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UALlTYyouknowQis comparative.
J ust as much in

bread, as in woolens or
linens.

If you make bread at al
you nâturally want it to be
good-as good as, or better
than your neighbor's.

But is your bread as good
as it ought to be ? Does it-
furnish its full quantum of
health and strength? Is it
nutritious as well as
dlcious?ý

Ordinary flour may make
fair>ly good looking bread.
But i i you care for food
value, for rnutrition, for
digestibility, for bône and
muscle and blood building
quality> you will want a
flour 'ricli in the highest
quality of gluten.

"ROYAL HOUSEHOLD"
is thefinestftour i the ?cQrld
and makes the best bread
in the world.

And it is j ust as good for
Pastry as it is for Bread.
It is the one flour which
lias proved an unqualified
success for every household
pur pose. And its absolute
uniformity guarantees you
against failure-

ROYAL HOUSEHOLD
FLOUR is made of Mani-
toba Red Fyfe Wheat,
which is especially rich in
higli quality gluten.

It is scientificaily milled in the
finest mills in tlie British Empire and
sampies are regularly subjected to the
most exacting of all tests, the oven
test, to insure unifçzmity.

"~ROYAL HOUSEHOLD" always
maltes the finest and moat nourishing
bread, the liglitest, flakiest and mnosi
bealtli&i pies, cakes, biscuits,
muffins, rol.

1'Order "ROYAL HOUSEHOLU"
at once. Don't
delay. The sooner
youcommnifcttsiflg
this inest ofgll flours
the better for your
family. *22

"I suppose I will have to go back
with you ?" hie said.

The other looked at 'him sadly. "I
hate to do it after what you have
done for me," hie replied, "but duty
is duty you kcnow. Your ýwife fias

S told me ail about your provisions be-
ing stolen and about your borroweing
the money to buy more, aiso that you
are going to pay it back next spring.

S I believe her, too."
They looked ýat each otiher t.hroiugh

the wreaths of tobacco'sinoke.
- 'My. wife she wiil feel ver' bad

when I be arrest," remarked the
Frenchman. "Sihe be ver' honies' and
say would rather starve than steal."
He turned away and buried his face
in his hands. "So, would I for mysel',
but sny wife I love ver' mucli and
for fier I tak' the money. It's ver'
-hard, don't you tVhink, Monsieur," he
rnuttered.

Jim tried to steel bis -heart with
thoughts of the body of his friend
laying in the cold deep snow. "It's
liard,' but it's got to be done," he said,
then turned and went outdoors to feed
t>he wolf-dog.

Next morning Cormier was off to
his traps before sunirise, and'a f ew
'hours later Jim liarnessed the do gsand threw on bis heavy wraps. The
air was frosty, but the suni was shin-
ing cheerily ani it was not unpieasant
outdoors, that is if you kept moving.

"Where you go?" querried the
squaw.

"Why Amineta I think l'Il foilow
your man's trail and spend the day
witli hlm," lie replied.
4After he had given the cr~y to
"moocli" hie turned. "Amîneta,' he

called, "Amineta, if your man gets
back before me, tell him 'tbank you'
for me."

T'he squaw puzzled lier brain ail
day wondering wvhat 'the Englishman
meant. She repeated the words to
lier mnan that niight ami for a mn-
mient lie stood lost in thought, thlen

taiga lantern he strapped his snow-
shlèis on, and went along 'his morning
trail. That night hie liad returned by
another route. HIe had only gone a
few hundred yards f rom t~he bouse
when the trail of the dog teami
separated from 'his own. A piece of
paper stuck upriglit in Vhe snnw
wliere the trails separated cauglit lis
eye. He picked it up. "'Plie war-
rant," 'lie muttered. Thlen lie waved
lis 'hand to an imaginary friend far
off down the southýern trail. "Good
miani," hie breathed. "Good nman. God
Mless you. Bon voyage, Monsieur.
Bon voyage."

Witli a newborn sense of freedom
lie turned toward lis home a:nd< his
squaw-wife. As bhe entered slie arose
froni the cot on whicli slie tliad been

Slaying. HIe clasped lier in his arrns.
*"I hope the spring corne early soI

can pay my friertd in Chicoutimi
on quick,' lie said. And slie smiled as
poe she murmnured, "Yo' good hones' man,and ain' yo', my man?"
for--____

ThPlrce weeks later a sIedge drawn
rtl v 'thlree lean moi{urels nn n wnlfi.qh-

attention. Day afýter day the C
listened to the ramblings and wan
ings of his patient, and tirelessiy
xninistered the simple remedies a)
able, until at iast he lad the sý
faction and reward of gazing Sil
clear eye, niirror of unclouded br

"So you could not find the Frei
man?" lie remarked,,wlien the pat
was stronger. ,"That's too
Where ,do you suppose hie is
way ?"

jim bluslied and, his eyes feul.
reaily don't know, Chief," lie repi
"There was no trace of him. Si
covered lis trail after the third
out."

The other crossed the routa
laid lis hland on tblat of the
man. ."Jim, old muan," he said, '

told me ail about it days
Amineta and poverty, 'trapping
paying of debts, freezing and
fessor So-mebody. I know it ail]. Ji
anihis voice grew husky, "1you'tt
awful liar, Jim, w.hen you're in Y
right: mmnd, but somehow I beli
you're clear white."

The invalid ýarose on one elli
"I suppose inm fired now," lie saic

'Ple Chief gentiy laid him back
his pillow. "Shut up, Jii," lie ]ai,
ed, "you are raving again. K
quiet .wîU you until I dictate m'Y
port to the banik, and then we'il t
over the future."

HIe called bis secretary.
"Operative J. D. reports," lie

tated, "that in pursuance with
,structions received, lie, in corflPi
with operative P. W., searcilied d
gently rtiroughout a large portion

asen Ungava for a trace
Cormier. Tliey were unable to le
anything relative to his whereabol
and in operative J. D.'s opinion -

Out of the corner of 'his eYt
glanced at the bed. Tlie occupa]
face bore a liappy smile, bhis e
were shut, and lis deep, regt
breathing toid its own story.

"Exccpt jack Leslie
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to-nglit, sir," said the butier,
understood lier to say thlat you k
thiat. Her orders were that we W
not to disturb you tili you rang.
is s-trolling in tlie grounds withf
Leslie. W,%e've been drinkîng C
healtlis in the servants' bail. As
doubt youi know, sir, they're eniga
f0 be married."

"Lecave us just a miom-ent,
you ?"

'Tle butier and the four footil
trooped out again.

"HI-ow dîd y ou vote, Hendloil?'
"For myseif, and Leslie."
'And you, Marslipooi ?"
"For myself, and Leslie."

said "So
)se slie w
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