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MmeStsret of like'a tub -that 1
tikbelongs to you,

Saddle CG9 perbaps. Nobody waa
B., Ediih G. Bayne round and I wus in a

hurry
Contd. from page 8 Old Comox was

silent but bises had
narrowed. The stranger smiled winningly,

ushed his chair back and drew cigare
from bis pocket, offering the cage to
the old mnu who clutched eagerly at it.and1
extracted tbree.

"'You corne to a. poor place for fish.
This water's fslied out," said Old Comor

"I didn't catcli a hall- 4 o't'on minnow,
even. Where must 1 go?S

They talked fiali for bal! an hour. At
the end of that period the stranger rome.

"I'm boardinq, over at Mark Menay S"
hie remarked. 'Queer fIsh, Menary.

Old Comox was non-committal. He
merely grunted.

"Seea te have secrets. Or shal I say
a secret?"

Old Comox cocked a wary eye Up.
"'Might as weil try to skin an eel with a

wooden spoon," the. newcomer went on,
"as endeavor to get anything out of
Menary that hie doesn't feel like teUing."

"What," asked the old mani bluntly,
"'was you tryin' to find out?"

The other assumed a Wise expression.
His eye met the keen watcbful orb of
Old Comox a moment in a calm, steady
glance. Then pufling sinoke upward he
said reservedly:

"Various things."
Old Comox stirred restlessly. He ran

bis gnarled band over bis beard and shot
curions, penetrating glances at the cool
stranger o)f which the latt er seemed blisa-
f ully unaware.

"Seeses to me," hie croaked at lust,
"that you're a queer sort o' fisherman."

The other smiled obliquely down at the
old mani and threw bis cigar butt away.

"There are fisherinen and fishermen,
lie said sud bade -him good-bye for the
present.

Old Comox had said lie was going up
beyond the Fork to be gone two days, so
af ter a hurried mid-day meal at Menary's,
Bestwood scorning the unwieldy punt
searclied for sud finally discovered a point
on the river where shallows made wading
possble sud taking advsutage of the
owuer's absence lie made a fairly thorouf;h
investigation of Saddle Gàp sud its
vicinity. He explored the caves sud the
many narrow cleftsbetween boulders sud
looked for the barest hint anywhere of

. .iin operations on a email scale.
Havig little knowledge of metallurgy or
the kindred sciences lie was at a loss
sometimes in following veins in the rocks
but lie knew that lie would recognize gold
quartz if lie came upon it. At length,
after the sun had dropped below the
liamparts, lhe sat down on a fiat rock
overlooking tlie rapids sud pulled out, flot
the silver cigar case of the morning, but
a trusty, battered old pipe. He smoked
and ruminated until tlie twelve Rainbow
Peaks stood sliadowy against the pale
rose ligltitn the western sky.

"Well, lI be-jiggeredl" lie said at
last, and got up and took lis slow, puzzled
way back to the other side wliere bis
f aithful 'pinto waited.'

Miss Menary was alone. The family
had eaten supper and gone down to the
fats for bernies. They were probably
lieading homeward she said, and lier
father liadn't returned from Eagle Lake
yet but she expected hlm at any moment.

"Do you know I sort of expected your
-my negotiations," 

Bestwood 
observed

as lie partook of fied piekerel, scailoped
potatoes and, cherry pie.

The girl sat down and fanned lier lieated
face witb the end of lier crisp apron.

.. It was a warm evening.
"WVhy should lie get excited over

sometliing that lie's seen a dozen times
,tlready?" she asked witb a slow whimsical
sinile. "Yo%~ may be intcresting person-
allv. but-",

ýhanks for the few kind words," lie
interjected witli much thie saine sort of
smile.

w"You didn't get a chiance at noon
wtli the clildren round, to t nil me anv-

thing about tliis morning. Did you se
Old Comox and was lie te iblv M.,d(?"

* "Nom, what makes yolef a'ssuime that 1
was going to tel' ou anythirig, Miss
Gaiil? Ycs, more spuds, if you pes.

"Wel1, vou mîght, inmaehing m-ith
ciwriosit v.'

"0O, S(i Ihave one interested frind
hcere!"

