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EASY WASHING

 Drop in and see a new electric clothes washing
and wringing machine. It washes all of the clothes,
evenly, thoroughly, and there are no places in 1t to
catch and tear the garments. The cost of opera-
tion would be but a few cents per week. One of
these machines can always be seen at our office.

Call, or Phone Adelaide 404

The TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO.
Limited
12 Adelaide Street East, Toronto
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WARRANT

E Champagy oF TIBLE W
French Natural Sparkling Table Water:

At every first class Club, Hotel, and Wine Merchant in the world.

¢

~ Messrs. S. B. Townsend & Co., Montreal, General Agent for Canada

Algonquin National Park
THE IDEAL SUMMER RESORT FOR CAMPER, FISHERMAN, CANOEIST.

200 miles north of Toronto, 175 miles west of Ottawa
Altitude, 2,000 feet above sea level
Good hotel accommodation

THE NEW CAMP.HOTEL “CAMP NOMINIGAN”

1 t This sort of camp is new to the
“Highlands of Ontario.” Tt consists of log cabins constructed in groups in the hearts

being inaugurated this season, will prove attractive.

of the wilds, comfortably furnished with modern conveniences, suc
cold water, always available.
Handsomely illustrated folder free on a_pplication to J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Sta-
tion, Montreal; C. E. Horning, Union Station, Toronto, Ont.
W. E. DAVIS, Passenger Traffic Manager, Montreal.
G. T. BELL, Assistant Passenger Traffic Manager, Montreal.
H. G. ELLIOTT, General Passenger Agent, Montreal.
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COURIER.

with this ploughing. Of course, it does
not sound very sensible.”

Miss Barrington looked at him
gravely, for there was a curious and
steadily-tightening bond  between the
two. “It depends upon what you mean
by sense. Can we reason out all we
feel, and is there nothing intangible
but real behind the impulses which may
be sent to us?”

“Well,” said Witham, with a little
smile, “that is a trifle too deep for me,
and it’s difficult to think of anything
but the work I have to do. But you
were the first at Silverdale to hold out
a2 hand to me—and I have a feeling that
your good wishes would go a long way
now. TIs it altogether fantastic to be-
lieve that the good-will of my first friend
would help to bring me prosperity ?”

The white-haired lady’s eyes grew mo-
mentarily soft, and, with a gravity that
did not seem out of place, she moved
forward and laid her hand on a big
horse’s neck, and smiled when the dumb
beast responded to her gentle touch.

“It is a good work,” she said. “Lance,
there is more than dollars, or the bread
that somebody is needing, behind what'
you are doing, and because I loved your
mother T know how her approval would
have followed you. And now SOw in
hope, and God speed your plough!”

She turned away almost abruptly, and
Witham stood still, with one hand closed
tightly and a little deeper tint in the
bronze of his face, sensible at once of
an unchanged resolution and a horrible
degradation. Then he saw that the Col-
onel had helped Miss Barrington into
the saddle and her niece was speaking.

«I have something to ask Mr. Cour-
thorne, and will overtake you,” she said.

The others rode on, and the girl
turned to Witham. “I made you a
promise and did my best to keep it, but

I find it harder than I fancied it would
be,” she said. “I want you to release
me.”

“T should like to hear your reasons,”
said Witham.

The girl made a faint gesture of im-
patience. “Of course, if you, insist!”

“T do,” said Witham quietly.

“Then I promised you to have all my
holding sown this year, and I am still
willing to do so; but, though my uncle
makes no protests I know he feels
my opposition very keenly, and it hurts
me horribly. Unspoken reproaches are
the worst to bear, you know, and now
Dane and some of the others are fol-
lowing your lead, it is painful to feel
that T am taking part with them against
the man who has always been Kkind to
me.”

“And you would prefer to be loyal
to Colonel Barrington even if it cost
you a good deal?”

“Of course!” said Maud Barrington.
“Can you ask me?”

Witham saw the sparkle in her eyes
and the half-contemptuous pride in the
poise of the shapely head. Loyalty, it
was evident, was not a figure of speech
with her, but he felt that he had seen
enough and turned his face aside.

«T knew it would be difficult when I
asked” he said. “Still, I cannot give
you back that promise. We are going
to see a great change this year, and I
have set my heart on making all I can
for you.”

“But why should you?” asked Maud
Barrington, somewhat astonished that
she did not feel more angry.

