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Right, the shell le coarse el erecttoe. Left, the cover be- W -** —-/7/-—------------ _
■oath which the conetractlee work is join* on. Below. Cke ffiLij ~l* r I
lean Lake Leaiee, as it will saaear, open completion. -J
A rchiteoti and builders all over America are much interested in the progress of the re-building ol tot Causa.an Pacific hotel at Lake Louise, 
r1 Alberta. The site of this building is over a mile above sea level, and the thermometer frequently takes a sensational drop, there being 
‘winter days when 56 below zero is on record. It was imperative that the new wing, which is being built to replace that burned down last 
mer, should be finished and open for the,coming season, and that work on it should, therefore, not be interrupted by winter weather

Several architects and contractors from United States cities, who have visited the site, expressed doubts as to whether the job could 
be done during the cold weather, particularly in view of the fact that io much of the work consisted in pouring cement This had to be safe­
guarded from freezing, end it was finally decided to bnild a huge wooden, tar-paper lined: «hell around the entire space to be occupied by the 

inew wing of the hotel. On the inside of this shell were hung thousands of feet of temporary steam coils, kept hot by 380 horse-power stem
1 boilers, the effect of which was to provide a safe, summer-like atmosphere for the carrying on of the work.
I The erection of so important a building in a position so comparatively difficult of access, as is the Lake Louise Chateau, 11 a matter —n- 
■Bg for unusual engineering skill, the task of getting the materials to the site being hy no means an easy one. With a night and day service, 
3b spite of ice and snow, over 26,000 tons of material and coal art being delivered by the winding narrow-gauge tramway on a four per
grade for a distance of 35k miles from Lake Louisa depot to the Chateau Canadian Pacific forces are supervising the work, supplying steam
and electricity and delivering material to the site.

jl This extension will enable the Chateau to accommodate seven hundreo guests in a (reproof building, with every modern convenience,
; and one of its features will be the magnificent view of the lake and the group of mountains surrourding it from the bail room, rotunda, lounge

Windewe which feature the whole length of the bunding. The extension wes designed by
connection with Canadian Pacific hotels and the contract

i wmw wuu va aw aveu viz to vvui vc tux uta^Hii u-xirv
, | aad dining room through enormous plate glass

1 Messrs. Barott and Blackader. ef Montreal, w
Ma undertaken by M

Blackader, ef Montreal, who have done other important work in
Carter-Holla and Aiding», ef Winnipeg.
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Extraordinary Construction Feat at Famous Mountain Resort

would he see? He could not pretqid to 
drop things there and light matches. 
He would be ashamed to seem clumsy.

all thumbs”, before Miss MacPherson. 
For a moment he thought Sf going up 
to the MacPherson house quietly and 
examining the ground stealthily before 
the veranda, for the dropped stones. 
Then he remembered the dog. It would, 
for sure, give tongue if he prowled about 
that way.

A gentle night breeze fanned down the 
straggling street, stirred the dust, was 
cool on his cheek. He felt himself 
fool. Stupid notion, that of his par* 
ner’s! He wondered if he should go 
back and ask Jack’s advice; bu to ro 
so he would have to tell of dusting out 
his pocket before the Benwell House, 
and Jack somehow seemed always able 
to see inside him. Jack would say: 
“That was what you remembered when 
I was talking about you dropping the 
stones at MacPherson’s!” Piccolo had 
a sensitiveness in his make-up, his con­
stitution, his harmless ego. He had 
always dreaded not* being able to play 
the mah in an emergency; and vet ih all 
the emergencies he had met he had done 
so. Still, he had that sensitiveness. He 
would go home, he decided—and sleep 
on it. \

“To sleep on it has helped manv a 
man.” he mused.

If he had only known it Anfcus Mac­
Pherson was quoting the very 
adage to himself scarcely a mile to 
north—and quoting it without avail.

Slowly homeward rode Piccolo through 
the dusk, the red glow of his cigarette 
rising and falling from his silhouetted 
head to his silhouetted saddle-horn as 
he took the twining road along the 
bench-tops.

