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when he asked if she 'd encore the pork and
beans. But she looked at Smith. She would
sit by the hour, her elbow on her knee and her

chin in her hand, watching him wistfully, while

he drew crazy, crooked lines or pictured moun-
tains with rivers running between them— all of

which, from the Belle's point of view, was not

only a waste of time, but had absolutely nothing

to do with the case.

The Belle and her brown mother came to the

camp of the Silent first one glorious morn in

the moon of August, with a basket of wild berries

and a pair of beaded moccasins. Smith bought
both— the berries for Jaquis, out of which he
built strange pies, and the moccasins for himself

He called them his night slippers, but as a

matter of fact there was no night on the Atha-

basca at that time. The day was divid(.d into

three shifts, one long and two short ones,— day-

light, dusk, and dawn. So it was daylight when
the Belle first fixed her large dark eyes upon
the strong, handsome face of Smith the Silent, as

he sat on his camp stool, bent above a map he
was making. Belle's mother, being old in years

and unafraid, came close, looked at the picture


