
Utg, He 'ins ciearlv master of ills eiiviroiuiieiu.
"i 'ni glad you've come along today, Mr. Quar

itch. There's a fine buck nosing around by Wid
denev Pond." Then, humor lit a spark in his
splendid gray eyes as he looked up at me. "But
we'll have a cup of tea tirsl."

November Joe's weakness for lea had long been a
target on which I had exercised my faculty for
irony and banter. Perhaps it was a relief to find any
wpak point in this alarmingly adequate young map,

"1 don'l know aboiil hunting, November," I said.
"I 'ye come with a message for you. ... A man
named Henry f«yon has been shot in his camp at Big
Tree Portage. A lumberman found him and tele-
phoned the news. The Chief of Police wants you to
take on the case, lie told me to say that success
would mean fiftydollars."

"That's too bad," said he. "I was hoping you'd
come for a hunt. . . . You'll find beans, Hour
and coffee inside;" he pointed to the shack. "I
suppose I must be getting off, myself."

"How far is it to Big Tree Portage?" T asked,

"Five miles to the river, and eight up it."
"I \1 like to go with you."
He gave me one of bis brief smiles. "Then, you

must wait for your brea"kfast until we are in the
canoe. Turn the mare loose; she'll make Hard-
ing's this afternoon."

Without more words, November slung up his
pack and set out through the woods.

I have sometimes wondered whether he was not
.iked at the prospect of my roo-easih proffered
companionship, md whathei he dot not fti first in
f"\r] t" Pll *1f b\ "|v-i~no O.l') pvuviife <-,

methods. Ht has in later da\» assured mt that
neither of nr- suppositions was correct: but there
has born n far oil took in his ryes while he denied
them, which leaves me still half-doubtful.

However these things ma.v be, it is certain that I
had my work cut out for me in keeping up with
November. who? although he ~as carrying: a pack-

j.ii T -sea ur.b.-'i.-i tr.-rv'ri Througi. the weeds

si an astonishing pace. When ni last ws came our
i.n the hunk of a strong and swiftly flowing river,
I was fairly exhausted, and fell that had the journey
continued much longer l must have been forced
to give in. 'November threw down his pack and signed !<> me
lo remain beside it. while he walked off downstream,
only to reappear with a canoe.

We were at once aboard her. Of the remainder
?>f our journey I am sorry to say I can recall very
little, The rustic of the water as il hissed Ugltinsl
our stem, and the wind in the birches and junipers
on the banks, soon hilled mo; the swaying figure of
November, as be stood plying the pole in the stern,

gave place to the creatures of dreams. T was only
awakened by the canoe touching the bank tit Big
Tree.

Pig Tree Portage is a recognized camping-place,
situated between the great main liimber-cnmp of
Bristol! and llarpur and the settlement of St. Amiel,

.and it lies about equi-distant from both. Old fires
in the clearing showed gray, not more than thirty
yards from (lie water. Thus, from the canoe we
were in full sight of the scene of the tragedy.

A small shelter of boughs stood beneath the
spreading branches of a large fir, and the ground
all about was strewn with tins and debris. On a
bare space in front of the shelter beside the charred
toga of a camp-fire, a patch of blue caught my eye.
This resolved itself into the shape of a huge man.
He lay upon his face, and the wind lluttered the
blue blouse which he wos wearing. It came upon
toe with a shook that 1 was looking ..t the bod] oi
Hinvv the murdered man

November, standing up in the canoe, a wood*

the scene in silence; then, lie pushed off again and
paddled up and down, staring at the bank. After
v bit, he put in and waded ashore. In obedience
to » sign,! stayed in the canoe, from which I was

First, hr. went re the body and examined it with

finally, he culled In me
to come ashore.
I had seen November
turn the body over, and
as I came up 1 was
aware of a great or-
ange-bearded face, hor-
ribly pale, confronting
the sky. It was easy
to see how the man bad
died, for the bullet had
rftff.de n fed*lnt th<; bnc
?>i the neck. Tin ground
beside him was torn up,
SJ if by some small
sharp instruments.

The idea occurred to
me that 1 would try my
hand at detection. I
went, into the ;.heller,

where I found a blan
ket, two freshly-flayed
bear-skins and a pack,
which lay open. 1 came
nut again, and carefully
examined the ground
in all directions. Sud-
denly glancing up, 1
saw November doe
watching me wilh a
hind of grim and covert
amusement.

