €bootin’ the smaller
Zsmce now, and think iv's fun; but when
ye oum ter put om the ‘shoes’ asd face

a blindinin® sleet,, the sport's notint.™

I was somewhat taken aback when [
heard the blunt assertion of the grizzled
snd weather-beaten hiinter, but wish-
ing to be on friendly terms with the
old fellow I extended my haad and
aaid: ‘I sappoese you have many thril-
ling adventures in these regions and if
it is not tco impudent may I ask how
you came by that terrible scar on your
cheek?" He started as though struck
& audden blo s,

*“That scar? Stranger, it's & story

you'd not believe, though [ could make
vou believe it, for I have proef —
yea proof of & bundred men.’,
- My curicsity was at once aroused and
seeing that my companion was not
intent on telling the story ! repeated
my guestion.

**Wall, young man,”* he said, turning
and looking me straight in the face,
if ye want ter hear it so bad I'll tell
Then after Siling his pipe
with fresh tobacco he launched forth.

“Thirteen years agothis comin’ win-
ter I was employed as scout and guide
at Fort Fon an Lac. A party of gen-

tlemen had established a fur company |
1 at this place, and as I was aiso one of

their chief hunters you see my life was
a rough one. . :

" +“The winter of which I speak wasan
extremely coid obe in upper Canads.
Ours was slso the roughest route -of
the kentry. between the Beaver river
aud the tireat Slave. Uame wus very
skeercethat - fer<ardly, a moose er
a caribou had been seen.

*‘Our supplies ran low and the wan-
ager determined to send a number o'
men to Doabaunt like for the much
needed provisions. We started for the
Aistant-nnct abant the middle o’ Janu-

vt

esught anshelterad. One of the men,
who had been & scout in the war of
1812 and knew thiz Kentry as well 8% a
schootboy knew fiis map. vowved thar

-Arah 8 cuve pear by that would prove a|

safe retreat for the hull on us.

1 don’t beliove any one of us had a
chapee 10 answer, for thie next instant
it seemed 83 thoogh the infernal
regions bad let looke. I threw myself
e my face till the first rush had passed

over and then arpse wnd faced the
mAnaTEIRETGT Rhow T eu R ROt R

five Teat distant, large-flakes as large
as chostpute Biled theair. I eatied for
my companions, but heard po reply.
Thnea stranger, the true horroy of my
position vame upoen me,  We were sep-
arsted and 1 was alone. Alose, and

i nearly a bundred miles fromany habi

The thought made me frantic
agsin bt of no

tation.
I yelled again an

avail: I gave up all hope—my days

were numbered amd 1 was doamed.
Btill I staggered on, hardly cosscious
of moving at all. My llmbs were numb
and [ bad dropped my pack luggage,
but 1-yet clasy to my trusty rifle.

' I begun W grow warmer now, and I
fely buoyant. [ realized. thit [ must
make-ane last effort or Bud-
denly { ran up agin a block, and with
# glad cry I sprang forward. It was
the cave of which Pete had spoken.
But he was off, stranger. scine ten
miles off. His reckoning cust twenty-
two lives.

The floorof the cavern was covered
with bonesard dry wood. Collecling
some of the latter I buoilt a rousipy fire
and felt like my own self agsin.
wavs earried a small knapeack -in
which I never failed to have 3 gocd
sapply of cooked }. Having atemy
supper I litmy piph' and lexned back
agino the stone wall of the cavern. 1
was thinking of iny less fortupale com-
pattions who, lonjr ago, had perished in
the treacherons 9%"“' J-thea went to
the mouth of the ¢Zve snd yelied at the
top of my voice, them 1 fired my rifle
several times, but stranger. it did no
good. Jim here, and I, Wwere the only
ones left out of Lthat party of twenty-
eight.” Hercstheold guide paused a
moment to point toward his friend
who sat on.a bench by the tavern door,
“The bodies of tne others™ he coo-
tinued, “w«re found the f{ollowing
spring, but now fer the scar. Iasgis
took my eeat by the fire and waa soon
in a light doze. The flamea threw a
bright Hight on the surrounding walls
ancf 1 was suddeniy startied at the ap-
pearsnce of a wan 3t the mouth of the
cavern. Isprang forward andheld out
my hands : ‘You're welcomestranger.'
He paid e atiention to my greeliog
but opeod his lips and wtiered a ter-
rible scream. [. leapcd baekward in
horror.. It was more like the ery of a
panther than & naman being. Agin
the blood-curdl nz yeil echoed through-
oui the ecawern. ‘Then the terrible
truth rushed upon me: [ was in the
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{ at this place, and as | was also one of

P A ALALA A R YV W

“Fhat scar? Stranger, it's a story
you'd not believe, though I could make
vou believe it, for I have proef —
yea proof of 2 buadred mea.’,

My curiosity was at once aroused and
seeing that my companion was not
intent on telling the story 1 repeated
my question. .

