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Operate over the cool, comfortable ‘‘ Water Level
Route ’—gradeless, insuring a perfect night’s sleep.

Through Sleeping Cars

Lv. at 520 p.m. daily Lv. at 7.10 p.m. (ex. Sun.)
Ar. New York 7.50 a.m. Ar. New York 9.25 a.m.

A convenient DAY TRAIN leaves at 9.30 2.m. connecting with the EMPIRE
STATE EXPRESS (except Sunday), arriving at New York 10.10 p.m., and
with the New York Special (Sunday only), arriving New York 11.02 p.m.

Tickets good on Hudson River Steamers,
Albarny to New York, without extra charge.

For Railroad tickets or additional information apply to Ticket
Offices, Canadian Pacific Railway, 16 King Street, East, or
Union Station; or Ticket Office, New York Central Lines, 80
Jonge Strest, FRANK C. FOY, C, P, A,, Toronto.
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STAMMERERS

The methods employed at the Arnott Institute are
the only logical methods for the cure of stammering,
They treatthe CAUSE, not merely the habit, and
insure Natural speech. If you have the slightest
i iment in your speech don't hesitate to write
us. Cured pupilseverywhere. Pamphlet, particu-
lars and references sent on request,

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
Berlin Ontario Canada

‘New anL;.\;ick Kraft’

Wrapping Paper
The New Brunswick Pulp & Paper Co.,
Limited.
145 Wellington St. W., Toronto Millerton, N.B.

This Magazine is Wrapped
In New Brunswick Kraft

Electric Home Comforts

In the Dining Room the Toaster.

In My Lady’s Room the Curling Iron.
In the Nursery the Heating Pad.

In the Laundry the Iron.

For cleanliness the Vacuum Cleaner.

All over the house the Best Light.

Dominion Brewery Co.

Limited

TORONTO

Call Main 3975 for trial proposition

THE TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT COMPANY,

Limited

It pays to advertise in the Cana-
dian Courier — because you
reach the best class of people
in the nine Provinces of the
Dominion,

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION THE ‘‘CANADIAN COURIER.'

his fingers together over his knees,
and his body rocked a little, from
side to side.

“There were three Kwakuitl guides
—all the rest of them had died. We
struck through to the Mackenzie—
yes, it must have been the Mackenzie,
but we called it Hunger River. Hot-
ailub said that if we got down to sea
water before the frost set in, we could
beat down the coast to the land of his
people. We had a shell of a birch-
bark, with a moosehide sail. There
was a white mist that morning on the
river, and we struck the heel of a bald
little rock, as smooth as an old man’s
head. We all floundered out and
scrambled for land. And then the fog
lifted, and we looked for the boat; it
was gone. We were alone in the mid-
dle of the great river, the four of us,
with just room to squat on the rock,
80.

“On the second day Hotailub said
he would swim for it. But he was
weak, and half a mile out we saw
him go down. Then the third day
came. And stll we waited and waited,
and nothing happened. And we sat
there, chewing buckskin clothes and
moccasins.

Then the fourth day came, and af-
ter that I lost track of time. I only
know that long afterward it came to
me, like a vision—it came to me, the
way I was to get off!”

The deep-set, animal-like eyes
searched the gloom of the half-lit
room furtively, then he drew up his
knees, gorilla-like, and went on.

“In the dark, when the two Kwak-
uitls were sleeping, I raised each head
in my hand, quickly, and beat it down
against the rock—each head, until it
was soft and the hands stopped twitch-

ing. I tied the two of them together,
firmly, at the throats, and at the
knees, and at the ankles. Then I

rolled them down the shelving rock
into the water. While they lay there
I tied them to a little spur of the
rock, twice, with double strings torn
from my coat. And then I waited.”

“Waited —waited for what?” I
gasped, suddenly sickened at the thick
smell of the burning tallow.

“I waited and waited,
them. It was only days, but it seemed
years. And then I saw that the time
had come. For they no longer lay
dark and heavy under the water, but
they floated and pulled at the double
string, and swung round with each
change of the wind. Then I watched
for the breeze, and loosened them, and
waded out into deep water.”

“My God, man you don’t mean——"
The horror of it was too much for me,
and I stumbled out toward the open
door, where the quiet country smells
blew in, like incense.

“They were my ship of deliverance,”
intoned the hairy brute squatting on
the floor. “They were the weak who
died for the strong. And one arm I
placed over them so, and with the
other I paddled, slowly, slowly, for I
was weak, and the rain set in, and
I had no strength to waste. And when
one arm ached I paddled with the
other, paddled, and paddled, slowly,
with the water to my chin. And I
knew it was night, and then morning
again. But still I had to paddle on
and on, counting the strokes. Ten
times I made ready to drop away and
get rid of the hunger and the ache in
the arms and bones. But after what
had happened, I was afraid! It was
yvears and years I paddled—years and
years. And when the current swept
us against a shelf of sand I lay there,
too weak to crawl away from them.
A chilkat squaw found me there, and
dragged me to a fire.”

The sputtering candle-end, as he
spoke, burned out and left the room
in utter darkness.

“She dragged me to the fire and
gave me fish to eat. They fed me
and took care of me, and I stayed
with their tribe all that winter. But
every night, the fools, they tied my
hands with moose-hide. That was the
only trouble—they tied my hands with
moose-hide, so that I couldn’t swim,
when I lay there drowning.”

Through the darkness I could hear
the heavy wheeze of his great, panting
chest and the soft pad, pad of his
hands on the floor, as he paddled with
first one hand and then the other,

watching



