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CHAPTER V—Continued
i

“parndees plays with you to get
your fur,* went on Omar In Ojibwa.
“fie 14 2 liar, and LeBlond is through
with him; he has sent him away to
the south. You will see him no more.”
At the words, the Indinna exchanged
surprised and puzzled looks. For n
fime the older man smoked In silence,
his exes on the fire; then he addressed

Jim. “You do a foolish thing to come
to the Pipestone country. The hunt-

-

Yo"
wk like one to be feared?”
demii Jim opening his nrms, %1
come from the old eompany who gnave
vour fathers honest guns and
bankets, flour and tea, before Le
plond poigoned your hearts aguainst
pe. 1 come here now to seek your
frien!=hip and kill the lies of this
Jdic. This moon, in the zouth, he

- - mbes
o fase

and hns sent him aw

you

SRR TTeE I E -

ay. IfI say

pur the word the fathers in Ottawn
will =oend men and take him to the
railrond to be ponished.™

Jim  spoke the Indian’s small
hed his frank features as if
to mensure hi=s sincerity.
m tn speak with a single
suid the Ofibwi.  “Yoar eves
the eyes of a llar, but the
fenr Tour medicine, They say
rie the friend of demons. 1 eame
not to journey into the
ane countrs.”

is your name® asked Jim,
w1 by the spenker’s sincerity.
v name (8 Baptiste Wagosh., This
Is n st

you

th ow

rn ¥oun

“Wihere Is the shaman, Jingwak?"
asked Esin, nhraptly.
Waeesh scowled at the guestion. He

hard Into the swart faces of
r and Esaun thrust toward him
iy do you ask?
wause” answered old Esan with
s zrin, “ho s a false shaman, a
waleno, and 18 paid by Paradees to
keep the trade for LeBlond.™

Wigosh and higs son exchanged =ig-

nifl lonks., “Jingwnk is a big
medicine man.” replied the older man,
qu “this is his country, o back

to Mlitowonngangama, before It
Inte

The blowul darkened the bronzed face
of Jim Stuart as he replled: *“Go
back and tell your people that the
old company teaded with their fathers'
fathers, and wishes to trade with
them, T have come to talk to them as
their friend and will not be driven
out by this false shaman, this wubeno,
Jingwauk, who ls paid by the French.

With muttered “bo'-Jo's™ the Indian
and his son went to thelr cance and
paddled away Inte the gloom.

“Well, what d'vou make of It?"
asked Jim of his frienda. *Yon think
they'll do as he sald—try to drive us
out of the country ?

"Eef dey t'ink we got devil wid us,
dey might try somet'ing, ah-hah.”

“Well, are we golng to be driven
out by this Jingwak?"

finar spat into the fire and puffed
for a moment before answering. “Esau
anl Omar tak* good care ov dis Jing-
wiak—nevaire fear dnat. But we want
de fur dis long snows—so we go
[ TR

“You're right, Omar, we'll go =low.
They're wild nnd superstitious—these
peaple.  They might even ambush ns
If we don't handle them right. We'ge
fot a tough job ahead of us, but it's
the only thing that'll save Sunset
Honse—renching these Indians.”

Jim rolled up in his blanket to
struggle with the problem which faced
him, while the voleces of Omar and
Esau, smoking by the dying fire,
Feachied his ears In muffled monotone.
But desperate as were the present for-
tunes of Jim Stuart and Sunset House,
he shortly found himself back on the
sand beach at Mitawangagama, guz-
Ing Into the dark depths of Aurore
LeBlond's changing eyes: watching
the sunlight caught in the meshes of
ber thick hair, listening to her low
lnngh,

Long since, the embers of the fire
had grayed and died, leaving the camp
In gloom. Overhead the night had
thickened, masking the stara. Through
the spruce no alr stirred. Like a
blanket, the murk had settled upon
the great lake. Except for the heavy
breathing of three muffled figures
there was no sound.

