The Valley ot V01ces

“MY VALLEY!"™

SYNOPSIS. —With David, half-
breed gulde, Brent Steele, of the
American Museum of Natural
History, Is traveling in mnorthern
Canada By a stream he
Denise, daughter of Col
St. Onge, factor at Walling .
play the violin superbly 1=
troduces himself and acceptls an
ilnvitation to make the poat his
home during his stay He finds

the factor worfled and mystified
The “log chateau™ Is a real home
From St. Onge he learns of the
mysterious creature of evll

Windigo the disappea
of a canoe and its crew,

an

season’'s take of furs
night the “Windige"
welrd performance Even Steele
is mystified David, Steele's In-
dian, and Michel, St. Onge's head-
man, leave for the scene of the
canoe's disappearance in an at-
tempt to solve the mystlery

CHAPTER III

—

As‘ the days passed at Walling

River, and the dread volce falled to
break upon the crisp September nights
with a recurrence of its horror, the
people timidly took up the old order
of thelr days. The rabbit snares In
the forest were again visited and re-
set by the women, who traveled In
pairs for mutual enc ouragement, and
one day Tete-Boule was

upon by the factor to go

another Indian after moose,
fort needed fresh meat. As
the Ojibway gravely

with
the

out
for

he

of the fearful won
gathered on the sh
look uj for

by night he \
be mangled flesh In the maw of the
Windige

“Did vou hear that fool?" Steele
asked St. Onge, standing near him |
on the beach. |

“This thing has ruined him as a
hunter,” replied the factor, “he will
never recover from It.”

“] think I'll run upstream to the
riffles this morning and catch some
dore for S'_',[lju‘r_" gsald the younger
man as they returned to the trade
house.

Later, a second canoe Q!
the post, but el
the riffles \bove, the
did not but «
upstream shq
when tl the
the craft above ceased, and
on the river which was 1t
moved to the sl . the boat
ing, also turned in, and wa
and hidden In the alders
prem ion of Tete-Boule
a partial fulfilment, for on th«
of the Waillng started a man
but the Incentive in the hunts
not a craving for human flesh,

a mild ecuriosity.

Jefore sunset the safe
post of Tete-Boule an
was with Joy, th
had failed in their hunt. But
well after dark before the
canoe slid silently in to the st
beach.

“You had no luck this afternoon, |,
monsieur, you caught mnothi |
laughed St. Onge as Steele appeared |
for supper i

“As a matter of fact, Colonel, 1|
went hunting, but the game was too
tame for sport.” ,

St. Onge's black brows lifted. I

“You are cryptie, monsieur.”

“Well. to confess” laughed Steele,
“] was Interested to see how much |
hunting your men would re .1'! do
and 1 ad out.”

¢ ! ollowed Tete-Boule’s canoe?”

ched 1 for a fe

a the .} rod T clg

) L B I tra er
M told ot

if yon e a ho

N p me pack the meat, I'll get
ar =p,"

‘And Tete-Boule never left the

“Not while 1 ed him.)"

The factor shr 1 significantly
“He's ‘bush shy' now and will not |
hunt, But what is there to do?"

“Have you thought that he might |
be shamming to avold work? Ls he |
lazy 7

“No, he always wns a good packer
and hunier It's the Windigo.” |

In the week past, Steele had seen |
all too little of the girl whose per-
sonality had so vividly aroused his
Interest, whose moods, defying analy-
gls, only added to her charm. Con
vinced that beyond a dread of the ugly
alternatives which the future might |

present to her cholce, beyond any pos

gible fear of the manifestations of
the supernatural which the post had
witnessed, there lurked a tangihle
canse for anxlety, his active mind |

been ceaseless In its groping for a
clew to [ts nature Two da fol-
lowing the nlght of terror, he had
sgpent searching the big ridge for sign
of wolverine, lynx or wolf, had pro
dueed nothing In explanation of the
mysterious ecries, but while his eyves
gwept the dry floor of the forest to

right and left, his thoughts had dealt
with the relterated query: “Whom
did she fear at the raplds? What was
she about to tell me when St. Onge
interrupted? She had sald, ‘But you
do not know the danger! 1, there
are so many—' Many what? Clearly
there was something more than the
Windigo In this warning. Jut what

could it be?”

