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Royal Mail Steamers
FALL AND WINTER SAILINGS FROM MONTREAL.

LIVERPOOL GLASGOW HAVRE-LONDON
Ti.fnisi‘.n ....... Nov. 11 Hesperian ..... Nov. 6 Scotian ........ Nov. 9
Victorian ..... .Nov. 18 Pretorian ...... Nov. 15 . Corinthian ..... Nov. 16
Corsican ....... Nov. 25 Grampian ...... Nov. 20 Sicilian ........ Nov. 23

CHRISTMAS SAILINGS

HALIFAX-LIVERPOOL PORTLAND-GLASGOW

Virginian ......... Dec. 6 Scandinavian ...... Dec. 4
Victorian. ......... Dec. 20 Ionian ............ Dec. 13
ST. JOHN-LIVERPOOL BOSTON-GLASGOW
Tunisian .......... Dec. 10 Hesperian ........ .Dec.11

NOTE SAILING OF NEW

RM.S. ALSATIAN

18,000 Tons.
From St. John direct January 3rd, 1914

Largest and finest steamer ever built for
Numerous one-berth rooms. Gymnasium.
Elevators, and all modern improvements.

Verandah cafe, Orchestra,

& RESERVE BERTHS EARLY )

For rates, reservation of berths, etc, apply any railway agent, or
% W. R. ALLAN,
f General Northwestern Agent, Winnipeg.

the Canadian trade. |

ARRANGE THAT XMAS TRIP NOW
Very Low Return Fare

Tickets on Sale Daily—Nov. 7th to Dec. 31st
BY

CANADIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY

ATLANTIC PORTS

In connection with Tickéts to

The OId Gountry and The Continent

Book early to get best reservation and avoid disappointment

Call, phone or write any Canadian Northern
Agent who will g gladly furnish full information

(adll
(i

I, MeGUIRE, GoS.BELYEA I}, CREELMAN,
City Ticket Agent North End ageney, Gen. Pass. Agent,
Cor, Portage il Main S83 Main St Unjon Station

Winnipeg

Phone
/ Main 1066 and 2951

Winnipey Winnipeg

I'honies Main 1989 I’hone M. 5566, 5567

Save you money

Stop all laundry troubles. “Chal-
lenge” Collars can be cleaned with
a rub from a wet cloth—smart and
dressy always. The correct dull

finish and texture of the best linen.

If your dealer hasn’t **Challenge’’ Brand
write us enclosing money, 25c. for collars,
50c. per pair for cuffs. We will supply
you. Send for new style book.

THE ARLINGTON CQ. OF CANADA

Limit:
54-64 Frasor Ave., Toronto, Can
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in the bunch jingled merrily and musi-
cally in the cool fresh air.

We were all sleepy and cold, and as
we sat around the fire to eat, someone
said: “Where’s Holder?” The foreman
glanced around the circle of men, set
down his plate and cup, and strode over
to where Shorty had rolled out his bed
the evening before. It was empty, and
what was more, hadn’t been slept -in at
all. A hasty questioning developed the
fact that none of us had noticed him
after we had come in from the stampede.
“Well,” said Alkali, “it’s one of two
things; either he has run into one of
those blamed cracks and is hurt, or else
e has got a bunch of steers that got
cut off Irom the herd in the raiu and
has had to stay with ’em all night, bé-
cause he got so far from camp he
couldn’t \\ork ’em back alone.” As this
was not an unusual thing we all felt
sure it was the case, and, after a hasty
breakfast, all of us, but the men just
off guard, struck out to look for him.

Somehow I felt a premonition of
trouble as T rode out into the -prairie,
and leaving the rest to scatter out in
different directions I rode straight for
the cracks. It was an easy matter to
trail up the herd, and as I looked along
I couldn’t get Shorty’s hymns out of my
head. As I drew near the crack country
I saw by the trail that we had not been”
at the leaders when we thought we
were, but had cut in between them and
the main herd. I could see our tracks
where we had swung them around, leav-
ing probably one hundred head out.

taking the man thus dismounted up he-
hind me, we led. the horse with its <u(
burden back to camp.

