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;UNNY BUSINESS GOING ON”

f.mpie leant forward across the
, lowering his voice still fur-

“Mr, Green, the police are going
lo change their minds about it one
ct these days. I know there’s @ funny

iness goi on.” His voice sank

pmost to a isper. “I often go and

ut out night-lines at the river, and

re are lights in Basutoland that
gme and go like signals. I'm
find out about them.”
m"‘ss]lgnals?" sald Malcolm incredu-
y.

“Yes, man, signals.
rom near the police post, and that

They come

po.
the funny thing about it. But I'm jh

golng to find out—I'm going to ride
ver and see Dr. Kerrivalt; he
E:ows those police well, and he'll

11 if they know anything. Yes, man,
Eg‘s always drunk, I know, but he

ows much more than people
think; and do you know why? Be-
pause he dootors the niggers. I
wotldn’t have thought much of the
yignals if I hadn't started counting
them one night. I've counted twice,
and each time they were the same,
and quite slow—one, two, three,
four, five, six—straight at me. I'm

oing to find out about those
ights.”

“Look here, Mr. van Stellen,” Mal-
eolm said desperately, ‘“you know
that, staying with Mr. Recoulle, I've
been in pretty close touch with the
volice through the whole business;
will you take it from me that they
do not, and never have, suspected

your father, and that they had’

nothing to do with the crop being
Jjaken from your father’s house?”

“Man are you sure?’

“Dead certain.”

“Well, I'm glad, and thank you
very much, Mr. Green. Man, I'm
glad I spoke to you! But I'm still

Riderless Horse
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carry,” he began; but Channing cut
him short.

“What’s that, Johannes?” he was
shout! to the boy. “Dead? When?
How it happen? Tell him to tell

youqo . . . .
The routine work that a minute

before was being carried out so
'smoothly and placidly, had become
lessl; anized. Milkers had
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Malcolm felt he could not detain

im,

“Man, Japie van Stellen is dead.
He fell off his horse last night in
the storm, just outside his stables—
broke his neck. The old man heard
the horse and went out, but Japie
\was dead already. I must go and
ysee the old man.”

He walked away rapidly, and Mal-
lcolm stood gazing after him, seeing
not Channing’s sturdy figure strid-
ing through the wet grass, but a
horseman cantering up a moonlit
track to a lonely home—Japie com=
ing home on his grew, which knew
ithe rcad so well and never made a
mistake . . . He went to look for
Cynthia and Corneille and found, to
his relief, that they had left for the
homestead before the news had ar-
rived. But next moment he saw Cor-
.neille hastening towards him.

| _“Have you heard!” they burst out
simultanequsly as they met.

“Yes,” Corneille replied quickly,
“I've seen Chan. This business has
got me absolutely beat. Two men,
both good riders on horses they
knew well, coming home alonq fam-
iliar roads—and two fatal accidents,
‘caused by who knows what, in less
Ithan three weeks. I'll soon be believe

Egmg to find out about those lights; |ing in what the natives say—that
t

ey’re not right.”
“When did you see them?”
“The first time was about six

he district is bewitched. Come on,
Malcolm, let's get back. We must
tell Father about this.”

weeks 8go, and I saw them again| Adhemar was standing at the top
sbout a fortnight back; on dark of the veranda steps, polishing his

nights, with no moon and quite late
—after midnight. They were just,
the same—flashes—like a man
swinging a torch up and down, and
each time just those six flashes.”

Despite a good deal more ques-
tioning Japie had nothing more to
tell, but, apart from what Malcolm
had learnt, their meeting had had
the good result of establishing a
sort of friendship between them;
m before they parted Malcolm

secured a promise that if Japie
saw the lights again, or if he dis-
covered anything else that looked
yuspicious, he would once more gon-
fde in him.

An hour later Adhemar and Cor-
neille returned. The body found in
the river was Mortimer's. It bore no
¥ign of violence,

spectacles,

“We must go over at once, Cor-
neille; his father will expect us to
go. You will come too, Mr. Green?”
Distress and urgency were mingled
in Adhemar’s tone.

