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for a moment, and exclaimed: "Him Jasper
Lake," pointing up the Atliabasca.

"You know Jasper Uke?" asked the en-
gineer, glancing up for the first time.

" Out," said the old woman (Belle's step-
lather was half French); "know 'im ver' well."

Smith looked her over as a matter of habit,
for he allowed no man or woman to get by him
with the least bit of information concerning the
country through which his imaginary line lay.

Then he glanced at Belle for fully five seconds^
then back to his blue print. Nobody but a he-
nun, or a man already wedded to the woods,
could do that, but to ihe credit of the camp it

will go down that the chief was the only man in
the outfit who failed to feel her presence. As
for Jaquis, the alloyed Siwash, he carried the
scar of that first meeting for six months, a,d
may, for aught I know, take it with him to his
little swinging grave. Even Smith remembers
to this day how she looked, standing there on
her two trim ankles, that disappeared into her
hand-turned sandals or faded in the flute and
fringe of her fawnskin skirt. Her full bosom
rose and fell, and you could count the beat of
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