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B B By GEORGE MARSH f c u s Ä ? Cft B 1
THE STORY SO FAR: Bound for the 

Chibougamau fold country, six men lost 
their lives on the Nottaway river. Red 
Matone, Carrett Finlay, brother of one 
• f  tbe six, and Blaise, half-breed guide, 
arrive at Nottaway posing as surveyors.

*  *  *
As the approaching canoe neared 

the Peterboro Garry said: “ It’s a 
birchbark, as you said, Blaise. We’ll 
stop lor a talk. Ask them if they 
ever saw any of the white men who 
have passed through here bound for 
Chibougamau."

The birchbark In the distance 
moved in an uncertain course to­
ward the Peterboro.

"What's the matter with those 
birds?” demanded Red. “Never saw 
Indians travel in a zig-zag like that. 
They’re always too saving of their 
elbow grease."

“Nor I,” agreed the curious Fin­
lay. “They're yawing all over the 
lake."

As he paddled Blaise was slowly 
nodding his black head, at the aire- 
dale who lay at his knees. “Flame,” 
he said with a chuckle, “w’at you 
t ’ink de matter wid dose Injuns corn­
in' in dat cano’, eh?”

The airedale looked into Bras­
sard’s swart face with its twinkling 
eyes.

“If you keep your mout* shut, I 
tell you. Flame," laughed Blaise. 
"Now don't say notin’ to Garry and 
Red. Dose Injuns cornin’ in dat ca­
no’ bin up to have a look at M’sieu' 
Isadore and he give dem somet'in’ 
dat come in a bottle."

"By golly! You’re right, Blaise!" 
Garry threw back from the bow. 
“It looks like Isadore'» flre-water.”

The canoes were soon within hail­
ing distance and Blaise called:

"Kekway!” The Montagnais and 
Cree salutation.

He was answered by a chorus of 
"Kekways” from the birchbark, in 
which sat two men, a squaw and a 
child. The eyes of the men were 
bloodshot and swollen. As the canoes 
stopped alongside of each other 
Blaise began a rapid questioning. 
Shortly he turned a face black with 
anger and disgust and announced 
to the curious Garry and Red:

“Dey are Matagami hunter but 
dey go to Isadore to trade dere win­
ter hunt for fur, instead of de Hud­
son Bay, becuz he sell dem whiskey. 
But only half dey trade for flour, 
sugar and tea dey will need. De 
rest dey trade for whiskey.”

The muscles of Finlay's face tight­
ened as he asked: “Did they see any 
of the men who went through bound 
for Chibougamau?”

“No,” answered Blaise, "dey see 
no white man pass tru de lake last 
two year."

Brassard talked rapidly for some 
time while the Montagnais grev JX- 
cited, often interrupting him.

"What is it?” demanded Garry.
“Dey say dere Is moch talk at 

Waswanipi. Dere is troubl’ between 
Chief Wabistan and a shaman by 
name of Kinebik. Dis Kinebik is 
fr'en’ of Tete-Blanche. Chief Wab­
istan fight wid Tete-Blanche at the 
trade ovair whiskey he give to In­
jun. Dey say dat de Injun like de 
whiskey and are scare of Tete- 
Blanche. He is ver' bad fallar. Dey 
are scare of Isadore, al-so. Dey are 
scare of de big bird from de sout'.”

“Big bird from the south?”
“Ah-hah! It come tru de sky from 

de sout’, each summer. Dey are 
ver’ moch scare of it.”

“Airplane, eh? So he has a plane 
come from the south every sum­
mer? That, Red, is the way he 
brings in his whiskey."

“Sure as you live, boss! Have these 
people ever seen the plane, Blaise?”

“No, but oders have and dey tell 
»trange story.”

"Ask them if Batoche, with the 
scarred face, and Flambeau have 
reached Isadore's post.”

