The Western

*Fhe Famous Sun Flowers of Sunny Alberta, Six Miles from Mirmr'on the Fariﬁ"of Thomas Rider, Buffalo Lake.

1 saw he was an.old man, yet, by his | glance.
ing very col(%—{.hgre (lli'a.dI‘ beendaﬁflight tion—h—“was far up the side
eI dozed—I urged him to | b this time, far on the opposite shore ;
bring him into the ag he had an hour’s atartlfp ) AykYDRE Raetrd
er seen a strong man temember every item of that morning’s :
I watched the fine old | wait. Several times I heard animals in —— e T
head droop until the white beard was the serub. Once a mink swam past me o L XTG4
almost hidden by the peak of the hunt- | and I could just catch a glimpse of its
ing cap; then the shoulders, that dread- trailing tail Then, as the first dim
ful tell-tale sobbing shaking the entire | light began to appear a big
frame, dry sobs shook “him _as the | to his feet right  behind me. The lad
Northwestern shook the trees about us. |and I have hunted in many countries.
Finally I saw the firelight sparkle on It is needless to tell you that I am an
the . tears that .trickled through -his Englishman. Well, towards daylight T
ture’s blessed | heard animals moving off, and far away
over the lake I saw adoe swimming.

clear skin and ©wel-formed features,
brawn hands = and ¢lear blue eyes,
evidently in the full vigor of old age.
His: first word as he looked up was
“Thanks.” I assured him of how happy:
I was to see him, doubly happy as I was
~alone in this northern wilderness. Then
' I pressed: him to eat, but he wearily
shook his head, shaking it again when I
proffered to heat the camp kettle and
brew him some tea.  Again when I
offered to help him to unload and draw
the canoe up—the same weary shaking
of the head answered this question.
Was the old man mad? Certainly not,
his “eyes ~showed the full possession of
his senses. "
Silently T watched him as he sat
there with drooping head and downcast

A FRIEND'S ADVICE
Something Worth Listening To

A voung man was advised by a friend
to eat Grape-Nuts because he was all
run down from a spell of fever. —He
tells the story:

“Last spring T had an attack of fever
that left me in a very weak condition.
1 had to quit work; had no appetite,
was nervous and discouraged.

“A friend advised me to eat Grape-
Nits, but I paid no attention to him
%nd kept getting worse as time went

Y.

“I took many kinds of medicine, but
none of them secmed to help me. My
system was complctely run down, my
blood got out of order from want of
proper food, and several very large
boils broke out on my neck. 1 was s0
weak 1 could hardly walk.

v‘i‘rnv day mother ordered some Grape-
Nuts and induecd me to eat some.
felt better and that night rested fine.
As | continued to use the food every

snowfall whi
wake his chum and
tent. Have you ev
break down?

now, so in the same

much this last week
fire spoke of men.

have longed for one
living soul to tell my

hope

head fell again an
whisper—“and I—we
ages to Red Deer, as

from the nu merous

driven to it by the

day. | grew stronger steadily, and now
have regained my former good health.
1 would not be avithout Grape-Nuts as 1
beliove it is the most health-giving food
in ue world” Name given by Ca-
nad o0 Postum Co., Windsor, Ont.

10l the book, “The Road to Well-
vill " in pkgs. “There’s a reason.”

" .r read the above letter? A mnew
oue appears from time to time. They
snuine, true, and full of human in-

hunted on that lake
hour before daylight

position. I knew Ber

fingers and I knew that Na
relief for the overstrained heart had
come. There was a wan smile70R the | As yet there were no sounds of the
old face as he looked up, & smile ' of |lad’s shooting; then suddenly I was
apology for the alarm he thought he | conscious that T was staring straight at
was causing me—our thoughts were as {a big buck. Before my brain sent the
transparent as crystal to one another | message to ~my fingers he was
mute way the gone—right down the trail that led to

simple wave of my hand relieved him, | the watering place. I knew just where

waters of Little Current, in fine shape. lup all my plans.
There was a biti of metal we were look- and mine unde

to meet him where an olc H :
fallen with its top in the water. Here, | many portages. [
I tracks, was the |always think of the poor lad’s body, Toronto Ont.

drinking place of the deer: and from | fearing it would be attacked by wolves.

here evidently they crossed the lake if Then I found myself talking to it,and I

danger, for mever a white man had

Then, . as the night was grow- the name with soft loving. inflec-

and he bowed his thanks. he would reappear, close beside some . :

“I thought I was dying . . . but | black ‘alders. - With my finger on the i

it passed . . - when I saw your | trigger, I watched; then 1 saw & e

fire. . . . I had sung every old-time | bobbing reddish looking head just at e A’%w ¢

song I could muster up . . - Just to | the top of the bushes, instantly I fired. s

sort of keep me company . . . MY As T leaped over the trunk of the pine : : .
head was pretty light; I have not eaten | I heard crashing and scrambling in the Of all the glftsthat fit

. . . then the |bushes. I leaped over
_ Oh! how I |carried my rifle through th

human being, one this world has never looked the same .
trouble to. g . to me since—there on the shore, with SO tlmely as the one that

I have struggled from daylight to dark; his rifle lying beside, lay my boy. Yes, . ' ‘ T
yes, and long after dark, hoping against sir’—and his. voice rose hysterical—"I provides the. means for
that 1 could keep ahead of the ice | had killed him with these hands, this keeplng a plcture story
and reach the frontier. We left Jack- |finger that had learned so :

fish a month ago, Bert’—here the old | press the trigger”—and he
d the voice sank to a out towards me—had fired the shot-—he

made all the port- | was my only lad, sir. Bert was a good L
we called the wide boy. I sat beside' the body and made i _ w1
: _ First, I hid his rifle . 0 a

ing for and we intended to shoot a bit, be too heavy to trek out; then 1 car- . :
too. After we got our wee ghanty up ried the boy, with many a rest, to the |’ Ask your d«-:}lvr or write us for--
we started to hunt, for the supplies shanty. * 1 only put a bit of flour and catalogue of }\odak and Brownie ,
were getting low, the lad’—again the salt in the canoe. I have lived since, as Cameras. It'sfree. “ 3

voice fell — “took his way along the | the animals do, on that which 1 cqnl(l c
western side of the lake, instructing me find. Day after day 1 paddled rapidly Canadian Kodak Co.

wolves or other feared T was going mad.

t”—he pronounced think T had just about gi

the scrub and

.+ the alders, they would

1 pine had |over lakes and down rivers, making
y At night, sir, T would lel‘ed

lonely, lying there at night, tending the
before. It was an watch fire, always thinking of what

BOVRIL

will nourish and
strengthen YyYou

As a preventive of
colds there is
nothing to equal
a cup of hot

BOVRIL

Wilson’s
INVALIDS' PORT WINE

[ (& 1a Quina du Pérou)

“The weary find new strength in
generous wine.’’ —HoOMER.

A Brimming Wineglass
of Wilson’s Invalids’ Port Wine taken
regularly before each meal will give you
A Good Appetite Good Splrits
Good Digestion A Clear Brain

Good Muscles OOO’MEA TH
Good Nerves . HAP INESS |

of the lake . DOCTORS KNOWI

Sir, I can Big Bottle All Druggists

deer jumped

e Mers—and || the Christmas day—none

cunningly to

ldhis hand || of that day—

Tt was all so

when 1 took up my | was under the overturned cande. 1| The family remedﬁtﬂfor

ven up when I *‘Shiloh costs 80
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