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KARPELES, MAKER OF THE WORLD'S FINE PEARLS
Paris  Providence New York

The “Larktrola”

CLASSIC DESIGN

This Handsome Phonograph is equipped with a genu-
ine Heineman Double Spring Motor and Universal
Tone Arm to play Columbia, Victor and Edison Records

Tone Production is full, clear, and faithfully reproduces
selections by the world’s Greatest Artists. ‘

The Cabinet, of Colonial Period, in genuine fumed oak
or mahogany, presents an excellent appearance. Suitable
for any home.

N?.;Hmacdm:l“ol T::ie “L;rkttph" is a !:'lloor Cabinet, dfl%’;nches din
T gol‘;r L] height, 2014 inches in width, with space for records,
3 ® . ®
Our Special Offer, including 8 Latest

$96.50

smaller instrument, we offer the
oak, well finished

Double Dis¢c Columbia Records

To those who may wish a 1
«“Little Wonder.” The cabinet is golden ¢
and equipped with one of the best single spring motors obtain-
able. The tone arm will play all makes of disc records.

Our Price, including 4 Latest Double $ 29. 50
“Imperial,” Size12x141n.

Disc Columbia Records
° If you desire to exchange within one year for a Thig cutisfacsimi
sl)eﬂal .larg!;g Phonograph, we will allow FULL amount paid mlt,l:tl:c w?nl;eg’ o
The Phonograph you select will be carefully boxed and delivered to the Express Co.,
subejcct to ggxamination—Pay on Delivery—Only if Satisfied—together with express

charges.
WE GUARANTEE THESE PHONOGRAPHS TO BE EXACTLY AS DESCRIBED
AND FACSIMILE OF CUTS, OR WILL RETURN YOUR MONEY,

price quoted will not permit extended terms, but to those who

e exceptionally low ]
}ehsire Easy Payments, we will be pleased to send our Illustrated Catalogue and full
particulars. h

We have only a LIMITED NUMBER of PHONOGRAPHS at th
Remember—We e cial Prices.—It will pay to ORDER NOW. ese

Tucker Piano Co. Limited

VE. WINNIPEG PHONE A1159
3 FORTAGE A Established 1906

'vAak for our Catalogue showing Illustrated Period Designs, it’s free. Sendius
your address

_ the least agitation.
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The Secestof _ “Why, just soso.
ou don’t expec
Saddle Gap to ys:lifr?w éb:llgqueya at
: m wpraise is
By BN, Bayw no recommendation.”

Conid. from page 10 “If you're the clever

feller ﬁo: look you
ought to be keen on pickin’ up—hints.”
‘Hints? I eat them ug!” :

“Well, lissen here. Gimme an idee
*bout this case you’'ve come up here on
an’ who knows but maybe I.can tip you
off a leetle bit,” said the old chap, craftily.

“I'm gorry. I can’t take anyone into
my confidence, Mr. Comox.”

“If—if it concerns Menary

~ Bestwood got smoke in his throat and
coughed. .

“If you’re on Mark’s trail, why all I can
saﬂ{ is I can’t help you to string an old
pal up. What's past is gone. These here
mountains holds their secrets tight
stranger. If its hoss stealin’ I might tell
alot. I've know’d a heap o’ rustlers, too.
But Mark ain’t a hoss thief. An’ Mark’s
anold pal. I don;tr:guea.l on a pal.”

Bestwood wond if a little fear as
well as natural inquisitiveness didn’t
prompt the old man’s queries. He
thought he had read fear in those fierce
eyes in the morning’s interview but
couldn’t be sure. Now why should Old
Comox be afraid, since his mind seemed
at rest in regard to the enﬁeer’s question?

He couldn’t be afraid for recious Gap.
What then? Bestwood lmJ imagination
of a practical kind. He thought hard

,}noment. He decided to take a

Xel\/li.r. Comox, a man was murdered up
here in this country,” he said, impressively
;:;a;d the murderer was never brought to

ice.”

Hé looked solemnly, steadily, at—not
the face of the old man but at his hands.

for a
[{

‘Somewhere he had read that the hands

betray guilt more surely than the facial
features. If his shot had gone home —

“A heap o’ murders has been did in
these hills,”” Old Comox said casually, in
an even tone. His right hand fingers
beat a restless tattoo on his knee and his
left hand pulled his old hat a little lower
on his head. Otherwise he betrayed not
Nor did he seek to
ascertain what particular murder Best-
wood was supposedly investigating. At
length he got up, not abruptly, but
reluctantly and stretched his arms a fittle.

“Wait. Don’t go yet,” said the other
hurriedly. “Sit down and tell me some-
thing about your mining experiences. You
must have had many interestin, ones,
many thrills and adventures. Tell me,’
he added, “about you and Menary and
Charlie Frear.”

Old Comox stopped at half stretch.
His arms fell.

“What—what do you know—'bout

Charlie Frear?” he asked, haltingly, in a

low voice.

“Not a thing in the world,” replied
Bestwood, mildly.

The old man favored him with a long,
unflickering gaze. His lower lip shoo
ever so little.

“¥ ouglllie!” he said at last with a harsh,

augh. .

“Why should I trouble to lie?”” asked
Bestwood, calmly.

