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The Prospector

By S. A. WHITE
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atastrophes Some names
had no footnote of ex
planat - nothing bt A
smudge of black as a sombre

token A these the factor

spoke only in a quiet corner
and  the tale although ..
black as the name smud ge
had alwavs the searlet stan
f blood running through it
Redmond came in  fre
quently to Poste Du Croix
after that first it He has
found A promising fistrict
with good indications about

ten miles up Riviere Delarde

»  tributar lof [the Moose Soon it
began L« '4‘ w hispered about that
this graduate fof a southern mining
school visited Poste Du Croix for other
reasons than to procure fresh supplies
Certainl he refmained longer than was
necessary btain the articles of which

he was in need, and the inhabitants of

the settlement knew very well how fair
was the face of the queen of all their
ma.d.

Lucille Bleauvelt's countenance was

sweet and beautiful as a painter’'s con
ception of the Virgin Mary Her braided
hair was long and dark as the inky mists
that waved of a spring night from the
swollen rivers of the north Underneath
the raven tresses her eves looked out like
two t|v']- dark forest [,.,l. ’.)
man must be loved before he can be
blessed with any fathoming insight
Lucille’'s parents were both dead, and

\!'.I"A A

¢ Nved with ber father's boother
Hasonne Mleauvelt Her two beothers
Francols and Gabriel. were alee in the

Hudson's Bay Company's employ ot

! e Do Cronn
While Garry Redmond came often 1o
settioment. e v him =it
! o the srest w ot the Tacton's
b s, which was & sort of public plaee
- men and maids were wont to gather
f cre nversation or apen firtation
st the log store, where evers
tant met every ther imbabitant
AL some Lime during the day-spacs
! e was Limid, and love was 20 Bew
N had » wish 10 share her wondrous
sectet with i possipe by laying her
3 ne open | bartvation Her whin
war ol them know sothing. and what
whispered was surmised
But in the silence of the enchanted
mmer nights the canows sedd | Aoat
ke & leal across the pusd silver that t)

tooth for & glance inside the lookhet. but
Lucille met hints and chall with equal
setenity and guarded her love the better

Many » blackeyed vorapeur oast
revengefnl Jooks wpon the prospector
becmuse he had captured & prise more
Lnr---uo than sllver or gold snd beonuse
e had conquered where they had failed
bt the tall sonm of Anak had & paie of
huge shoulders, chonr blue eyee and »
Rghting chin, so they went on thelr way,
for they knew they might stir up & demon
which would crush even their own sinewed
franies

The Sest frosts bit into the northiand
like Meel. Paste Du Crolx sassumed an
air of industrious preparstion for the fur
trading season “\n,'bno bustle and
excitement prevailed. The trappers went
outl with their wooderall squipmentis to
take toll of the forest depths; the factor
squared all old sccounts a0 much -
possible and made his books ready for

prowpecton do. He stayed o8 ot Poste
M Crvin, soting with sstisfaction thet
Lucille grow gayer and more besutifel
with his near presence.

The days of the wild, fren. open life on
ridge or frosen stream were Joyous ones
The nights before Ravonne uvelt's
fireplace were very dear, and the old man
knew instinctively of & boad which joined
the hearts of those on oither his
chair. When Redmond was gone—he
boarded with the lactor— the uncle would
touch the locket upon Lucille’'s neok and
smile knowingly. Rings were not 1o be
had for the buying s Poste De Crois,
and Ravonne's keen eyes had noticed that
there was an emply cross-link hanging
from Redmond's watch-chain

IL

The drifta of the choked ravine freow
blue. A fragrant mist exhaled from tree-
trunks strangely dark. The pond-oes
sgeed ia the contre

Poste Du Croiz  knew
the signs.  The inhabitants

Mountsin Climbing st Glacler, B.C; two of (he climbers are women

Moose River
through the pine tops, and only the soft
voieed whip-poor wills and the drinking
fawns heard the words that were whispered

great moon spilled on

and the vows that were sealed

Lucille's father had
trapper, and a man of careful living
He had sent the girl to a residential
school in OMtawa upon the mother's death
but he did not live long enough after
fruits of her

been a famous

her return to
superior education

Pneumonia or as the wilderness
dwellers term it~ the “fever of eold
claimed his mighty body for its prey

S0 the months of the warm season
sped on, and Lucille’'s dream grew sweeter
At her snow-wnite throat there was a
splash of gold which had not been there
before Garry Redmond's coming

The jealous girls, like Marie Lesoir and
Narcisse Verome, would have given »

enjoy the

the entries of rich fur bales which must
the women stitched leg-
gings and gauntiets for the iron winter

Francois and Gabriel Bleauvelt journey-
ed forth into the Delarde Valley, a distance
of twenty miles, to & log cabin, which
was the first stage of their winter's hunt
The uncle, Ravonne, grown too aged for
the chase, acted as the factor's assistant,
and from his knowledge of the trade was
invaluable in that eapacity

Francois and ‘n-t.nrl hoped to bring
in their giant loads of peltries by the snow’s
end, and they had promised Lucille to
make Poste Du Croix without fail before
the thaw came, for she had whispered a
secret to them before they left for the
Delarde Valley

The frosts and snows put an end to
Garry Redmond’s work on the claims he
had staked and he paid off his Indian
helper; but he did not go south as most

sOOn come In

understood that lake and
river would presently
be unfettored. They watah.
od for the emerald fash of
winging mallards and honk-
ing phalanzes of & bigger
hn«‘ pointing  siraight s
A com needle for James
Bay acBane, the factor,
vood outside the store and
observed the seam

from the cracks of the

He miffed the spring alr,
and trained his feld-glasses
on  the raw.backed ridge
which shut out the vists of
Delarde . Valley. All  the
trappers were in with their
furs, excepting the Bleauvelt
brothers. They had & habit
of pressing season Lo
the very end and riding in
on tumultuous spring floods
with their cances piled high
with trophies. It wae »
dangrrous habit, and men
less skilful and daring would
have lost the cargoes nine
times out of ten. Yet, on
this ocession they had not
taken their canoes. upon their
toboggans to the line of
huts up the Delarde. They
promised to be in before
the forest-trails gave way,
with their snowshoes on
their feet and weighty slode
dragging behind Another
troubled MacBane!

up from
Temiskaming, although it
was & week overdue. He
feared on-dhh’ bad ha

pn;ul Mangard Gironne, t

stalwart tripper—the wilder-
ness man whose advent
to ¢ company’s stands
occasioned such rejoicing by
bringing in news of “le
Grand Pays.” The factor
swung his glasses alternately
between the ridges and the

big bend of the Moose
River along which the teail
from the southward -

wound like a dirty-colored

snake, but all attempts o
ek wp trudging figures were valn.
Nothing stirred but the rifts of snow
sliding with a » h from the
ravine edges brown gw beneath.
There was no sign of the coming of the
tripper or of the return of the uvelt
brothers

“Aoweel,” sighed MacBane, as he
dropped the glasses in his pocket and
turned to old Ravonne standing in the
door. " A-weel, | doot not but the young
fules may stay ben till the snow melts,
an’ wibline raft in their furs when the
Aood gangs doon. They dinna have ony
sense !

Ravonne shook his head in smiling
contradiction of MacBane's testy com-
plaint.

“Non, M'sieu Rodereek,” he replied,
“Francois ot Gabriel—ils reviendront
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