Wlierèupon lie told lier a littie of wbat
had transpired ini the momming.

III thouglit if I could juat discover tbe
oId fellow's wek spot'I could play on it,
as it were. 1 tlou lit I'd hit it witli
to'1acc but-I don't k.now. I asoertained
one thing."'

"Wbat was that?"
"He's very miserIyy"
««J could have told you that. He's got

money in the bank at Fort George and lie
denies himseif the very necessities of liSe
up liere. I've licard dad say that some
men take to miserliness in old age just
as others take to drink.'!

III watched for an oatmneal accent
but there are't suy 'burrs' about lira
wliatever. So we cs't lay it to the

Gail sliook lier head decidedly.
"No, lie liailed oiginally from the

States. Bt i and Charlie Frear were
Ysukees".9

"«Charlie Frear?"
"Tlie other partner," said Gail, pouring

more tea.
Bestwood lesued back. He laid bis

fork down.
"So it was a triple alliance!"
"Yes. But Charlie's dead."
"'Ol Now it's a wonder your father

didn't speak of-"
"«He tbougbt a lot of Cliarlie Frear.

It makes liim feel badly even to mention
bis name,"slie explained.

'i sS.1
"lDad's late. I've a notion to wasb up

the dishesansd leave bis supper in the
oven."

."Do. And I'm going to lielp you wasli
up, if I may."

"I couldn't thinli of sucli a tbing!"
"Don't. No neçessity for thinking %at

ai. Wbere do you keep the disli towel?"ý
lie dcmanded. "And give me su apron
to tie round my neck, please."

Very mucli later wben Bestwood, liaving
waited about on tbe chance of seeing
Menary wbo didn't return st ail, was
picketing bis cayuse sud about to~ turn in
for the niglit lie cauglit the sound of a
boat grounding on tbe stones below bis
camp sud goixig down to investigate lie
found Old Comox clinbing the path.
There was a splendid f ull moon and lic
recognized the old cliap wbule lie was still
many yards away. A littie smile played
round Bestwood's close-lipped moutli.

"Ah!" lie exclaimed. <'You like my
brsud of cigars, Mn. Comox, don't you?
Now, don't," lie went on in a playful tone,
"pretend it's my pleasant ýcompany that
brings you pver the river at this bour!"

"Young feiler, I borne over to have a
leetie talk," said the old man. I ain't
carmn' 'bout the 'baccy, but if you happen
to bave a leetle mite handy, wly-"

Bestwood disappeared into bis tent for
a moment. Wlien lie came out lie liad a
box of cigars and a sack of choice tobacco.
Tbey sat down together on a log. For
five minutes no words were fspoken.
Bestwood waited for the old man to open

"P1 This camp o'y yours is almost acrost
fnom mine," said Old Comox finally.

"Yes. I chose the spot because I like
the view across tbe Gap."

"Listen!" said Bestwood suddenly.
"lThat was tbe bugle of a big bull elk,

strangen."
"lLast niglit 1 beard a wolf. A spine-

cliilling sounil! I could neyer becomo
used toan wolf bowl. To a man witli
su evil past, with some sordid secret
weighing on bis soul I can wcll imagine
that thie wolf liowl would--sound very
unpleasant," lie added lamely.

The evening stillness was broken bY the
occasional tremolo of a coyote, too. Up
above the timben line wliere snow clung

in geat patches, ig-lorn ais, black-tail
does and fawns, Rocky Mountain goats
and others of the antlened tnibes were
pausing in their grazing on t.le lush
mountain meadows noring the mind for the
drcad wolf scent. Old Cocmox neturned
no immediate remank, to Bestvwood's
observation. Then, puffing at a second
cigan, the, while lie stuffed bis old pipe
fulîl of the tobacco in prepanation for bis
row back, lic said:

"I'1vc got vou sized up for a detective."
I rather guessed you had" ai Bst

wood, comfotably.
"At first," went on the old man,' "I tooli

von for one o' thiese bene railroad( fellers-."

' 'Yoîmflatter ime."p
"But I stec now I wi,.,wrong.

youi'nc a purty smnart fell'er, eh'?"
(Continued on page 22)


