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The Sulenrt Witness
flIBy S. GalbraithiIl f apple
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marked man. What's that?I" he ended
sliarply.

The last raya of the sun showed a gleain
of metal on the road from the nortli.

"Spurs," lie muttered. "That. meansthe mounted police. I mut be off."
"I wiil get vou some fobd," Joan said,

running towards the sliack. Then aIe
stopped. The police were riding fast.

"You liaven't time to gt away," she
said. "Untie your hofse, quick. Hit
him witli the whip, so tliat lie wil galop
off to the soutli. Now, drop ta the
ground, and crawl to the sliack. l'il bide
you there., Don't stand up; drop to the

ground, I say. My ncighbors have eyes
likehawks."

As soon as they reached the sliaek,
Joan threw back the couch cover, the
fringed edges of whlch touched the floor.

"Roll undler the coucli, quick," she said.
"I must light the lamp, and be quletly
eating my dinn er wlien the police stop."

in a moment ail was arranged. Joan
resumed hier interrujpted dinner juat as
two ridera turned the corner. One dis-
mounted and came towards the shack.

Joan rose at his knock, and went to the
door. "Good evening, . sergeant," she
said, remembering the officer whom she
had met several times in the past year.
"You are *uat in time for dinner, though
im afraid evermmg 's rather cold. 1

have been dawdling over my newspaper."

tiSorry, Miss Gregory,- but I'm on
officiai business, and can't stop. Have

ouu seen anybody ride passt within the

"Ruthenlans?"
Haa Lra go my neighbor, Bo'ic *ul

wenl>past on his way to the post offce,
and a few% minutes àfter Mr. Forbes, who
teaches near her, rode at."

"Did you speak to h*m? Which way
did he go?"

"H1e was going south. 1 asked hlm to
corne ini and have dinner, but he said he
was in a liurry. Is anything wrong?" '

It had not escaped. Joan then when the
sergeant first came to the dooi5 hlm glance
had swept every corner of the ahack.
But he did flot seem suspicions.
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Without, the Scpt.ember day
wush lortening to dusk. The one roomed
fi'ame shack, though small, was cozy and
comfortable, and for two years Joani had
lived alone in it.

The free unconventional liLe had a.
charm of its own, and Joan seldom grew
lonely, though lier only associates were
other teachers tlunly scattcred over the
yast prairie.

Through the window Joan could see the
Schoolhouse, soine fifty yards away, and
across the road the thatched house and
barn of lier nearest neiglibor, Dmitri
Boijuk. There were other thatched
7oofs to be seen fartlier off on the prairie,
but the nearest was a mile away. -j

A sound of horse's hoofs, clattering
down the long hlil to the nortli, took
Joan to the door. On the summit of the
bll, a mile away, tRsinOtoo
church, with its gilded domes, stood out
clearly in the sunset glow, but it was too
dark to distinguish clearly the approach-
ing rider. Joan wondered who could be
Bo reckless as to ride at sucli a pace down
the hlly road, srnce it was in very bad
repair, and was f ull of stumps and badger
holes. The rider swept round the corner
of the fence, and stopped at the school
gate, only a few yards away. Joan, as
lie approadheçl, was surprised to recognize
Alan Forbes, who taught tlie school at
Sheremeta, some ten miles distant. He
often came over for Sunday dinner, but
this was the firat tirne lie lad cailed on a
week evening. Joan liastily considered
tlie resources of lier larder.

"This la a pleasant surprise," slie said.
"You are just in time for dinner. But
what is the matter?" she broke off,
noticmng now that liewus coatless, liatless,
and generally dislievelled.

"Miss Gregory," lie said, striving to
master has excitement, "I am in trouble.
The police may be here any moment. 1
stopped to ask if you could give me some
food?"

"The police? But wliy?"
"You may as weil hear the trutli now

as later," Forbes said. "I am wanted for
murder."

"Murder!" Joan feUl back a step, but
immediately recovered. Ï'But you are
not guilty?"

"No. But I dare not give myself Up.
You know liow these Ruthenians stick
togetlier. Tlie murderer himself wil
swear away my life, and lie can get
dozens of bis countrymen to perjure
themselves. And wliat witnesses have

"Whiolias been murdered?" the girl
asked.e

"Domka Fedorovitcli, old Tedot Fedor-
ovitcl's daugliter. They live near the
school. The girl sometimes came to that
cliurch'on the hili; you may have seen
lier."

"Yes, I knew her," Joan murmured.
"I went over there after scliool to get

some eggs. I took my .22 along, thinking
I iniglit get a prairie chicken on the way.
I toolç my camera, too, since Domka lad
asked me to take lier pliotograpli. We
were talking and laughing, and I1liad just
taken a anapshot, wlien suddenly 1 saw
Tonasco Pugacliev standing a few yards

, xhind the girl, covering lier with my .22,
Before I could move lie flred. She
screamed rad fell. I ran to lier, but she
was already dead. The shot brouglitlier
father from the stable. Tonasco called
out in Ruasian, whicli I understand

farywell, "This cursed Englishman lias
*killed your daughter. I will go for the
Police." He jumped on a horse, and was~
off before I could find breatli to deny his
accusation. But in any case talk was of
no use. Old Fedorovitcli understands no
Englisli, and tliougli I understand Rus-
sian, I can't speak it mucli."

"But wliy did you run away? People
WiIl say your fliglit proves vou guilty, and
'.ou know there is no escape frorn the
Iliders of tlie Plains."

"I can't give myseif ip-I can't.
TIb,-re is not a scrap of evidence in MY
favor. Tonasco will swear that lie saw
ine hoot the girl, and lie will have wît-
1r' ,es ready to swear to it also. If 1
r'ý only get fifty miles south, among
]-',,,ish'settlers, I may escape. Up liere,
on rurse, anyone speaking, English is a
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