(ESTABLISHED 1879)

For Whooping
Cough, Croup,
Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bron-
chitis, Colds,

‘““Used while
you sieep” Diphtheria, Catarrh

VAPORIZED CRESOLENE stops the par-
oxysms of Whooping Cough. Ever-dreaded
Croup cannot exist where Cresolene is used.
It acts directly on the nose and throat, mak-
ing breathing easy in the case of colds;
soothes the sore throat and stops the cough.

CRESOLENE is a powerful germicide, act-
ing both as a curative and preventive in
contagious diseases. It isa boon to sufferers
from Asthma. CRESOLENE'S best recom-
mendation is its 30 years of successful use.
For sale by all druggists. Send Postal for
Descriptive Booklet, Cresolene Antiseptic
Throat Tablets for the irritated throat, of
your druggist or from us, 1oc. in stamps.

THE LEEMING- MILES CO., Limited

Canadian Agents
Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada.

Picture

Making

1S as easy as

Picture
aking

by 'the :

odak
System

With the KODAK FILM
TANK the novice cin
produce in jfull daylight,
negatives equal to those
produced by experts by the
dark-room method.

Anybody can make first
class prints on VELOX
(there’s a grade for every
negative)—any time and by
any light.

Let us send you copies of our

booklets, ‘‘Tank Development”’
and ‘“The Velox Book’'.
!

| THE CANADIAN
KODAK CO. L.

TORONTO - CANADA

Fit for the finest building. Cost
OShawa little enough. Reduce fire-risks.

M e t -9 l Twothousand designsfor stores,

& halls, warerooms, chiurches, resi-
C eilnng ] s dences,etc. Writefor handsome-
ly illustrated book showing exclusive Pedlar designs.

PEDLAR People of Oshawa

Montreal, Toronto, Halifax, St. John, Winnipeg, Vancouver
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“Why should he be in the pass,
Chris, if his game is revenge? He
can't expect me.” :

“Why—why—why!”  Chris ex-
claimed bitterly. “Can’t you accept
what T say without torturing my soul
to cry out words of truth? Can’t
you believe that I want to save you
from your enemies?”

Then the vehemence passed, and
letting her hand rest on his shoulder
she said, “Leave Badger to be brought
in by somebody else, will you?”

“All right,” he answered, with a
smile. “To please you, Chris, Badger
may lead himself home.”

They were at the Lene Pine; and
the jagged rim of the mountains
was soft in the gentle halftone of dusk
as Kinnaird cut across the prairie to
his shack. “No, I won’t go after
Jadaer,” he muttered, as, lightiny a
candle, he exchanged his boots for a
pair of moccasins ; “but I will go after
a deuced sight cleverer lot of animals.
[f they are out yonder on that trail
that leads to No Man’s Land, there’s
something doing. The little woman
was too "“H'h CI)HCK'I'IN‘(I over Hly
welfare.”

He snatched a bite of supper, and
buckled a pair- of pistols beneath his
coat.

As he stopped to blow out the can-
dle. a sudden inspiration checked him.
He laughed. “A woman’s wit is a
corking proposition,” he muttered.
“This shack in darkness, clever Chris
would be uneasy.”

With a foot-rule he measured the
candle: then, cutting an inch from its
length, he said meditatively, “I guess
that will sputter out about ten o’clock
and she'll think I've gone to sleep.
Curse this contract, anyway! It’s
one long, living lie!”

He placed the candle so its light
struck through the shack’s one win-
dow toward the hotel, drawing across
the casement a thin curtain of cheese-
cloth lest prying eyes should discover
his absence.

As Kinnaird closed the door behind
him he slipped the leather latchstring
back into the shack, as an evidence
that he was within, and struck west-
ward across the prairie at a dog lope,
angling to the trail a mile heyond
Stand Off.

Far to the south there was a poin-
ciled line .of red against the huze
oloom of Chief Mountain, where a
prairie fire licked with hot tongue at
the parched grass. Its smoke hazed
the moonlight, and rasped Kinnaird's
heaving lungs with its acrid breath
till he coughed. Just topping Stand
Off, the moon loomed sullen red
through the smoked atmosphere,
showing in inked lines the waggon
ruts of the trail. Sometimes he
dropped to a walk to cool out his
lungs, which, big and lean of fat, held
without distress his Indian lope for a
mile at a stretch.

As he dipped with the trail into
Sweet Grass coulee a horse raced
from its marshy flat and pounded in
erratic gallop up the farther hill, the
clink of flapping stirrups telling it
was Badger.

“Oh, you swivel-brained mule !”
Kinnaird~ apostrophised the shadowy
figure, as it merged to nothing in the
moonlight. He realised the menacing
danger of this uncontrolled herald of
his approach. Badger would cling to
the road, starting off like a startled
deer at each approach of his owner,
and if he galloped, saddled as he was,
into whatever rendezvous the whiskey
men had, Kinnaird stood a far better
chance of getting shot than of dis-
covering anything.