And Angus, in his buckbôard, 
that figure as he drove south also, on 

of the backward loops of road.
"Eh man.” he murmured, "a wonder­

ful tend for what the painter bodies call 
‘effects*. What a figure Is yon against 
the last of the day! What would we call 
it? The Last of the Cowpundiers Eh 
man, a caller air; a grand atmosphere!’’

He flicked the whip and hummed a 
few bars of his favourite song:

V- ; • nty heart will ever be 
At hame in dear auld Scotland, wi ’ mv 

ain folk!”
The last of the cowpunchers (that 

Angus, joggling along in the buckboard 
did not recognize as Piccolo in that 
light, or lack of light) drifted down be­
yond the roll of plain. A sickle of moon 
showed like a paring of silver m the 
deep blue sky. The Dipper was bright, 
with its pointers pointing to the North 
Star, and over against it belted Orion 
stood above the rolling world.

“It’s better to be quixotic than close, ” 
thought Angus: and he arrived at the 
T.T. ranch so little in rear of Piccolo 
that the latter stood waiting to see who 
came, (ranted by the oblong of lit ranch 
door.

“Good-nicht,” said Angus.
“Oh. it’s you,” said Piccolo, and his 

voice at that moment was scarcely 
higher than a whisper.

I beg your pardon?” said Angus
“I said, ‘Oh, it’s you’!” repeated

“You’ve only to hear something new 
to you once and then you are alway 
hearing it,” thought Pitcolo at Mac’s 
first words.

For this was his speech when he enter­
ed:

"I d© not know whether I am about 
to show myself a fool, or quixotic ” : and 
under his tufted white brows he blinked 
at the light.

Tremaine had risen and bowed to the 
visitor. Piccolo stood a step behind him. 
having ushered him in, round-eyed. For 
something to say in response, rather 
than to air his recently acquired knowl­
edge, he informed Angtis: “I know what 
quixotic means sir. Jack mentioned that 
Don Quixote this very afternoon.”

"It wdsna apropos of me, was it?” 
enquired Angus with the slightest of 
pawky smiles. "Most people, after they 
leave a house, clatter about the folk 
they’ve been calling upon—sometimes 
for good, sometimes for ill. ” He beamed 
genially upon them, lest they might 
think him cranky and highly serious. 
“It is a human frailty I greatly dislike. 
Ye’ll notice too that when a party has 
left a room there are folks that at once 
begin discussing him—or « her.. Yes 
quite so, that’s the wav it goes." he 
growled on

Put he was speaking for speaking’s 
sake, to break the ice, thinking the while 
rf other matters, a way very common to 
him as Piccolo was to discover.

Feeling a certain deference to him be 
cause of his age neither Tremaine nor 
Thomas- attempted any spreech, Hist 
awaited some wohds from Angus that 
would seem less like a talking to him­
self. monologue. And Tremaine thrust 
frrvard the chair on which he had been 
sitting, their most comfortable cha:r. 
and clapped the back of it. with Ms 
best bow, as indication to their visiHa­
lo be seated.

“Thank ve,” said Angus, nodded, and 
slowly sat down. Then he remarked, or 
it may be said, enqu'fed (the upward 
Aberdonian lilt was at the end of the 
words): “I suppose you two are both 
good partners? ”

They looked one to the other.
.“I mean in the sense of ‘What’s 

mineisthine’, as you michtsay,” Angus 
elucidated.

Tremaine smiled. Piccolo smiled.
"Ay, I thought so.” said Angus. 

“Thank you, sir. "
This last was to Jack who. not flab- 

bergasted-lookmjg like Piccolo by the un­
expected evening éafl. had pushed for 
ward a tobacco tin. seeing Angus dive 
a hand down into his pocket, and pre­
suming it was for his pipe.

