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1" By EDISON MARSHALL

BEGIN HERE TODAY

Bill Bronson and Virginia Tremont ﬂqd .
themselves forest prisoners in Bill's ergy than she could mﬂy spend.

cabin in the Clearwater of Canada. Bill

was hired by Virginia to guide her in

her search for her flance, Harold Louns- ow careless in dress or ap
bury, who vanished in the Clearwater|S®

siX years before. Her flance's uucle and
a coﬂk. Vosper, completed the party. Bill

mended, she dressed her hair as care-
and Virginia were engulfed in fording

Grizzly river. Bill saved Virginta’'s life.
The others left on the cpposite shore, de-
serted. Bill hopes to look also for the

lost mine of ais farther, murdered by a their ﬁeqm excursions Into the

partner.
GO ON WITH THE STORY
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CHAPTER VII.

Virginia found the days much nap-
pier than she had hoped. .
She liked the hours of sober talk in
the evenings Sometimes they would
_piay through the records, and so well
had Bill made his selections that she
never tired of them.
She ha. her lonesome hours, but
not so many as she had expected.
When time hung heavy on her hands
she would take out one of the old
magazines that Biil had brought up to
read on the winter nights.
She had abundant heaith. The ex-
perience seemed to build her up, ra-
ther than injure her. Her muscles de-

veloped, she breathed deep of the cold

She fought away the tendency to
pearance.
She kept her few clothes clean and

fully as in her city heme. _
Their cabin life was redeemed by

wild. The study ofi Nature was con-
stantly more absorbing to the girl.
In these excursions Virginia learn-
ed to use herpistol with remarkable
acuracy. Her strength increased; she
could follow wherever Bill led.
They did not forget their graver
business. Ever Virginia kept watch
for a track that was not an—-animal
track, a blaze on a tree not made by
]the teeth of porcupine or grizzly, a
charred cooing rack over the ashes of
a fire. But as yet they had found no
sign of human wayfarers other than
themselves.
Bill never ceased to search for his
mine- He Inoked for blazes, teo; for
a sign of an old camp or a pile of
washings beside a stream. When he
found an open stream he would wash
the gravel, and it seemed to him he
combed the entire region between the
two little tributaries of Grizzly River
indicated on his map. But with the
deepening snow search was ever more
diffieult. Unlike Virginia, he was al-
most ready to give uap.
Every day winter strengthened its
shackles.
b Even the rapids of the river had
begun to freeze.
But now the snowshoe frames were
done, wrought from tough spruce, and
the moose hide cut into thongs and
Stretched across to make the webs.
For a few days Bill and Virginia
had been captives in the cabin, and|
they held high revels in celebration of
their eompletion. Now they eould go
forth into the drifts again.
It did not mean, however, that the!
time was ripe for :hem to take their|
sled and mush into Bradleyburg. The'!
snow was till too soft for long jaunts.
Came a clear, icy night, and the
Northern Lights were more vivid and
beautiful than ever. Bili thought Vir-
ginia was watching their display: if
he had known the real subject of her
thoughts, he would not have come and
stood in the doorway with her.
“We're not the only ones to see it,”
Virginia told him softly. “Somewhere
I think—I feel—that Harold is watch-
ing it, too. Somewhere over this
snow.” .
Bill did not answer, and the girl
turned to him in tremulous appeal.
“Won’t you find him for me, Bill?”
she cried. “You are so strong, so cap.
able—you_can do anything, anything
you try. Won't you find him and
bring him back to me?”
The man looked down at her, and
his face was ashen.

CHAPTER VIIL

F

mountain air, and she had more en-

i rubbish and filth.

One clear, icy night a gale sprang|
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up in the east, and Virginia and Bill
fell to sleep to the sound of its com-
plaint. And when Bill went forth for
his morning’s woodcutting he found
that his snowshoes did not break
through the crust.

The wird had blown and crusted
the drifts during the night.

This permitted him to mae a dash
over to a certain stream further down
toward the Yuga River in search of
any sign of the lost mine. '
When about twelve miles from the
cabin he saw, through a rift in the
distant trees, a human trail in the
STiow.

He stood a moment in the drifts,
torn by an inner struggle.
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Mostly they are unwritten; but their
influénee is felt clear beyond the Arc-.
tic Circle. They state quite clearly

of traps, for'a certain distance on each
side of him the district is his, and no
one shall poach on his preserves. And
these Indians had lately been part-
ners in an undertaking to clear the
whole region of its furs.

discovered their trap lines and had
come to make trouble.

So they were considerably amazed
at Bill’s first question. “Did one of
you make those tracks out there?”
he asked.

“No,” Joe grunted. “Our pardner
made it. Follow it dewn—pretty soon
find another cabin.” .

CHAPTER IX.

Bill only had to turn to see the
snowy roof of the cabin, two hundred
yards away down the glade.

It was a new cabin, just erected,
and smoke drifted 1aintly from its
chimney. Bill rapped on the door.
“Come along in,” some one an-

that” when a man lays down a line}

They had no idea but that Bill had|

back fence.

" “It's like this,”
without telling mct

“We all look forward to

<o, s e s S
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“Have you heen home for a visit this year yet, Mrs. Aitken?* asked her neighbor as they chatted across the

“No! and I'm not going,” Mrs. Aitken repifed. “That is, not in the way you are thinking of—the o.d way™
she continued: “Tom and I made a gyod many trips home during the year. : ‘ _
her only to find either her or father Indisposed. We could not stay and you can imagine what
& pull it was to leave them to say nothing of the expense and trouble.