“Well” said Witham gravely, “I may
tell you by and by, and in the mean-
while you can set it down to vanity.
This may be my last venture at Silver-
dale, and I want to make it a big suc-
cess.” (To be continued.)

A Black Fox Skin

(Concluded from page 9.)

dressed as a white girl.

Now she walked into the prison
calmly. “You are a good man, Roy,”
she said in a business-like manner.
“And I have brought you back your
sleeping robe, that you wrapped our
little girl, Dolly, in, when you sent
her home.”

Roy found his voice. “El-Soo, you
must go away directly. What would
the factor say? How did you get in,
anyway? Jack would be very angry if
he knew.”

As El-Soo knew her husband was at
the prison door seeing and ‘hearing
everything she was unimpressed by
this. “We did not know till to-day,”
she said in her precise English. “The
boys were afraid of being punished for
running away when you told them to
wait. But Dolly told us, and then we
asked Little Fox. Brown Moose is very
angry with him. And I have come to
thank you.”

She held out her hand to him grave-
ly, but Roy drew back, his face ecrim-
soning. “T'm not fit for a woman like
you to touch,” he said.

“T don’t think you are a thief all
through, any more than Little Fox is
a coward,” she said reflectively. “You
could be good if you liked. Real thieves
don’t know how to be anything else.”

“In other words I am rather worse
than what they call a moral degener-
ate,” said Roy grimly, his tired eyes
seeking the hook again and wishing
Fl-Soo would go, but she had brought
him a Christmas present, a basket with
meat and potatoes, hot tea and Christ-
mas pudding. This last was rather an
achievement in a land where flour, plums
and spices were not. It had potatoes
for flour, frozen cranberries for fruit,
and was flavored with much ginger and
molasses. Roy drank the tea thirstily,
but in spite of his long fast he was too
nervous to eat, much to El-Soo’s dis-
appointment. However, in answer to
her questions he told her of his journey
back with the stolen black fox. Then
he started up as Jack came in.

Fl-Soo passed.out, quick and noiseless
as a shadow, and the two men faced
each other, Roy rather white.

“You don’t look exactly fit, kid,” was
all Jack said.

Roy glanced again at the hook over-
head. “I know I must pay for what I
did to you,” he said steadily, “and
Tm fit enough for that whatever it is.”
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“Pay your grandmother,” retorted
Jack. ~ “I don’t count what a crazy man
does any more than T would a girl. But
I owe you a life, Dolly’s life. Pl set-
tle your account at Fort Gray River,
and there’s a dog team outside with
three weeks’ supplies. I guess if you
like there’s nothing to hinder you get-
ting clear away. Brown Moose is sat-

isfied, he’s got the black fox back, and

if we're all willing you should get off
now, we needn’t worry about the law.”

“You mean you think I'm mnot a
‘thief all through’” said Roy after a
long pause. “You think I’ve had enough
for what I did. I wonder if you would
mind shaking hands with me?”

Jack held out his hand instantly.
“Are you going to rum, kid?”

“You know I'm not,” Roy answered
with an uncertain smile. “When Pete
gave you his keys it meant you would
have to answer for it if I escaped.”

“You can cut that out, kid,” said Jack
drily.

Roy hesitated and flushed. “See here,
Jack, T’ve been getting things all my
life without paying for them. I don’t
mean what the law calls stealing, but
I owe my folks to live a lot different
than I have—if I’d been what T should
I would never have been crazy enough
to steal the black fox. So I won’t rum
away from paying for everything, and
then being able to start again clear.”

“Paying includes Pete, kid.”

Roy flushed again. “If El-Soo and
then you had not come here I should
have killed myself to-night, Jack. But
now youwve shaken hands with me, and
I know you believe I can pick myself
up again, you needn’t be afraid that all
the Pete’s T may meet while ’'m pay-
ing will send me off my head again.”

Jack left him then, to eat, and sleep
warmly in his fur robe, the Mackenzie
substitute for the Yukon sleeping bag,
with something like Christmas peace in
his heart.

Two days later he was brought be:
fore McPhail again. , That gentleman
looked at him severely. “Jock’s told me
of the most unlawful and improper
pr"op‘osal he made ye on Christmas
night,” he said. “And I told him I was
fair scandalized at him. But I have de-
cided that ye can go on suspended sen-
tence, and as Jock has paid your debt
to the company, ye are free to return
hame, and, I trust, do your duty
there.” ;




