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CHAPTER IV—Continued
weeliein

“Did anyone ever tell you,” sald the

girl, “that you have a most dangerous
smile?

The blood leaped to his bronzed
face. “I hope—you find it so” he
stammered, confused at the sudden-
ness of the attack.

“I might," she sald, with a curl of

were more polite
sit down,
1

a red lip, “if you
You haven't asked me
and I'm 1

to

tired fr lling.™
He glanced around t} p of sand

beach, fringed with alder, then shook

his head ruefu “I'm afraid there's

only the beach™

e sir

“What's the matter with thatr?™
And she sat Jdown, took a cigarette
from a small case and started to
smoke, her dark brows contracted, her
eyes turned from him where he sat.
At last she spoke.

“When a man tells a girl she means
something to hi that he wants to
see her,” 1d in the same
breath away so he
can't see her, what is the poor girl to
infer?™

“That the victim of cir-
cumstances,” red,

She shook her dark head. *No, that
he can’'t want to see her very much or
he'd stay.”

“Do you believe that? he demanded,
<aning impulsively toward her.

She met his look squarely, quiz-
glcally ; then asked: *“Can’t you wait
until September? I might not go out
of your life—If you'd wait—I'd be sure
then.”

“Sure of what?
her now. The arm on which he leaned
visibly trembled with his effort at con-
trol. But dark eyves were now
cryptie 1 he fought down
tlon. Could It be that she had come
out here to k
herself? At
face filled with blood

“Sure of what?" he repeated roughly

“Why, I'd be sure you wanted to
see me, again™ she said, and clasping
her knees in her hands, rocked gently
back and forth. as the face of Jim
Stvart darkened with anger.

S0 it had been acting, after all, he
thought, her face, her eyes, her voice,
yesterday at the post?

He got to his feet and walked to
the water's edge with his
Fool, he had been, to allow this girl
to draw him en—play with him, to
lighten the dullness of her visit to the
forests. But he would play out the
game. He turned to the girl watching
him curiously from the sand.

“] wanted to ask you," he began as
she looked up at him, the trace of a
smile at the corners of her mobile
mouth, “what Paradis told you about
our meeting at the split rock.”

Aurore’'s langhter echoed from the
forest behind her. “He said that he
had beaten you with a stick and you
had promised never to look at me
again.”

“You believed him7?"

“What, believe Paul Paradis?™ she
protested. “I happened to know that
Mr. Jeem Stgart, having looked at me
once, would desire to look again, and
our Paul would not stop him, Beat
you with a stick—our pretty Paul?
Absurd ™

“Thank you. ] did want to look
again™ And he again sat beside her,
now steeled agalnst the wiles of her
BOTCRrY.

“Now will you tell me why you go
away?" she asiked quietly. Her dusky
eres were serioys,

“Because my Juoty to my employers
demands it. Pave you ever heard of

He was very near

her

his emo
with

thought

"'.1}‘

the his brenzed

bitterness

*1 Understand,” She Said. “It Was
Just to Pass the Time—Until Your
Duty Called You Away.”

that word—duty, Miss Aurore Le
Blond ™

“Yes, 1 have heard of it, Mr. Jeem
Stuart, but 1 am woendering If its de
mands are greater than those of love.”

He turned on her In amazement o
find her troubled eyes seeking the dis-
tant ridges. Here was a new mood.

“My place, as you've doubtless
beard your father say, has not been
successful. This is my last year here
~—unless 1 can make It pay. There's
no room for failures In the fur trade.”
With mouth set stiffly, Jim gezed
away across the rippled surface of
the lake. Stwart, he mused, the man

who had osée two fallures at Sunset
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toward the LeBlond post.
beach.

Jim and Omar.

FROM THE BEGINNING

At his fur post, Sunset House, in the Canadian nerth, Jim Stusrt, trader in char
with his beadman, Omar, rescues & girl from an overturned cance in the lake. She is
Aurere LeBlond, daughter of Stuart’s rival in the fur business. ln a spirit of fun, she
and Jim awrange to exchange noles on a certain island. LeBlond, with Paradis, his hali-
breed licutenant, arrives in search of the missing girl Paradis displays enmity toward
Jom, though LeBlond acknowledges his debt of gratitude.
Aurore has left the promised mote, Jim s ambushed by Paradis and forced to travel
On the way he overturns the boat, leaving his enemy on the
Jam's superior, Andrew Christie, displeased at Stuart’s trade showing, allows
him, at his request, one year to “make good™
The attempt fails, and Jim takes
bearing the story, LeBlond discharges Paradisa. Jim and Aurore arrange a rendesvous.

