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"Ths abcond wife disd forea m.
rai Mark Menary's oldest CbildW. ar
smo% ns in 1h. posa.tIi.viator Jeaned forward auddenly
ànd bent a.v«l keen glanos on ber. She
heard a xapid, mn-dra brsatb. Tben he
put out both banda.

dTi t Robls that you are litti. eila?"
h.o re ""pead aastoniahiment. "Bles

you cild Ivs held you on my knee a
mm oe ci ims.You wers, let me ses
seven or eight jears old tben. Why, i'd
nover have KRowfl you.

He wa ashaldngbothbeh.bandsataionce.
deWho-are you?" ah. aked, vonder-

in y-o r daddy'a old friends," he
replied. 49 rhs you've jheard him

Bn.A Zan-hotceut in onthe words,
brnigboth te ibheir feet. It aounde

near at hand. They stood a moment,
loodng queStioningly at each other, thon1
went to, th. door. A second bang oc-
currsI

"D)addy muetI h boting duoka?' nid
the girl. "I forgol that the open seaso
began to-day."

"Sounds more like a revolver,» nid the
viator.

The next moment a strange grUP
tounded tL. turn in th. trail smm =irY

yrsaway. Three mon came wawlng,
folo&Iled by a largoe em-colored buck-
aki pinto which vas led by the tallest.
The man in the centre vae lm Comox.
On one aide of Mim strode an Indim,on
th. other the engineor Bestvood, the
smre grave, keen, atern-lipped man vhom
Comox vas supposed 10 have scared out
of the country leua then a monîh before.
At Metgofi hm Oeil utterly forget ber
visitor. At sigLI of her Betwood's
aquilin. features relaxed in a amile, the
amibe that displayed his excellent telL
thesamileohe liked. Beigave abrief-no<
10 the red-bearded irnthmrw bis pinto's
rein over a post and too both ber Lancia
i a quick, eager grap.

"Where's your father?" beh. ed, at
once.

"Sbooting, I tbink. Wo juWteard--
'"You Wua heard Dan's gaItgo off twioe!

Aqidentaily on purpose,"' amid twood,
WKring. 'Take a slant ai tL. old chap.He'sas mad as a Mardi Lare!"

#'Was he-id Le shoot t-"'
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'Te bad two Weapom On him.' W. 10*
cms but Le bail thé other cleverly c6m-
Oualed. H. tried 10 Wim me. if 1
badn't boom quick onough 10 ock b im
= yId hve--looked like hàn exhibt

frm h. morgue about mowl",
Se h hd had ne eyes for amy but the

gaker se, far but now abe looked at Old
qjm.The Indin vas in charge of

Mim, and he vas glarini about Mm mmad
muttering dire thmngs as e tried vainly to
wrench thee a'sgrp off. Suddenly
bie eye rested a moment on the faahonably
attiied stranger who bad been regarding
hlm *uiti from a spot about Sx foot
away. Old Comox'. gaze became fixed.
He binked several limes. At 1aI h.
shot out at>embling forefinger.

d'Who," ho domaÈded harshlypointi
athe red-bearded man, "whp is ta?
He[ lurched forward but the indfien

waa on the job.
"IThat'. a friend of Mark Menary's,"

explained the nine."He rode up
from CodraCosn with me but
came on to mee Mark while White Eagle
and I crcnsed the river to pay oui' respet
10 you. Take a good look at him, Comox.
Perbaps you'll recognizo Mim. At poker
onoe you won a nice tract of land from
Mim. Remomber? Yours was the luck
eternal, in thoee days it seems."

The old -an passed a shaking hand over
bie beard. liHe breathed heavily and
starod aI thesatranger as one stares who
thinka h. mess a ghost. Bestwooci stood
by Gail holding one of ber hands which was
tremblingr sligfhtl. Both seomed careless
of the onlookers. For the girl the 'whole
scene swam ini obscurity, was half unreal.
She was only partly interested. Far off
on the Ramparts a glint of sun breaking
through the clouds blazed goldenJy on the
snowy peaks. lier littie hillside world
vas a place of enchantmont. Her own
true knight had come back to ber. Best-
wood appearod to take it for granted that
she already know the atranger. Bo he
went on speaking in a cool, even tone te
Comox.

"Do you romember the niglit of the
fifteenth of September just. ten years ago?
There was a certain saloon at ISuggt
Bay cailed 'The Rot Poker'. On this

night every man in the place was drunk.
A big vein on the Lode Mountain lied
been struck and you were ail celebratmng.
'The Hot Poker' was en foie with a
vengeance. To it came one Charles
Frear who owned tLe Saddle Gap clain.
Hie, too, was drunk. He was ail swelied
Up like a poisoned pup hecause bis dlaim
was next the Lode Mountain one and gold
Lad been founci here and there on it. But
Frear wasn't ugly when drunk, as s0 many
of tLe rest of you were. Frear vas one
of those men who have a host of friends,
make them without hall trying. He was
Lonest, generous-souled, witty andi good
Lumored. He was given to recklessness
though and known to play bigh stakes.
He sat ini 10 a poker game with you,
Comox, and some others andi you cleaned
him up.. He staked bis claini-and lbai.
You and Le and Mark Menary had been
partners but not of Saddle Gap. That
was a daim of Frear's that Le held on
tLe side. Ih Lad nover seemed verY
promising Up 10 ibis. Well, poor Frear
suggested that Le try to vin back bis
dlaim but you ail balked. A free fight
ensued. It spread like an epidemic and
many heads were cracked. Two mon,
a red-headed Swedo and a half-breed, yere
murdereci outright. Wben the Mounteci
Police arrived--__

Ilt wasn't me. l'Il take my oatb-
began Comox ia a igh screech, Lia whole
body shaking.

'<You're rigLI.Th,7ey probably killed
each other. No one ever knew for cer-
tain. Bof ore the police lit, both corpses
Lad been Lustled away. Charles Freai'
was knocked out., too-over the hoad ithu
a whisky botte-but only for a short time.
You, Comox, Lad struck the blow, but
you blamed oor muddled Monary. Anl
tboe years te Las feit himself F'rear s
murderer. Let Comox go now, "hte
Eagle. I don't pretend to be Lis .Ud~o
He cmn seule with Mcenary and Charles
Frear himself who stands yonder, for the

Èece of hokumn that worked so el
toeforward, Frear."

"«Thon Charlie Frear isn't dead ai ail,"?
cried Oeil, and running acrosa o the
siranger, she seized Lis Lands and lau&g ed
in sheer delight. "Myt Won't dad ho
tickled?"

"cNo, I nover wus dead,"9 admittedFýrear. "And I must sboulder part of the
blame for ibis hoax, because when I cloared


