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August 2, 1917,

the creek, and the face of the man
WaS m;l.".wd to look spon uor to

remem!

“T'll show Darley Champers how
well my left hand works. There'll be
no telitale scar left on his faze when
I'm through, and he can tumblo right
straiy at down to the water [1om here
and on to hell, and Wyker's joint may
bear the blame. Damned old Dutch-
than, to turn me out now. I set him
up in business when 1 had money,
Here comes Champers now.”

The storm-cloud burst upon the h.l
at that moment. John Jseobs' aorss
leaped forward on the swep slope,
alid, and fell to its knees. As it sprang
up again the two men could not see
each other, for a flash of lightning
blinded fhem and in the crash of
thunder that burst at the same in-
stant, filling the valley with deafening
roar, the sharp report of a double pis-
tolshot was swallowed up.

An hour later Darley Champers,
drenched with rain, stumbled down
the crooked trail in the semi-darkness.
The cool air came fanning out of the
west and a faint riftalong the horison
line gave promise of a glorious April
sunset

& Darley reached the twist in the
tra | which John Jacobs always dread-
ed, the place Thaine Aydelot and
Leigh Shirley had invested with sweet
memories, he suddenly drew his rein
and stared in horror.

Lying in the rift with his head to
ward the deep waters of Little Wolt
Creek lay Thomas Smith, ascowllng
with unseeing eyes at the fast clear.
ing sky. While on the farther side »t
the road lay the still form of Joun
Jacobs, rain-beaten iud smeaved with
mud, a3 If he hal struggled backward
in his death-throus

As Champers bent tenderly over
him, the smile %n b lips took away
the awfulness of the sight, and die
serenity of the raindrencael face
rested as visible token of an abund-
ant entrance int) eternal peace.

Grass River and Big Wolf sectle-
ments had never before known a
tragedy &0 appalling as the assassina.
tion of John Jacobs at the hands of an
“unknown" man. Hans Wyker had
gone to Kansas City on the day before
the event and Wykerton never saw
his face agaln. Rosie Gimpke, who
did not know the stranger’s name, and
Darley Champers, who thought he did,
believed nothing -could be gained by
talking, so they held their peace. And
Thomas Smith went “unknown” back
to the dust of the prairie in the Grass
River graveyard.

The coroner tried faithfully to
locate the blame. But as Jacobs was
unarmed and was shot from the front,
and the stranger had only one bullet
in his revolver and was shot from be
hind, and as nobody lost nor gained
by not untangling the mystery, the
affair after a nine days’ complete
threshing, went into local history, the
Place of spulchre.

CHAPTER XX
Jane Aydelot's Wil

Tmpulsive, sarnest, prompt to act,
And make her generous thought &
¢

act,
Keeping with many a light disguise
The secret of self-sacrifice,
on::mm!mo- hast the
That Heaven itself could give thee
—reat,
—mm'
wvarley Champers sat in his little
office absorbed in business. The May
morning was ideal. Through the
] the sounds of the street
; ‘the rear door the
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FARM AND DAIRY
Winning the Wilderness

(Continued from page 12.)

roomy backyard, which was Cham
pers’ one domestic , sent 1n an
odor of white lilse. By all the rules
Champers should have preferred holly-
hocks and red peonies, If he had cared
for flowers at all. It was for the
mwemory of the old mother, whom he
would not turn adrift to please - a
frivolous wife, that he grew the white
blossoms she had loved. Dut as he
never spoke of her, nor seemed to see
any other flowers, nobody noticed the
peculiarity,

“I wonder how I missed that mail?
he mused, as he tarned a foreign en-
velope in his hands. “I reckon the
sight of that poor devil, Smith, drop-
ping into town so suddenly five days
ago upset me 80 1 forgot my mail and
went to see the Shirleys. And the
hot afternoon and Smith's coming in
here, and—" Darley leaned back in
his chair and sighed.

“Poor Jacobs! Why should he be
taken? Smith was gunning for me
and mistook his man. Lord knows I
wasn't fit to go.”

He leaned his elbow heavily on the
table, resting his head on his hand.

“if Jacobs went on in my placs,
sacrificed for my sins, so help me God,
I'l carry on his work here. I'll fight
the liquor business to the end of my
days. There shan't no joint nor dog-
gery mever open a door on Bizg Wolt
no more, I'll do & man’s part for the
world I've been doin’ for my own pro-
fit most of my lfe."