—— |

Going te the island to see ¥

Paradis bribes an Indian te ambush
the Indian te LeBlond Alfter

trade would
Aurore Le

House. One, all the
know; the other—only
Blond and his heart.

He filled his

deep chest with the

| spruce-sweet air; then expelled it as

| s¢
| looked down,
| girl

mething warm touched hand. He

It was the hand of the
him and the dark eyes
his shone, but not with

beside
which met
mockery.
“1 m
just to
led you away.'
1 with
dark gaze as she withdrew
ut in the depths of her unwaver

your duty

was

lerstand,” she

pass the time—unti

surprise he met her
her hand

eves lurked no trace of guile. Con
fused, electrified by her touch but sus
picious, he passionately rejoined:

“You accuse me of that—you, who are
going 8o soon—who amused yourself
with a poor devil of a fur man?"

Her face flamed as he choked out
the words. With a little cry she fal-
tered: “Ah, you do—you do love me
—Jeem Stuart!™

As the sun destroys mist, her cloud-
»vesa—her voice, banished the sus
of the bewildered Stuart.
With a quick movement he had her In

!

ons

1is arms,
nd you love me—Aurore!”™ he
mured, breathing In the fragrance
her hair as he crushed her flercely
him.
With a deep sigh she turned In his
ms and flung back her head. Tak-
bronzed face between her
hands, the glowing eyes of the girl
lifted to his.
you doubter! Are you
His hungry lips crushed back
hYer words

There they sat on the shore of the
Lake of the Sand Beaches, the man
of the forests and the girl of the city,
oblivious of the gulf which separated
them; forgetful of the fact that long
months would Intervene hefore the re
turn of Aurore to Bonne Chance,
Hours were but minutes to the two
had found other only to
eparate,

“The miracle of your wasiing
lovely self on a fur trader!” Jim was
repeating.

“My father is a fur trader,” she re

14
»

his

“Look, sat-

lg—

who each

your

proved. *“And I thought 1 was being
rescued by a Viking that day you
lifted me into your cance. Oh™ she

sald, with her contagious smile, “will
you rescue me agaln, some time,
Jeem?”

“You're In great danger, now, where
you are,” laughed the enraptured Jim.
“I'll have to rescue you from the
sand.”" And he swung her to his lap,
that he might run his fingers through
the raven ripples of her thick hair:
marvel at the smeoldering depths of
her changing eyes; touch with his lips
the satin texture of her skin.

B> they spent the golden hours,
hardly stopping to lunch from the
basket Aurore had brought. And then,

as the sun swung toward the western
ridges, with a pang, like the stab of
steel, Jim realized that his dream was
near its end. For it all seemed un-
real, Imaginary—this lovely, head-
strong creature caring for Jim Stuart,
fur trader.

“It's heen so beautiful,”™ she said,
wistfully. “If we never meet again,
wa ve had this day.”

*Never meet again?
“Don’'t even think of It!

he ga sped,
Meet again?

Whny, 1'll only exist until you come
back. It's all I have to live for.™
“But you have jyour duty.,” she

mocked with a toss of her black head.
“We might have many days like this

—before September—only for that
duty.”

“We'd be sure to have trouble with
your father. He'd fAnd out.” He

shook his head gravely., *“And you'd
not really want me to forget my duty,
would you? You wouldn't have me
throw up my work and follow you to
Winnipeg?™

““I could not love thee half so much,
loved 1 not honor more,” ™ she taunted,

“Oh, you men! You'd die for love,
& you say; but your duty—well.
thu*'s a cat of another color.” Sod
denly two great tears stood on her
lashes, With a moan her arms found
the neck of the man ber'de her., “Oh,
Jeeem, 1 love you so 1 Just can't

think of your going away.”

“You'll write very often and send
them all by the Christinas mall? he
ld, stroking her thick halr,

“Rut a canoe may ge wauth In the

fall.”

“Yes, and I'll go to Expaase on the
first sledding snow. The last canoe
from the rallroad might bring wvour
letters.”