I think death, when it strikes among
tllem, always affeets rough men more
than it does men of finc sensibilities
and breeding. They get over it more
quickly, but for the time the former
seems to be fairly overwhelmed with
the mystery of death, and seem dazcd
and helpless and often lose their heuwds.

But “Alkali Pete” quickly pulled him-
self together. It was thirty miles to
Fort McLeod and with our heavy chuck
wagon it would take more than a day
to get the body there. Packing it on
a horse was out of the questmn SO we
decided to bury him right there.

Shorty had no relativesin Alberta, nor
any nearer friends than we  rough
“punchers,” so we thought no wrong
would be done anyone bv burying him
there. We laid his crushed body under
a little shady poplar, and Alkali and
I went to find out a place to dig a grave,
About half a mile from Lonur Bottom
was a big rock which in the «rluum age
had Dbeen deposited with others in a
string running southeast and northwest
in the foothills of the Canadian Rockies,
The cattle men of the south had chris-
tened it “Lone Rock” and some ycars
after a ranch near it took its name It
was a land-mark for miles around and
as Alkali remarked; “It was a Dblamed
sight better headstone than they'd give
him in the little yard at the Fort.”

So we dug his grave, and
wrapped him in a gorgeous

then
Indian

I hurried along their trail, and as the
daylight got stronger and the sun De-
gan to peep over the hills, I could make
out about a couple of miles from me a
bunch of cattle feeding. I knew this
was the bunch I was trallmn" and al-
ready some of the other boys had seen

them also and were hurrying toward
them. But between me and the cattle

was [ knew a dangerous crack. Tt was
some six feet \\ulo and ten deep. and
probably half a mile long. Tf Shorty
had ridden into that he was either dead
or badly hurt. As T neared the cracks
my heart sank, for I saw the trail
would strike it fairly about the widest
place, and my worst fears were realized
when I reached it, for there lyving under
a.dozen head of dead and dying steers
was poor Shorty. The trail told the
whole story.  He had almost turned
them when they reached the crack, and
he had ridden into it sideways or diag-
onally, and <ome twenty steers had fol-
lowed, crushine him and his horse to
death, and killing about a dozen of
them.  The  balance  were wanderine
around in the bottom of the erack. fol-
lowing it to the river in an attempt to

get out.

Kakabeka Falls, Near Fort William

blanket which poor Shorty had carried
with him to all the outfits he had
worked for in late years, and laid him
away as carefully and tenderly as in
our IOll“‘h way we knew how.

The (Lw herders had grazed the herd
up close {o the rock, so th(\v could be at
the grave; the (‘&ttle were scattered
lellll(]. us, and the cook had taken out
the chuck box and used the chuck wagon
to bring the body over in.

When the last sods were placed on the
mound, Alkali, with tears running down
his  sunburned face. which he vainly
tried to wipe away, slowly and brokenly
repeated  the Lord’s Pr aver. and with
broken hearts and howed heads we
joined in “Amen.” and weit back to our
beef drive to Peican Siding.
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Not a Matter for Prayer

In a certain town where two brothers
are engaged in a flourishing retail coul
business a series of revival meetings were
held, and the elder brother of the firm
was  converted.

Ior \\m'l\s after his (‘onvvrsi(m 1110

Drawing myv six-shooter T fired {wno
shots, \\hl(h in cow-boy and frontic
sign language means “Come to me" |
The punchers quickly rode over to whip
I was, and we managed to get Shor

out from under his horse and up on top,

Tenderly we laid his body acros< il

<addle and Ta<hed it with o rope. aud

brother who had lately “got religion”
I ende: 1\()11(1 to persuade the other to jomn
the chiureh. One day, when the clder
| Irother was making “another effort, he
Posked: “Why ean't vou, Richard, jom
the chapch as 1 did?”
" all right for you to be a momhm
chure 4
who's going to weigh the coal?”
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replied  Richard, “but



