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(From Thursday’s -Daily).

Finally, about three o’clock, na-
hody else being disposed to “buy,”
although Wes' provided several good
openings, the captain and the pas-
»>ngers made their final & farewells
and went aboard.

The little Tewkesbury backed out
of the mud and turned her nose up-
stream with a heave amd a snort at
tvery stroke of the piston and a
¢reat kick-up astern. The Jlittle
eroup on the shore adjourned again

Maroney’s for something to pick
them up against the flat feeling thet
ouhpresses ‘those who are left behind.

On board the Tewkesbury the
white men gathered. on the forward
dack around the capstan and con-
tinued their talk.

There was Wes* Trickett and Mat-
thews, his engineer; Joe Mixer and
Pete Staley, who were taking up an
outfit to Gisborne portage to start a
store and Ralph. Meanwhile the
half-breed crew ran the boat.

The warmth of the sun, the peace

of the river, and the late potations at
Maroney’s joined to produce a lull-
ing effect on the group. Convers:a-
tion became fitful. .Joe Mixer fell
asleep with his back against the cap-
stan. \
The Tewkesbury was not exactly
a river greyhound; six miles an hour
was her rate; and since the current
ran four, her net progress up-stream
was about two.

On the bends of the river, where|*
the deep water ran swiftly under the
hank on the wide side of the are, it
was nip and tuck between the little
Towkesbury and the river. No one

“You got to go either forward or
back,” said Wes’ philosophically;
~and if you ain’t goin’ back, you're
hound to arrive some time.”

“Let her puff,”
comfortably. * ’Tain’t comin’ out of
our lungs.”

~@ G Asthor of “1eck mans {0

o’clock it was I guess.

of these four as
said Pete Staley |heads,” and had drunk with them st
Maroney’s, like everybody else. Now
they suddenly
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Outside he had been-asbutcher, tifey
said, and had come ngrth owing to.
an unpleasantness following upon his
attempt to carve a Ppiéce of human
meat,

He was a factor in the little com-:
munity of ‘the river by reason of his
bulk and the noise he made, but pri-
vately he was not regarded witn
much affection. In a rough, new so-
ciety much is condoned through the
tear of being thought self-nighteous.

The first commandment .of the
frontier is: Thou shalt not appear
any better than thy neighbor,

Hence Joe was accepted. for one
of the crowd, while stories were cir-
culated behind his back of lingering,
butchering tendencies; of a dog he
had tortured, of a native woman
whe had sought safety from him of
a priest.

‘“Who is she?” asked Staley.

“Darned if I know,” said Wey'.
‘“She ain’t any of the Cheval Noir
crowd, that’s sure, or from Camp-
bell Lake, neither. Says she’s goin’
to your dump at Gisborne:”

‘““‘She come down the river on a
raft early yesterday morning,” said
Matthews, ‘the engineer, “Pive
I come ont
on deck to take a look at the sky

and I seen her landing below Thom
son’s store ‘there.
saw her, she pushed the raft off in
the current.”

Thinking nobody

‘“They’re a sly lot,” said Staley.
‘A white man never can tell what

they’re up to.”

They -continued to discuss Nahnya

with @ freedom that caused Ralph to

grind his teeth.

on hoard expressed any impatienew: hﬁ was -obliged to keep.a
f

To make it harder,
smooth
e and to enter into the, discussion

te avoid arousing their suspicions.

Up to this time Ralph had thought
"“‘good enough

seemed like foul-

Ralph was rarely happy. mouthed satyrs that a man ought to

The weight of weeks of boredom
was lifted from his breast. After all,
life was a sporting affair. He never
tired of watching the moving browa
flood spotted with foam, endlessly
and serenely opposing their progress,

cency’s sake,
as all that, of course; the change
was in Ralph, not in them.

knock down one by one for de-

They were not as bad

Finally Joe said with, to Ralph,

an egregious display of male vanity:

'l find out

| Mamma han il?wa? fla. 2 nice siles
3t Dlead gt 4&.‘ o e

d | but there's some ohe else we should
3 thgnk.",peplieﬂ her mamma, and she
' | went apout her work leaving Linda

e A el S B o L

e

3

“You're entirely welcome, 7dear,

thinking oVer what she had said.

“I hWave 4it!" exclaimed Linda, af-
ter she had eaten the bread, “mam-
ma means the grocer!”