So Steele returned from his profit-
less search of the ridge to walt for
the return of David and Michel, when
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definite plan of campaign could be |
| framed
L . - L - - -
On a morning when the warm Sep
tember sun, lifting the low-lying river
mists, rolled them back on rldges,
here and there already flecked with

the yellow and gold of a frost-painted
St apn
whipcord and

or poplar, Denlse Onge

peared breakfast in

heavy |

at

WOt s

Steele stared In surprise |

- ___.____.

often came here to dream and play

ONE NEVER
KNOWS

By DOUGLAS MALLOCH

away the day—that Is, 1 did,” she
laughed, *“PPoor Charlotte at tlmes
was hored, oh, s0 bored! Was It net

so, Charlotte?
“Enh, enh! Yes!™ mumbled the OJib
way woman, who sat on a rock apart
| from the two, her restless eves sweep- |
Ing the scrub below them .'
“Charlotte s not bored now; she's
| scared to death,” suggested Steele

| been

at the change in face and manner of
his hostess. The ghost of worry had |
left her eyes, which shone with high |
| spirits, Her mood of silence had given |
way to a gayety foreign to his knowl-
edge of her

“This beautiful morning, monsleur,
Charlotte and I go to wave an an
revoir to the summer which passes.™

“Charlotte Is to be envied,” he re-

prevailed 4

left, |

| volee

plied, charmed with the note of cheer
fulness.

Her eyes lighted with amusement.
“Tt 1s possible that it might be ar-
ranged that we take with us a body-

guard,” she said archly. “Of course,
it Is not for ladies to demand the
presepce of cavallers—"

“Take me, oh falr lady, as thy
knight ™ he bégged.

“Laggard though you are, you may
escort us to my watch tower, \\'!n're:
Charlotte and I go to play the spring
north, and to wave a bon voyage to |
the last of the geese™ |

“It 1s charming of yon, mademol |
selle, to allow me to go™ he
said, ! at having the
girl to himself In her gay mood,

ed by the stolld C! |
carrying a birch bark basket |
ing the lunch, and whose swart face

T

“And This Message—Is It a Secretl”

not
at

dared
appeared

she

.
g

betrayed isgivings

Denise St. Or

the trade-house.

“You will not go without your rifle,
monsieur?' queried St. Onge as Steele
joined them.

“Is the Windigo dangerous In hroad

| daylight?" facetiously asked Steele

The bronze face of the factor red

dened.

“The Windigo may strike In the
| day or night, monsieur. Who knows?
|1t Is well you go armed.” And }

handed the Mann er to the Amé
0 L3 gtified T ted
the 1 h he | ] offered
g es sl d ithhold his con
fidence,
1 L hardly reco ible
n her st » -
1ce and aloofne t
vith life, vibrant to the
the sunlit September hill
they took the trall to an isolated ridge
about a mile back from the river

The Watch tower was 1§ namesd,

for unlilke most of the high land of
the country, the hill was capped by
a bare brow of rock commanding a
little walley studded with a chain
of minlature lakes, leyond, a sweep
of rolling forest faded Into the haze
of the southern horizon

“Is It not beautiful-—my wvalley,

monsleur?’ she asked with a wide
sweep of her arm,

“Beautiful I he repeated, “And you

come here often?”

“Yes—that Is, we used to come
here; but lately—" 8She caught her-
self up sharply, then continued, “This

valley, monsleur, I ecall my Vale of
Tempe, It Is enchanting to watch the
spring slowly sweep It with Its magic

paint In, here and there, the
green of the young birch leaves,
silver of poplar, and balm of gilead;
rim that brook with the red of
the willow buds. And the firgt flowers
of the forest—hepatica, purple and
pink and white; violets and wood
anemone and trilllum—"

She paused, the dark eyes grew
wistful-—the volce throaty, as she con
tinued: “Once there was no terror in
these green forests; once we gearched,
unafrald, Charlotte and I, fpr the
flower treasures they possessed. 'Come
and find us? they called, and dally
we sought them and brought them
home to transplant In our garden, but
now—"

“But now?" he repeated, wonderlng
If he were, at last, to know-—to be
made a sharer In her secret.

soft
the

then

But she eluded him, “Charlotte and

| slckness

with a laugh,

“Has she not
protested Denise
here, she

reason, monsleur? |
“But we have not |
and 1, since midsum
And | miss It so™

“You fear to
lleve in this thing?"
opportunity to put
rectly.