Malcolm knew that he would want
to set out immediately, to offer his
condolences to van Stellen, but had
hardly expected to be asked to ac-
company him. He assented, how-
ever, never doubting that Adhemar

‘would accept his offer to drive him

over by car. But with something of
the sackcloth and ashes spirit of his
Huguenot ancestors, Adhemar seem-
ed determined to make the ordeal as
unpleasant as possible, for he firmly
declined the offer, saying that van
Stellen, who hated cars, would take
as an insult, and insisting that

it
Both the Recoulles had obviously}mey must drive over in the buggy.

now accepted the police view of his
death—not unnatural, Malcolm real-!

ized, because that view must have
held a little comfort for them.

“We seem to have made too much
out of very little,” Corneille said;
“and old Maraka's imagination has
been running riot. You've always got
to be careful of what natives say
and think, you know, Malcolm, even
when it is a chap like Maraka.”

They hardly spoke on the way
home, After luncheon Malcolm went
for a tramp, leaving Adhemar and
Corneille to compose a letter to
Mortimer’s father. When he return-
ed, Maraka, who had been watching
for him, told him that they had
walked over to Campsie, and that
his tea was ready in the dining-
room.

“You've heard what the police say,

araka,” Malcolm said. “They say
hat Baas Mortimer’'s death was an
necident.”

Maraka shook his head sadly.

. “The police, baas, him like big
_h'i'lt‘e road. Him no like little foot
~-ath.”

CHAPTER XIV

ANOTHER DEATH

A fortnight had elapsed since
the recovery of Mortimer’s body, and

the inquest having reaffirmed the  ing

police theory of how he had met his
death, the wave of excitement had
ebbed.

Malcolm had started in earnest
his apprenticeship to farming, but
cn this morning Corneille, who
seemed to find increasing business
to transact at Campsie, called him
from his work on a broken plough,
to accompany him there.

They went direct to the Campsie
byres, where, indeed, the only busi-
ness was to be transacted, for there
they found Cynthia, radiant in gum
boots and waterproof, busy weighing
milk. Malcolm left Co le to help
her, and went to see the calves. Tom
was feeding them, and before long
channing came striding through the
orchard, and joined him.

“Hallo, Malcolm,” he said in high
spirits, “now you'll see what is
country can do. Man, I tell mu that
if we could have rains 1 this
every month, there’s be nothing to
beat this country. You wouldn't get
land for £10 a morgen—you'd pay
£50 and have to take anything you
could get.” *

“T'll buy next monht or the one

 sald im, “£5 d a
ught will suit me just as well

“Just a minute,” Channing inter-
gupted, and turned to give an order
Yo the boy fee the calves; “Tom
Eu Janavary to herd Basuto

those -
nd cattle on the ‘bult’ to-day; and | seas

no nonsense this time. I don’t want
to see them in the plantation, even
f it does rain: there's no ’grau
ere, and the Missis wants for
e milk cows.
“Been di another
In Basutoland cattle?”

“Yes, but, man, they're a rough |
t this time,” answered Channing|

latingly.

was a Iull in the conversa- | sense
turned to listen,

Hon, and Malcolm

to one of the farm boys, | rif
astoundi

ted,
ronducting, with ng ease, a
ponversation with another boy in the
m}uztﬂzr Yﬂlage across the valley,
"y a mile away.
¥'s_amazing how _their voices

(To be Continued)

E. V. McMillan
Laid To Rest

LAST POST SOUNDED AT THE
GRAVESIDE; VETERANS DROP
POPPIES

(Sault Ste. Marie Star, July 4)
To the sound of trumpets wailing
the sad notes of the Last , &
sound he had often heard after hard
fought actions in France, Major E,
V. McMillan, K. C.,, M, C., was bur-
jed in Greenwood Cemetery yester=
day afternoon.

