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wood chaps call ‘tomabhawk No. 87
that he killed a moose last week; that
he can read: that he spent the night
pefore .the murder in great trouble of
mind and that likely be was a religious
kind o’ chap.”

As November reeled off these details
mmqmb'w'owlmrednt
him in amazement.

“But how can you have fonnd out all
that?" I said at last. “If it's correct
jt’s wonderfull”

“1'Nl tell you, if you want to hear,

when I've got my man—if I ever do
get him. One thing more is sure, he is
a chap who knew Lyon well. The rest
of the job lies in the settlement of St.
Amiel, where Lyon lived.” i

We walked back to Big Tree portage
and from there ran down in the canoe
to St. Amiel, arriving the following
evening. About half a mile short of
the settlement November landed and
get up our camp. Afterward we went
on. 1 had never before visited the
place, and I found it to be a little col-
ony of scattered houses straggling be-
gide the riv It possessed two stores
and one of e smallest churches 1
have ever seen.

“You can help me here if you will,”
sald November as we paused before
the larger of the stores.

“Of course I will. How?”

“By letting "em think you’ve engaged
me as your guide, and we've come in
to St. Amiel to buy some grub and
gear we've run short of.”

“All right.” And with this arrange
ment we entered the store.

1 will not make any attempt to de
scribe by what roundabout courses of
talk November learned all the news
of desolate little St. Amiel and of the
gurrounding countryside. The provin-
cial police had evidently found means
to close the mouth of the lumberjack
for the time at least, as no hint of
Lyon's death had yet drifted back to
his native place.

Little by little it came out that only
five men were absent from the settle-
ment. Two of these, itz and Baxter
Gurd, were brothers who had gone on
an extended trapping expedition. The
other absentees were Highamson,
Lyon's father-in-law; Thomas Miller, a

professional guide and hunter, and,
lastly, Heénry - Lyon himself, who had
gone up river to visit his traps, start-
ing on the previous Friday. The other
men had all been away three weeks or
more, and all had started in canoes,
except Lyon, who, having sold his,
went on foot.

Next, by imperceptible degrees, the
falk slid round to the subject of Lyon's
wife. They had been married four
years and had no child. She had been
the belle of St. Amiel, and there had
been no small competition for her
hand. Of the absent men both Miller
and Fitz Gurd had been her suitors,
and the former and Lyon had never
been on good terms since the marriage.
The younger Gurd was a wild fellow,
and only his brother's influence kept
him straight.

CHAPTER IIl.
“Thou shalt break them with a rod of
iron.”

O sooner were we away than I
put my eager question, “What
do you think of it?"

Joe shrugged his shoulders,

“Do you know any of these men?”

“Al of them.”

“How about the fellow who 18 on
bad terms with” -

Noventber seized my arm. A man
‘was approaching through the dusk. As
he passed my companion hailed him.

“Hello, Baxter! Didn't know you'd
tome back. Where youn been?”

“Right up on the headwaters.”

“Fitz come down with you?”

“No; stayed on the line of traps.
Did you want jtm, November?”

“Yes, but 1% can wait See any
moose?”

“Nary one: nothing but red deer.”

*Good night.”

“So long "

“That settles 1t,” sald November. “If
be speaks the truth, as 1 believe he
does, it wasn't either of the Gurds shot
Lyon.”

“Why not?"

“Didn’t you hear him say they hadn’t
Been any moose? And I told you that
the man that shot Lyon had killed a
/moose quite recent That leaves just
mlmu:m Highamson—and it weren't

“You're sure of that?”
“Stark certain. One reason ig that
Miller's above six foot, and the man
with Lyon wasn't as tall
reason. You

Another

No. be thinks
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whv Like as not bew back

n- lll&l-ld! nlong the forest~
il wd to it the slest and

owns 2 blunt hatchet such as we [

8t last a bullding loomed up in fromt
du.-mmu.mmmnna.-m

"You there, Highamson?" called vat
November.

As there was no answer, my com-
panion pushed it open) und we enter-
ed the swall wooden room, where on
& sinzle wible o fwmp burned dimily
He turned it ap and looked around.
A pack lny on the floor unopened, and
a4 gun leaned up in a corner

| “Just got " commented Novem-
ber. *“Hasn't loosed up his pack yet”
He turned it over A hatchet was
thrust through the wide thongs which
bound it November drew it out.