Curled near his master, nose buried
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FROM THE BEGINNING

At bls fur post, Sunset Houses,
with his headman, Omar, tmun..h

beach. Jim's superior, Andrew Christie,

Jim and Owmar.
bearing the story, LeBlond discha
at which they acknowledre their
and Jim has planned » cance trip 1o
persistently refused to trade ther fu

l—

!b;rtlm nerth, Jim
wirl from an everturned casce in the lake
daughter of Stuart’s rival in the i i

e Sl ur business. [n » spirit of fum, she

Jim, though LeBlond acknowledges his dobr ot oo g | 22dis displays enmity toward

aple ,
him, at his request, one year te “malke :::a.:w e s rade. shuiion, lies

The attempt fails, and Jim
rges Paradis. Jim and
mutual love, though Aurore ia retur

make a personal appsal ta the
rs with him.

She s
island. LeBlond, with Paradis, his half-

the hoat, leaving his enemy on the

Paradis bribes an Indian to smbush
takes the Indian to LeBlond After
Aurore arrange a rendervous,
ning te Winnipeg,
Indians, whe have

mocensinmg fe the churn of padiies,
us the husky reachod the beach 1o
snarl his challenge to the nnseen ene
mies who had faded like
tite gioon. tuen Umar, grasping ni
Eun, followed by Esau
renched the shore.
Selzing the dog by the nose to choe
his yelping, Omor listened, heml close
o the water, to get the Jiry
the retreating eanoe: then tired iwice
“Take & " he mut
“Light a candle,
after the eanoe when
them," sald Stunrt, *Thes
ruined

ghosts into

amd  Jim,

1

hearid

may huve

wer ™
Already Omar wis gro

hands over the upturis

peterbiorn on

the beach, seeking possible o
when Esan returned with a ited
camile,

“Not a mark” he announced: “dey

want to ste her,

tlem too quick.™
“Well, we know now whit to expect

from the Pipestone country,” sald Jim

bt San

+ he hear

gloomily, with n shike of his head.
“IDn you suppose It wus that Wa-
gosh®*

“No" sild Omar, “he know de dog

was here"
“We'd hetter padidle straight to the

Islands In the morning and talk to
them as if pothing lind happenad,*
“Abh-hah, we go (o de o 1, first

t'ing. 1 v w'at dat Wagzosh say.™

Ity sunrise they were on their way
As the strange ennoe appronched the
fishing camp on the lslands, gronps of
shawied waomen gathered in front of
the tipis, Men, visiting thelr gill-nets
st in the channels, stopped thelr work
to call to each other, curious of the
Identity of the strangers. For the
eanoe of n white man had seldom
nosed its way over the waters of the
Pipestone lakes, deop in the heart of
Kewedin,

A rabble of wolfish dogs met the
canoe ag it slid into the beach of an
Island, Leaving Esau in the boat,
with the challenging Smoke who, with
stiff mane and bared fangs, answersd
the snarls of the Indinn huskies, Omar
and Jim stepped nshora.

“We are from the Lake of the Sand
Beaches,” announced Jim In Ojibwe
to nn old Indian, with face seamed
with wrinkles, who left the group of
women by the tipls and met them.
“I wish to speak to the hunters who
trade there. Send word to the ather
Islands."

With face Immobile ns stone, the
grizzled veteran serutinized Jim and
Omar through keen, mink-like eres,
before he replied,

“What are your names?" he asked
quietly.

“I am Stuart, of the old company,”
snid Jim, “and this is Omar, my head
man. There was g shrewdness, an
intelligence in the rugged features of
the old man which Impressed Stuart,
and he wondered If he, too, were un-
der the spell of Jingwnk, the sorcerer.

“Yon have Journeyed far. What
have von come to the Pipestone to
tell us?*

Irritated by the ealm Insistence of
the OJibwa, Omar broke In, “You will
hear when you have called the hunters
together, Send these boys here with
word to the other Islands.”

The wenthersd skin of the Indian’s
face creased with a dry smile as he
countered: “Who are you to give or-
ders in the Pipestone eountry?”