“Jeem Stuart, what ha e yon done
to me?™ ghe aunddenly exclalmed, bold-
lag him at arm’'s length. “I've never
felt this way befure.” She touched
ber heart. “It's as If I'd been staboed,
sght here ™

“l know, sweetheart. I'll carry that
longing through the short days and
the winter nights—that hunger
for you" And the factor of Sunset
House held the sobbing daughter of
Louls LeBlond, as he kissed her halr,

lonz
ong

her eves, her threat.

A mile away a canoe slowly ap-
proached, following the shore,

“There comes Omar. ™

“It's over, Jeem—our golden day.*
she sighed “There's Marie, too
Come over here in these alders!™ she
suddenly commanded “1 ean't bear

to are with these people, and
I've a great secret to tell you."

In the protectior of the alders, she
turned and flung herself passionately
Into his arms., “This Is my secret, |
love you, Jeem Stuart,” she whis-
pered. ’

“You'll not forget me down there In
Winnipeg—not forget me among all
those city men?" he asked.

“Forget you? Through half closed
lids, she looked up at him as she shook
her head. “You're a magiclan—a med-

you

lcine man. They don't have them
down there, [ had to come to the
forests to find one. You've put a

pell upon me, Jeem Stuart.™
As the canves approached, the two
the

alders said their farewells
¢ inte her boat, she turned to
her with: “Good-by,
magici 1"t forget me'™

Jim bent to shove off the craft and
his lips touched her hair as he sald:
“It will be black njght up here through
the long snows, Aurore, Come back
soon !™

The canoes of Aurore and Jim left
the beach and separated. Then across
the water she called back to the man

bhe

whose eyes had not left her: *“Au
revelr! Until spring!™

CHAPTER V

Far to the north of the Sand Beaches,
in the heart of the unmapped Kewedin
lay a land of lake and
muskeg. From this coun-
try, for years before the advent of
LeBlond, had come the best fur
traded at Lake Expanse. To the men

wilderness,
forest and

from Sunset House it was strange
country, and often, as thelr canoe
pushed north beyond the Height-of-

Land In search of the summer fishing
camps of the Ojibwas, Jim wondered
how he was to win over these super-
stitious hunters who, since the bulld-
ing of his little post, had traded only
with the North-West company,

At last, one windless evening, the
smoke of supper fires, rising from
islands, announced that the voyageurs
had reached the first of the fishing
camps they sought,

“Ah-hah!” exclaimed Omar, trailing
his paddie while he wiped his wet
forehead. “Tomorrow we mak’' talk
wid dese peopl’.”

“But it's going to be a job to get
them to listen to us,” sald Jim,

“Dey listen all right, w'en we tell
dem we come nord, before Crismas,
in de Little Moon of de Spirit to trade
wid dem.”

“I'd like to know Jjust how Paradis
and Jingwak have got them to believe
all this devil stuff.”

“We fin’ out, Exan and Omar.”

“l trade for a bark cano' an' tak’
leetle trip by myself. Den [ know
w'at mak' de troub’,” sald Esan,

“You'll have to be careful, Esau
These Ojibwas are a wild lot, They
wouldn't hesitate to do away with you
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Under Frozen Stars
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|
It you Interfere with their shaman |
Jingwak."

The lean face of the old Indlan
wrinkled In a grin, *“You see w'at
Esau do to dat shaman.”

“Goln' to get his ears?” laughed Jim,

“Eef | fin’ heem, he mak' no more
bad medicine for Sunset House,” was
the cryptic reply.

So the travelers turned In
where Smoke awalted them, and made
camp. Later, they smoked beslide
thelr the of the dog lylng
beside them suddenly lifted: the halr
of his back and roff stralghtened, as
his throat rumbled In a low
growl,

The men stopped talking to lsten.

shore

ns

"ars

deep

“Wat you hear, Smoke?" whis
pered Omar,

The dog rose and picked his way
on stiff legs to the beach,

“Cano' comin'! Abh-hah. Dey see
us an' come to have a look,” muttered
Omar

Shortly, as the canoce neared the
camp, « e the hail, “Bo’-Jo', bo'-Jo* I

‘Bo™-Jo' ™ answered Omar, strolling
to the beach to receive the strangers

and quiet the excited Smoke,

Presently, from where Jim sat by
the fire, he saw the dark shape of
the boat slide In to the beach

and

“You'll Not Forget Me Down There
Iin Winnipeg—Not Forget Me
Among All Those City Men? He
Asked.