"What are yi.u look
iug for.'" said he.

"The tracks of the
murderer."

"You won't find
them."

"Why?"
"He made none."
1 pointed out the spot

where the ground was
torn. i

"The lumberman that
found him . . . spiked
boots," said November.

"How do you know
he was not. the mur-
derer?''

"He didn't gel here till Lyon had beeu duud r..i

hours Compsre his tracks writh Lyons
much fresher. No. Mr. Spoil, thai cock won
light."

"Then, as you seem to know so much, tell ni<

what you do know."
November replied very gently!
"I know thai Lyon reached here in the afternoon

Of the day before yesterday. He'd come from visit
ing his traps up stream. Xi hadn't been here
more*] n few minutes and was lighting a pipe n,

the shelter there, when he heard a voice hail him.
lie rain ii and saw a man i -aiioe shoved
into the bank. That man shot him dead and cleared
off? without leaving a traced

"How can you be sure of all this;'" 1 asked; I'm
not one of these things had occurred to my mind.

"Because I found a pipe of tobacco not rightly
lit, but just charred on top, beside Lyon's body,
and a newly-used match in the shack. The man
that killed him come downstream and surprised
him."

"How can you tell he came down stream?"
"Because if he'd come up. Lyon would 'a seen

him from the shack," said November, with admirable
patience.

But I was not done with him yet. "You say the
shot was fired from a canoe.'"

"The river 's too wide to shoot across, and, any

way, there's the mark of where the canoe rested
against the bank. No. this is the work of a right
smart woodsman, and lie 'i not left rap one clev a

to ho i.c i? But i i.. not through with him miste;
SiK' ,n men him satehiog ! et s
boil the kettle."

We laid the dead man inside the shack, and
then, coming oni once more into the sunlight, sal
down beside a lire, which we built among the stones
on the bank of the river. Here, November made tea
in true woods fashion, drawing all the strength .
and bitterness from the- leaves by boiling the;:., r

7 was wondering what ks would do next
r.., ii ?,.,,. ;1(. .t 1.-, mi thai oui chances .-r i?atihn<j

the tunning mnrd > mftniteaimal >inee h«
had left no clew save the mark on the bank where
his canoe had rested r.mer.c: the reeds while he fireo
his deadly bullet, i put my thought into words.

"ion're right," s>uid November. "When a chap
who's used to the sroods' life take.- to crime, he '«
harder t.« la\ hands on than v lvn\ in an aldei
palch."

"There is one thing which I don'! understand,'
said 1. "Why did not the murderer sink Lyon's
body in the water? It would have been well hidden
t here."

The young woodsman pointed to the river which
foamed in low rapids about dark heads of rock

"He couldn't trust her, the current's sharp
nrid would the dead man ashore as like °c not,''
h, replied "Besides, ii ?>, 'd landed ??? earw il
down to his canoe, he 'd have left tracks n O. lie 's
done his work to rights, from his point of view/

I saw the force of the argument, and nodded.
"And more 'n that, there 's few people," he went

on, "travel up and down this river. Lyon might a

(uid in that clearing till he was a skeleton, but Col
the chance of thai lumber jack happening along."

"Then, which waj do you think the murderer ha:
tied ?"

"Can't say," said he; "and, an) bow, he '- may l»
eighty miles away by this."

"Will you try to follow himf" 1 asked.
"No. not yet. T must find out something about

him first if I can. But look here, mister, there V
one fact you haven't given much weight to. This
shooting was premeditated. The murderer knew that
Lyon would camp here. The chances are a hundred
to one against their having met by accident. Tin

.\u25a0bap thai killed him followed him down stii-aii:
Now, suppose I can Ibid Lyon's la~l camp; I ma\

learn something more. Il can't be very far oil
tor he had a tidy sized pack to carry, besides those
green si.ins which loaded him n bit. . . An.l
any vva>, it's pay oiilv chance."

So, we set out on our walk. November soon picked
tip Lyon's trail, leading from Big Tree Portage i..

a disused tote-road, which again led us dvut west be
tween the aisles of the forest. From midday on
through the whole of the afternoon we traveled.
Squirrels chattered and hissed at us from the
spruces, hardwood partridges drummed in the clear-
ings; and once a red-deer buck bounded across our
path, with its white flag waving and dipping as it
was swallowed up in the sun-speckled orange and
green of the woods.

Lyon's trail was fortunately easy to follow, vax)We ran down in the canoe to St. Amiel
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