His brow , an da new ex-
pression came to the bluff counten-
ance. The humaneness within him
was doing its perfect work.

“But about this mall, now." He
took up the letter again. “Carey says
he ain’t coming back. Him and young
Aydelot's dead sure to go to China
soon. An' I'm to handle his business
aa per previous digections. This is
the first of it. Somebody puttin’ on
mournin’ style, I reckon.”

Champers took up & black-edged en-
velope, whose contents told him as
Dr. Horace Carey's representative
that Miss Jean Aydelot of Cloverdale
was no longer living and much more
as unnecessary to the business of the
moment as a black-bordered envelope
is unnecessary to the business of life
Then he opened a drawer in his small
office safe and took out a bundle of
letters.

"Here's a copy of her will. Thal's
to go to Miss Shirley to read. An’ a
copy of old Franeis Aydelot's will.
What's the value of that, d' you
reckon? Also to be showed to Miss
Leigh Shirley. An' here's—what?"

Darley Champers opened the last
envelope and began 1o read. He
stopped suddenly and gave a long
surprised whistle.

locked both doors and drew down the
front blinds. He took up the envelope
and read its contents. He read them
a second time. Then he put down the
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ing and eame to blows until the cash.
ler's face was cut and bleeding above
the eyp. There was a struggle, and
one pushed the other over the bank
into the deep water there. Littie as
Leigh was, she knew one of the men
was her father, and we thought he
had pushed Smalley into the creek.
He had a sort of paralyzed arm and
could not swim. I tried to make her
forget all about it. I promised her
my home and farm some day if she
would never tell what she had seen.
She shut her lips, but if she forgot, I
cannot tell.

That night 1 went alone to the il
and found Terrence Smalley with a
cut face and a twisted shoulder lying
above the place where Tank went
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down. 1 helped him to my home and Catchers. (lean to handle, Sold by

dressed his wounds. I may have done

wrong not to deliver him to the

authorities, but he had a bad story to

tell of Tank's bank record that would

have disgraced the Shirley family in

Ohlo, s0 we made an agreement, He

would never make himself known to |
Leigh, nor in any way distard her life |
nor reveal anything of her fathers
life to disgrace her name, if 1 let him

go. And 1 agreed not to report what

I had seen, nor to tell what I knew

to his hurt. He promised me also

never to show his face in Cloverdale |
again. He was a selfish, dishonest |
man, who used Tank Shirley’s hatred

of his brother and his other sins to

hide his own wrongdoing. But I tried |
to do my duty by the innocent ones

who. must suffer, when I turned him |
loose with his conscience. I do not

know what has become of him, but,

80 far as I do know, he has kept the

secret of Tank Shirley's crooked deal-

Ing with the Cloverdale bank, and he

has never annoyed Leigh, nor brought

any disgrace to her name. This state-

ment duly witnessed, ete,

Slowly Darley Champers read.
Then, laying down the pages, he said |
as slowly: “‘Unknown’ in the urmul
River graveyard. ‘Unknown' to Jim|
Shirley and Asher Aydelot, whose
eyes he'd never let see him. 1 under-
stand now, why. Known to me zs
Thomas Smith, an escaped nlo{aumn'l
bank cashler who didn’t commit sul- |
cide. Known to the late Miss Aydelot
as Tank Shirley's murderer. If the
devil knows where to git on the track
of that scoundrel an' locate him pro-
perly in hell, heTl do It without my
help. By the Lerd Almighty, I'll
never tell what I know. An' this
paper goes to ashes here. Oh, Caesar!
If T could only burn up the recollec-
tion that I was ever lowdown an’
money-grubin’ enough to collute with
such as him for business. I'm danged
#lad I had that quarter kep' in Leigh's
name ‘stead of Jim's. That's why
Thomas Smith threatened and didn't
act. He didn't dare to go against
Leigh as long as Jane Aydelot was
livin' "

He stuck a blazing match to. the
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tivation for last 28 years. Has nearly
tile drainage. Fences both
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~block house with
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summer kitchen, good cellars, furnace
and all modern conveniences. Barn 73
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48 acres of cholee farm land in
high state of cultivation, situsted
17 miles east from Toronto and
b mils from station. Buildings
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