Blaise put the question and after 
a lengthy answer, from the talkative 
Montagnais. replied: "Dey say dat 
Batoche and Flambeau reach Was- 
wantpi w'lle dey trade de fur. Wan 
night, Batoche, he get drunk, and he 
say: "T ree man wid dog leave de 
steel for Chibougamau Trail, but de 
Long Sault of de Nottaway swallow 
dem Batoche he say he saw de big 
wood cano' of white man all stove 
up below rapid and wan drown man 
on shore ”

Blaise grinned widely ns he con­
tinued: “But dis Montagnais, here 
in de bow. his name is Mahigan, de 
wolf, say dat we are fre e  men 
with dog in wooden cano', and wan 
wid bullet mark on hees head, and 
he ask me if we run de Long Sault. 1 
say we did, for sure, and are live 
man. al-so. Den he say dat Batoche 
is ver’ damn liar. 1 tell him dat 
Batoche is worse dan liar. He is 
dead man if 1 evair put my hand 
on him. Mahigan say dere is too 
many man nt Isadore for free  man 
to fight Wo bettair go home ”

“What was your answer?" de­
manded Garry.

“I say dat we hear dat Waswanipi 
is ver' fine lake and Isadore ver' 
fine man and we go take a look 
at dem bot’.”

"Okay!” laughed Garry. “Well, 
let's go!”

CHAPTER V

Flanked by hills somber with the 
olive green of spruce splashed by 
the lighter hardwoods, the great 
Waswanipi Lake blazed like a floor 
of fire in the afternoon sun. The Pe­
terboro rounded a long point and the 
maple blades trailed.

INSTALLMENT FOUR 
They find the Nottaway setUement peo­
ple strangely averse to discussing the 
tragedies. The name of Isadore, rich 
fur man, when brought by Finlay, 
causes an Immediate cessation of furth­
er conversation along that line. Isadore,

* * * * * *  
“There it is!" exclaimed Finlay.

“Let’s have a look at Monsieur Isa- 
dore’s outfit!” He raised his binocu­
lars and gazed curiously at the group 
of buildings on the distant shore. 
“Why, Red, he’s got living quarters 
fit for a king! Have a squint!”

Malone took the proffered glasses 
and studied the fur post miles across 
the burnished lake at the foot of a 
ridge of black spruce. “Fanciest log 
job I ’ve seen east of the Rockies!" 
muttered Red.

Shortly Blaise returned the glasses 
with a grunt. “Ah-hah! Big place! 
Some day fox bark in dat clearin’ 
and h'owl nest in de chimney."

“They will,” agreed Finlay, “if 
we’re worth our sa lt See that group 
of islands about a mile offshore? 
We'll camp right there, leave Biaise 
and Flame, and, like polite survey­
ors in the bush, pay a call on Isa­
dore.”

“Come on!” urged Red, making 
the water boil behind his paddle. 
“This job begins to look interest­
ing.”

After a clean-up and shave Finlay 
and Malone left Blaise at their camp 
on the island and started for the post 
less than a mile distant. As they 
approached the shore the log resi­
dence of the trader compelled their 
admiration.

The stir of people in the post clear­
ing indicated that the approach of 
the Peterboro was creating unusual 
Interest. In front of the big log 
house a group of three were level­
ing glasses on the approaching boat.

"He’s got living quarters lit 
for a king!”

Down at the landing men were evi­
dently discussing the strangers. Gar­
ry raised his binoculars. “Two wom­
en in sporting togs, Red, giving us 
the once over! The man with them 
must be his highness. Czar Isadore. 
of Waswanipi.”

"A bird just left the landing," ex­
claimed Malone, "and called Isa­
dore away from the women! By the 
way he’s waving his arms he's hav­
ing an argument. Now he’s gone 
back. Did you notice it?"

“Do you know who that was?”
"No."
“That was Batoche. I spotted him 

by his walk.”
“The scar-faced ra t!”
“We’ll check up before we land," 

said Finlay, casing his glasses. 
“You've got extra shells in your 
pocket and the spare gun on your 
hip?”

"O-kay!"
“No identifying papers! Not a 

scrap to show who we are?”
“Check!”
“Our orders are to map this chain 

of big lakes, then the lower Notta­
way, joining the main party in Sep­
tember.”

“Right!”
“Now we haven’t scratched the 

surface of this situation. So far it’s 
been pure guesswork. We believe 
we're dealing with a coldblooded 
killer and a clever one. When we 
land here today to buy flour and ba­
con, what is he going to do? Batoche 
has told him that he wiped us out 
in the Long Sault So our appear­
ance has whipsawed him. That was 
probably the cause of the argument 
ive noticed Just now on the shore. 
Isadore's a worried man for he’s 
in a jam with Ottawa if any of us 
get out alive."