Omar langhed goodnaturedly as he
passed the Indian a plug of nigger-
head, “My father has swallowed the
fins of a dore and they priek his
throat. There is tobacco and tea In
the canoe. Send for the hunters”™

With a grin, the old mnnhonlered

who stood near the group
s ‘bo“t’u the talk with hushed In-

inder bushy mll, Smoke dr 1 of
Enow-shoe rabbits leaping before him,
of lurking timber wolves and the
white sterns of fieelng caribon, Then,
of a sudden, his vislons of the chase
faded and he stirred uneasily In his
sicep. Presently a faint sound drifted
" his polnted ears, He slowly lifted
his head. His Black nostrils quivered,
but the air told him nothing.

Again his keen ears canght an al-
Mmost imperceptible sound. The great
9oz rose to his feet, his back hair
Stifening, his nose testing the air, as
he listened. Then, satisfied, with a
ronr he leaped toward the lake. There
Was & muttered warning, the sound of

est, to take Stuart’s message.
te.l'-“a!.’l'mt d'yuh think of him? Has
Paradis got him?" whispered Jim to
Omar.

“Hard to tell.”
.‘I:]u: snuntered to the old Indian as

talked rapidly to the group of curi-
2:n and awed squaws near the tipls.
=You have se€n many long snows
come and go,” he sald in Ojibwa. “Youn
have lived long and seen the faces of
many men. Look at me! Do I speak

single tongue?” i

'l‘:";:old Indinn met Jim's eyes with
candld gaze. He removed the pipe he
bad filled with Omar's tobacco, spat,

I

| many long snows for the old COmp

then replliegd -
white mun.

*1 know the face of the
In my youth 1| voynged
ny
down at Fort Hope on the Albany.
There 1 learned from the Oblate father
that there is no truth In me

Ivine men.

ut the people here will not listen
to me*

“They belleve this Wabweno, Jing-
wak®"

“Yes, many believe Wim and the

Frenchman, Parmilis®
dim was stirred by the open speak-
nz of the shrewd old man,  Here was
nily. He bhe eulti-

Pos=zible must
<1
“What Iz yvour name?
“Owlile 7
Fort  Hope;
French.™
“Where s this Jingwak, now?
“He summers In the Sturgeon river

Yate

alve, they enlled

futher was

me al
halr

my

country, three sleeps toward the big
water."

“Have you ever seen this French-
mitn, Purendi=?

“Yos, he wis here the lnst long
snows ; he cume with n dosteam."

“What does Jinzwak tell the OJih.
waus nhout me amd the peest of the ol
cotmpuny to keep them from bringing
me their furs®*

O Zotaire lauzhed ns he repliod:
“He suys that the good <picits he thiks
with tell him that the House of the
Settting Sun Is the home of devils.
He says you have the evil eye™
wd the people believe him®*

Some do, hut not all™

Wit o you think?*

“Jingwak I8 a jessikib, a liar, . "ara-
dis keeps his tipd flled with tobacceo
und Nour”

Jim glanced ot Omar, who listened
walde him. The fuce of the half-breed
hlack with rage. The museles of
sipuare jows bulged as his teeth
crunched, His little eves snapped. as
he leaned toward the old Indian, “You
show  me trail o de Sturgeon
riviere "

Zotnire ealmly gazed into the blood-
filled features of the half-breed.

“I am an old man, amd it s far,” he
answered,

A look of satisfaction touched
Omur's fierce eyes. “In our cianoe is
flour, tobaceo and tea. You are =
wise man and our frieml” he sald sig-
nificantly. “The old company will not
forget Zotalre™

Gradunlly the bark canoes from the
fishing camps assembled at the island
where Jim and Omar waited. Some
of the men and women come forward
with friendly “bo-jo's” and shook
hands with the strangers. Others
hung back, conversing In whispers,
thelr grave, questloning faces pletur-
inz their misgivings concerning this
white man from the House of the
Devils, From the actions of the men
and squaws it was evident to Stuart
that Jingwak's efforts, successful as
they had been in keeping the trade of
these people from Sunset House, had
falled to instill fear of him personally,
except among the most superstitious,
For at his request, they had come to
look at him and listen to his words,

After pazsing tobacco to the men,
Jim told them that their fathers for
two hundred years had traded with
the old company, and always had re-
celved falr treatment. To save them
from a longer journey south, the old
company had bullt a post on the Lake
of the Sand Benches, and wished to
trade with them. But Paradls had
come among them with lies which only
children would believe. In his pay
was a false shaman who lived on the
bounty of the North-West company.