two flgures out. Reaching the
cirele of light, the Indians exchanged
the customary salutation and hand-
chakes with the white man and Esau.
Handlng the strangers a plug of to- |
baeco, Jim Invited them In Ojibwa to
sit down, while Ezsau went to the lake
for water and put the tea pall on the |
fire,

“You have come far,” vouchsafed
the older of the Indians, In his native |
tongue, when he had lighted his pipe
and made a minute Inspection of the |
young white man through narrowed |
eyen,

“Yea," answered Jim, “we have
come to talk to the people of the Plipe-
stone lakes and Sturgeon river.”

“You are chief at the post of the |
old company, called the House of the
Setting Sun?

step

“Yes”
The small eyes of the Indlan
snapped, his body stiffened, as he
leaned toward Jim and angrily de-

manded, “Why de you bring your evil
epirits to the Pipestone lakes?"

At the embarrassing question
Omar, who had been studying the
Ojibwa, broke Into a loud guffaw,

joined by Esau. “Paradees, he tell
you that?' demanded the half-breed.
“Are the men of the Pipestone lakes
children to believe the lles of the
Frenchman? He tell you that to keep
your fur for himself !”

Disconcerted by the ridicule, the
0Jibwa glanced doubtfully from Omar

to Jim's smiling face,
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Bear Family Widespread Throughout the World

From Polar regions where the huge
white bear Ils the ruler of snowy
wastes, to the tropics where the little
clnnamon bear haunts the jungle, or
to the Antipodes where much smaller
plantigrades are styled bears, every
part of the world has, or appears ‘o

have had, some member of the bear
family among fits aboriginal Inhabi-
rants,

Despite the evidence of Scripture
sceptical critics for many years derid-
e the idea of bears existing In Syria
or the Holy land. Ignorance of ordi
nary historieal facts was part of the
equipment of these doubters, They
knew nothing of, nor studied the ae-
counts of the life history of the good
knizht Godfrey of Bouillon, who with
his hrothers Eustace and Baldwin led
an army of forty thousand German
soldiers to Join the crusade to dellver
Jerusalem from the Saracens towards
the end of the Eleventh century, and
who during the long slege of Antloch
in Syrian went ulone to the defense of
a poor woodcutter agalnst a flercely
situcking bear Jo which encvunter La

was badly mauled although he did
come out of the conflict victoriously at
the last. Certainly Godfrey de Boull-
lon would hear witness to the fact that
there was nothing Incongruous In the
story David told of having killed a
bear In protecting his father's sheep
at Bethlehem (Samuel 17 :34-30,

Paradise for Shoppers

For centuries the center of Japan's
arts and crafta, Kyoto, the anclent
eapital, has never relinquished Its
leadership In the ecreation of things
beautiful. Here, in tiny shops handed
down from father to son, the secrets
of the craft are jealously guarded as
nimble fingers turn out the bLeauwtifnl
cloisonnes, the boxes and trays and
cases of damascene and lacquer, the i
inimitable swords whose blades sur
pass those of Damascus, the bronzes |
in various sizes and shapes—from the |
huge more-than-man-high lantern teo
the delicate miver bronze match boy
«the dainty Sstsuma and Awals
ware—Kyoto Is the shopper's Pars
dise

Stylish Feet Via Kid Shoecraft

By CHERIE NICHOLAS

HAT a costume can be successful
and outstanding only In so far as
it 's underwrliten with accessories
which are pre-eminently correct and
attractive Is a lesson which ls belng
instilled Into the minds of the present

Keneration with ever Increasing em
phasis,
This sensitlveness to perfection

down to the minutest detall of the cos
tume Is becoming more acute among

the falr sex with each passing year
Especially 1s the call for that which
is beautiful and chic heard In the
realm of modern footwear. Full well

does every style minded woman of to
day reallze that shoes are far more
than a mere covering for the feet. Not
only must they sound an esthetle note
In the scheme of things but there must
be that about them which Is so dis

| tnctively new as to proclalm them of

latest creatlon.