‘*Wall, young man,” he said, turning
and looking me straight in the face,
«4f ye want ter hear it so bad I'll tell
At to ye.” Then after filling his pipe
with fresh tobscco be lannched forth.

*“Thirteen years sgo this comin’ win-
ter I was employed as scout and guide
at Fort Fon ¢u Lac¢. A party of gen-
tlemen had established a fur company:

their chief huaters you see my life was
a rough one. .

" +The winter of which I speak wasan
extremely coid one in upper Capada.
Curs was also the roughest route of
the kentry. between the Beaver river
and the Great ‘SBlave. Uame wus very
skeerce that - fe:f;‘ardlyia moose er
& caribon bad bhéen seen. - .

*‘Onr supplies ran low and the man-
ager determined 1o send a number o'
men to Doabauat luike for the much
needed provisions. We started for the
distant-post about the middle o’ Janu-
ary and reachied our destination some
wwoe weelis later. You cdan imagine
our disappointment when we found
they were as much iz need of supplies
as we were. Of course there was
.potbing teft for us to do but to make
our way to Fort Churehill, some two
hundred miles distant. Here we ob-
tained our supplies and started on the
20th day of February for Fon du Lak.
I tell ye, stranger, this was the 'ardest
pull of all. Two hundred and fifty !
miles of snmow and forest with no
shelter except brush wigwams., The
packs we carried wete heavy and buo-
glesome, besides each had a heavy rifle
straé)ped to his bacit.

“Our party mumbered twenty-eight
when ‘we started but before we had
traversed hal! the distance we encoun-
tered a terrible snow atorm in which
four of the party were lost. The next
day we encountered a party o' injuns;
The poor cusses were nearly dead fer
they hadn’t had enything to eat for
three days. We gave 'em enough grub
to last until they reached Wollaston
lake, then continued our journey.

“'We had been ten days on the march
and Fon da Lac was still some seventy
miles distant when the great calamity

of livés were lost in the Northwes
slone. The day was near sn end an
we were lookin' for a place to calnp
-for the night. It was strangely silent,
pot a breath of air was stirring; huge
clouds began gathering in the west.

drew out my pistol

of the winter occurred, in which scores |'

will be of high order.
will be sung by our local favorite, Miss

It. grew darker and darker until-we
couﬂ hardly sece one ancther's faces.

We knowed that s blizzard was. nigh |

snpply of covked Mpggh Having atem
supper 1 lit my pipe. and lesned bac
ugin the stone wall of the cavern. I
was thinking of my less fortunate com-
panions who, long ago, had perished o
the trencherous s%rm. I-then wentto
the mouth of the cdve and yelled at the
top of my woice, then 1 fired my rifle
‘several times, but stranger, it did no
good. Jim here, and I, were the only
ones left ont of that party of twenty-
eight.” Hercthe old guide paused a
moment to point toward his friend
who sat on a bench by the tavern door.
+The bodies of tue others™ he cosn-
tinued, ‘were found the {following
spring, but now fer the scar. 1agis
took my aeat by the fire and was soon
in » light doze. The flamea threw a
bright light on the surrounding walls
uncf 1 was suddeniy startled.at the ap-
pearsnoce of a wan st the mouth of the
cavera. Isprang forward andheld out
my hands : *You're welcome stranger.’
He paid te atiention 1o my greeling
but opencd his lips and uttered a ter-
rible scream. {.leapcd baekward in
horror.. It was more like theery of a
panther than & numan being. Agin
the blood-curdl ny 7ell echoed through-
out the cavern. ‘Then the terrible
truth rushed wpon me: [ wus i the
den of 0 moadinan ¢

1 s.arted for tiy ritle, but he was
upon me instantly. 1 tried to throw
him off bot he could have handled
three such men as 1. I was pressed o
the ficor his hand clutching my th-oat
while with the other he tore at my face.
1 began to grow_faint snd dizzy and
realizing that my life was at{ stakel
and stranger-—T klil-
&d him.™ ‘ot

As he uttered the last words Old Ike
arose and stalked toward the tavern,
then he abruptly heited, turned tow-
ard me and satd.: “'If ye wan’t ter see

that poor fellow s graye, I'll show it}

ter ye tomorrer—it’s ‘uver yonder on
the hill.” - B :

PHOTOGRAPHS—READ THIS.

Beebe, will make yon putil further
notice, one life size, crayon npicture,
the best, and one dozen of the finest
cabinet photos made {n the city for only
#1.50. Now is’ the time to get your

ictures for Coristmas. Don't walt too
dte but jump at the chance and come
early.  Beebe's gallery, ground floor,
105 East main street, Owosso, Mich.

. 3t80

Christ Church.

“Phe music at both services tomorrow
The offertorivm

FannyvJones. All seats free.-

ANTED-GOOD, BEELIABLE MEV, IN-
-quire at room 2, Thonrw blogk, Tto B .
m, and 5to 8 p, ) : L2114
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