As Jim mentioned the name of Jing-
wak, from a group of young men In
the rear of the Ojibwas rose groans
of protest.

“Jt 1s a lle!" shouted & youth; hut
the volce of Zotaire lifted above the
clamor of dissent.

“Bisan! Keep quiet!" commanded
the old man. “You listened to Paradls
when he sald that this man who speaks
had the Evil Eye and talked with
devils, Now listen to him, and judge
for yourselves who speaks with a
double tongue.”

Jim's heart leaped at the old In-
dian‘s defense of him. Here was a
friend In need. Then Jim told the
Indians that he would come In Decem-
ber, the little moon of the spirit, with
dog-teams londed with honest trade

goods, nnd suve them the long trip
south,

At the anrhouncement there was a
nodding of heads among the older
men, hut from the rear of the assem-
biy, groans and catealls. However,
when Omar told them of the disgrace
of Paradis by his own chief—how he
had been sent to Niplgon, a hush fell
upon the swart-faeed audience,

Shaking hands with most of the
older men and women. Jim returned
to the eanoe, to find Esau and Omar
squatted on the heach, watching Zo- |
talre trace with his fingers a rough
sketeh of the trall north to the Stur- |
Evon river,

Thrangh

vha thres

friends paiddled down the first of the
Pipestone lakes nol made camp oo
an isiand near the outlet. To the
north Iny other amd larger Inkes of the
Pipestone chndn, which formed the
headwaters  of the Sturgeon  river.
Eating thelr supper of hannock, fried
pike, and tea, they considersed the situ-
ation ns they sn ed,

“Too had old Zotalre wouldn't come
with us” rezretted Jime “He seems
to have Influence with these people.”

“He had fenr to travel to de Stur-

' E=aw. “He tell me
heem oof foun'

nftornoann  the

ey

wlees nand Jingwak zot plentes |
up dere” adided the brooding

fr'en’
Yymur

*We're in
zeon, 1

that

for trouble on the Stur-
guess, But I'm going to find
crooked  fakir, tronhle or npo
trouble”™ snapped Jim. “I've got Just
ane year to get some of that fur, or
quie.*™

For a space, Omar looked at hiz dis-
cournged chief, ng he =at, elbowa on
knees, hend In hands. Then the half-
breed rested an fronhard hand on
Jim's shoulder, ns he said: “We stay
n dees eountree and hunt for dat
Jingwak until de fee drive us sout”.”

“Bat suppose we do find him, how're
we poing (o break his hold on the

mve dat to Omar and Esan™ |
“What «'you two intend to do? You |

can't kIl him, you koow, voun old |
wolfl, You'd ruin me If you did, And
thes'd et yon before you got out.

Hemember, you've got a family.*

The black eyes of Omar {winkled as
they met the sphinxlike gaze of the
old Indian. “Esau and Omar find de
way to feex dat waheno.”

But Jim saw little hope In the situ-
ation. He had recklessly undertaken
to doubla the trade of Sunset Honse |
within the year by getting some of
the Pipestone and Sturgeon river fur
from LeBlond. But would these OJih-
wns trade with him when he stole a
wareh ou his rival and came to them
on the snow in December? However,
there was but one line of action open
at present, and that was to visit them,
show himself, and talk to them as he
had talked to the fAshing camps up the
lake, Then the thought of the girl
who had begged him to stay at Mita-
wangngamn untli she went south
drove his present quest from his mind.
Was he ever to see her again? Would
she come back in the spring? If she
did, she would find a defeated fur
trader, out of a Job, who bad had the
boldness to make love to n girl who
could only pity him. As the qulet lake
went rose colored under the flush of
the afterglow, and the shadow-packed
spruce of the adjacent shore of the
mainland deepened from purple to
violet, Jim smoked with his bitter
thoughts, while Omar and Esau talked
together in low tones. Then, as his
clouded gray eyes lifted from the em-
bers of the supper fire into which he
had been staring, a cold nose touched
his hand and u massive, hairy head
nudged his arm, while a palr of slant
brown eyea sought his