As every woman knows there I8 no
media for dalnty shoes which so con
vincingly carries an alr of refinement
as soft exquisite kid This season
streases that fact to a greater degree
than ever, for fine kidskin has becowne
the idol of the hour so far as shoe
artistry Is concerned,

trown trimmed white kid shoes are
particularly good stylee The young
woman In the pleture who In gazing
so admiringly at her smartly shod feet
lns subscribed to the brown and white
vogue. Her dress (s a two plece

New Blues Are Popular
as Are Beige Outfits

In many years fashion's favor of
plack, even for spring. has been s
strong that you felt as If you were
alled upon to choose between black
and binck!

This year, unless black turns om
to be a dark horse, It will be Just an
“al® ran” In the race

Those who want to depart from the |

somber will have a delightful dilemn
ma. There are blues. from a bright
durk hlue to the deepest navy; there
Is belge, playing a return engagement
by request, after many seasons.of ab
sence fromn the fashion scene; there
are rust reds and soft greens. and
rich browns—many f the laliter used
In eombination with blue, belge und
blurk For color eontrast Is still Im
portant, but In less ohvious versions
than ran riot last spring

Bult Jackets are short, high walsted
and very Junnty. (oats are |ong
broad shouldered, and definitely fitted
through the body.

Tucking Is Beautifer
of Even Simplest Frock

Tucking, that prime benutifier of
even the simplest frock |8 very much
in evidence since this materinl lends
irselt definitely 1o that form of ornn
mentatlon, Just as it does to pleats and
eated frillings,

Buch frocks can easlly become pro
ressionully girlish which Is Just an
wther way of ealling them Insipld. bar
the ciever designer watches for this

L and genernlly Introduces some resirain

ing touch that gives a slightly tall
wredd alr to the model. It Is this bal
ance that marks the Ane gnrnent as
helng «aeh anl so 's as Important as
it Is In any other Aeld where Individ
unlity rules

Four Fabrics Used in
Milady’s New Sport Coat

Four mmierinle are used to mnke o
ahrle for mudume’'s spring Sports cont
me of the smartest fubries for spring
venr I= woven of silk, artificial sk
stton sand wonl,

It ix heige streaked with brown
thrende and resembles a loose gunny
wick wenve

hrown-and white cotton mesh. Il s
everything It should be to quality as
supremely modish. Her swanky white

kld pumps are trimmed In two tones
of brown. These Ildentical shades of
brown reuppenr In the striped scart

collar of the dress
A shoe of Aultering appearance and

one which Is adaptable for wear al
any time of the day Is the sandal
which has an uousual use of cord
laces which hold the shoe together In

n draw-string fushlon as llustrated In
the top Iitle Inset picture. This
olymple sandal, as It Is called, Is one
of the prettiest, most becoming-to-the
feet of shoes brought out this
IO IMe original of the model ple
tured I8 In brown and fawn tones ol
exquisitely soft kid. The same shoe
Is adorable In all white with perhaps a
touch of contrast color In the self-kid
trimming. In swhite it 1s very charm
Ing worn with the white frock or sult,
Ita eolor accent In the trimming re
peating certaln bright or pastel tones
found In the searf and other acces
sorles which complement the ensemble

A wardrobe of foolwear which does
Include at least one palr of gen
teel black shoes Is sadly lacking In
one of the reanl essentinis to good
dressing The stunning mode! shown
In the lower Inset strikes a high spot
In shoecrnft. s sophisticuted slm
plicity of lines maokes [t o classie,
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COLOR CONTRAST
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Daring  color  contrusts. the more
during the smarter. Is fashion's lden ol
things this senson. It I8 In the Bpurts
renlm that the theory Is working out
with most  pronounced suceess, and
nlong  most  originn  lines.  For n-
stance. there's the litle white sports
dress In the pleture. 11 18 one of the
lHkable types made of Spongy dureng
mexh  This frock s partieulnrly inter
esting becnnse It Suys sporis with =
declded, energetic necent. Hest of all
Ita fubrle Is ldeally sulied to netlve
usage hecnuse ofier miuny  tubbings
nnd lots of sunshine It comes out s
good-looking as ever  Rut about that
bold dnsh of color every renlly ehle
Sports dress must duunt, this thine 1t
I8 a very wide glrdie of Hnen. faming
red In this Instance but It wonld have
been equally us efMective In hright hlue
or n Hvely tnngerine shnde or jockey
green. I green's  yonr  echolee. Of
course. the little beret must repeat
the ecolor.
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