“Coming back from our last visit we decided that ail things considered it would be far better for us all if we
Just had a little chat aver the 'phone with Moth

take a trip home and pay a real visit, )
the chats every week. They keep us in touch with one another all the time and are
really so much more satisfactory than the hurried visit.

“Tom says it is the 1930 method of visiting the hom> folks.”

Often we went

er or Father once a week—then during our regular holidays,

Lounsbury rememtered his stanch
allies—Pete and Joe. “And what if
I did?”
““You knew I trapped here. You
brought up Joe Robinson and a breed
with you- You meant to clean up this

swered gruffly. Bill did not have to‘
glance twice at the bearded face to
know in whose presence he stood. '
Changed as he was, there was no
chance for a mistake. This was Har-.
old Lounsbury, the same man who'
had passed his camp years before, the !
same lost lover that Virginia had come
to find. .

Bill saw that the man was frighten-
ed. His lips were loose, his eyes nerv-
ous afid bright, his hands did not hold
quite steady. Here was one that the
wilderness had crushed inm its brutal
grasp- e

This did not mean that his health
was wasted. His body was strong and

of red lines in his cheeks and a yellow
tinge to the whites of his eyes, he.
would have seemed in superb physical |
condition.

The evidence lay rather in the ex-
pression of his face, and most of all

He was utterly unkempt and =lov-'
enly. His coarse beard covered his |

dirt, his skin was scarcely less dark
than that of the Indians themseives.
The nails on his hands were foul; the
floor of the house was cluttered with

Yet leering through his degeneracy,

his identity could not be mistaker.

Here was the man Virginia had pierc-

ed the North to seek.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“You're Lounshury, of course,” Bill

answerzd.

. “Sure; I ask you again—what do

you want?”’

“You've been living on the Yuga.

You came up here to trap my terri-
"

Apzininthclowu'p:rtafyour
can torture you. But not for
long, if you know about Aspiria!
These harmiess, pleasant tablets
take away the misery of lumbago,
rheumatism, neuralgia, headaches,
toothaches, and systemic pains of
women. Relief comes promptly ; is
complete. Genuine Aspirin cammot

depress the heart. Look for the
Bayer cross, thus:

,“And what are you going to da about

3 va of her breed—pusked through the door
trim: except for a suspicious network

: . : . . L |marry squaws,” he replied.
in the surroundings in which he lived. | = B

' ., |8ame strange, at voice, “and I find
lips, his matted hair was dull witn*%y", *"ranE®, et

winter—all the furs in the country.”
Harold’s face drew in a scowl.

it?

“The queer thing is—” and Bill
spoke quietly, slowly, “I’m not going
to do anything about it—now. I didn’t
come to see you about trapping. I
came—about Virginia Tremont.”

“Virginia!” he cried. “My God,
what do you know about her?”

All = once he looked, with an an-
noyance and anxiety that at first Bill
could not understand, toward the door
of the cabin.

An Indian squaw—for ajl her filth
and untidiness a fair representative

and came stolidly inside.
Bill’s face wis stern as the gray
cliffs of the Selkirks when he turned
again to Harold. “Is that your wo-
ran?” he asked simply.
Harold shrugged. “One doesn’t
“I came to find Harold Lounsbury,
a gentleman,” Bill went on in the

(To be continred.)
——— o —

Minard’s for Falling Hair.

Disam;ointed

“Were you impressed with the
sculpture in Europe?”
“No, you can see just as good radi-
ator caps right here in Canada.”
I'd like to go to sea, you know,

“We have now learned that evolu- .thing as she dashed into tle village
tion is not always from the worse to | store, “father’s bheing c¢hased by a
the better.”—Dean Inge. bull!” “Good heavens! What shail L
—— do, miss?”’ “Give me a roll of film for

‘I say,” cried the bright young | my poecket camera, quick'”
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Add To Yc;ur Summer Home Enjoyment With a Cruisab;u:!

R PFISHING swim-
A ) Foming. fast ferry, day
boating or movunlight
cruising, the Cruisabout
has no equal for joye-
giving, health and nappi-
ness on the laughing
rippling waters.

This Cruisabout. 29°
long, 8 10" beam ung 2
4" draft. is a big. birly.
= quality built, 18-mil -

an-hour runabout wity
dependable 110-H.P. Gray
Marine motor. Tha 17

®
ICha' Jon cockpit {s ample for anv
party. The small how
- cabin has tollet and lots
1 \” of hanging space faoi
clothes, bathing

=uits

golf bags and Ashing
tackle.

This Day Crutsabout

(priced at $3.686 at ‘ac

tory) and her sister ‘hips

are fllustrated in our
catalogue. Write ¢ = {¢.
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A faded, battered hat is hardly
e« . yet no worse

es.YOUur
always inelude a “N g
shine—which waterproeofs the
‘ shoes as it pelishes.

All his fondest hopes, his dreams, !
all the inner guardians of his own|
happiness told him to keep his search, |

v’

to journey on his way and forget he|
bad seen the tracks, Every desire of |
Self spoke in warning to him.

Baut Bill Bronson had a higher law
than self. Long ago, in front of the
ramshackle hotel in Bradleyburg, he
had given a promise—to find Harold
Lounsbury.

He turned and went over to investi-
gate the tracks.

He followed swiftly down the trail, |-
anxious to -now his fate at the first
possible intsant. He saw that the
trail was fresh, made that morning;
he had every reason to think that he
could overtake the man who had made
it within a few hours

He did not catch up with the trav-
eler in the snow. But shortly after

Use Minard’s for Riveumat! -m. ]
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