The dark eyes frankly met his. “Is|
there not ;;Uoul reason, monsieur, fnr;
fear In a woman? After the fur canoe
and that night™
Natural as had been her reply,
Steele intuitively sensed that she was
dissembling—to avold his Inevitable
questioning was willilng te have him
belleve that she, too, was a victlm
of the general superstition, But she
had betrayed herself the morning her |
father cut short her half-uttered warn-
ing. Well, the day was young and he
feared to press her them for an ex
planation of what she patently de |
sired to avold. So with a nodded as-
sent to her question, he changed the
subject,

“We are to have
mademoiselle. You
promised shoulc

“Yes, today the
Joy; It Is too beautiful

Even though the first gray

I shall

mer,
he
the
di- |

here
He welcomed
the question

come now-

musle today,

you

gay
remember,
we he oo

1

merry

violin shall sing

of
sad

here to be
h

year pass

Ceese
the south,
them no m
“And this a secret?
“A secret, What
can & woman cherish In these forests?”
Her had in- |
nocent subterf his
lifted eyebrows and humorous curl of
Ilp, she caught the reflection of the
double Iimplication of her question,
and her face flushed to the ter
“Have you ever longed to journey
south with the geese? he
quickly asked, her
en nent. them

skles,

of send
essage.”

Is It

message

monsieur? secrets
nd
reply

of

)een spontaneous,

then, In
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lay
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coming
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mean As her eyes
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in
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what he
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memories
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with

send
. “There s hs
your France—your

the mess:
he aské

It for

you

Touraine

“Ah,” she sighed,
monsleur? 1 do long
1 the poppy fleld
the white roads

nit
the ri
W
the

Is no l

“Is It not itural,
for

the

0 Qg

@arm sun

laughter

anc s

on and
f the people

There
Wal v

ne = nce
you, too?

the

VOlires

anld

the

he

nmer

Or

volres every in

waters,
In

“the are

nite
And
becomes gEreat

“You have heard It
cMed, “the of the
moaning of cellos?
“l always
mer, from n
beat of rapids

“Ah, there Is
in you, monsleur.” And
there was a light In the girl's eyes |
which set wild thoughts stirring In
his braln, “But our winter I8 beautl
ful, also, in moods,” she went on
“The qulet days with the sun on the
I love then to walk In the
forest, And the winding snowsghoe
trails; do they not call you to fol- |
low ]

Evidently Steele has fallen in I
love with the beautiful French
girl. And her feelings?

the spr hills

the

the

breeze, the forest

often,

one orchesire

too?" she

SWeep violins, the |
the
hear
river
H3

much

"

them in the sum- |
with the drum-
accompaniment.” |
of the poet
for an Instant |

SNow-

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Flat Feet and Rheumatism

Many persons think they have rhen
mat..m of the legs or back when they
have flat feet or broken arches,
cording to Dr, Selomon Strouse in Hy-
gela Magazine,

A young man fell as he was escort.
Ing bls lady down the alsle of a thea-
ter, Much embarrassed and fearing
himself a vietim of serlous rheuma-
tlsm, he stayed In bed nursing his
illness. When he finally called on a
physiclan, his flat feet were discovered

N

and his lllness disappeared In a pale

of properly adjusted shoec,
L |

KNOW not what the day may bring
Of sorrow, joy, or anything;
morning

Faor 1 have seen a yellow

With summer gold the hills aderning,

Yot seen that very sun al noon

Turn to the pallor of the moon,

Have seen the fog come landward
drifting |

Till mountaln peaks no more \s.r.'l
lifting,

Until the world was nothing more t

Than just a path along the shore |

Where seagulls scream and breakers |

FOAT.

I know not what the day may be:
For 1 have seen the troubled sea

Grow calm, have seen some morning
elouded,
It pathway dim, its mountaine

shrouded, |
Grow blue ubove, grow green around
faring onward 1 have found
many & sun so poorly risen |
break through mista that may |
Imprison |
And turn the world to green and gold, |
Yes, warm the rocks that now are

cold
One nmever

Yes,
That
May

knows what day may hold
but this we know
the fogs may go,
men ses clearly,

One never knows
The fogs may come,
And men wee darkly,
But If we hold not joy too dearly
Nor pain wo deeply, take the day |
As day may come, and walk the way, |
No path shall seem too hard for choos- |
ing.

For falth can answer anything,

And lips can amile, and even »sing,
No matiter what the day may bring

never knows—but this we ken
and fog and sun agaln,

the heur of jJoy with reason,
with falith, live life In sea

One
Sunlight

Let's llve
The grief
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ATe
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For lun pper,

t salad and
rood

1 sort,

will make a

One m have

v able
of frozen
another good

combina

of
and cake

dish gome sort

tion will make
menu

An omelet Is a plain,
easlest dishes to prepare,
practice; served with

sauce It may

and one of the
after a little
sort of a
be very satlsfying.

