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The ONTARIO WIND ENGINE
and PUMP COMPANY

Manufacture the
Cheapest and the
Best Pumping
Outfit on the
Market.
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W. D. Connor

Durham - Ontario
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the door. *“Guess Joe missed it" he
said. pointing with his finger.

I turned in the direction indicateqd | nesses where 1 got jr. I'm off. Ith

' and saw that upon one of the naila

which had been driven into the door of
the cabin some bright colored threads
were hanging. Going nearer I found
them to be strands of pink and gray
worsted, twisted tozether.

“What d'vou think of that® asked

' Evans, with a heavy wink.

Eefore [ could answer Joe came into

- edge of the clearing.

“Well,” called the game Warﬂﬂn'l

“any luck?”

, you?

“Not just exactly,” he safd

“What do you make of that?" asked
Evans again, polnting at the Huttering

worsted, with a glance of suppressed
trivmph at Joe.
“Hub!” said November. “What do

EE

“Pretty clear evidence that, ain’t it

i The robber caught kis necker on those
' nails as he slipped out. We're getting

| closer. English rifle, *Gold Nugget® ip |
| his pipe, and a pink and gray necker, |
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sue Ted 0. Whed SNuoe touseu ==
bhead 1 noticed thut she looked ver)
white.

“There's more'n ome of that colol
hereabouts likely,” she replied, with
apnother giance of studied indifference.

“It’s not a common pattern of wool,’
said Ewvans. *“Well, you're all wit

my business to find the man with the
pink necker.”

Evans nodded and swung off througl
the door.

November looked at Sally. *“Who It
he, Sally?

Mrs. Rone’s pretty forehead puock

. | ered into a frown *%Who?™
. sight round a clump of bush on the

s N 5 % \ R

He 1005ed Op 45 We appeared. —1nag
¥you, Joe? Chap’s took to the water™
gaid the game warden, “but be'll have
to do more than that to shake me off.”

“Chap made this, too?" inquirec
November, with a glance at.the dea¢
fire.

mounih bacE And you're suspected of
entering Sally’s bhouse last evening
and steallng pelts.”™ ;

With a shout of rage Val made at
Joa.

November stood quite stlll noder the

Evans nodded. *“Walked steady ril
he came here. Dunno what he lit the
fire for. Carried grub, I s’pose.”

“*No; to cook that partridge,” sald
Joe.

I glanced at Evans. His face dark:

*Ohb, he shot a partridge?”

*“No,” said Joe:; "he noosed it back
in the spruces there. The track of the
wire noose is plain, and there was
some feathers. But look here, Evans
he didn't wear no pink necker.”

Evans' annoyance passed off sud
denly. “That's funny,” said he, “fo
he left more than a feather and the

pulled out & pocketbook and showed
us wedzed between its pages anothes
strand of the pink and grey wool. *]
found it where he passed througt
those dead spruces. How’s that?’

I looked at Joe. To my surprise hg

| threw back his head and gave one of

Lis rare laughs.
“Well,” cried Evans, “are youn stil

ened. Clearly this did not please him ;

scrape of a wire.” The game wardezr '

grip of the other’s furious hands,
“You act innocent, don’t you, you old
- coyotte!” he grinned fronically, *]
never sald [ suspected vou.”
| Black drew off, looking a little fool
ish, but be flared up azain,

“Who is it suspects me®™

| *“Just Evans. Apd he's got good evl-
dence. Where was you between 8 and

7 last night®™

“In the woods. [ come back and
slep’ Lere”
| *“Was you alone?
-~ *Yeg™

“Then you can't prove mo alibL” Joe
paused.

It was at this moment that Evans,
accompanied by two other forest ran.
gers, appeired upon the scene. Quick
s lightning be covered Black with his
shotzun.

“Up with your hands,” he erled. “or
I'll put this load of birdshot iuto your
face”

Black scowled, but his hands went
up. He stood pantine. At a =izn one
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Evans.

November Jooked at him. “He shof
xizpah.”

“The old dog? I suppose she attack-

. ed bim and he shot her.”

“Yes, he shot her—first.™

“He cut ber nigh in pieces with his

CHAPTER VI
The "Pink Necker?

minutes after he had rone: ther
be rose and began to lead awaj
southeast.

JDE BAt in silence for some ter

“Evans ‘{1l hear Val Black's the |

| Bill!™

| The rangers walked away with thelz
' prisoner, and Evans turned to Joe.
“Guess [ have the laugh of you, No-
' vember,” he said.

| “Looks that way. Where you takin'
him

| “To Lavette. I've sent word to Mrs.

|
|
|
“First? What then?%” |
|

Rone to come there tomorrow. And
now,” continued Evans, “I'm golng to
gearch Black's shack™

| knife.”

