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«] won’t see him to-morrow,” he said,
helping himself to more tea, ‘because he’s
gone.”

Gail started. Very much awake now, The

she j;)!ued at her parent open-mouthed.
“Gone!” she exclaimed, blankly

“Gone. An’ gone for good. Cut me

" another slice o’ bread like a good girl.”

“Why, how strange!” she mused, asin a
dasze she cut the bread. “Do you suppose
he’s given up the idea—like the rest?
Oh, he seemed so—so different.”

“Well, he’s gone,” repeated Menary,

B s Wikl & o ks B} A moan
with—with such eyes—eyes that could
like steell Oh, I just can’t believe

'“Guess you gotta, girl. He'’s cleared
out, sure 'nough. He an’ Dan come to
loggerheads to-night, an’ Dan he put the
run on him in the usual way. He wasn’t
ten minnits gmllin’ up stakes an’ beatin’
it. Guess he’s got to the Crossin’ by now,
with moonlight an’ his hoss fairly fresh.
Dan cussed hot ’nough to blister a stone!”
and Menary grinned at the recollection.

He gave her an account, with certain
reservations, of what he had overhead.
The girl’s eyes, usually so soft, flashed.

“Dan Comox is a crazy old hermit,”
she said, indignantly. “It’s time he was
taken in hand. He oughtn’t to be
allowed to run at large. t time he
shot you, dad, you remember I wanted you
to take action and you wouldn’t? I
often wonder why you’re so easy! Now
'l tell Bou what I've been thinking.
I believe Dan has a secret of some kind.”

“Nonsense, girl!” Men cut in
harshly. “Your imagination’s workin’
overtime. D’%'ou know that it’s nigh
twelve o’clock? Time you were in bed.”

“Listen, dad. I've got a stranglehold
on the idea and I don’t mean to let it go
till I find out why Dan’s so—so touchy
about Saddle Gap.”

“Qh, the Gap!” said Menary with a
laugh. “I guess every man’s gotta be
bug over somethin’ when they git up in
the sixties. Don’t you worry yourself,
girl. You an’ me’ll take a trip to the Fort
soon an’ get you some pretties. You'll
imve anice ;n;glt an’ forget all t_gils business.

ess my can up with any town
gﬁu for looks, eh? Come kiss me good-
t now.” :

il obeyed and went to bed but not to
sleep for a good many hours. When she
did sleep it was to dream of Bestwood and
the soft, caressing look in his quick eyes
when they had rested on her, of the way
the snap and hardness melted from his
voice when he spoke to her. But with
awakening came realization that he was
gone and her little sister surprised her in &
sob, a sob quickly smothered in the pillows.

When Dan Comox came out of his shack
at sunrise his first glance was across the
river to see if by any chance the nosey
stranger had sneaked back. But no.
He was gone true enough. Dan was a
little uneasy nevertheless. The debonair
“detective’’ had gone away too willingly,
quite as if he taken a sudden notion
to go, anyway. Could it be that? But
what could he find out at this late date
and from whom? Every dag on rising
Dan reconnoitred thus, and five days, a
week, ten days, two weeks passed with
nothing unusual occurring. The old
man’s mind became easy. He went away
on several more of his long trips and was
absent for days at a stretch. He never
took his old pal along, evidently preferring
solitude on these excursions. d he
didn’t know that in his absence light-
footed Gail Menary, borrowing her father’s
birch-bark canoe had crossed the Chinook
and wandered about over his claim a
dozen times, examining the caves as
Bestwood had done, but with a more
professional eye. A daughter of the hills,
she could read certain of Nature’s signs
and many of man’s that perforce escaped
the engineer, keen as he was, and on her
last visit she had climbed up the sheer
under-wall beneath the Saddle clin
precariously with fingers and toes—she
removed shoes and hose—and had found
a curious eyrie, dark as a wolf’s mouth,
under the rock formation which gave to

.

the Gap its name. The opelrlngi Wag‘*
ead an

small, scarcely admitting o! !
shoulders, and puzzling a little over this
remarkable find she hag returned to earth
and begun to clothe her feet again when
suddenly she was arrested by an idea.
Entering the old man’s cabin by one of the
windows she borrowed his lantern and a
length of rope and filled her pocket with
matches. ¥rom the cabin, which was at
the mouth of the Gap, to the wall she had
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climbed was a matter of forty yards, but of boot drop shock hgumg'- i

1 ) ) y. She let the lantern to the
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he second climb was a slower and more overthoﬁmoft?m’ oohole.’ aobed 1 -

difficult procedure because of the lantern time she could discern nothi &adualgor y eabin. g mdoudywmm;p'h

swung over her shoulder, but at length howzve:,e: nebulous vl;‘l):ite lur beneath father i g, o =

she was up at the eyrie Carefully the lantern became evi i '
: &ﬁﬂn t vident and slo She had told him
:};li?l ttl:ellantergap more carefully it took definite shape, a horrible sb&v{g acr.;)el to_ Moose Mt:::hl? t:“ for
) ower it into the opening. With a smothered scream the girl drew berries. Now, however, she decided

She was directly beneath Saddle Gap at a back, almost losing her gri i i
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gox.nt w}tl:fh b;voghiedof inmwithty have re- m lfght as wglsll:‘ Fo: &pﬂ:&gw L tl:ogun:h - nt:)k ——
uired ! masonry, seen was a human skeleton! It t almost

K:babl bla_sttﬁd.a little—or clamped to at the bottom of the pocket lgaot five fee% stopped short, ;ertwmm h%’

. waﬁs_wx iron had the engineers below her and the bones were of a bleached ishment. Her heart gave a throb
ceeededDo thu; getting the right-of-way. _ grey-whxteness that betokened age, the and then began to beat tum for
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: opes g. She ost little time in putting consider~-  As qui

hadu't known fust what she expested to able distance between b mamwaﬁ?ﬁhtgh““m
- t;l vaguely ;she had thought of a concealed horror, for though an absolutely timidly, though not withoumw

gilnf gold mine or a great cache of fearless girl this daughter of the hills had eagerness, she halted, A was

silver oxshns,orsomethmgmthenatmte“ipgyelr' before witnessed the like, and the pacing up and down the little pathway
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HE well-dressed man is as care-

ful in his selection of inner
garments as he is in his choice of a |
suit of clothes.

He knows that to look well-dressed
he must feel well-dressed. Therefore
he should ask for Penmans Underwear

Senmans Underwear | ||
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Penmans Limited, Paris. Also makers of Hosiery and Sweater Coats %