•TU say he's worried," agreed 
Red.

"If Batoche tells him what hap­
pened at the railroad, he knows 
we'U suspect that scar-faced crook. 
Although we can’t tie Isadore up 
personally with that ambush, he 
realizes we can make it hot for 
him, for Batoche is his man.”

Red nodded gravely as he studied 
his freckled fis t” To save his ba­
con," he said, "three more men 
have got to disappear on the Chi­
bougamau Trail.”

"That's the picture. Red.”
"He'll ask us to supiper; that's 

certain. He'll want to look us over 
before he makes his plans."

“We'U do some mindreading, our-

It Is thought, has made a gold strike 
and aims to keep prospectors out. Fin­
lay and Blaise are wounded in an am­
bush on the Nottaway. Proceeding, they 
saw a band of Indians approaching in 
their canoes.

*  *  *
selves. Then, after tonight, it’s a 
case of wolf eat wolf, our brains 
and our luck against his.” Finlay's 
face grew bitter as he stared across 
the miles of quiet water to a blue 
ridge. “He got Bob! I’m going to 
get him!”

The Peterboro slid in to the stony 
beach where two men now awaited 
its coming. Up at the trade-house 
others watched while the girls in 
front of the house laughed as they 
talked.

“Welcome to Waswanipi, gentle­
men!” A man of medium height 
with a black moustache and hair 
graying at the temples of a hawk­
like face advanced with outstretched 
hand as Garry and Red left the 
canoe. “We see so few white men 
here that your visit is an event. I 
am Jules Isadore. This is my head 
man, Pierre Labelle.”

"I’m Finlay, in charge of the sur­
vey,” said Garry, shaking hands 
with the two men. "My assistant, 
Neil Malone! We need flour and ba­
con, Mr. Isadore. I suppose you 
can seU us some?”

The eyes of the two clashed in a 
look of mutual appraisement. “De­
lighted to, Mr. Finlay, and you’ll 
join us at dinner? It will be a treat 
to my wife and daughter to talk to 
two handsome young men from the 
outside.”

Garry laughed. “If the ladies will 
pardon our woolen shirts and bush 
clothes, we'll be glad to accept your 
hospitality, Mr. Isadore. You have 
a magnificent place here,” he ob­
served.

"The marten and black fox did it,” 
Isadore answered. “We beat the 
Hudson’s Bay at their own game. 
It’s been a gold mine."

A gold mine! Garry’s blood heat­
ed with his sudden anger. Was Isa­
dore fishing—trying to draw him out 
so early? He watched from the tail 
of his eye the wooden face of Isa­
dore's head man as he threw out: 
“Speaking of gold, they tell me 
there’s a big rush on for the Chibou­
gamau.” But Labelle’s face was va­
cant of expression.

“So I hear,” replied Isadore. “Last 
year and the year before some poor 
fellows tried to get in by the Was­
wanipi but were drowned. Bad riv­
er that!”

"You're a cool proposition, Isa­
dore,” thought Garry. Then he said: 
“Yes, so your man Batoche told me 
at the railroad.”

As Garry limped beside him. Isa­
dore commented: "Hurt your leg?”

“Yes, slipped on a rock and twist­
ed my knee!”

"Too bad!” Then Isadore's face 
lit as they reached the waiting girls. 
“Well, here's what makes life pos­
sible at Waswanipi. Corinne, this 
is Mr. Finlay and Mr. Malone, on 
the government survey. My wife, 
gentlemen, and my daughter, Lise.”

Garrett Finlay was startled by the 
dark beauty of the two girls.

“Welcome to Waswanipi, Meestair 
Feenlay and Meestair—what was it? 
—Malone” said the elder and 
smaller of the two with a slight ac­
cent as she extended her hand with 
a thrust of smoldering eyes.

Red Malone beamed like a boy 
with a new try into Corinne Isa­
dore's vivacious face, framed by a 
blue-black bob.

“Whai a break for two bored fe­
males!” As Lise gave him her firm 
hand, Finlay felt that he had never 
looked into a lovelier face or one 
more baffling. “Corinne and I «’ere 
about ready to call it a summer in 
this fly-infested bush and scram, if 
Jules would send us.” Her short 
upper lip curled as she archly add­
ed: "But if you're going to survey 
the lake we might—"

“Might stay awhile if you prove 
as nice as you look!” There was 
frank challenge in her brilliant eyes.