"Away Linda ran down the street to
the grocery store.. ;

“I've come to thank you for the
ho_ €ly. bread you gent us,” said Lin-

.

"So it was good!” smiled the gro-
cer, “Then I'm sure ‘it’s.the baker
you. want to see, for it was he who
baked the lovely loaves.”

Linda ran over the hill until she
came to ‘the bakery. shop and asked
if he'had made the hread the grocer
had sold her mamma.

‘“Yes, indeed,” replied the jolly
bak r, “but if it hadn’t been for the?
fine white flour that I got from
the miller I never could have baked
the bread.”

Linda induired where the miller.
lived and when the baker told her
Linda trotted .down the road to the
old flour mill.

The wheels were humming and
the miller- was very busy, but when
he saw Linda’s wistful eyes, he stop-
ped the wheels and ‘invited her in-
side, :

“What.can I do for you?” he ask-
ed, with a smile.

Linda told h!lm she had come o
thank him for; making the, vely:
white flour thei baker had putf Into a|
loaf of bread which he had sold to!
the grocer.

“Ho! Ho! Ho!” laughed ‘the ‘mil-
ler. “If it wasn’t for the beautiful
wheat fields: giving me their grain
I never would have been able to
grind such lovely flour.” &
“I mever: knew before -how MaRy
neople Bne has ‘to thank for just-a
slice -of bread,” laughed Linde, and
she followed the ‘read until she
came to.a ‘beautiful wheat fiald wav-
ing én the breeze. : T

i “Beautiful “whest HBeld'”’ laim-
ed Linda. “At last Tive fon::c you,
and -T ‘want to :thank yeu £ f6r the
lovely grain you gave to the miller.”
And Linda itold the whent field how
far ishe: had seome  trying 4o ifind the
vight one -to’thawk ifor -ithe tovely
ilioa ‘of“bread “her mamma’ ‘had igiwen
RE s e Ry

14 Thank youjmpemtha, dear,” said|
¢ 'Limld'a., who wasia ¥ery polite  lit
A girk. e g S
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' What Would Yb

e % i
I -wonder if-there is ever anyone
however practical
times indulge in delicious day dreams
of what he would do if some one
should die and Jeave him .some

does not somelrelative who might by some miracle’
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A wﬁoﬁme spread for a piece of Bread.

“Crown™Syrup is 4 pure, delicious Table

Syrup—much less expensive than butter,
Fine for homemade Candy.

- Allgrocess sellit in 2,5, 10 and 201b. tins

1 Wit for free Cook Bosh ox

a Do If——?
'to' the :game_to. have - some dlsts,nt,f
auarrel with all his natural heirs

and leave you his money. But that:
is not at all necessary. Besides it!

ever yielding under the vessel’s fore- |“I can handle them. “Well, : ﬂ%ri"ﬁtth-:tirl;'; nqxlmd money. {has the drawback that whén he ul-

$1.95
$1.50
$3.25

brices

65¢

55c
40c
30c

A 20¢
« 15¢
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foot, without giving baeck.

From the water he lifted his eyes
to the clean, pine-clad hills insolent-
Iy planting themselves in the path
of the river and forcing it to g9

around.
The afternoon sun
silding the southerly slopes.

of palest turquoise.
kept these poetic
himself.

Wes’ Trickett, Matthews,
and Staley were a
scornful tobacco-chewing quartet.

The deck-hongse was a

comparisons

ecach side and one in front.

was lavishly
Over-
lhead the sky was an inverted bowl
Ralph naturally
to ““Hello, deary,” said Joe.
> bRl L i
Mixer,
hard-headed,

rough
shanty, with a wide sliding door at
From
vhere he sat near the capstan, Ralph
could see Nahnya within, sitting on
a box by one of the side doors, with

who she is.” S :
He went inside the deck-houge
with a -propitiatory leer on his fat
red face that ecaused ph’s gorge
to rise. Ralph sat.on lpins and neec-
les watching theém out of "thd’ edrndrs
of his eyes, and straining his ears in
vain to hear what was said.

The conversation was like all such
conversations.

The girl turned a bland, blank fare
toward-him. . “Hello!” she said.
Joe pulled up another box and sat
down. “Thought you might be lone-
iy all by yourself,” he said agree-
ably.

“I like be by myself me,” she
said, affecting a naive simplicity of
gpeech .and manner.

