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Sergeani Dodge, of the Mounied
Police, had been in the saddie ail day,
on the lookout for chicken shootera and
other game lawbreakers. It wae only
Auguat, and the open soason being stili
a rnonth away, these weeks woro very
busy ones for the officor and hie mon, on
account of the illicit ahooting i the
varioua gamo districts.

Riding slowly up the litile riso which
looks down over Ratileanake Jack'e
acres, Dodge struck a. match and con-
sulted his timepiece. It was half.paet
eleven o'clock, and quite dark, for the
afterglow, so weli known on the prairie,
whicb lingera f rom sunset till ton o'clock,
had fadod.

"I've a good notion not to make for
Red Bluff to-nighi," the sergeani eaid to
himsolf, as ho rode slowly on. "And
yet I don't quite relish the idea of sleep-
ing in poor Jack's shack either. It cor-

tainly wouldn't be conducive ta a pence-
fui night's shumber. The murdered fol'
low's ghoei might riso." Ho laughed
aioud . Thon a eudden thought atruck
him. A bit furiher on and nearer town
waa Çharley Pederson's shack! Ha!
Good idea ihat. Ho would put up there!
"By the way, wonder what becamo of
that Swede guy? Ho certainly has led
us a dance these past six moniba. I'd
recognizo that old hat-rack of a horse
ho has, anywhere, but I suppose he'e
eiiher killed it or tuined it loose on the
ranges. Queer thing, that murder! Haîf
of the countryside doesn't believe Char-
iey did it. 'Yei, why should ho have run
away if ho weren't guilty "'

Busied with ihese refietions-for the
hundredth time in the pasi half.year-
Dod e came at lenigth to the ionely litile
building which had been Pederson's
abode. It looked lonelier than ovor.

He dismountod and led hie hors.
around ta some outbuildingsataithe rear,
where ho found a raçk haîf f ull of 'old
hay. From tho, ruaty old pump ho drew
water for himeoif and hie bemst, and thon
having tied the horse under a shelier
ho set oui for the ahack, meaning to
make himself as comforiable as ho could.
on Charley's old blankeis. He had had
supper ai the house of a farmer friend
in, the bille sorno five houra ago, but ho
decided that if ho could find any canned
f ood around he would make another
meal at once.

Scarcely had ho eniered the abmost-
empty litile shack when the sound of
hoof beate feli on the stuh night air.
Hesiiating, in the very act of striking
a match, Dodgo waited. In the gloom,
without ho could discern nothing but tho
winding grey ribbon of road. Prosently,
however, a solitary horseman have îný

Red Bluff, not by the main treet, as
anyone riding up fromn the eouth wouid
naturally have done, but by a series of
circumiocutions around to the east.

There was a house on that southoTn
trail that ho did not have the courage
to pase

Ea'ving lft the lower edge of Blue-
berry Ridge juet at sunset, he had timod
hie arrivai so that it was -leven Ô'clock
when ho eniered the familiar litile town
and made hie way to the house of a
friend-a haifbreed, on à aide streot near

,the depot.
Ho tied hie horse' to thq trunk of a

poplar down the street a litile way, and
thon walkod, with a poculiar rolling gait,
forward to the half-breed's house. The
inhabitants of Red Bluff kopi early
houre. The town at this hour seemed
deeerted, and of this he was very glad.

Ho knockod at the door of the smali
pine one-sioroy building. Roceiving no
answer ho knocked again, and quito
loudly. Afier a moment or two the boit
of the door wae drawn back and the door
oponed revealing a man's head only.

"W'at you want ?" demanded a sleepy
.le that you, John Crow ?" whispored

the other, advancing until his face was
within a foot of the half-breed's.

The lat1 er drew in hie breaiji sharply.
"1Sacre!' ho muttered, opening wider

the door and stepping out upon the
smali etep.

"I came to see what's happened, John.
You ain't been out to eee me fer iwo
monthe, an' I ain'i bad a amoke o' 'baccy
ail thai urne. I jist had t' corne in. Have
y' got a smoke with you "

"Charley, you're a damphool! Sh!
Don't talk eo loud. De police have a
lino on me an' dat'a why 1 not beon out

wit' de grub an' tobaccy-"
"«A lino? God I How-how d'ye find it

oui John?"
John Crow shut the door and etepped

down, to the ground.
"De missieshb got one Bharp ear. All

de tam she lieten, so I not cail my if e
rny own!" ho muttered.

