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Conjurors House

In the cornei of the fire they two had whis-

pered one to the other—the already grizzled

traveller of the silent land, the fresh, brave

north-maiden. At midnight, their parkas

drawn close about their faces in the fearful

cold, they had met outside the inclosure of

the Post. An hour later they were away

under the aurora for Qu'Apelle. Galen Al-

bret's nostrils expanded as he heard the

crack, crack, crack of the remorseless dog-

whip whose sting drew him away from

the vain pursuit. Atler the marriage at

Qu'Apelle they had gone a weary jour-

ney to Rae, and there he had first seen

Giaehme Stewart.

Fort Rae is on the northwestward arm

of the Great Slave I^ake in the country of

the Dog Ribs, only four degrees under the

Arctic Circle. It is a dreary spot, for the

Barren Grounds are near. Men see only
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