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"Forbes la wanted for murder," lie said.
"A Ruthenian girl near his school. Lock
up carefully te..night. You sheuld net ho
livingalone liere."

"B'ut why should anyone suppose Mr.
Forbes would murder a Ruthenian girl?"'

"Jeaousy. Her father wanted lier te
marry a countryman of lus but she lias
been'flirting wth Ferbes. Te-day lier
Ruthenian lover wss talking and laughing
with lier, at lier father's lieuse, when
Forbes surprised them, lie says, and shot
the girl in a jealous rage."

With a hasty goed niglit, the policeman
was off.

Joan stoedi the doorway until the
sound of the herses' hoofs lhad quite died
away; then she lowered the blinda, drew
the curtaina and locked the door .

"Come and have something te 4aty"
she whispered. "But bce careful net te
speak loud, for this shack is se near the
road that anyene passing ceuld hear
voices, and weuld wonder who was with
me. And be careful net te let your
shadow fali on the blind."

"ll go," lie whispered, "as soon as I
have had sone food. I'm famislied."

"«Ne, yeu must stay here te-niglit, per-
haps for several days, until the first ex-
citement lias died away. I will sleep in
the tent."

"No, l'il be off aasoson as you think
your neiglibors have gene to bed."

"But the prairie ia ver'y open here;
there la ne bush te ghelter in. Everyone
along the trail wiil be on the watch for
yeu; you must do as I say., But is it true
yeu were flirting with this girl?"

'«I swear te yeou-" lie cried.
"Huali; for heaven's sake keep yourveice dowii."
"I'm soy," lie whispered. "'l lie

more careful.ý But you see hew it la.

1 do, and anything out of the ordinary
would start them talking."

Taking lier sweater, a knitted cap, and
a box of matches, Jean went out te the
tent. But she did not go te bed. lu-
stead,1 she sat on the edge of the pallet
until she was sure that ne one was about
at Boijuk's. Striking. a match she
glanoed at her watch; it wss juste evn.

Slipping on lier sweater, and putting
the matches in lier pocket, Joan took lier
bicycle from tlie schoelhouse porch. She
meant te ride over te Ferbes' shack for
the, camera. She wheeled lier biccl
until she had passed tlie brew of the ,il

since the road was tee reugh te ride with-l
eut a light. Then she lit lier lamp, and
rode as fast as she dared. There was a
full moon, but the niglit was cloudy.
After riding about eiglit miles she saw, a
mile away, a large white building which
she knew must be the school, and near
it several thatclied lieuses. She dis-,
mounted, put eut lier lamp, and hid the
bicycle in a clump of trees near the road.
The lieuses were ail dark,' but Joan left
the road and struck across the fields.
After stumbling over plouglied land, she
at last reaclied the school. Ail looked
quiet and deserted. Going softly te the
shack, she turned the liandie of le oor.
It was locked.

For a moment she was startled. Why
was tlie door lecked? "Oh, liow stupid of
me," she thouglit in a moment. "0f
course the police would lock the place up.
But it will be easy enougli te get in at a
windew."

Going round te the back of the shack,
she found, as she had expected, that the
window was unfsstened. In a moment
she liad opened it, and crawled through.
The moonliglit was briglit enougli te show
lier something dark on the sheif ever the
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The sergeant seemed te, believe that story;
yeu think it may lie true."

"There must be seme reason fer sucli a
stery," Joan said.

"There is ne reason, I tel you. Tofan
wanted te marry the girl; lier fatlier.was
on bis side but she diliked him. Besides,
sIc didn't want te marry anybody. She
wanted te go te the city and get m-ork in a
lai.mdry. SIc and lier father quarrelecl
ail thc time about Tonasco. Only last
Sunday sIc told me that Tonasco had
threatened lier. Se, wlien 1 saw him
standing there with thc gun, 1 knew what
lie meant te do. I1liad just snapped the
camera wlien I looked up-"

"Ile was standing behind the girl?"
Jean intcrrupted.

"Yes; lie shot lier in the back."
as"Then his picture must be on the film,
awl shrTeei oreyidence."

"By Jove!" lie said, "I neyer thouglit
of that!" I

"Where is that camera?"
"On the shelf, over the window in my

sliack, where I always keep it. 1 toek it
and the gun liormmechanically, and put
tliem in the usual places."'

"Will Tonasco think of the camera?"
Jean asked. "Perhaps lielias already
destroyed it?"

"I don't tbink se.. He's a stupid
creature."

"Net se stupid in the story lic told the
police."

"Habit; lis countryrnen are acemin
p uthd liars."
"Butý you wcre stupid net te have

thouglit of the camera."
"I suppose I was, but 1 was dazed by

the suddenness ef the affair."
"lWell, I am geing te bcd new," Joan

said. "Be careful net te make a noise,
or te start a fire in the morning until I
come in. TIc Doicjuks notice everythiing

lie tlie camera. She crossed the roem,
and was reaching up te take it, wlien hler
hand feil te lier side, and she stepped as4
if she had been shot. She listenet. Yes,
there it was again? This time there was
ne doubt of it. She was net alone in the
shack; someone was snoring lieavily on
the lied at the other end of t he room.

In a moment Joan's courage came back.
"Now that I've got se far 1 will not eo
back witliout the camera," she said. She,
seized it, tiptoed across te the window,
and was about te crawl eut, when she
heard steps approaching. A moment
afterwards somebody tried the door.
Hardly stopping te, think wliat she did
Joan drqpped te the ground, and roiled
under the bed.

Somebody was sliaking the door, and
Joan heard voices speaking in Russian,
but could not distinguish wliat was said.
A few seconds later she heard someene
crawling through the open wmndow, then
heavy steps crossed the floor, and she
heard the door open. Another man
entercd.

"Liglit the lamp, Stepan," said the
latter, speaking in Russian which Jan
understood well. "Is the fool liere?"

"(Do you net hear him snoring like a
1pig?" asked the man called Stepan.
"Yes, 1 thouglit se," lie said, as, after
lighting the lamp, lie approached and
leaned over the lied. "Dead drunk.
Shall we try te wake hirm up, Vasil?"

"We must -wake the fool up, and find
out what has become of that camera.
Itfs lucky the Mld man mentioed it te me.
Tonasce is our b)rother, eve:n thougli le is
a foot, and if the police get hold of the
camera,' and develop that picture which
the Englishman took just as Tonasce
fircd, we'hl ail go te jail. What a foo
Tonasco was net te think of it! Bul
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