1 Without more words Joe turned back |
' into the woods, and we went al‘te:||
bim. Hidden in a low, marshy spot |

owner of the pink necker at Lavetts
village. It's an otter's to 8 musk
rat’s pelt that then he’ll head straichi
for ¥al's. We've got to be there afton

and

Remember please that we oet our fruit
direct from the Growers. It is Govern-
ment inspected. The best that grows.
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The Store That Sets the Pace

debdededoddoddodod deobddpdddeod e dododoododobdodobdododeod oo bbbl b b g

than that, the carcass was hacked |

about in a horrible manner.

“What do you say now, Mr. Evans?"
inquired Joe.

“What do I say? I say this: Wher

we find the thief we’'ll likely find the |

marks of Rizpah's teeth on him

That's woai made him maa witn rage
and”"— Evans waved his hand.

We returned to breakfast at Mrs
Rone's cabin. While we were eating
Evans casually brought out a scrag
of the worsted be had detached from

' the nail outside.

“Seen any one with a necker liks
that, Mrs. Rone?" he asked.
The young woman glanced at the

bit of wool, then bent over Danny au :

Small Profits

the pink necker.”

“Pilak and grey necker,” sald "h'"r

gently.

A rush of tears filled her red browr
e¥es,

“Val Black has one llke that I mads
it for bim myself long ago.”

“And he has a rifle of some Englist
make,” added November.

Alrs. Rone started. *So he has, bui
I pever remembered that till this min.
utel” She looked back Into Joe's gras
eyes with Indignation. *And he smokes
‘Nugget' all right, too. I know it. Al
the same, It isn't Vall™

“It's queer them bits of worsted on
the doornails,” observed Joe judicially,

Her color flamed for a moment
“Why queer? He's been here to see
I— us more 'm once this time baclk
The nafls might have caught his neck.
er any day,” she retorted.

“It’s Just possible,” agreed Hﬂvem-l

ber in an unconvinced volce.
“It can't be Val!” repeated Mrs.
Rone steadily.

Dot at home, but Joe entered rhe nop

and searched it thoroughly, I asked
bim whut be was seeking.

“Those skins of Sally’s.”

“Then you think Black"™—

“l think nothing yet. And here’s the
man himself, anyway ™

He turned to the door as Val Black
came swinging up the trall, He was
of middle height, strongly bullt, with
quick eyes and dark bhalr which,
though cropped close, still betrayed its
tendency to curL He greeted Novem-
ber warmly. November was, I thought,
even more slow spoken than usual

“ValL” he sald, after some talk,
“have you still got that pink necker
Sally knitted for you?”’

“Yes, I've got her.”

“Where?"

“Right here,” and Black pulled the
muffler out of his pocket.

“Huh!” sald Joe.

There was a silence, rather & straln

When we were. out |

ed silence, between the two.
Then November continued *“Whers

. about half a mile from the house, we | him " Continued next week.
Oma Oes | came upon the body of the dog. If| e lmttemooni s T =

| was evident she had been shot—more | “|t’s my business to find the man with we arrived at Val Black's. Val ores

|

| THE WESTERN FAIR, LONDON.
September 10th to 15th.
Queen’s Park at London, Ont.
|the home of the Western Fair, is
;n very busy place at present, as
| active preparations are in progress
for the great exhibition to be
held in September. Ever since the
last exhibition the entire grounds
and buildings have been in pos-
session of the military authorities.
| The city of London and the board
of directors of the Western Fair
Assoclation have been very pleased
to be able to help our Government

uous times and so the grounds and
buildings were placed at their
disposal entirely free. As the sol-
diers are now under canvas a

be done to prepare the buildings
for the exhibition. Owing to an
unfortunate fire in the grand

in some small way in these stren-

great deal ©of work will have to
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Boy’s School Shoe, a good substantial shoe 1.75
Ladies’ common sense, wide & comfortable 1.50
Ladies’ dongola blucher, very serviceable L.75

Ladiies‘ dongola blucher, very dressv...... 2.10
Men’s Box Kip Blucher
Men’s Split ‘Blucher ... ...
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The Highest Prices for Produce

roots. The snow's thin there. Must
'a’ had a match, that chap,” he said
after a minute, and, standing with his
back to the wind. he made a slight
movement of his hand.

“What are you doing?” 1 asked.

“Saring myself trouble.” He turned
at right angles and began searching
through the trees. “Here it is, Hung
up In a snag, Seadog match he used.”
Then, catching my eye, he went on:
“Unless be was a fool he'd light his
match with his face to the wind
wouldn't he? And most right handed
men "ud throw the mateh therebouts
where 1 hunted for it”

Well on in the afternoon the trail led
out to the banks of a wide and shallow
stream, Into the waters of which they
disappeared. Here we overtook Evans.

He was standing!by the ashes of a fire
almost on the bank,
'
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