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There were few occasions now
upon which to practice it, few to
witness it, even when the rem-
nants of fribe made White
Rock their headquarters in spring,
summer and fall. But the room
was stocked with the parapher-
nalia of his profession, gathered
through scores of years, inherited,
some of it.

Skulls of bear and bison painted
with various devices, old baskets
whose patterns were runes. Rat-
tles, war clubs and tomahawks
with which to fight the evil
spirits, Medicine drums, carved
spears and wands of ceremony,
decorated with tufts of feathers.
Wooden bowls carved in weird
designs. Plummed bonnets, marks

" that represented totem birds and

beasts, set with teeth carved
from cachalot ivory, eyed with
shell naere brought from the Big
Salt Water to the west. Empty
shells of terrapin, antlers, curious-
ly twisted growth of trees, medi-
cine bags. herbs, skins of marten
and, ermine, Mats and blankets.
A totem pole, carved and lﬂnud,
ﬂs‘a‘t;ly : ‘-’:ﬂ*ﬁa ~—the
fam tree of Nipegosis.

An hour before, an Indian had

f

in the matter that had made him
choose White Rock for a hiding
place, provided he could win the
wizard’s gratitude or friendship.
It was certain that Nipegpsis
would not be ungrateful, would
not care to remain under an obli-
gation so long ag-he was normal,
but Will MacLeod wanted some-
thing Nipegosis might well con-
sider far too great.

. Marion had a certain womanly
pity toward the wizard and, per-
haps because.of a Highland in-
heritance, of ancestors who firm-

ly believed in second-sight, she|

had a strong belief, blended ‘with
reverence, in his wisdom. She
sometimes saw his eyes regarding
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A wizard must always be wra
in mystery. They would find him
some day, in this lodge he had
taken : gver, tdead, with dignity.
He supped the contents of the
basin slowly.

“Your brother hunts,” he sta-
ted. “He will soon return, He
brings meat.”

Marijon accepted his assertions.
Facts would prove them. And she
begani 'to_have an eerie feeling
that she always got in the Con-
juror’s presence. It was heighten-
ed tonight. She felt the soft, short
silken’ hairs at the of her
neck stiffen and bristle. It seemed
as if something marked a clammy
track down her spine.

She held the sense of danger
and yet she-felt she was pro-
tected, that Nipegosis was in a
kindly ‘mood toward her. Perhaps
-this last gift of broth'might make
him spéak, tell her what she most
wanted to know. She believed in
her brother's tale of his innocence
in the killing of Jacques Regnier,
though. she would have followed
him . anyway. And she knew, as
he did,--that -the evidence was
practically overwhelming.

Nipegosis finished his broth;
the ‘gir] put another chunk in the
stove. The phadows blinked about
the queer objects and invested
them "with' greater significance.

The Conjuror sat motionless;
|he had seemed to collapse into a
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her with a kindly speculation.’ghapeless, boneless heap beneath
Nipegosis might know what Will, hig blanket. In the wavering light

wanted—what she also wanted,
i?drmwm‘-m first and then for
her own, so that they might both
leave this t she fancied,
and hoped, that the wizard sensed
that she would have performed
these little offices for him with~
out selfish purpose.

uncertain shadows about the
‘réom. Nipegosis sat huddled
blankets, .
in, Tagami,” he said as
tered. That was his name
Tagami, the Birch, most
trees in the North. It
pliment. He had not
: be expecting
, the first of twi-
kness, the opening
r had brought in q)]d
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his turtle head seemed something
carved .rather than animate. His
eyes
harn lids,

Suddenly, in some nook where|

the light did not reach, some-
where- in the dense shadow, an
Indian drum began to beat, @
{eerutnonhl tom-tom. It was hard
to locate the sound and Marion
;did not try. Her mouth got dry
'and again she felt the ghostly

trail on her spine, Her skin goose-

fleshed. She was sure they were
alone in the place, but who was
beating that drum, in-a low mo-
notonous rythym that entered into

her blood, controlled the throb

of heart and pulse? It sounded
ag if skeleton. fingers were" tap-
ping on’ the parchment. :

Don't Wait-Until Winter Comes

'TO(L)your

' Prepare Now
While Materlals
Are Available
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were closed between the

Tom_tom_tom!

i| Tom_tom.tom! Tom_tom .tom!

