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*' Ah, mademoiselle, eet is wan long way,"

he panted. •' C'est une longue traverse 1

"

The term was evidently descriptive, but

the two smiled significantly at each other.

" So you do take la Longue Traverse, after

all I " marvelled Virginia.

Ned Trent clasped her hand.

" We take it together," he replied.

Into the distance faded the Post. The

canoe rounded a bend. It was gone. Ahead

of them lay their long journey.

THE END
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