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.. Reproduction of a Sanilas design

Before you select a wall
covering—for any room

SANITAS

! B Sanitas exactly repro-
‘ duces the finishes, designs
: and effects of the finest

wall papers and fabrics,
but in l?fr"mo;e service-

<able material of moderate cost.

Sanitas i fade-proof, stain-proof,
dust - and - dirt - proof, "never cracks,
never tears, is instantly cleaned with
a damp cloth.

All the handsomest glazed tile effects
are also made in Sanitas, for bath-
rooms, kitchens and pnﬁw
N T TERT
Write ;s your needs fully, and
we-" will ‘send you samples and
sketchés and-tell you how to be
_ﬂ&lﬁ,‘nﬁshctorily supplied.

"STANDARD OIL CLOTH CO.
| Viy, New York City

WIPE OFF
THE DIRT
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! v | Bt . ycr MERITAS — the guar-
3 * anteed table oil cloth. For
the name of any dealer not
| handling Meritas we will
4 W send you }4 dozen handsome

Evéty Yard Merilas doilles. -
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STl is made in
~ ‘England and enjoyed
all over the world.

Its new and delicious flavour

» from any other sauce or relish
you have ever had before.

Selling freely everywhere.

saw your camp fire.
was my only child.”
bearded man sank from very weakness
on the sand. 1 carried him and laid him
on my rude couch and listened until
| his deep breathing assured me that he
was sleeping from utter exhaustion. It
was not the first time I had heard a
man snore from deathlike weariness and
the rattling gasp of the breath made
me rejoice when daylight broke.

skimmed with ice.
cided that the only chance of our escape
was to bury the lad’s body here. I left
the old man a short hour beside the
grave.
canoce and paddled across to the port-
age, leaving the rude cedar cross I had

You see, sir, he
The old white-

The next day all the broad lake was
Hurriedly we de-

Then we hastily loaded my

made to t@1 of another of those heart-
breaking fatalities of the deer shooting

‘season.

way many a time
we found Hawk' looking for me. ]
mistaken other signs for mine until
caught up with a trapper,
turned on his trail to !
by the Indian, and aided by a timely
fall of snow, we mounted our craft on
rude runners and reached
safety. A letter from the old man later
informed me that he had secured guides
and had brought his son’s body out over
the ice for Christian burial.
ful object lesson has taught me to be
absolutely certain of the identity of the
object before I pull the fatal trigger.

after breaking. our
through the thin ice,
He had
he
then he

Helped

Five days later,

seek me.

the frontier in

This fear-

Told on Christmas Eve

Or a Tragic Event in Manitoba's History Recalled

Written for The Western Home Monthly, by J. D. Evans,

Crystal City

Spending the Christmas season a few years ago wi
southeastern Manitoba,
Eve. The friend of the writer was
events of the '70's was a man of some thirty years
and the disposal of his remains, always a matter

really di me of

‘“the days of the long ago”
born in Point Douglas (Winnipeg),

them and kept their counsel, is

friend away in the thick pine woods of
were brought forward on Christmas
and at the time of the stirring
of age. His account of the tragic death of Scott
of conjecture to any but those ‘who know what
now told by the writer.

th an old

the usual weather the Manitoban

experiences at Christmas time,
but within the cosy shack of Gouteau
there was warmth, and plenty of
it—good cheer without limit. -Gouteau’s
shack stood benmeath a juniper-covered
sand hill away in the pine woods, pos-
sibly within a three-mile radius of Har-
grave Spur, a flag station on the main
line of the Canadian Northern Railway
in southeastern Manitoba.

There were a trio of us at this place
of Gouteau’s, homesteader and Winnipeg
citizen; McMutrie, likewise from that
city, and the writer, also numbered in
those days amongst its residents. It
was Christmas time—that period of the
year when all the world is living beneath
“the peace upon Earth and Goodwill to
Men > banner; tle writer, meeting
Gouteau upon Main street in the early
part of December, was invited to spend
Christmas at his place, as he described
it, “right in the big woods against
Minnesota.”