Joe glanced at her sharply. Her

her hands in her lap and her eyes on!eyes were modestly cast down. He

the river.

Her quiet and self-contained air

stimulated his euriosity.l

He wondered what she was think-
ing about. The fatt that she had for-
hidden him to approach her on the
hoat kept his desire to do so, ever
He cast around in his mind
around her|hunter.” '

fresh.
for some way to get
prohibition.

She

hound round with a thick,

and graceful against the light.
“Where did she get that

look from?’ thought Ralph.

cloak.”

Ralph was not the only man on
hoard who had remarked the good-
2 By and by Joe
her
sidewise from between his thick lids.
said | you’d knock the spots off the othe:

looking ‘passenger.
Mixer woke up and blinked at

“Good-looking gal, .Joe,”
Pete Staley.

Joe grunted by way of affirmation.
Joe Mixer was a well-known char-
Camphgll.

acter up and down the

had removed the ridiculous
hat to her lap, and her bare head,
black
braid of hair, was wholly beautiful

proud
Al
she needs is a diadem and an ermine

decided that she meant no offense,
and went on: ; "
|“What’s. your mame, girly?
“Mary Black, please.” :
“Where -do you dive when you’re
home?*

“MecIlwrdaith Lake.
Scarface Jack Blaek. Him very goed

Her air of thumble timidit}_r en-
couraged Joe enormously. This was

sailing. -
p‘ﬁgvlfgt (?gydu want to'live in the
woods for?’’ he said condescending-
ly. ‘““That’s no place for a good-
lookin’ gal like you. Among a pack
of savages.”

She shrugged deprecatingly.

“You ought to be down here en
th® river where ‘there’s something
doing. White men know ‘how to en-

life.” 3 :
jm‘r‘Yes,” she said demurely.
«f¢ you stayed down at the Fort

gals there, There ain't one of thein;
can touch you!”
“1.got mo place,” she said.. - . - A
“That's easy‘ «gaid . Joe. ‘1.-1
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for the Handy Home- |
maker — ‘Order -any -
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Pattern Service

CHILD’S®

By Amabel

CREEPER."

Worthington.
The _tiniest,
very busy person-wa
-exploreshis little ‘do “andy
fers to do it on his lands.and knees a
garment that will stand lots of weur and
tear is the most sensible choice., ‘Fhe
one piece romper or ¢réeper, No. 8443, is
just ‘the 4hing for this purpose, for it is

easy to 'thake and wasy to' Jainder. The .

crecper 18 eut with 'shert kimoho sleeves
and the square’neck is slashed for a'short
distance at centre front, so that the gar-
ment ean readily be slipped on over ‘the
head. It is Tastened with buttons between
the kneos. " 3

“Fhe creeper pattern, No. 8443, is cul in
sives 33 1, 2 and ~ 3years, The 2 year
gize requires 154 yards 80 imch smdtefial,
with 9 yard 18 inch contrasting goods.

The above . pattern .can be ?btnined by
sending - 770 Tt6 ‘thie office of this pub-
lication. REeit
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‘He whom vou must thank for ‘aur

My fat’er him

.place ahead

laid a ham of a hand .on.one of her

|ing .the move,

Llikes out :of :me.”
/| you..outsid:” she said warningly.

: :shy, eh? That’s all right, sis. I like
'} 'em ;& dittle bashful at first,

Jthere ain’t nobody areund.” 3
‘| it 'was with the'-air of a congueror.
daubhd;t the gight of his fat com-

the ~wheet field; «“we 1are eertging
glad vbuvane pleased with lour aolﬂy-
anrgrain. But has it mever occurred
to ‘you 'whem you must .thank for
oursdovely gratn?" e - Tt
*liinda: shook Ther Head .

“Neo, ‘toll' me! " she oried. v

“It's thesgreat ruler who watches
over us all day after day. He makes
the sunshine. which ‘gives ug life. He
sends the cool rains to quench ovrj
thirst and to make us ZTOwW, It s

2olden grain,” re lied h X
ol D the wheati
}:inda. s/lawly went :back ‘home.
Why, /dear, where’ve you been?”
asked mamma. “ §
Linda told her all about her trip.
But, mamma, -daar, whom Hd the |
wheat field -mean?” «questioned “‘Lin- |
do‘,‘ with a puzdled look on her faee.
That Ruler, dear, ig none ofher
than -the ‘Great Power we call God,
;gx;lied mamma, kissing, her little
irl.
Linda closed her; eves and how

3 ed
her head sin silent prayer of ‘thanks
toGod ithe Giver of aH good.

huild ,tyﬂ?'u‘ a"shactk."
“I'think .about it;"" she said.
“Dominion Day there’s ‘going to
be a whale of a time at the ‘Fort,”
Joe went.on. . “Racing and fire-
works and .dancing .and free eats for
everybedy.. Like that?” -
. “Xes, .gir.”