“I like your smile, Mr. Surveyor,” 
Miss Isadore surprised him with. 
“Your teeth are flawless, aren’t 
they? And how you know it! You 
have cute, crinkly hair and swell 
shoulders and, doubtless leave a trail 
of wailing women behind wherever 
you operate. But—” her eyes sud­
denly clouded, “I'd have you know 
that my name is not Isadore. He 
married my mother when I was very 
young. My name is Lise Demarais."

Garry raised a hand in protest. 
“ Instead of an engineer who spends 
most of his time in the bush,” he 
laughed, "you suggest I’m a lounge 
lizard. I object to the title. But I'U 
forgive you. Lise Demarais.” he 
repeated, studying her vivid face 
with its warm undertone of color. 
"It’s somehow like you.”

Suddenly she grew silent while his 
eyes furtively sought the ripples of 
her dusky hair, the short nose with 
its delicate nostrils and the sensitive, 
full-lipped mouth. He had a feeling 
that her gaiety had been forced— 
that she was under a strain. Had 
he and Red walked into a trap and 
did Lise know it?

They reached the house and with 
a wave of the hand Lise joined 
Corinne Isadore. Finlay watched 
the lithe figure of the girl disappear 
through the door Had his judgment 
been wrong? Was Jules Isadore 
planning something for that evening 
and did she know It?

(TO B i CONTINLED)

K ath leen  N orris Says:
Time Heals All Wounds

(Bell Syndicate— WNU Service.)

Ted's mother came to stay with us and ran me out. ff'e lived at an army post 
and I became intimate with an army officer who was a married man. I was car­
ried away by his devotion to a lonely girl.

By KATHLEEN NORRIS

ONE of the hardest les­
sons for an American 
woman to learn is to 

leave anything to time. We 
are  an im patient people, and 
w hatever we do must be ac­
complished in a very fury of 
speed. Hundreds of women 
go to Reno for divorces every 
year, only to plunge into fresh 
m atrim onial experiments the 
mom ent they are  free. De­
cisions that should be made 
only after- months or even 
years of planning and pray­
ing, they reach in a few mo­
m ents. Having failed con­
spicuously in one attem pt at 
wifehood, they plunge into an­
other, sure that if happiness 

, doesn’t wait on one pathway 
it m ust on some other.

But happiness and charac­
te r and success in m arriage 
are things of slow growth. They 

! are never ready-made. It takes 
months and sometimes years of 
patient effort to work out even the 
simplest domestic problem, and in 
these days almost no marital prob­
lem is simple.

Threats of European conquest and 
invasion from sea or air have never 
given me a moment's concern. But 
the destruction of that all-important 
thing—American marriage—through 
the hasty and ill-considered action 

! of husbands and wives who flock to 
I divorce courts at the first sign of 
I trouble, is a real blow at the safety 

of the nation.
Divorce Is an Evil.

Divorce is not a solution, it is an 
unmitigated evil and it ought to be 

1 used sparingly, like the poisonous 
| drugs that help pain, or the sur- 
| geon’s knife that is employed only 

in the last emergency.
Unless this national failing is 

somewhat lessened, we are going to 
be a nation without homes; and a 
nation without homes is no nation at 
all.

It doesn't hurt children to grow 
! up in the care of a mother who is 

silently enduring difficulties and in- 
i justices. It hurts them irreparably 

to be told by their mother that 
Daddy is a bad man; and by Dad- 

i dy's mother that their own mother 
is so selfish and vain that poor Dad­
dy had to leave her.

In the beginning the men and 
women who contemplate divorce al- 

| ways assert eagerly that there will 
not be this sort of criticism before 
the children. But when those chil­
dren, missing their father, shifted 
uncomfortably about, trying to ac- 

. custom themselves to a stepfather, 
i ask wistfully why their own Daddy 

has gone away, then Mother has to 
! take a defensive attitude.

