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THE WOLF-PAC- K

By Harold Carter.

(Copyright, 1916, W. G. Chapman.)
Joy was in the heart of Emile La-tea- u,

for he wasott'his way south to
the village of St Pierre to marry Lou-
ise Revel.

They had been engaged from two
years, but Emile had never had
enough money to start housekeeping.
A trapper by trade, he ran his line of
traps along the shore of the Great
Falls river, far in the frozen north,
where furs were thicker and, in con-
sequence, brought better prices in the
market

This winter, however, he had taken
an immense quantity of furs. It was
the best season in years. He would
have enough to marry Louise and
purchase the little cottage in her vil-

lage that he had had his eye on so
long.

Once or twice he had seen wolves
during his long journey. That had
perplexed him a little, for wolves sel-
dom leave the timber lands. However,
he thought little of it He was with-
in a week's journey of St Pierre, apd
his heart was singing all the time.

As he continued on his way he saw
something that puzzlied him greatly.
It was the track of snowshoes on the
snow. Now the only man who set a
line of traps within any distance of
him was Alphonse Dumard, a young
fellow from St Pierre, whom he knew
slightly.

It was not strange that Dumard
should have crossed his line, for the
men trusted eacbrother in the matter
of trapping. What was strange was
that Dumard's steps should be point-
ed southward, for there would be an-
other three weeks of trapping, and
there was no reason why Dumard
should forego those profits, always
the largest toward the end of winter,
before the animals shed their fur. He
himself was going south simply be-

cause he had made money enough
and could wait no longer.
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Curious, he followed the tracks,
and toward noon he came up with Du-

mard just where the beginnings of
the timber belt hang like a Tine along
the distant horizon.

The two men greeted each other
with the happiness that such a meet-
ing always produces.

"Going south, Alphonse?" inquired
Emile, clapping the young fellow on
the shoulder.

The other was uncommunicative.
He answered evasively. Yes, he was
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Saw Something That Puzzled Him
Greatly.

tired of trapping. The bundle of furs
in his pack showed .that he, too, had
made a good catch. . Emile question-
ed him no more, and In the middle of
the afternoon they rested, and,
scooping a "hole in the snow, made
some tea.

Presently Alphonse lifted his eyes
to Emile's and said: "I am going
home to be married
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