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CANADIAN COURIER

the Efficient Flour

The real baking foundation for white, even-textured bread; delicious,

sad vely pleasiag

dainty cakes and light, flaky, moutb-melting pastry. High in food values
distiact! te the taste.

SPECIAL s

The Puri

the Jatest publication on

Flour Cook Book

tn kitchen practice; a 180-page de luxe, general

purpose, kitchen encyciopedia, carrying between its covers reliable and tried
recipes for all manner of dishes for the ordinary mealg. as wrell as economical

instructions for the preparation of dainty d

special occasions.

ts and

i confections for

Mailed postpaid on receipt of 20 cents.

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS COMPANY,
LIMITED

TORONTO

WINNIPEG.

1 MAKE YOUR OWN

Lager Beer in your own home with

HOP MALT EXTRACT
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each tin, Agents Wanted.

Derr. B
Hop Malt Co.,Beamsville,Ont.

PATENTS AND SOLICITORS.

ETHERSTONHAUGH & CO., Patent
Solicitors, Head Office, Royal Bank
Building, Toronto. Ottawa Office: 5
Elgin street. Booklets free. :

KING EDWARD HOTEL
—Fireproof—
Toronto, Canada.
Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.50 up.
American and European Plan,

STAMPS 'AND COINS.

PAGKA.GES free to collectors for 2 cents
we; also offer hundred different
b atamps; catalogue; hinges; flve
cemts. We buy stamps. Marks Stamp
Co.. Toromto,

always keep away from me and look
like you didn’t approve? Ain’t a man
got a right, if he’s crowded too far,
to stand up and fight for his own?
Would you think any better of me if
I’d quit in the pinch and let Mc¢Bain
get away with my mine? Wasn’t he
Just a plain robber, only without the
nerve, hiring gun-fighters to do the
rough work? Why, Mary, I feel proud,
every time I think about it, that I
went there and did what I did. I feel
like a man that has done a great duty
and I can’t stand it to have you dis-
approve. When I killed Mc¢Bain I
served notice on everybody that no
man can steal from me, not even if
he hides behind the law. And now,
with all this coming up, I want you
to tell me I did right!”

E thrust out his big head and fixed
her eyes fiercely, but she slowly
shook her head.

“No,” she said, “I can never say
that. ‘T think there was another way.”

“But I tried that before, when he
robbed me of the Gunsight. My God,
you wouldn’t have me go to law!”

“You didn’t need to go to law,” she
answered, suddenly flaring up in anger.
“I warned you in plenty of time. All
you had to do was to go to your prop-
erty and be there to warn him away.”

“Aw, you don't understand!” he
cried in an agony. “Didn’t I warn him
to keep away? Didn’t I come to his
office when you were right there and
tell him to keep off my claims? What
more could I do? But he went out
there anyhow, and after that there
was nothing to do but fight!”

“Well, I'm glad you’re - satisfied,”
she said after a silence. ‘“Let’s talk
about something else.”

“No, let’s fight this out!” he an-
swered insistently, *“I want you to
understand.”

‘“l do,” she replied. *“I know just
how you feel. But unfortunately I see
it differently.”

“Well, how do you see it? Just tell
me how you feel and see if 1 can’t
prove I'm right.”

“No, it can’t be proved. It goes be-
yond that. It goes back to the way
we’ve been brought up. My father
was a judge and he worshipped the
law—you men out West are different.”

“Yes, you bet we are. We don’t
worship any law unless, by grab, it’s
right. Why, there used to be a law,
a hundred years ago, to hang a man
if he stole. They used to hang them
by the dozen, right over there in Eng-
land, and put their heads on a spike.
Could you worship that law? Why,
no; you know better. But there’s a
hundred more laws on our statute
books to-day that date clear back to
that time, and lots of them are just
as unreasonable. I believe in justice,
and every man for his own rights, and
some day I believe you’ll agree with
me.”

“That isn’t necessary,” she: said,
smiling slightly, “we can proceed very
nicely without.”

“Aw, now, that’s what I mean,” he
went on appealingly. “We can preo-
ceed, but T want more than that. I
want you to like me—and approve of
what I do—and love and marry me,
t00.”

He poured it out hurriedly and
reached blindly to catch her, but she
rose up and slipped away.

“No, Rimrock,” she said as she gaz-
ed back at him from a distance, “you
want too much—all at once. To love

and to marry are serious things, they
make or mar a woman’s whole life,
I didn't come out here with the inten-
tion of marrying and I have no such
intention yet. And to win a woman’s
love—may 1 tell you something? It
can never be done by violence. You
may take that big pistol and win a
mountain of copper that is worth twe
hundred million dollars, but love
doesn’t come that way. You say you
want me now, but to-morrow may be
different. And you must remember,
you are likely to be rich.”

“Yes, and that’s why I want you!”
burst out Rimrock impulsively. “You
can keep me from blowing my money.”

“Absolutely convincing—from the
man’s point of view. But what about
the woman’s? And if that’s all you
want you don’t have to have me.
You’'ll find lots of other girls just as
capable.”

“No, but look! I mean it! I've got
to have you—we can throw in our
stock together!”

There was a startled pause, in which
each stared at the other as if wonder-
ing what had happened, and then Mary
Fortune smiled. It was a very nice
smile, with nothing of laughter in it,
but it served to recall Rimrock to his
senses.

“lI think I know what you mean,”
she said at last, “but don’t you think
you've said enough? 1 like you just
as much; but really, Rimrock, you're
not very good at explaining.”

CHAPTER XV.

A Game For Big Stakes.

HE next thirty days—before the

stockholders’ meeting—were spent
by Rimrock in trying to explain. In
spite of her suggestion that he was
not good at that art he insisted upon
making things worse. What he want-
ed to say was that the pooling of their
stock would be a happy—though acei-
dental—resultant of their marriage:
what he actually said was that they
ought to get married because then
they would stand together against
Stoddard.. But Mary only listened
with a wise, sometimes wistful, smile
and assured him he was needlessiy
alarmed. It was that which drove him
on—that wistful, patient smile. Some-
how he felt, if he could only say the
right words, she would lean right over
and kiss him! 3

But those words were never spoken.
Rimrock was worried and harassed
and his talk became more and more
practical. He was quarreling with
Jepson, who stood upon his rights;
and Stoddard had served notice that
he would attend the meeting in per-
son, which meant it had come to a
showdown. So the month dragged by
until at last they sat together in the
mahogany-furnished Directors’ room.
Rimrock sat at the head of the pol-
ished table with Mary Fortune near
by, and Stoddard and Buckbee oppo-
site. As the friend of all parties—
and the retiring director—Buckbee had
come in the interest of peace; or so he
claimed, but how peace would profit
him was a question hard to decide. It
might seem, in fact, that war would
serve better; for brokers are the
sharks in the ocean of finance and
feed and fatten where the battle is
fiercest. b

Whitney Stoddard sat silent, a tall,
nervous man with a face lined deep
with care, and as he waited for the
conflict he tore off long strips of
paper and pinched them carefully into