"But tell me, John, quick! Have tho
mounties been a-follerin' you?"

"Sure!"$
"An'-an'-do they know where Fi

cached, John"
Crow shrugged hie shouiders. The

other, hie broath coming short, eeized
the halfbreed'a arm.

"I gotia get out o' the country, me.
Y' ain't got a bit a 'baccy, John? Gimme
alI Y' have an' P'i beai it south an' bo
over the border bof ore to.morrSr, nighi."

Crow ihrust his hand into the pocket
of hie trousers and pullod out a ernali,
dirty sack, less than haîf full of tobacco.

"De mountiçs got a guy watchin' me,"
ho said, iendering the sack to hie friend,
.an' so it no good me any more help you,
Charley. But you sure muet keep de
oye peoled. Doy'ro losing in on you, by
gar! Six mont is long tam but not too
long for dem forget!"

Crow laugbed as ho finished speaking.
"I didn't kill Jack-you hear me, John

Crow!" Charley whispered hoarsoly.
"You heard me say that before. I can
say it again a hundred times, I nover
killed Jack!"

Crow adopted a roughly sympathetie
air.

"Nefer mmnd. You full o' firewater
dat night, Charley. You not know for
sure. But ail de same, who you t'ink
goin', to belief you w'en you got no wit-
nesses, eh? You btter clear oui! One,
two, t'reo tam I start oui for your cache
wit' stuif an' I find somoone trailin' me
lak de hunier trail do poor li'l rabbit.
Even now mobbe aomeone is watch us."

Charley staried and looked up and
down the litilo street. Al vas quiet.

"No, I'm safe yet," ho said; "I got n'y
(ld horse tied down there a ways. I got
some grub, an' now I got some 'baccy.
Jist gimme a couple o' matches, John.
Thanky, bo. Now, I'm off."

"M'ait. You got some dollars; yes Y"
"Yep. I goi enough to land me in Sait

Lake or Seattle. Thon I figger l'Il work
ny way to Panama on a freighier.
WVho's on n'y quarter-section, John ?"

"N-\obody. De gov'ment took it ovor.
Took Jack's place, too."

"There ain'i no one in my sback,
then ?"

'11 camp there fer to-nigbt, I reckon."
'You -watch oui!" warned Crow, shak-

iîig bis hoad.
Charley laughed lightly.
"Oh, sure!" ho returned. "So long,

GRA.Y-DORT
MOTORS LTD.,

CHATHAM,
ONTARIO

Motor-4 cylinder, L-head type, bore 34 in., siroke 5 in., horsepower
28. Casi iron romovable hoads. Carter carburetor. Thermo-syphon
cooling. Westinghouse two-unit siarting and lightimg aystem. Con-
necticut baitery ignition. Three-apeed and reverse selective trans-
mission, with double row New Departure bearinge. Gasoline tank
under cowl. I-beam heavyD duty front axIe. Threo-quarier floating
roar axle, wiih Hyatt High Duty beariiiga. 10-inch internai expaiAding
and externai contracting brakes. Springs-front 37 i. elliptic, rear
50 in. full cantilever. Left-hand drive. 30 x 3y2 Dominion tires.
Nobby iread roar. Westinghouse eiectric lighting. Linoieum covered
running board. Lock ignition swiich. Dashlight, ammeter, roberail,
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Conqueror oALL-Roads!
You will neyer know what road mastery is tili you ride in a

Grae-Dort. The Gray-Dort does flot merely travel a road-she
conquers. Where going is smooth, her flight is swift as an
eagle's-unhindered by fatigue of passengers, smooth as a sum-
mer sea., She breasts his like a bird breasting the breeze--
without apparent effort-swiftly, noiselessly, even-tempered. She
smoothes out the roughest roads by virtue of her long springs
and deep upholstery. And mud and sand--hub-deep-hold no
terrors for her. 'She goes through without labor, with neyer a
miss or a knock to disturb the even tenor of her motor. Etienne
Planche built a masterpiece when he designed the compact,

economical giant of power that nestles under ber hood. -
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