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Winnipeg, -.ugust, 1908,

9 6rHe Western Home Monthly

WILD LANDS IN THE BATTLEFORD AND VERMILLION
DISTRICTS, -

FOR SALE ON THE OROP PAYMENT SYSTEM
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BATTLEFORD.—16,000 acres along main line of the Canadian Northern Railway,
East and West of Battleford, all choice selected prairie lands.

VERMILLION DISTRICT.—9,000 acres of excellent wild land in this productie
spot, where some of the largest crop averages of recent years have been secured.

ELGIN, MANITOBA.—1120 acres 5% miles from the Town of Elgin, Man. Rith
black loam, with the following improvements: ONE FRAME HOUSE; ONE SMALLER
HOUSE 16x22 ; THREE GOOD STABLES; THREE GRANARIES, capacity about 17,000 bushels.
ONE IMPLEMEN1 BUILDING. Well watered, ha ing § good wells with pumps. One

_well giving sufficient water for 500 head of s.ock. First class water. Price $32 00
per acre. $10,000.00 cash, balance arranged, to suit. The Town of Elgin is on the
Souris Branch of the Canadian Northern Railway, has a population of about 500, good
elevators, stores, school, churches, etc. This farm is one of the best properties on the
market today. The owner is retiring and therefore his reason for selling

 IMPROVED FARMS
Some very choice well located quarters, half or whole

sections close to good thriving towns in Manitoba and Eastern
Saskatchewan. Prices reasonable, terms easy..

Wirite us regarding purchase of land upon any reasonable terms,

Western Canadian Land Co.

DEPT. “M.”

258, PORTAGE AVE., WINNIPEG.

Be careful of the man who triesto secure your patrois-
age, not on the merits of the goods he is selling, but by
discrediting his competitors. His aimisto keep attention
away from the defects in his goods.

THE

prospects were never better for a good crop than they are at the present

time.
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‘ men take no chances of being caught without insurance. They insure
;
‘
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early.
FARMERS

are often induced by misrepresentation to buy something that fails when
put to the test of hard use.

INSURE

with us and take no chances of not being paid if you have a loss. The
insurance we sell stood the test of last year.

WITH

an unbroken record for payment of losses promptly and in full, the
enormous increase in our business this year proves that we have the
confidence of the people who need Hail Insurance.
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The Central Canada Insurance Company

Ask our Local'Agent or write this office for testimonials from those whom we
indemnified for loss last year, or any other information desired.

Head Office: JOSEPH CORNELL,
BRANDON, MANITOBA. Manager.
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DROPSY, e e oo aeves a0 to 0 nws | STOVRI'S Modern Canadian Wall

effects permanent cure. Trial treatment given

freer to sufferers ; nothing falxrer. For circu ars, in 3 different sizes, Pricesand descrips
testimonials, and free trial treatment write tions on application. Address, Map
Dr. H. H. Green's Sons Box G, Atlanta, Georgia | P¢pl., The Stovel Co., Winnipeg.

MapS of Alberta, Saskatchewan or Manitoba,

One entered first into a room of fair
size, where inviting chairs anq a
pleasant litter of books and magazines,
and a pipe or two, seemed to indicate
that the master of the place had just
stepped out for a moment, but would
come strolling back in a minute or two,
yet this was only the outer gate of the
citadel. You were here met by a dis-
creet man servant. If you were known
your coat was taken, and you were
promptly ushered through the archway
whose muffling curtains were always
drawn by night. If you were strange,
and had not the card of a friend to
bring Mr. Boyd Oliver out from the
room beyond to greet you with pleasant
recognition, the chances are ten to one
that you saw no one at all, or at best
that you did not get beyond that com-
fortable outer room.

Beyond the curtains was a large room
elaborately beautiful in every detail,
this, too, with the ever-present sugges-
tion of physical comfort and ease.
Here, to-night, half a dozen men sat
around a table, with frequently replen-
ished glasses beside them and growing
and diminishing piles of chips. What
of it? May not a man have a game or
two in fis own rooms with his friends,
even though the stakes may sometimes

| rise high? It was we!l within the law,

if by chance any inquiring eye should
get beyond that an‘e-room, but beyond
this the beautiful hangings on the walls
screened other doorways. There were
three of these, each leading to a smaller
room containing a mysterious device of
its own with a presiding genius in
charge. Here excited groups clustered,
some cool and cautious, some gay and
reckless, some haggard with the strain
of heavy losses. In short, from being
an affable ‘“good fellow” who threw
open his rooms for the companionship
of others, Mr. Boyd Oliver had cleverly
Insinuated one change after another,
until the suite was nothing more mor
less than a luxurious, closely secluded
gambling house, operatng outside the
pale of the law, but conducted so skill-
fully that the law had never scented its
pernicious presence, might never have
done so, perhaps, but for the advent of
that quiet little man m gray, of whose
presence in town Mr. Oliver was quite
ignorant,

Boyd Oliver sat at the table in the
larger room. He was always ready for
a “ friendly game,” but he never patron-
ized the little rooms beyond. The little
spinning wheel, with the watchful croup-
ler above it, was “for the amusement
of his friends,” he said, but when the
lights went out at night, sometimes so
far in the morning that dawn had light-
ened the outer world, when this way of
amusing his frierds had ceased until an-
other night, it was alwavs he who was

| the richer. Some of them wcn, to be
| sure, and won enormously, while others
| lost to the desperation point, but Boyd
| Oliver was living on them all.