“Well, you come -down to my

down to the ¥ort on a .raft.”

“Thank rou,” she said. }
Joe, overioyed at the progress .hs
was. making, drew his box eloser and

slender brown ones. .Ralph, observ-
ground _.his - teeil

afresh, >

“You're all vight!” -said Joe uu-

ctuously. ““You .and me ‘1l be good

#friends. I'm a liberal feller, I am.

A .good-lookin’ gal can get what she

The girl drew away. “They.see

Joe. laughed thickly. . ‘“You're
‘Me .and

you’ll thave .a talk later .on when
When Jo2 zeturned to -the others.

Ralph’s xient- fist instinetively
placency, but for the present he hail
to :coptent himself with picking out
‘the gpots where he would like to
Bhe's all tight,” said Joe patron-
sinaly. "'N)E?iltﬂe ‘gal.”

“What's .her -name? .. Where does
she live,” asked Staley. }

Joe weneated -what she had told
‘him. Raloh breathed more freely.

“gShe's dying,”. saia Stalev coollv.
“I -traded at Mcllwraith Lake six
vou’ql ani on. I ought to know.
She’ never 'rome- of Sikannis stod:
‘they'ré :an andersiznd ,.people and
rnarrowsayed.” : :
‘“Well, she’s half white, ‘maybe,”
-said Joe.

“She never showed her facs on
Mellwraith Lake whea 1 was there,’
sald Staley.  “I know them ' al

«lo if -someone 1 the
.million? I wa

gf-time, and ave’ll float

Except perhaps the wery rich. Ord
do rich' people ‘find\ as ;much .excite-]
ment in planning’ whmt Sthey would
. hundred

%

|y §

I Nevéer Plam oh’ Than
A Fift L

Anyhow I am sufe if y cannot
find half’ the fun in It that I -do
when I put off getting up in the
morning for a stolen ten minutes ori
drift off into dreamland at night,
while I' plan what I would do if
someone should;leave me ten or
twenty-five or ﬂﬁy thousand dollars.
Strangely enough I .seldom plan on
more than that.-Perhaps it is fool-
ish when I might ‘have &ll.I care to
take out of imagination’s golden
store. But somehow I seem to like
better fo plan on the smadller sums.
Perhaps the limitations, the 'being
obliged ‘to ‘sélect and - choose, give
the dreams reality.

That Painless  Generosity.
Sometimes I plan-my house, again
my trip abroad again .my charities.
How generous one always is
such ‘windfalls and hew ‘one odes en-
joy one’s own generosity and glow
over it! it’s so painless. :
But suppose, you :say, one has no
rich relatives who might leave one
money. Oh, that deoes net matter

much. To be sure%it adds intérest "

with |sthing we will hear abont him is when

timately does die and 'leave you not
a sous marquis (what do yoa suppose
that is, by the way) that fact in-
trudes itself on your future enjoy-
ment of the game. : y

Did Yon Ever. Play “Long Lost

Uncle'?

No, one does not need rich rela-
tives. All one needs is the eternal
habit of hope. Anything is possible

a former suitor who has never mar-
ried and who has cherished one’s
image in his heart. One reads such|
things in the paper every day. Or if
that is impossible some undeclared&
suitor whose affection one never sus-!
pected. Or he may be that blessed!
fairy god father of one’s childhood
dreams, a long lost un?e. People do
have ‘long lost uncles. I really knew
someone one¢e who had an uncle
whose. existence he never knew of,
turn up. To be sure the uncle bor-
rowed money instead of leaving him
any ‘but what of that? That proves
they do .exist. ‘And yours and mine,
I _know will be rich and the first

a lawyer comes ‘to tell us that he has
left us fifty thousand dollars.

Shall we start building the house
of our dreams first: or. go abroad.
Considering the present -state of af-
fairs 4 think it had better be the
house.

