
Chaptir Three

regard to the stranger, speaki„g evenly but
with emphasis. >Vhen he had Hnished,
Galen Albret struek a bell at his elbow.
Me-en-gan, the bowsman of the factor's
canoe, entered, followed closely by the
young man who had that afternoon arrived.

He was dressed still in his costume of the
voyagcur~ihe loose blouse shirt, the buck-
skin leggings and moccasins, the long tas-
selled red sash. His head was as high and
his glance as free, but now the steel blue of
his eye had become steady and wary, and
two faint lines had traced themselves be-
tween his brows. At his entrance a hush
of expectation fell. Galen Albret did not
stir, but the others hitched nearer the long,
narrow table, and two or three leaned both
elbows on it the better to catch what
should ensue.

Me-en-gan stopped by the door, but the
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