Then silence ‘while the fire
shifted inside the drum stove and
the ' lamplight juggled with the
shadows. The weird faces on the
totem ‘pole seemed alive, peering
at her, grinning, She felt the pre-

Danger following fast!”

What did "the cryptic words
mean? Nipegosis would profess
he had not heard them, did not
utter them. Perhaps he had not.

The - Conjuror stirred, came
back to life.

“The pan of irom, child,” he

said querulously, but in his own|in

voice. “Bring it swiftly. Heat it
on the stove. Then bring me the
bowl of herbs, there by the bisgn
skull” k

She obeyed, placing the heavy
skillet on top. of the hot stove
that was fairly humming with
heat, showing a dull cherry on its
sides. The heat in the room was,
or seemed to be tremendous. Pres-
piration dripped from her fore-
head, but Nipegosis shivered.

At his bidding she sat down the
hot skillet on the floor upon two

A star on the ground, on the
edge of the'forest) réd fitful It
was not a star, but a dying fire.

She seemed impelled toward it,
moving without ition, without
any sense of ea] being, hov-
ering. Only her mind, like a bird,
like a spirit descending.

There was a man by the fire,
muffled up, crouching, shivering.
He set a sticy carefully on the fire.
There were three other sticks on
the snow beside him. She fried to
see his face but could not. She
felt that a message trembled be-
tween them, trying to adjust it-
self to the right vibrations, to con-
quer some ghostly static; to tune

She felt a tremendous sympathy
for this shivering unknown. She
felt,she knew him, that his pres-
ence there was important, vital to
heér happiness, She knew that he
was hurt, helpless, that Death
was close by. Her sight blurred,
the scene wavered, distorted,
slowly disappeared.

Then she was back in the Con-
juror's house, on the hide-cov-
ered stump, her eyes streaming
with tears the room a mist of

s I
stinging vapor. Her memory of

slitted lids. He
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He seemed exhausted,

as if power had gone out of him.
‘him there.

He listened to her seriously.

He Hhad her share of Scotch be-

liefs, He knew Indians. He knew
ipegosis.

2

“Al] :{ght. Sis!” he told her.
“Nipegosis - told you something,
or showed you something. He
doesn’t talk through his war bon-
net. He knows. 1 don't know
where he gets his stuff or how
he puts it over, but I'll stake
anything that sofnebody is out
there, on the edge of timber
bepond Elk River, That’s ten
miles. He'll freeze to death in-
side of two hours. We'll take a!
chance on it"”

‘It's no chance, Will He's
there. It's somebody I know, I'm
sure. Trying to tell me some-
thing.” ' :
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and the blanket. Hit in the head,

too, We've got to lift him on

sled and get him back in double
time. Heart’s still going.”

“Will,” cried the girl with a sob.

“It's Byrne. It's Dick Byrnel”

(To be continued)
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Looking for a postwar tire that reslly out-
on the new B.F.Goodrich Silvertown
that’s been proved and spproved in mil-
lions more miles of service than any other

postwar tire.

Of course, there are reasons these tires

your present tires.

Hwanyauwait...withtbo’ 3
cost mile and the price you
pay these outstanding tires

. @t the lowest point in years?

5 price—lower, in fact, than pre-
war with a Big Trade-in Allow-
ance for the unused mileage in

.B.I'.Goo“d—rieh Tires
Now af LESS than
 PREWAR PRICES!,

sure-footedness.

cords take more strain from road
and resist blowouts better, .-

teavel farther. (1) A wider, flstees, ™
huskier tread puts more rubber
road; greater contact that means less weae
at any one peint, longer mileage and more

on the

(2) More and
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