Past his last resting place, before
the casket was hidden from sight,

iﬁoke eloguently of long years in
e trenches overseas where the
deceased won the Military Cross for
valo®, the veterans moved t. And
as they went they depos! their
own simple but touching tribute, the
little red poppy that each wore g,t
his lapel. )
The veterans tribute was of
the funeral service, conduc by
President D. Rout of the Legion,
with which legton members lay all
their comrades in their final rest-
j lace. It followed the regular
service conducted by the Very Rev.
Den P. A. Paris. Trumpeters C.
Duncan and W. Jannison sounded
the Last Post,

Service at St. Luke’s

Following a private service at the
home of the de , citizens of all
walks of life thronged 8t. Luke's
Pro-Cathedral to pay their last tri-
bute of respect to an ésteemed and
respected citizen. City officials,
bers and ex bers of the
Dominion and provincial parlia-
ments, members of the Conservative
Party whose candidate he was at
the time of his death, representa-
tives from the Y. M. C. A. and the
Y’s men’s Club, the mayor and
members of the city council, re| -
entatives from the B8Sault-Sudbury

was met at the ch door by Dean
who had it conveyed to its ap-
pointed position the

within
where it rested beneath the battle
flags of Sault Regiments hung theré
when the men returned from over-

‘The prescribed service of the
Church of England was read by the
dean during which were sung fav-
orltonlllﬂ;nm of the deceased: “Unto
the Aroux'rd" and “Safe In the

of your deals | Arms of Jesus.’

Address by Dean Paris
‘ Dean Paris sald: “It is with a deep
for ome who, whether h::
knew him intimately or not, has
com ded our ut pect
integrity, his courtesy, his hﬁh

sense of responsibility was known
all. His
sy dlag:zulmed and courage~
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Y

surance of a reunion to 2 % clul T e
' come, made ' president ¥’s men’s Club; A. Brewer, pment of the country. junga, 28,
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TO YOUR OWN THER'S ALLUS A HIS SENSE OF 7 m WorD, Tim!

BUSINESS-- I'LL GUY LIKE THAT HONOR-TELL | A 1 evALL REQUIRE

IN ANY BUNCH-=- | HIM HE'LL RUIN | Z

MINE! TH' BOSS WE_HAVE TO HAVE |TONV'S NIGHT | [ SEVERAL MORE :

1S TAKIN’ A NAP-- ONE TOO! WE SLIP | TRADE--TH' | |% COMPLIMENTARY 3

I SEEN HIM! OUT O THE SHOP A | SHOP FENCE- B T O NED 6o OUT DM A Livs

FEW TIMES AN’ DON'T | CLIMBERS’ ]

JUDGMENT AN RISK A

GIT CAUGHT, THEN BRIGADE !
HE GOES TO __/L QUARTER ON IT/ SHOULD
PLAVIN' POOL! 1 LET HIM HAVE ITS

THE WAY THIS

0 SEE A GHOST
ON THAT scow !
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By George McManu
WE DON'T HAVE TO
DO ANYTHING _AS
LORD WORTHNOTTEN
JUST CALLED UP
AND SAID THAT HIS

SON SNEAKED OUT-

BRINGING UP FATHER

DAUGHTER IS IN HER ROON
AND LORD WOIZTHNORTTENOOM
AND HIS SON WILL SOON
ARRIVE =M SO ANXIOUS TO
MEET HIS SON AND | DO
HOPE DAUGHTER LIKES HIM-

OH=-THAT IS
D-I'M SORRY-

o
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 SHAKE AWING, ¥/
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OBVIODSLY THERE | [OR MY GORS ; SHOULD ¥ [POPEVE,
IS A STORM i ROTECTION, gﬁa\g‘imz /
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By Edwina
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N OLS
LISTEN, TILLIE. = CE iRl
LET ME CALL [ | b it
JERRY OLSON :

OF THE GAZETTE

ON 7 WHY,
'TC

WAITLMAYBE
'D BETTER
CALL SOME~
ONE ELSE