L}
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Com Cake:

‘bread flour, 1 ‘teaspoonful salt, %
Take 1 cup corn me#l, I eup

teaspoonful ‘cream. tartar;- melt but-

thoroughly berore adding milk; use
enough milk t~» make medium 'ba.-|

in ‘moderate oven.

cup sugar, 1% teaspoonful soda;level |

ter half the sizer of 'an ‘egg; , mix |

ter; bake in shallow pan -half hour 1

SCIENTIST MURDERED

Associated Press
Batavia, Java, Oct. 19.-—Profes-
gor Soltesz, a well known Austrian
scientist and explorer, has been mur-

dered in the Duteh portica cf New
Guinea.

in this world. “Someone’ mighht be! '

blow his roll, must make a payment

BEFORE IT'IS TO0. GOLD
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Patterns to suit all

Lovely Papers at very moderate cost.

rooms. Some very

special remnants away below regular
price. (Bring size of your rooms).

f

Jas. L. §

ﬁt‘herland

Importer of Paperhangings, Room Mouldings

and Burlaps
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Rippling Rhymes

The cool October is sad and sober;
she”makes me heavé a tear; while
leaves are '[falling she is recalling the
passing of the year. I hedr her say-
ing; “The year’s decaying, the flow-
ers are dead and gone, the rose and
Hly; the nights are chilly and frost
is.on the lawn.” I hear her-sighing,
“The year is dying, and man must

on ‘winter raiment and slate that’s

nick-named coal.” I hear her calliffg,
“‘Pherain is falling and freeging on '

‘the moor; cold winds are heading

£his way; the sledding will be tough
for the poor.” Her voice is dismal
a grief abysmal is 'in her mildest
tones, and, never resting, she keeps
suggesting decay and monldy bones.
My life is sober; it's reached Oct-
@ber, it’s autumn soon will pass; the
winds are saying while round me
.playing, ‘“You’re next! All flesh ‘is
grass!” My winter’s coming when I'll
quit thrummihg a lyre for a reward;
in all my fooling and festive @rooling-

iGraham Aj},m_ ead.

-One . graham _flour, % cup
mméyhon@u'ﬁ.;e of an eau‘gp.

2 little salt_mixed together; add 2 [
eups of boiling -water; let codl; thin g
|

add -1 guart m;d ;{gur %;xgx}j i 2

Yeast cake d plv 1
and a

water; this makes 1 .loaf
.sheet of biscuits.

[Fuotire Wheat Bread.

Two cups milk, % cup‘\molaéséi‘
or sugar, little ‘salt, % yeast caxe,
4% cups entire wheat; 1
night; in -mbmhg‘-’bl}oeé"lt and turnj
in bread pans; let fise ' again mot

bread. - :
Milk Bread,

One pint milk scalded and cooled.
1 tablespoonful butter'melted in th
‘hot milk, 1 tablespoonful ‘sugar, 1.
teaspoonful salt, a compressed yeast
cake, 6 or 7 cups flour; measure
the milk after scalding and put i
into -the mixing bowl; add .the bul

er, sugar and salt, and when coo
add the yeast dissolved

An - the flour, adding -it gradually
after b cups are in that ‘it may no

There’s .no hunter in the tribe eall-

ed- Sarface Jack Wivck. She wus

stringing you.’

+ “I.don’t sare,” s#id Joe) It don't

hurt her looks arg.” &
.(Continued in Saturday’s ¥ssue.)

be too stiff; use just enough
knead -it; -kmead -till smooth
eiastic: eover; let rise till light; cut
#t dawn; divide into 4 .parts; sha
into loaves; et it tise ‘again in th
pans; bake 40 .io 80 minutes,

mix,  atif

‘quite ‘half .as much; bakeé ag wheat ||

"

Blade Roast, very

W' br¥3

‘Pork and Eeans, they are

tender, . per 'lh. [..

and juicy, pet

29¢ |o o T5e

Camd Peas, the ;rery

T

TAS

.

SAUSA

"per petnd ...

finest quality, per 4 o

Quality, made under Governme vent , Inspection.
* England Sausage, 260

Home Made Sagsage,
1 ‘pet poyna- ST IT 0
- “v. x-v--“ & ’:I -

fet

v in a littlo |
lukewarm water or milk; ‘then stir ||

e




