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ASTHMA CATARRH

WHOOPING COUGH CROUP
BRONCHITIS COUGHS COLDS

ESTABLISHED 1879

A simple, safe and effective treatment for bron-
chial troubles, without dosing the stomach with
drugs. Used with success for thirty years.

The air rendered strongly antiseptic, inspired
with every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes
the sore throat, and stops the cough, assuring
restful nights. Cresolene is invaluable to mothers
with voung children and a boon to sufferers
from Asthma. s

Send us postal for descriptive booklet. 310

ALL DRUGGISTS

Try Cresolene Anti-
septic Throat Tablets
for the irritated throat.
They are simple, effect-
ive and antiseptic. Of
your druggist or from us,
10c. in stamps.

VAPO CRESOLENE CO.

Leeming-Miles Bldg. L
MONTREAL

=11 | and Brooder 5% =
| If ordered together.

125Egg Incubator$10

Freight paid east of

Rockies. Hot water,

copper tanks, double

an walls, double glass

doors. Free catalog A5r—r1—1"7"1"|
describes them. Send for it today - ———— ="

Wisconsin Incubator Co., {1
Box (10 RaciasWie. L

REINHARDT'S

.

—a?

BEER

Is recognized as

THE FAMOUS NATIONAL DRINK

Brewed scientifically from the
choicest Bavarian Hops, select-
ed Barley Malt and pure steri-
lized spring water, properly
aged in wood, and bottled
under the most sanitary con-
ditions possible. The secret
formula for this famous brew
and the sole right to make it
on this side of the Atlantic is
owned by

Reinhardt’s of Toronto
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COSGRAVE

PALE ALE
XXX PORTER
HALF AND HALF

Experience has perfected our products,
established our standard, ma'e our
reputation and proved our gusrantee,

On sale in pint and quart bottles
at all hotels and dealers.

CANADIAN COURIER.

hood have several unpleasant hours
before they give up the ghost.

“No, killing an animal does not
worry me; but to hurt it would keep
me awake at night. That’'s where
my conscience gets in its work, and
that’s just the plain difference between
your conscience and mine.”

“An’ the ol’ man’s,” sneered the In-
d‘an. “He trap.”

“Obviously,” answered Wynn. His
mind was busy with the old man even
while he talked to Francois. He seem-
ed to see him laid low, the man he
had come to look upon as the very em-
bodiment of mature vitality, or hardy
age, untouched by infirmity or weak-
ness of any sort, and enr‘ched by wis-
dom; as the type of the best that was
to be got physically out of the simple
life. In the eighteen months that he
had lived here in the wild country, he
had seen much of David McCullough
—“the old man,” as Francois had call-
ed him. Possibly the name had been
given by reason of McCullough’s hair,
which was white, white as the winter
pelage of the ptarmigan, the wild
hare, or the weasel—for there was no
other excuse for it. McCullough had
been as straight and strong as a popu-
lar sapling, and could tire out any
two half-breeds, with all the'r in-
herited and boasted endurance.

The old man’s comparative near.iess
had made life at Lone Lake a possible
thing to Wynn. Many an hour had he
spent in McCullough’s hospitable
shack, and he had learned of his past,
and the things that had conspired to
drive him out of the world of men
into the silent places of the mysteri-
ous North Land. Learned much and
given little. The old man said the
North had always called him, and
when he had become caught in a tan-
gle of circumstances, too much knot-
ted and twisted to unravel with even
a life-long patience, he had cut the
tangle and left. He had had no one
depending upon him but a son who
was at college. The boy had no taste
for the life of Northern Canada.
Neither the golden Manitoba prairies,
the plains and ranch lands of Sas-
katchewan, nor the timbered foothills
of Alberta meant anything to him but
the abomination of desolation. He
would have none of the Rockies, or
the land beyond. So McCullough had
left him. Later the boy had taken to
the stage as a profession, and had
married a popular and pretty little
actress.

The old man had pictures of both
fastened up on his shack wall; pic-
tures cut from old magazines, and
faded photographs. They must have
been a good-looking pair of young
people. Wynn had often thought how
charming and how ‘incongruous to
their surroundings the pictures were.
In one, young McCullough was photo-
graphed as Romeo, his eager love-
impassioned face alight even yet on
the discoloured paper; and the pretty
little actress smiled down at them as
Peg Woffington. Somehow he was al-
ways glad for McCullough’s sake . that
they had stuck to the legitimate and
not side-stepped.

In all the pictures there was a
touch of lightness and joy, as though
life were good to them and full of
flavour. It hadn’t lasted so very long.
Both had died of a contagious fever
within a few days of each other, and
they had left as legacy to the old man,
Nancy, their little daughter of twelve.
He had gone after her to the distant
city, and it had seemed to him, long
used to the stillness of unpeopled
places, like a hideous maelstrom cof
unblessed confusion. With swiftness
and dispatch he had found his little
grand-daughter and borne her back
to the wide and quiet space that he
desperately desired to regain.

Strange and most wonderful to the
old man was the adaptability of the
child to her surroundings. She had
loved the peace, the freedom and the
silence. Therefore, a perfect content
had entered into McCullough’s life,
and an element of gladness he had not
counted on—and it lasted four years.

Often he had retold the story of
those four years the child had been
with him. Wynn knew it by heart.

It ended abruptly with the day that
Nance had gone to the Sisters’ School
at the Mission, just beyond the Com-

pany’s nearest trading post.

The old man had never said why she
had gone, and Wynn had never asked.