“Charlie croaked nigh on ten year ago.
Ain’t nobody round here ever spoke his
name to me, till you to-night. How come
you to know ’bout him?”’

“Mark Menary knew him, didn’t he?”

The old man now grinnc(i fiendishly.

“Ah! But Mark never spoke his name
to you, I'll take my oath!” he chuckled
hoarsely. ¢’Twasn’t Mark.”

“Why not?”’

“Because,” said the old man slowly,
clutching the engineer by the shoulder,
“because it was Mark that killed him.”

In spite of himself Bestwood started.
He shook off the vise-like grip and got up
abruptly. The old man was cackling
in his shaggy beard.

“}}/Iark croaked him—over the head with

He jerked himself short, his old caution
to the fore again. He may or may not
have intended to tell so much.

“Comox, you’re a queer card,” said
Bestwood. “First you declare you won’t
give your old pal away—"

“Nobody: round here knows ’bout
Charlie, didn’t I tell you? An’ I'm
crazy, they mostly all say. What’s the
word of a crazv man worth, eh?”

“If T could be sure you were!”

“Now you clear right away out o’ the
country, stranger. I've told vou. I've
gaved a lot o’ time an’ trouble for you, an’
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never hear no more. ,i'ﬁ“mm
know, an’ you.can't get Mark on gich

evég{;nee :k mine.;0 ot the
ou me t wh :
drop?” askod Bestwood. in e

o d Dosinc” i thers ' was tanacy
. ou’ y and there
m‘fi:e old nIl;.n’s %One. ; e
T see. a_burst of confid
acting on sheer impulse, you’ve xﬁe’uﬁ
to get rid of me. yf"
“Why do you wish ‘
y do you to get rid of me?”
“Didn’t I say Mark was a pal—2”
G s ot i
tw ve a snort of impatien,
“Comox, that was a heaven—g:nt hz‘;ch
of mine a few minutes ago. I didn’t know
about any murder. I merely made a wild
jab at the idea, and you bit like a sucker]
I could have said grand larceny or cattle
rustling or check-raisi but I decided
to hit . ‘Aim high’ being a good
motto. I've always tried to,m%ollow it.
Murder is the highest crime in the calendar
—or should we say the lowest?—and
here on the edge of civilization it must
have flourished, especially during the gold-
mad days when this district was a sort of
Yukon on a small scale. I've learned
sox‘r‘lgthmg this ?vening.”
ou—razor-faced hyena!” snarled
old man suddenly, whipping out his sifl]:
arm and waving it 0st under the
engineer’s nose. “Smell that. Now if
you don’t pack up an’ make tracks you'll
get t;’a,e full of it where it’ll do the most

T going> he ad”
m m ” - 9
“Q'}‘lﬁlyogo » e said re-assuringly.
ere?”’ pursued Old Comox, sternly.
w;n"{g,clear out. Isn’t thatoﬁhat you
“That’s what! Hustle now, darn
“Watch my smoke!l” ’ youl®
“You’re goin’ right now.”
“Righto!” and wood drew his tent
stakes as he spoke.
“I'm sittin’ here on this log, stranger,
One false

with the gun trained on you.
move an)_),

“How melodramatic!” and Bestwood
!;‘}}I‘rﬁzv asomI:ali ;}l)othing into his duffel bag.
moonlight’s gone to our heads
bec}‘rd.. This is a play. I vow it is.,,gra.y-

It is, eh?”’ sneered Old Comox.

Bestwood was ready and mounted in
less than ten minutes.

Y“D?lwn tt.he old w;gon—trail with you!
ou don’ t to Menary’s again if
know it!” cried the old man. i 5 1

“ dye-bye, old fire-eater!” Bestwood
called back gaily as he obediently trotted
off down the trail.

But the only answer from Dan Comox
was a roar of blasphemy. He stood
watching the supposititious detective out
of sight and then mounting a knoll nearby
waited to see him pass Crowder’s Coulee
two miles below. Not till then did he
re%thr? acﬁoss the river.

en he was gone a man ste out
from behind a great boulder negrpeghem
Bestwood’s tent had been pitched, a spare
figure, of middle heightr with a melancholy
droop to the shouldes. This man had
been a more or less willing eavesdropper
and though not hearing all that had been
said had gathered enough to make a fairly
accurate guess as to the trend of the talk.
It was Mark Menary. In moccasins he
had been coming down the trail from Eagle &
Lake, portaging a light canoe when, as he
rounded the turn below Bestwood’s camp,
he heard his own name uttered. He had
stepped adroitly out of sight.

Gail Menary was just on the point of
retiring when she heard her father’s
footfall. Sleepily, in a loose Jap kimono,
her two thick braids of hair falling forward
gver her slim shoulders, she opened the

oor.
‘That you, Dad?”
‘Yes. Got some grub for me?”
“In the oven. Any luck?”

“Nothing much. Just a small string
o’ perch, an’ two or three bass. Kids

i bed?”

‘‘Hours ago.”

When Menary had washed and was

partaking of his belated supper, his
daughter told him that the young engineer
had been rather wanting to see him.
. “He staved till past ten. I don’t think
it was anything special” she added,
smothering a yawn. “Youll see him
to-morrow.”

Menary looked up. A curious light
Fleamed in the shrewd grey eyes. 5l
ace seemed to have lost the K)ok of strain
and of caution it had been wearing.
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