But it was not his nine he produced 
He drew his hand from his pocket and, 
Ming m the palm, was a little stone the 
size of a lump of sugar, but riot four 
square, a peered little «tone. He held 
it forth for their view. It glittered in 
the lamplight with a myriad pinpoints 
of light.

“Do you ken what this is?” he asked, 
as thev looked at it. Then the Scot 
«uddenlv wept in advance. “Say. fel­
low*. ” he said, “this little splinter of 
mrk—do you‘know the first thing about

CHAPTER III

Angus Drives To The “T. T. Ranch”

The bunch of returned horses was 
down in the home pasture. They wgre 
whinnying to their old fellows by the 
time Tremaine reached home. And by 
the time Piccolo got to the ranch-house 
Tremaine had let them all in.

It was good to be back, in Piccolo’s 
eyes, to see again the foot breadth of 
water running along in the irrigation 
ditch. Even the stove-pipe sticking up 
out of the roof it was good to see again! 
When he had hung his saddle on its 
peg he wait indoors to find his partner 
filling his tobacco pouch at the big tin.

“A smoke, Pic, my lad,” said Jack. 
"A smoke before anything. No more 
kinick-kinick muck. ”

Piccolo flung off his heavy coat and 
went out for cordWood to start the 
stove, and Tremaine smoked medita­
tively. He had something on his mind, 
but it was not till after supper that he 
spoke it. pushing back his plate.

“That old man Angus MacPherson is 
sure all prospector,” said hey

“I guess he is. He’s not so 
Jack.”

Puff-puff went Tremaine.
“You didn’t notice the way he looked 

at the bits of stone you threw out of 
vour Docket, Pic?”

“Stone?”
"Yes. When you were dusting out 

your pocket like a kind of a shy school 
kid under the eyes of his daughter. ”

“Oh, gwan!” said David Thomas.
“I guess there’s nothing in it,” said 

Tremaine, "and yet I don’t know. I’ll 
be turning into a writing sharp if I get 
imagining. But there seemed more than 
him just being bugs on looking at rocks. 
Got any more bits in your pocket?”

Hestared at Pcicolo. He frowned. 
He wondered what was the meaning of 
his partner’s expression. Really what 
Tremaine said had conjured back a pic­
ture into Piccolo’s mind, a picture hardly 
noted at the time. He remembered how 
Mark Bantling had watched hime when 
he sat his horse before the Benwell 
House veranda answering the silly ques­
tions of that fellow What ’s-his-name.

“It’s queer, you know, how mineral 
has been found in this Western country. ” 
Tremaine remarked, persistent. “Most 
unexpected ways. Accidents! Devil’s 
own luck, as the saying goes.”

“Guess I wouldn’t know paying min­
eral even if I saw it,” said Piccolo. 
"Copper in a stone don’t always look 
like copper in a penny piece. Silver 
in a stone don’t always look like half a 
dollar. Might be tin for all I’d know. 
Once I thought I’d got gold and a darn­
ed old prospector laughed himself red 

Mica it was. ”
"Well, man tin’s valuable. Mica is

valuable if you get the right kind and in 
the right quantity.”

“Oh, shoot!” said Piccolo. “Above 
ground for me! No delving like a mole. ”

But though the subject seemed to be 
thus dismissed it stuck in Tremaine’s 
mind, in Pictolo’s, He could not rest.
Supper over that pight, becaus# of his 
thoughts set a-going by Jack’s remarks, 
he came to a decision regarding a course 
of action. But shy of telling what he 
was about he announced:

“Guess I’ll saddle up and go back to 
Colvatli. I want some rig papers. ”