So she tells them how mean 
Daddy tvas to her. wouldn't give 

! her any money, and liked another 
lady better than Mummy, and twist­
ed her arm. And when they tell 
their paternal grandmother this she 
can only counter majestically. 
“Well. Mummy doesn’t always say 
what's true, dear. She was very 
unkind to poor Daddy. Don’t be­
lieve everything Mummy says.”

The army of the children of di­
vorced parents—that's the army we 
ought to fear. What possible train­
ing in self-control, consideration, 
patience can they derive from the 
ill-disciplined man and woman they 

■ call their parents" And how find 
happiness against a background of 

- changes, recrimination», charges 
i and countercharges?
i Here is a letter from a woman

HOME DEFENSE 
Far more terrifying than 

the possibility of invasion by 
a foreign army, says Kathleen 
Norris, is the menace of di­
vorce, which is breaking up 
our homes. More sinister than 
Hitler’s legions is the army of 
children of divorced parents. 
Rut’ how are we to prevent 
divorce? Patience will help. 
Impatience is probably our 
greatest national weakness. 
IE" 'a p  from one mistake to 
another; we plunge into ill- 
considered marriage and hasty 
divorce . . . Don’t fail to read 
Kathleen Norris’ uncompro­
mising discussion of the part 
women can play in building 
one of our first lines of na­
tional defense, happy homes.

who has made a series of hasty 
mistakes, and who feels that to 
make a fresh series would be the 
way out.

"I am 28,” writes Em-Bee, from 
Indianapolis. "I was married at 
19, and have two sons, seven and 
four. That first marriage was a 
girl’s mistake; Ted seemed to me 
the epitome of everything that was 
wonderful, but I was too much of 
a kid really to judge a man as a 
husband. We were miserable from 
the start, quarreling, making it up, 
quarreling again. One of my babies 
was delicate and the other unman­
ageable, and we had very little 
money.

“Ted's mother came to stay with 
us and ran things generally. She 
ran them so well that she ran me 
out and I went home to my step­
mother, as I cannot stand the man 
my own mother married after di­
vorcing my father. We lived at an 
army post and I became intimate 
with an officer who was a married 
man. I don't excuse this, but I was 
carried away by his devotion to a 
lonely, bewildered girl of 24. This 
gave Ted an excuse to ask for com­
plete guardianship of the boys, 
which was granted him. Floyd's 
wife divorced him and we were 
married.

"Ted died last December and his 
mother has my boys. They come to 
see me now and then, but we are 
strangers. My husband does not 
understand how a mother feels 
about her children. We have been 
married three years and as yet I 
have no hope of another child. 
Ted's mother, who is well fixed, 
says she is going to take the boys 
to another city and place them in 
school, and Floyd feels that that is 
a good thing for them. But they 
are mine, mine, mine, and I will 
not have them carted about as if 
they had no mother.

Can't Help Her.
"On the other hand, we have only 

Floyd’s pay, not sufficient for the 
many expenses connected with two 
growing boys. I feel strongly that 
I have made many mistakes in 
handling my life, and am anxious 
not to make any more.

“What do you think of my present 
plan of going to Reno for a divorce, 
asking an alimony that will permit 
me to learn a profession that will 
support my children, and suing my 
mother-in-law for their custody? 
Does that seem the best thing?"

Em-Bee is not speaking honestly 
when she says this, nor when she 
speaks of a mother’s feeling for her 
children. Having broken up her own 
life and Floyd's and Ted’s and the 
child/en's. no advice will tav» her 
now from crashing ahead into fur­
ther mistakes

UTENSILS appliqued in the col­
or th a t is to be accented in 

the kitchen—shall we say yellow 
or red—would be p re tty  for this 
set of tea  towels. Lovelier still 
a re  these designs when delicate,

C L A S S I F I E D
D E PA R T M E N T

TRUCK PARTS
Heavy-duty Motors, axe ls  p a r t s  
bodies, tires, ho ists and used trucks.

T R U C K  W R E C K IN G  C O M P A N Y
10th A- S E. Hawthorne. P o r tland, Ore.

RABBITS A N D  SKINS
HOUL'IRY AND RABBITS WANTED. 

Good w hite fryer rabbit sk ins »1.10 
per lb W rite postcard for prices and 
Information. Ruby it Co.. 935 S W 
Front. Portland, Ore.