“Hello, Smoke!"™ Jim circled the
neck of the dog with his arm, “Smoke
loves Jim, even If he's a poor fur man,
and a fooi to love her”

As If sensing the mood of the man
who held his devotion, the dog whined,
his red tongue caressing Jim's hand.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Touching

The landlady was In a sentimental
mood when dinner was served.

“This Is the anniversary of the
death of my poor, dear uncle,” she
sighed. “He was a sea captaln, and
went down with his ship this day five
and twenty years ngo. [ was only a
child when he went away, but I re
member he gave me u pet lamb as =
parting gift.”

The boarder regarded his lamb cut-
let with mournful Interest.

“Poor, dear lamb!™ he murmured
reproachfully. *“And you've killed It
at last!™

Be Considerate to Job
An old Job ia like an old friend. Wa
become so accustomed to Its virtues
that we may overlook Its value and
helpfulness. We npever kno
slight or abuse an old friend. Lso
it the part of wisdom then to guard
an old job just as zealouslyt—firit,

Mercolized Wax
Keeps Skin Young

Get i .
shin peal off uniil all deforts sueh as

spots. tan snd frechles hind ey e
wid velvely. Your lace ks yaars .
Was brings out the hidden tmanty of four skin. T8
remeve wrl e )

dimmolred it one-ball pist witeh hasal. A8 drug storm.

L
Bhin ie then sely
Foun,

Digging Into the Past

The annual Smithsoninn explora-
tion reports tell of sclence’s march
through jungles, deserts and moun-
tains in an unceasing quest for more
knowledge nhout human beings, bugs,
birds and bensts.  Important among
the fossilasithering expeditions was
that under D, o les W. Gilmore.
In Montann and Wyoming it found
M) specimens of fos<il animnls, The
prizes were the partinl skeletons of
® rhineeros creature and six
skulls of ancient erocodiles.

Itumuz.hm'-vmubu Compound |

0 i
She’s all worn out again
Poor girl . . . she has the same old
headaches. . . backaches . . . and blues.
She ought to try Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegerable Compound in tabler form.

Iberian Village Found
Waorkmen have uneartlssd an Ihe-

rinn villmze il ropolis of the
| Third century, ', in the park at
Guinarilo, nt QTN n. The
disvovery was reported to the Arch-
eilogionl Socity of n, who
have foumd in the park sareophagi,

murns contiaining hones of the
Inhabliants, woaork=s of
vl many voses,

anclent

art, bronze

TRADE MARK REG.

For lazy liver, stomach and
kidneys, biliousness, indi-
g=stion, constipation,

ache, colds and fever.
10¢ and 35¢ at dealers.

Impediment

Diebmehi—Isn't Hamstring going to
warry Irmn Knoute?

Penuchi—Xo, he says Irma has nn
Impediment In her volee,

Drebuchi—Whnt is 1%

'enuchl—She can't say “ves"—The
Pathfinder.

&

If you wish askin clear of pimples,
blackheads and other annoying erup-
tions, begin today the regular use of
Cutieura Soap asisted by
Cutleura Olntment. Noother

thod is so agreeable, so often ef-
fective and so cconomical.

@u Soap 25c. Ointment 25 and

Pories Dray & Coomieal
Corps
-anwa;lur

Mana.
Hurry—Duarling, I love you,
Gretchen—Gool gracious!
we've just become asequainted.
Harry—Yes, I know; but I'm only
here for the week-end.—Chelsea Itee-
ord.

Why,

StJoseph's
( N U I NE
. ASPIRIN

Lawyer—Now the frst thing to do
s to prove an alibi. I suppose there
Is somebody who saw you at seven
o'clock—the time when the e¢rime
was committed?

Client—Xuo, thank goodness!