“Put your thimb slong that edge,”
be said. “Blunt? Yes? Yet he drove
that old hatchet as deep in the wood
a8 Lyon drove his sharp one. He's a
strong man.”

As he spoke he was busying him-
self with the pack, examining its con-
tents with deft fingers. It held little
save a few clothes, a little tea and
salt and other fragments of provi-
sions and a Bible. The finding of the
last was, 1 could see, no surprise to
November, though the reason why he
should have suspected its presence re-
mained hidden from me. But I had

begun to realize that much was plain
to him which to the ordinary man was
invisible

Having satisfied himself as to every
pack. he rapidly re-

| article in the

*mmmm Bnlw.

be did There was oue tooth p-
where his—fist fell
Never have 1 seen such fury as burn
ed in the old wmun's eyes us he grouned
vut the last words

“Juney. that had the prettiest face
for ffty miles uround She triéd to
hide it from me—she didn't wapt me
to know But there was her poor face
all swole and black and blue und the
gap among bher white teeth - Bit by bit
it all came out It weren't the first
time Lyon 'd took his hands to ber, no
nor the third nor the fourth There on
the spot as 1 lovked at bher | wmade up
my wmind I'd go after him. and I'd
make him promise me, aye, swear to
me on the Holy Book, never to lay
hand on her again If he wouldn’t
swear I'd put him where his hands
couldn't reach her | found him camp
ed away up alongside n backwater
near his traps, and | told bim I'd seen
Janey and that he must swear He
wouldn’t He said he'd leurn ber to
tell on him He'd smash her in the
mouth again. Then he lay down and
slep’ [ wonder now he weren't afrald
of me, but 1 suppose that was along of
me being a quiet. God fearing chap
Hour by hour 1 lay awake, and then 1
couldn’t stand it no more, acd 1 got
ap and pulled a bit of candle 1 had
from my pack, fixed up a candlestick
amd looked in my Bible for guidance.
And the words 1 lit on were ‘T'hou
shalt break them with a rod of iron
That was the gun clear enough. Then
I blew out the light, and 1 think 1
slep’, for 1 drenmed

“Next morning Lyon was- up early
He had two or three green skins that
he'd took off the ¢ before, and he
said he was going straight home to
smash Janey 1 lay there, and | sald
pothing, black nor white, His judg
went was set. | knew he couldn't
make all the distance in one day, and
1 was pretty sure he'd eamp at Big
Tree. 1 arrived there just after him,
as I could travel faster by canoe than
bim walking, and so kep' pear him all
day. It .was nigh sunset, and | bent
down under the bank so he couldn't
see me. He went into the old shack
1 called out his name. 1 heard him
cursing at my voice, and when he
showed his face I shot him dead. |1
mever landed; I pever left no tracks. I
thought 1 was safe, sure. You've took

|

And the Next Instant He and Novem-
ber Were Struggling Together.

placed them and tied it up as he had
found it, when 1, glancing out of the
small window, saw a light moving low
among the trees, to which 1 called No
vember Joe's attention.

“It's  likely Highamson,” he said,
“coming home with a lantern. Get
you into that dark corner.”

1 did so, while November stood in
the shadow at the back of the closed
door. From my position I could see
the lantern slowly approaching until it
flung a gleam of light through the
window -iuto the hut. The next mo
ment the door was thrust open, and
the heavy breathing of a man became
audible.

It happened that at first Hizhamson
saw neither of us, so that the first in
timation that he had of our presence
was November's “Hello!”

“Them us is sent by Hal Lyoun.”

Never have 1 seen words produce so
tremendous an effect.

Highamson gave a bellow of fury,
and the next instant he and November
were struggling together

1 sprang to my companion’s ald, and
even then it was no easy task for the
two of us to master the powerful old
man. As we held him down I caught
my first sight of his ash gray face
His mouth grinned open. and there
was a terribie intention in his staring
eyes. But all changed as he recog
nized his visitor

“November! November Joe!” cried he

“Get up!” And as Highamson rose
to his feet, “Whatever foridid you do
it?” asked November in his quiet voice.
But now its guietness carried a men-
ac

8 what? 1 didn't—I"— Higham
son paused, and there was something
unguestionably fine about the old man
as he added: “No, | won't lie It's
true 1 shot Hal Lyon. And what's
more if it was to do again I'd do it
again. It's the best deed 1 ever done
Yes, 1 say that, though | know it's

hedd

‘written in the book. “Who so b

Down crashed the lantern, and its
bearer started 'back with a quick. |
hoarse gasp

“Who's there?” he cried. “Who"—

me; yet only for Janey's suke 1
wouldn't care. 1 did right, but she
won’t like them to sny her father’s a
| murderer. That's all.”