Reviling the bronco, he went for-
ward more cautiously at a fast, noise-
less walk. . Once again he heard the
sudden pounding of hoofs as Badger
winded him. He was drawing into
the pass now, about five miles from
Stand Off. He could hear, borne on
the silent night air, the faint music of

Mad Squaw Rapids, where the Koote
nay roared through the gorge at Lit-
tle Divide. He slacked his pace,
judging that he must again be close
to the horse. A hundred yards, and
suddenly the form of Badger loomed,
grazing beside the trail. ~Again he
was off at a gallop.

Suddenly a man’s voice rang out in
an imperative “Halt!”

Kinnaird’s trained ear, tensioned as
he stood with head thrust forward
listening, caught a muffled change in
the pat-pitty-pat of the hoofs that told
him Badger had swerved to the
prairie at the challenge.

“Halt, or I'll shoot!”

The voice had scarce stilled before
a rifle barked viciously, a red flash
beaconing its position. Then again it
crackled, twice, in rapid fire.

Kinnaird, swinging to the left,
creeping onward, heard men’s voices
fifty yards ahead. They came with
the distinct carrying force of words
flung across space.

“It’s dat church coyote! I knock-
ed him out de saddle!” one cried
from a spot twenty yards to the right
of where the rifle had red-lettered the
gloom.

With a start Kinnaird recognised
Matteo’s shrill tones. Then he heard
the other man say, “Hold on, Matt,
till T picket these lines, and I'll help
you look for the—"

There was the metallic creak of a
neckyoke as ‘the driver pulled his
horses back, and the thump of his
jump to earth.

As he moved off the driver asked,
“What makes you think it was the
sky pilot, Matt? Did you sure wing
him?”

The Corsican cackled a hyena laugh
of  derision. “Think!” he snarled.
“De_saddle was empty when Badger
loped pas’ after I shoot, and I knowed
dat cayuse’s white legs. Come on,
Kootenay, ‘fore he crawls off and
caches.” :

Kinnaird saw the two men who
searched for his shot-riddled body
loom grotesquely in the mysterious
moonlight at times, and then the
gloom would engulf the ghostlike
prowlers. It was a gruesome scene
—the Corsican gloating over the
murderous prospect of finding the
man whom he had shot out of the
saddle—but Kinnaird chuckled, and,
slipping forward to the waggon that
blurred in a dark mass, ran his hand
under a tarpaulin that covered its
freight. Square tins, wedged tightly,
filled the waggon box.

“Phew! Whiskey !
he muttered.

Exclamations of disappointment
came at intervals from the men who
searched in the grass.

“It's about time the dead man fold-
ed his tent and stole away,” Kin-
naird muttered, and keeping the wag-
oon between himself and the shadowy
fizures he walked quietly a hundred
yards deep into the prairie, and then,
breaking into a trot, circled back to
the trail that led to Stand Off.

TO BE CONTINUED.

I thought so,”

Capt. Bernier Back

THE Arctic is back to civilisation.
After 24,000 miles travel in the
north and an absence of over a year,
Captain Bernier and his crew have
come back the long trail from the
Pole. Thev did not discover the
Pole: but they got ten degrees farther
north than Hudson did in 1608 and
within 100 miles of the farthest north
point reached by Peary in 1906. They
planted the Canadian flag on an
island. The party also shot several
thousand pounds of musk-oxen for
beef. Everybody in the party is well.
The coldest weather they found was
57 below. which is just sixty degrees
warmer than Dr. Cock’s lowest.

The “Cambra®
for Comfort ...

FAMOUS CASTLE BRAND

94% At 2 for 25¢. you can buy
this shape in Elk Brand

Berlin, Ont.

named “DAKOTA.” 108

JAEGER

Underwear
For Health!

It is conceded that we must wear
woolen underwear in our cold winter,

Naturally we want the most healthy,
the most comfortable and the most
economic.

JAEGER
Pure Wool
Underwear

is the finest underwear in the world,

It is so pure in quality, so perfect in
weave and make, that Jaeger wearers
are the best fortified against cold and
chills (with accompanying danger)—the
most comfortably clad and the best satis-
fied as to value.

Insist on getting Jaeger and if your
dealer does not keep it write to us direct,

Sold by leading dealers in principal
cities.

White for Illustrated
Catalogue free.

JAEGER

CO. LIMITED.

Retail Depots :
10 Adelaide St. W., - TORONTO
316 St. Catherine St. W., MONTREAL
364 Portage Ave., - WINNIPEG

The Hamilton Steel
and Iron Company

LIMITED:

PIG IRON
Foundry, Basic, Malleable
FORGINGS
of every description

High-Grade Bar Iron
Open Hearth Bar Steel

—
—

HAMILTON - ONTARIO
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