It would be a novel method of spend-
ing Yuletidle — far away from the
madding crowds on Winnipeg's streets;
hence it happened that on the twenty-
fourth day of December (yes, it's some
years ago mnow) the writer stepped
from the train at Hargrave Spur, where,
upon the rude planks serving as a sta-
tion platform, Gouteau was awaiting his
guest. After a hearty welcome, there
was a walk through the woods to his
place. The snow was deep, yet crisp;
the tree tops were swaying gently
in the evening wind; we were in the
huge pine forest stretching far away
into the United States. Occasionally a
light would beam forth amidst “the
trees when we were passing the home of
a settler; but after a brisk walk

OUTSIDE it was cold, extremely so,

Gouteau’s shack was reached and we
entered.

Preparing the evening meal, was
McMutrie; he was  sponding a few

weeks with Gouteau. When full justice
had been done to the excellent supper,
chairs were drawn to the stove, pipes
filled—conversation the programme.

Gouteau, after a short while, stretehed
himself upon the bed.  Oceasionally he
would break forth into a weird kind of
dirge. The writer sat listening to the
quaint melody which, in the carly days
of Manitoba's history, was a tune with-
out which the musical portion of a
dance upon the Red River's banks would
are

its lively strains

good old times in Manitoba

over Lort Garry, which view

be considered incomplete—in these years
seldom if ever

days when

the smoke of the Indian’s tepee eurled
of the

the statement that he had heard it
when he was a boy — and that was
many, many long years ago. .
" Fort Garry! wherein the pioneer his-
tory of Manitoba was laid; wall-
encircled buildings ‘within which Indian
and trapper assembled in the days now
passed “into’ memory! There is some-
thing pregnant with interest to the
Manitoban of today whenever the name
of Fort Garry is mentioned.
“Suppose you know a g at deal con-
cerning old times in this country,
Gouteau?” queried the writer. “Must
have been great days all right.”
“Ought to,” answered Gouteau, smil-
ing, as he jumped from the bed to re-
plenish the stove. “I was born on the
river bank down in Point Douglas,
a.nd—” |
He was interrupted by McMutrie
remarking that there were good times
in the early days, but no person ever
dreamed ‘that there would be anything
here more than there was then.
“We all got badly fooled on that
idea,” Gouteau continued. “At all
events, after 1870 things commenced to
be different. I guess there were reasons
all right.”

“thct was about the time that Mani-
toba passed through troublous days; at
least that’s what I've heard.”
“In the early days of the seventies
there certainly were,” Gouteau replied
with a laugh. “I guess you've heard of
Wolseley. If he could only see Winni-
peg now he'd just wonder where he had
got off at. I remember the very day
he came into this country. I suppose
you know where the Dawson Road is
over in St. Boniface? That is where he
and his troops marched in from Rat
Portage.”

“Kenora you mean?” suggested his
listener.

“Yes, nowadays,” Gouteau answered,
and for a few minutes he seemed
wrapped in thought.  He refilled his
pipe slowly; perhaps the archives of
memory were being stirred up? It was
Christmas eve; at this time of the year
thoughts arc apt to enter our minds
which never transpire at any other
"SCASOolN.

Continuing his remarks, Gouteau said:
“When we heard that Wolseley was
coming into the Fort, a whole lot of us
walked over to St Boniface and waited
at the corner of the Dawson Road. It
was in the August of 700 TRiell with

“The seventies,” responded the writer, !

some of his men, had gone off to the
States.

heard.

“What's that tune you are humming. | coming to straighten matters up: there |
Goutean?”  enquired the writer. Its ['had been the killing of Scott. and this
<onnd was familiar to his cars: he had had caused a  lot of dissatistaction,
heard it upon previous oceasions: pre- [even amongst those who Tad stded with
sumably its music is a relic of the | Riel in what he didl. “Thines wanted tix

ing up !

.\'l)l\ ke A
frow. me.”

They knew that Wolseley was |

eothat statement |
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By Appointment
FURRIERS TO H.M. KING GEORGE V.

' Whrite Us For |
| Our New | .

Fur |
Style Books

N request, we mail

~  free to any ad-
dress a copy of our Fur
Catalogue, showing the

ey

new styles we have de-
signed for 1912-13.
This book is abso-
lutely the finest of its kind ?
published in this country; ‘

b el
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itis worth having, even
if you do not purpose
buying furs this year.

But if you do intend to
buy, this catalogue will
help you order by mail

just as safely and satis- |
factonly as though you [
came In person to our -

store.

Write to-day for copy.

Mention this paper.

Holt, Renfrew & Co.

LIMITED

432 Main St., Winnipeg

To these remarks the wiiter sugeestold

matter was corroborated by Gouteau in

that little is cver boand oy
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