For breakfast the dlsh of frult, an
orange, any frult In season, I1s al
ways a good beginning for the day

EOMme

or

With a dish of oatmeal with cream or |

top mllk, a plece of buttered toast |
with an egg or slice of bacon, a cup of
coffee and a cooky or doughunut, one
will be sufficiently sustained until the
noon meal. When dinner Is served at
night and luncheon at noon, the menn
for the luncheon will correspond to
the pper dishes, for those who serve
the dinner in the m le of the day
Choe 1 ke baked In lavers and
put togethe with orange ee s a

great fave

Western Newspaper Unlon. )

HE YOUNG LADY
ACROSS THE WAY

o
= 2
L. < 00

The young lady across the way says
there are more lmportant things than
money uand the world will never be
what it ought to he until it gets away

from the Golden Rule.
(@ by McClure Newspaper Syndicate.)

WRAPS HAVE FLOWING LINES;
PARIS SENDS SPORTS CLOTHES

HE current of the styles In outer | nld summer thme comes, they seem In

T

gurments  flows  toward graceful | clined to get lnto sports clothes, morn
Unes—partly Influenced by the ll.l(‘-‘hl'. noon and night, and summer
cess of the eape, This udaptable | brings nlong so many types of thess
wrap begun It wayward, but charm- | that they are well dressed for nll!n‘lnl
fng, eareer In the smart winter rmmrlsI anything the day may bring, Coin
and caused even coats to foilow its | paratively few sports clothes are e
alluring ways—hence the fad for | slgned for actual sporis woear most
weurlng conts flung about the shoul- | of them seem destined for the gallery
ders with the sleeves hanglng loose. | and for pastimes not"at nll strenvous
Then the cape-coat, combining grad | For Instance, here are two rather
and comfort, began to grow lmportant dalnty outfits which Parls sends over
and now the Intest word from stylists | labeled “Robes de sport’ lhn‘)*lll‘hl
tells of cape-conts and delmans that ' be ax appropriately culled two plece

r

—
—
’
-
A Graceful Summer Wrap.
resemble } with tha cape-coat | daytime dresses W even Informal
ing In all types afternoon frocks Fhere ¢ we wil
with regulation ecaj for discuss sports ol es | leaving out
1 w ke the 1 | pletured, | actual sports wear and ng of ln
ars e p. Nannel, e} geor formal clothes lustead

gette and lame, but in the shee fab Pastel colors in tannel, jersey,
rles for warm s r days the cape  kasha or rayon mixtures, or in crepe
portion ls shorter and wo funciful. | de chine, might be chosen for elther

Itep and the | ler crepes ure the | of these frocks und the plalted skirt \
choles fo 8 thn must provide | goes without wwing it Is tnken as &
ome measure of warmth Ihe modet | matter of course Lthat a sports dress
shown here, If | ie¢ up navy hlue has n plalted skirt In the dress ot
rep and lned with bright red crepe, | the left the Jumper Is decorated with
or shan will Vi lashing and ' bands plped with sllk in & contrasting
usefu In bl ' i it will | eolor and ha n oodd shaped belt fas

/_"‘1.

%

-

=
The Paris ldea of Sports Clothes.
serve alimost every purpose for day or | tened with a buckle. The embroldered *
evening wear, medallion In the same color might
Everyone who appreciated the | enclose one's monogram, as an ele-
charm of last summer's georgette | &Nl finishing touch. For the frock
conts will welcome this year's cape | the right, erepe de chine will prove
conts made of the snme exquisite ma- | n good medivm and buckles plany a
terinl, They are most useful in black | consplenous part io its adornment,
and are made usunlly with rmmdp.[i One can hardly say “sports dress”
{ capes of varled lengths, single, double | without belng understood to mean
or triple, and sometimes scalloped at | Jumper dress, Just now, two-plece cos-
the edges. Thelr only rivals in sheer ! tumes are so far In the lead of others.
benuty are those Ilarge georgette | Jersey Is the most popular material,
searf skawls, made of a square of | but kasha, flannel, rayon mixtures,
georgette, surrounded by a deep bor- | ¢repe  de  chine, radium silk  and
der in bluck or other contrasting color, | marocaln are all In the running.
For sports wear or travel, tweedg | AMong the sllks are some gay, striped
In new weaves and new patterns are | patterns and costumes with skirts of
the first cholee, a striped fabric and overgarment of
Perhaps women have come to r.-[u piaia obe==or the reverse of this
gard the summer time [tself as -lordilr—-—nru more fashionable than
spor.ing event and mere llving as a matehed pleces.
; : * | JULIA BOTTOMLRY.
pastime. Anyway, when the Kuodl (@, 1926, Western Nowspaper Unilon.) \