November sit on the edge of the
table. His handsome face was grave.
| Nothing more: was said for a good
l\\ hile. "hen Highamsen stood up.

“I'm ready, November, but you'll let
“mr- see Jyney aguain before you give
me over to the police.”

November looked bim in the eyes.
"Expect you'll see a good deal of
Janey yet. She'll be lonesome over
there now that her brute husband's
gone. She'll want you to live with
her,” be sald.

“D'ye mean”—

November nodded. *“If the pollce

can catch you for themselves, let 'em,
and you'd lessen the chance of that a
wonderful deal if you was to burn
them moose shank moccasions you're
wearing. When did you kill your
moose ?"

“Tuesday's a2 week. And my moc-
casins was wore out, so 1 fixed 'em up
woods fashion.”

*“l know. The bair on 'em is slip-
ping. 1 found some of it in your
tracks in the camp, away above Big
Tree. That's how I knew you'd killed
a moose. 1 found your candlestick
too. Here it is.” He took from his
pocket the little piece of spruce stick,
which had puzzied me so much, &nd
turned toward me

“This end's sharp to stick into the

earth; that end's slit, and you fix the
| eandle in with a bit o birch bark
| Now it ean go iInto the stove alon

{0 the moccasins.” FHe opened the
| stove door and thrust in the articles

“Only three know your secret, Hig
hamson, and if 1 was you | wouldu't
make it four, not even by adding a
woman to it.”

Highamson beld out his hand.

“You always was a white man
Nov,” said be.

Hours later, as we sat drinking a
final cup of tea at the campfire, | sajd

“After you examined Lyon’s upper
camp you told me seven things about
the murderer. You've explained bow
you knew them, all but three’

“What are the three?”

“First, how did you know that Hig
namson had been a long time in the
woods without visiting a settlement?

“His mocecasine was wqre out anc
patched with raw moose hide. The
tracks of them was plain,” replied No
vember

1 nodded. *“And how could yon tell
that he was religjous aud spent the
night in great trouble of wind?”

November panused in filling his pipe
“He couldn't sleep,” said be, “and so
ne got np and cut thut candlestick
What'd he want to light a candle for
but to read by? And why sbhould be
want to read in the middie of the
night if he was not in trouble? And
if he was in trouble, what book would
the want to read? Besides, not one

man’s blood, by man shall his blood
be shed.’'”

“Why did you do it7” repeated No
vember.

Highamson gave him a look.

“I'll tell you 1 did it for my little
Janey's sake He was ber tnsband
See here! 'l tell you why | shot Hal
Lyon Along of the first week of last
month | went away back into th
woods trapping muskrata | was gone
meore'n the month. and the dny 1 come
back | went over to see Janey Hal
Lyon weren't there [f ne had been 1
<houidn’t fiever ‘n’ needed to travel sc
far to get even with him Bur that's
nefther here nor there He'd gone to
nia hear traps Above Big Tree #ut the
uight betore be ieft hed got 10 one of

in a dred carries any book
but the Bible.”

“] see. But how did you know 1t
was in the middle of the night?”

“Did you notice where he cut his
candlestick?"

“No,” said L

“1+did. and he made two false cuts
where his knife slipped in the dark
You're wonderful at questions.”

“And you at apswers "

November stirred the embers under
rhe kettle, and the firelight lit ap his
fine face as be turned with a yawn

“My ” sald he “hbut I'm giad Hig
aamson had his reasons 1'd 8 bated
ro think of that old man shot in where
e conidy'l wee the sup rise Wouldu't
irout”

To be continued.
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A Full Line of Auto Accessories and Repairs

Bull Dog Fanning Mills.

Wild Oats Separators.

A. J. BORGET, Dealer

Show Room Main Str, HUMBOLDT, SASK.