Now, as he paddled behind Francois
over the rose-red water, his mind was
busy with many things McCullough
had related; half-forgotten tales of
summer days and winter evenings, in
which his little grand-daughter had
been the central figure. He remem-
bered fragments of sentences that
held her name, tenderly spoken as the
old man spoke that name alone. Wynn
wondered vaguely what kept her at
the school. Whether she would care
if she knew her grandfather was ill,
whether she would return; who would
carry her word—whether any word
would be sent. For the first time the
girl appealed to him as a vivid per-
sonal‘ty; hitherto she had been quite
as unreal and hardly as interesting as
her parents whose pictures hung on
the log wall. “Perhaps,” he conclud-
ed regretfully in his mind-searching,
“perhaps I have not given those stor-
jes of the old man more than the mer-
est polite attention.” He realized now
he had never been very keen about
hearing them. They had not had the
snap and swing that carried along
some of his tales of winter adventure,
or summer sojourn among the Indians.

The paddles still dipped; now they
entered the marsh where the river
carried its waters into the lake that
again emptied into the little Smoky
River, itself only a branch of the
far-winding Peace.

They went against the current here,
but when the last bit of yellow had
melted into the violet-gray of twilight,
the half-breed swung the nose of the
canoe shoreward, landing near a
spruce thicket,

The open was reached in a few
minutes, and the men came upon two
shacks about a hundred yards apart.
One was the common shack of the
tranper, the other in the gloaming
loomed . large and almost immosing.
For two summers MecCullongh had
laboured upon it, snaring neither him-
gelf nor the unwilling Franco’s. For
ceveral weeks during each spring he
had pressed ipto service three young
Indiang—Muskegone or Woodcrees, as
they called themselves—who had come
down a long way from the Driftwood
Mountains, sinewv and tovgh as pop-
lar-gaplings from their winter’s discip-
line.

Though they had regarded the old

man as quite mad. thev had followed .

his w'shes, for he paid them well, and
thevy were hungry and very poor.
They who scorned to uge an axe for
themselves., had cut lodge-nole pine-
logs for him, and shaped and piled
them. Francois and McCullough did
the rest.
The hovsge, House

like “Nonsuch”

‘of old London Bridge, was put to-

gether withont nails. Where nails
might have been veed - they drove
wooden neegs, The chinks between
the walls were filled w'th a blue clay.
There were three rooms, and in the
living-room a fire-place.

The fire-place and chimney had
been built of stones cemented with
the clay belt that in firing grew hard
as brick. The floor throvghont was
of hardened clay covered with wolf
and bear-skins. A bark-covered ver-
andah went acrogs the front of the
house, and ponlars grew near it.

The fame of the old man’s
abode spread through camp and
regervation, for the three Wood
Crees had seen enough to furnish
forth a tale, and as they were of a
Nomadic tribe who still clung to tee-
pees of birch-bark or the tanned skin
of moose, the story was the subject of
doubt - and derision.

The Company’s trading posts, the
Indians knew. The Miss‘on school-
house and churches they accepted
with wide toleration, but that a trap-
per with open sky above him, and theo
good healing earth and forests for his
habitation should want more than a
tent or shack which was indeed a
necessary evil in time of storm or
cold, seemed to them foolishness.

When the new log house was fin-
ished the old man moved into it,
while Francois lived in the shack,
and, against his inclination, kept it in
the order MecCullough demanded.

(To be continued.)
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Adds zest to any meal a.nd
makes for better digestion
and also sweeter stomac -

Insist that your dealer always sends
O'KEEFE’S “PILSENER "

* The Light Beer in the Light Bottle™
(Registered)
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The O’Keefe Brewery €0

of Toronto, Limite
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Hotel Directory

QUEENS HOTEL, MONTREAL
$2.50 to $4.00. American Plan.

300 Rooms. 5
e B
KING EDWARD HOTEL
Toronto, Ualzada.
—Rireproof—
Accommodation for 750 guests. $1.50 UP
American and European Planf._//
THE TECUMSEH HOTEL
London, Canada
American plan, $8.00 per day and up- als0
rooms with running hot and cold water, 12
telephones, Grill room open from ?—ie%?’t
b G RES Nl R
GRAND UNION HOTEL
Toronto, Canada.
Geo. A. Spear, President. -
American Plan $2—$3. European Pla
$1—81.50.

All
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PALMER HOUSE
TORONTO 3 CANADA
H. V. O’Connor, Proprietor.
Rates—$2.00 to $3.00 A

CALGARY, ALBERTA, CAN.

ial
’ (Calgary, the commerci
Queens Hotel metropolis of the 5”‘;’:
Great West. Rates $2.00 and $2.50 per &
Free "Bus to all trains.
H. L. Stephens, Prtip/- g
HOTEL MOSSOP

Toronto, Canada. F. W. Mossop, ProP:

European Plan. Absolutely Fireproof:
TES:

Rooms without bath, $1.50 up,
Rooms with bath, $2.00 up.

THE NEW RUSSELL

Ottawa, Canada.
250 rooms.
American Plan, $8.00 to $5.00
European Plan, $1.50 to $3.50
$150,000 spent upon Improvements.

s
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THE NEW FREEMAN’S HOTEL
(Buropean Plan)

One Hundred and Fifty Rooms. P

Single rooms without bath, $1.50 an

$2.00 per day; rooms with bath, $2.00
per day and upwards.

St. James and Notre Dame Sts., Montreal-
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