F IL M  D E V E L O P IN G
F A S T SERVICE

B oll Developed and Two Prints from  
Bach Good N egative

25c
W E S T E R N  PH OTO COM PANY  

Box W-4265 Portland. Ore.

8 PRINTS AND TWO ENLARGE­
MENTS 25c— Made by Portland s larg­
est retail kodak fin ish er Satisfac­
tion guaranteed. Q uality Picture Co. 
Box W3573. Portland. Oregon.

FO R  SALE

N o w  H atch ing  W e e k ly
Dubl-Dollar New H am pshires—U. S 

Certified Leghorns. V ashon Island  
Co-operative H atchery, B ox 3, Va­
shon, W ashington.

SHEEP
12 H EAD OF HAM PSH IRE AND 8 

head o f crossbreed H am p-Suffolk  
rams, 120 per head. Clay N ichols, 
818 F ifth  St., Lebanon, Or

For Sale: 400 acres or part Irrigat­
ed dairy stock. W ell Improved. 
Flow ing w ells, c lose  town. $50.00 
per acre. Stocked, equipped. Terms.
B ox 233, N orth Powder, Oregon.

Restaurant. Paying good. Equip. Give 
term s. Seat 23. Mrs. W A. Gillen- 
water, Ocean Lake, Oregon.

DENTAL PLATES i
A N O  ALL B R A N C H E S  OF
D E N T IS T R Y  o n  
CREDIT TERMS
Taka 5,10, 15 Month» to Pay

Dr. H arry Semler, De+disl 
ALISKY BLDG - 3 »  t  MORRtSOW • PORTLAND. OBt

Summer Boarder—What a beauti­
ful view that is!

Farm er—Maybe. But if you had 
to plow that view, harrow it, culti­
vate it, hoe it, mow it, fence it, and 
pay taxes on it, it wouldn't look so 
pretty.

TO MAKE
harmonizing tints or shades a re  
used for the flower appliques as 
an accent. e • •

The panholder in Z9341. 15 cents, with 
its plaid effect, may be made up using 
small pin checks. Various motifs—the cup. 
sugar bowl, or salad bowl might be used 
to adorn the corners of luncheon cloths, 
while a single flower, lfcaf and tendril 
could be placed in napkin corners for a 
set of distinct individuality. Send your 
order to:

AUNT MARTHA
Box 166-W Kansas City, Mo.

Enclose 15 cents for each pattern
desired. Pattern No..........................
Name ............................................... .
Address .....................................................

DON'T LET

CONSTIPATION
SLOW YOU UP

•  When bowels are sluggish and you feel 
irritable, headachy and everything you 
do is an effort, do as millions do — chew 
FEEN-A-MINT, the modern chewing 
gum laxative. Simply chew FEEN-A- 
MINT before you go to bed-sleep with­
out being disturbed—next morning gentle, 
thorough relief, helping you feel «well 
again, full of your normal pep. Try  
FEEN-A-MINT. Tastes good, is handy 
and economical. A generous family supply

FEEN-A-MINTÏO*
Injurious Doctrines

The m ischiefs of fire, of w ater, 
or robbers, extend only to the 
body; but those of pernicious doc­
trines, to the mind. — Chinese 
Proverb.

COLDS
L IQ U ID

T A B L E T S
S A L V E  

NOSE DROPS 
COUCH DROPS

Simple Beauty
If you get simple beauty, and 

nought else, you get the best thing 
god invents.—Browning.

^<zn ̂ Ttanciicdi 
Largest and Best 

Located Hotel
IOOO ROOMS 
1 0 0 0  BATHS

Behind the Blush
The m an th a t blushes is not 

quite a brute.

w you BET W  
r  CAMELS ARE

MILDER.
THEY BURN SLOWER 
l  AND THERE$ /

LESS NICOTINE
l IN THE SMOKE „

W  IT'S THE 1
FLAVOR '

I LIKE.
CAMELS ALWAYS 
- TASTE SO 

GOOD J

BURNIN6 CAMEL» CONTAINS

w  LESS NICOTINE
« th e 4 other largeat- 

than the te9ted-Ie»9 than any
selling cigar to independent
of lsel„  f i S E ®
K ientiflc  test, of jc«Bg.

A A B i r i  THE CIGARETTE OF 

V H Iv l  L b  C0STLIER TOBACCOS


