such capacities, he had not attained Lo
greater comfort, the answer was simple.
Witham had no money, and the seasons
had fought against him. He had done
his uttermost with the means at his
disposal, and now he knew he was
beaten.

A doleful wind moaned about the
lonely building and set the roof shingles
rattling overhead. Now and then the
stove crackled, or the lamp flickerel,
and any one unused to the prairie would
have felt the little log-house very deso-
late and lonely. There was no other
human habitation within a league, only
a great waste of whitened grass re-
lieved about the homestead by the raw
clods of the fall ploughing; for, while
his scattered neighbours, for the most
part, put their trust in horses and cat-
tle, Witham had been among the first
to realize the capacities of that land as
a wheat-growing country.

Now, clad in well-worn jean trousers
and an old deerskin jacket, he looked
down at the bundle of documents on
his knee, accounts unpaid, a banker’s
intimation that no more cheques would
be honoured, and a mortgage deed. They
were not pleasant reading, and the man’s
face clouded as he pencilled notes on
some of them, but there was no weak-
ness or futile protest in it. Defeat was
plain between the lines of all he read,
but he ‘was going on stubbornly until
the struggle was ended, as others of his
kind had done, there at the western limit
of the furrows of the plough and in the
great province further east which is one

" of the world’s granaries. They went
under and were forgotten, but they
showed the way, and while their guer-
don was usually six feet of prairie soil,
the wheatfields, mills, and railroads
came, for it is written plainly on the
new North-West that no man may live
and labour for himself alone, and there
are many who, realizing it, instinctively
ask very little, and freely give their best
for the land that but indifferently shel-
ters them.

Presently, however, there was a knock-
ing at the door, and though this was
most unusual, Witham only quietly
moved his head when a bitter blast came
in, and a man wrapped in furs stood in
the opening.

«P]] put my horse in the stable while
T've got my furs on. It’s a bitter night,”
he said.

Witham nodded. “You know where
the lantern is,” he said. “There’s some
chop in the manger, and you needn’t
spare the oats in the bin. At present
prices it doesn’t pay to haul them in.”

The man closed the door silently, and
it was ten minutes before he returned,
and sloughing off his furs dropped into
a chair beside the stove. “I got supper
at Broughton’s, and don’t want anything
but shelter to-night,” he said. “Shake
that pipe out and try ome of these in-
stead.”

He laid a cigar case on the table, and
though well worn it was of costly make,
with -a good deal of silver about it,
while Witham, who lighted one, knew
that the cigars were good. He had no
esteem for his visitor, but men are not
censorious upon the prairie, and West-
ern hospitality is always free.

“Where have you come from, Cour-
thorne?” he said quietly.

The other man laughed a little. “The
long trail,” he said. “The Dakotas,
Colorado, Montana. Cleaned up one
thousand dollars at Regent, and might
have got more, but some folks down
there seemed tired of me. The play
was quite regular, but they have appar-
ently been getting virtuous lately.”

“And now?” said Witham, with polite
indifference.

Courthorne made a little gesture of
deprecation.

“I’m back again with the rustlers.”

Witham’s nod signified comprehension,
for the struggle between the great range-
holders across the frontier and the
smaller settlers who with legal right in-
vaded their cattle runs was just over.
It had been fought out bitterly with
dynamite and rifles, and when at last,
with the aid of the United States cav-
alry, peace was made, sundry broken
men and mercenaries who had taken the
pay of both parties, seeing their occu-
pation gone, had found a fresh scope
for their energies in smuggling liquor,
and on opportunity transferring cattle,
without their owners’ sanction, across
the frontier. That was then a prohibi-
tion country, and the profits and risks
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try them, once you
get the Maple Bud Flavor—
that rich, creamy, chocolate flavor—
you always remember it. Nothing else
seems quite so good. And is it any wonder?
Maple Buds are nothing but the best chocolate,
pure milk and sugar, ground and rolled to make

them smooth and velvety. That’s why they’re
delicious : that's why they’re wholesome.

But Remember

They’re not Maple Buds
unless they’re Cowan’s
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The Cowan Co., Limited
TORONTO

THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

Head Office : TORONTO

Paid-up Capital, $15,000,600; Reserve Fund, $12,500,000

SIR EDMUND WALKER, CV.0., LL.D., D.CL. ........ President.
ALEXANDER LAIRD ............0.iiieiiiae.s General Manager.
JOHN ARG e S ) Assistant General Manager.

Branches in every Province of Canada and in the United States, England
and Mexico.

COSGRAVES
Half and Half

Travellers’ Cheques

The Travellers’ Cheques issued by this Bank are a very convenient form in
which to provide funds when travelling. They are fissued in denominations of

$10 $20 $50 $100 $200

and the exact amount payable in the principal countries of the world is shown
on the face of each cheque.

These cheques may be used to pay Hotels, Railway and Steamship Compan-
ies, Ticket and Tourist Agencies and leading merchants, ete. Each purchaser
of these cheques is provided with a list of the Bank’s principal paying agents
and correspondents throughout the world. They are issued by every branch
of the Bank.

Simply delicious — this
glorious, sparkling, family
beer. Has an irresistible
tang that aids digestion
and acts as a tonic

At all hotels and dealers.

IN ANCSWERRING ADVRRTISEMENTS PLEASRE WENTION “THE CANADIAN COURIER.”




