
CANADIAN COURIER.

SYNOPSIS: Renchcr Witham was in hard
luck'in thec early days of the Canadian West.
Two harvests had been frosted and 1115 baniker
would take no further risks. Then comnes
Lance Courthorne, a cattle "rustier,, and
whiskey sinuggler, with an offer of a hundred
dollars if Witbemn will ride Courthorne's black
charger down ta Montana so aÈ ta throw the
Police off Courthornela trail. Witharn, facing
starvation, accepta.

GHAPTBR III.

Trooper Shannon'. Quarrel.THERE was bitter frost in the dark-
ness outside when two young menl
stood talldng ini the stables of a

littIe Outpost lying a long ride back
from the settiement in the ionely prairie.
One Ieaned against a manger with a
pipe in his hand, while the epotlesa,
softly-gleaming herness hung up behind
himt showed what hie occupation had
been. The other etood boit upright with
lips set, and a faint greyness which
betokened strong emotion shiowing
t!lirough his tan. The lantern a8bove
them flickered in the icy draughts, and
froin out of the shadowe beyond it53
liglit came the stamping of reetlese
bhorses and the. smeil of prairie hay whichi
is pungent with the odours of wild pep-
permint.

The two lads, and they were very lit-
tle more, were friende, ini spite of the
difference in their upbringiing, for there
are few dfistinctions between ciate and
caste in that country wbere manhood le
etili eeteemed the greatest thing, and
tbe primitive virtues count for more
than wealth or intellect. Courage aud
endurance still comimand respect in tii
North-West, and that both the lads pos
sessed tent was made evident by tt
fact that they were troopers of the

up) with a little ugly smile an th~e
lips of -himt when I swung the wa.ggon
righit across the trail.

" 'That's not civil, trooper,' say s he.
" 'Fm wanting a word,' says I, with

the 'black bate, cloking me aýt the sight
of him. 'What have ye done with Ailly?'

"'le it anytbing ta you?7 says he.
"'It's everything,' says 1. 'And il ye

will not telli me lil tear it out af ye.'
"Couirthorne laughis a littie, but 1 eaw

the dlivii in hie eyes. 'l don't think
you're quite mnan enough,' sys he, sit-
ting very quiet on the big black horse.
'Anyway, 1 can't tell you where she le
juet now, because she left the dancing
saloan slie was in down in Mantana when
t last saw her.'

"I hiad the big whip that day, and
I forgot everythiiig as 1 iieard the his
of it round my shaulder. Tt came home
acýrose t.he ugiy face of him, and then 1
flung it dawn and grabbed the carbine
as he swung the black round with one
band funtblîng in hie jacket. Tt came
ont empty, an' we st there a moment,
thie two of us, Courthorne white as
deatii, his eyes like burning coale, and
the fingers of me trembling on the car-
bine. Forrow on the man that he hadn't
a vistol. or I'd have sent the 'blsck soul
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why, when you'll get nothing for it,
you're anxious ta serve the State."

The farmer cienched a big band. "Ser-
geant. you that knows everything, will
ye drive me mad, an' ta - with the
State!" he said. "Sure, it's gospel F'm
telling ye, an', as you're knawing weil,
it's ne could tellI wliere the boys who
rid% at inidnight drap many a keg.
Well, if ye wili have your reason, it
ws Courthorne who put the black shame
on me an' minie.$

Sergeant Stimson nedded, for he had
already ýsuepected this.

"Then," he eaid dryly, "we'll'give.you
a chance of belping us ta put the band-
enfle on hlm. Now, because they wouldn't
rislc the bridge, and the ice le flot thick
everywhere, tliere are juet two ways
they could bring the stuf! across, and I
figure we'd -be near the thing if we fixed
on Grsaam's Pool. Stili, Courthorne's
no kiud of fool, and just because that
crossing seeme the likeliet he might
try thec other one. You're ready for
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due'lades,<>d straigbt. "I Pan turni

ont in ten minutes, sir," lie said.
"Then," and ýSergeant Sýtimson raised

hie voice a trille, "yau will ride at once
ta the rise a league outeide the settie-
ment, sud watch the Montana trail.
Courthorne wili probably be coming over
fromn Witbam'e soon after you get there,
riding the big black, and you'll keep
ont of sigbt sud foliow him. If 11e heads
for Gaxsson's Crossing ride for Grahaen's
at a gallop, w'bere you']l find me with
the rest. If ho makes for the bridge,
you wiii overtake hlmn if you cen and

lidout what be's arter. It's quite
likely he'i tell you nothing, and you
will not arrp.qt him.- but bhearinL, in mind

te Court
d hiesa
e, serve

reasai
a oon.

Beautiful and
Restful Light

costs no more than
-gloomny or harsh light,.
and is easily obtained by

the right shades
and globes

One of the most beautiful and
restful forms of illumination is
the Semi-.indirect by Aiba
J3owls, illustrated above. It
is also ver>' efficient, giving a
great deai of illumination for
the current.,

have
-ro w. 1

out too
r Ro le"
ind the
ugb the
. rý, 1nf