Ted Burton sat beside him. His face
was flushed and hot; he had been losing

table and without a word rose and
walked toward a curtained archway
leading to the one secluded and quiet
room of the suite, Oliver's bed-room.

“Oh, I say, Burton, don’t desert us!”
one of the men called after him, but he
paid no attention, and disappeared in
Oliver’s room. ?

A light-stepping attendant came in
from the outer room, looked the occu-
pants over quickly and laid a card be-
fore Oliver with a low-tored word of
explantion. He had orders that all
cards to strangers should first be sub-
mitted to his master, no matter for
whom the visitors might inquire.

A momentary frown flickered over
the suave mask of Oliver's face. M\r.

{ Thomas Courtney Lethington! Prayv

what was he doing here, asking for Ted
Burton? Why was he following the

boy up, and what business had he to
come here in his search?

Uliver put the card in his pocket and
arose, going a few steps awav from the

table before he gave instructions to his
man.
*Tell Mr. Lethington that Mr. Bur-

ton is not here. Get him awayv as quiet-
]_\ as p{'\{i\'l}ﬂ(' ol
Then he strolled ‘after Ted, with a

l

l

| was over, but he was conscious of a

| steadily, and the glass beside him had |
| been replenished far too often. Pres- |
| ertly he flung his hand down on the

| shortly. *‘ There will be a beautiful

ments until after his own departure.

| Old Morrison won't advance me another
| cent, and everybody I owe seems tO
;knn\\' that I'm down and is pressing
| me for money. Money! By the terms

| juuicious flattery and good-fellowship,
| more irritable under the constant drain.

| he had so cunningly changed into a
| gambling establishment for his own

' found Ted Burton slouched moodily

| depths of shamed desperation. The

| dared not ask Leila for a sum like that.

| endless procession of figures marching

casual excuse to the men he had left,
His fingers played with the little paste-
board in his pocket. What did it meun?
This fellow .Lethington was getting to
be a nuisance. For some weeks past,
ever since that overheard interview gat
the club, angry as it had been, Oliver
had felt his hold on the boy slipping.
He was getting harder to manage by

Oliver looked back for a moment at
the soft colored, luxurious rooms which

gain. It was simply coining money for
him, but he was beginning to be uneasy.
Something—his “lucky imp,” he called
it—was whispering uneasy premonitiors L 4
that it was time to ‘““move along.” It
was like throwing away money, he re-
flected, regretfully, when he had such
an easy thing here and was living roy-
ally at the expense of Ted Burton and
young fools like him, but Boyd Oliver
Lad all of a gamber’'s superstition, and
never turned a deaf ear to the whisper-
ing of the “lucky imp.” It wastoo bad,
but he had made a fine roll cf money
at it, and by next week he wou'd quietly
close up and get out ot town with his
profits. Confound that Le.hing.on!
OUiiver somehow held him accountable
for the turn of fortune which he felt to
be coming his way.

Sauntering into the bed-room, he

down in a chair, his hands deep in his
pockets, his chin almost touching his
chest. The boy was sounding the

sum he had lost to-night, following
on the heels of previous losses,
was appaliing even to his reck-
lessness. Wealthy as he was,
his father’s estate was not yet settled,
his money was tied up. He had drawn
all he could from the executors and had
mortgaged his credit until he was over-
whelmingly in debt, and nothirg re-
mained now but disclosure and disgrace.
He did not know where to turn to pay
his losses to-night. Leila? No, he

He had been a fool, perhaps.a black-
guard, but he would at least be man
enough to stand for his own debts.

" He scarcely looked up as Oliver en-
tered. His feelings toward this man
had changed of late. He no longer had
the boy’s: excitable admiration for the
world who flattered and led him; he
had learned that the bright tissue of
the life that Oliver showed him had
ugly seams on the hidden s'de, yet mat-
ters had gone so far that there seemed
no way out. They were both in the
thing so deeply, he argued, that there
was nothing to do but to stick together.
He did not suspect how completely
Oliver was using him, nor how swiftly
he would be thrown aside when his use

growing restlessness and distaste for it
all, without being able to get away
from it.
“Bad luck to-night, old man?”
Burton nodded, leaned forward with
an irritable sigh and propped his chin
on his hands. His brain ached with the

through it. ;
“I've reached the end,” he said,

scandal in a day or two.”

“ Oh, nonsense!” protested the older
man, mentally congratulating himself
that he had decided to get out of it
and concerned only to postpone develop-

“ Brace up, there’s no alley so dark thzt
there isn't light at the other end.
You'll pull yourself together inside of

a week.”
I'ed shook his head.
“It's too late. I made my Ilast

plunge to-night, and lost. Last week I
took a flver in B. & Q. to pay H:\lli\yt‘”,
and to-day that dropped out of sight
and left me stranded for thousands.

of mv father's will I can’t touch t!_\n‘
principal until T am thirty, and it will
take everv cent of my income for ﬁ\;e
years to pay what I owe now! No, its
no use, I’ve reached the limit. It—its
the comine out that T mind,” he added,




