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her wild heart in the throb of her throat. Her
cheeks showed a faint flusli of red through the
dark olive,- the flush of health and youth,—
her nostrils dilated, like those of an Ontario high-
jumper, as she drank life from the dewy worn,
while her eye danced with the joy of being alive.'

Jaquis sized and summed her up in the one word
"magnific." But in that moment, when she
caught the keen, piercing eye of the engineer,
the Belle had a stroke that comes sooner or later
to all these wild creatures of the wilderness, but
comes to most people but once in a lifetime.

She never forgot the gleam of that one glance,
though the Silent one was innoc»nt enough.

It was di.,)i. the days that followed, when
she sat and ftatched him at his work, or followed
him for hours in the mountain fastnosses, that
the Belle of Athabasca lost her heart.

When he came upon a bit of wild sceneo' and
stopped to photograph it, the Belle stood back
of him, watching his every movement, and when
he passed on she followed, keeping always out
of sight.

The Belle's mother haunted him. As often
as he broke camp and climbed a little higher