“Smoke a pipe, man,” said Tremaine.
“No. I want some papers.”
“There’s some there, then. On top 

of the grand piano. ”
Grand Piano was their name for an 

old packing-case turned into a cupboard.
“Ah, but they’re white. I want 

wheat straw. ”
"Gee, you are surly particular.”
Piccolo wait ed for no further repartee, 

strolled leisurely out. To ride five miles 
for (ostensibly) a packet of cigarette 
papers—brown, when white were pro­
curable. as well as a pipe—was perhaps 
odd. To ease his conscience, rather than 
to have them to show to Jack, he 
tainly bought wheat papers in Col vail i 
before doing aught else. Shades of 
night were taking the gold light out of 
the rolling prairie. Distances were pur­
ple instead of green, sifted with blue.
He left his horse hitched at Inman’s 
S‘ore, and strolled along to the Benwell 
House. There were few men there, so he 
sat on the veranda edge, legs dangling 
over, and rolled a cigarette. Then he 
dropped his tobacco sack—and the pa­
pers. He had to light a match to find 
them. When he had found them his 
face, to the considering gaze of Movie 
Bill, sitting there again (reading no 
more, the dim light forbidding), had a 
worried look. An ingenious sort of man, 
thought Movie. 1

"Looking for anything?” he asked.
"Me? Why no.”
“Oh!” said Movie Sill.
Piccolo eyed him sidewise in the dusk.
“ I saw a man pick ud something there 

just after vou went today, ” Movie add­
ed, "and I wondered.”

Piccolo thought he had better be 
clever before those deep-set meditative 
eyes.

"Guess it was nothing I dropped,” 
said he.

“All right,” replied BHl, laconically.
Whistling gently, hands in pockets.

Piccolo strolling round the gable, lost 
in thought, came to his horse. There Piccolo, 
might be something in what Jack im­
agined, thought he. What should he do?

Sohe wondered. The notion took him 
to ride back to Angus MacPherson’s 
and—he hesitated. What could he do
there? They might nbt pit on the ver- CHAPTER IV.
anda sq late. How, even if they did, “Map. and Smell of Wood Smoke

very old, cer- one

it:
Cilopc*
“Tf w9c double the size when vou 

it today in front of mv veraiv 
<*a. I ' cleaved it with a hammer.
TV vom know what it is? Say! This is 
an ouiet assemblage!"

Tack looked from the stone to Pic-

"Ay, that’s right. Oh, it’s me. and 
no doubt—no doubt.” He sighed, as 
one sighing over his own follv. "Could 
I have a word wi’ ye, Pic?’’ he enquired

over me.

Treasure Trail
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cota and, sitting down, pushed well awav 
from him on the table the book he had 
been reading. His face had the exprès 
sion of: "I told you so!”

"Well, evidently you don’t know," 
said Angus. " Evidently 1 am all quixotic 
in coming to you. You don’t deserve to 
be told! It’s a galena.’’

He set it on the table.
“There," he said, “it’s yours!’ You 

go back to where you got it from and 
look for more, follow it up. Go hunt 
for more to see where this came from, 
whether fallen ftbra above near at hand, 
or washed to where you found it by 
freshets. And when you find the mother- 
lode stake it. ”

“Mother who?” said Piccolo tjlj 
With an absent gesture, like an aut~J 
ton, he drew a stooUoward the tabfc»! 
sat down, elbows On table, to stare 
the little stone with a rapt expra-J 

"Did ye think 1 said Mother Hx 
baid! ’ eiaculated Angus. "Mosses. h2 
es, bosses! Man, do you not know7? 
this is a meeneral country as well as 12 
tuie land for cows and cayuses> Tax 
there staring at that bit of stone as if" 
were a crystal ga-er will not avail 
Go and get, it, as ye micht say arJ“ 
quote the title of one of these mow.1, 
saw in Spokane. Go and get it. Qj

(To be continued.)
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GUELPH’S FIRST HOUSE TO BE RESTORED
A t the instance of the Wellington Historical Society, the old Priory 

Vx building of Guelph, Ontario, erected nearly a century ago by John 
- Galt, the founder of that city, is to be restored. The various trades 
unions in Guelph have offered to contribute tb the restoration and au 
energetic campaign is now being carried on among the citizens to raise 
the balance of the money required to rebuild, in replica, the building 
•a it stood on completion ninety-seven years ago. The old build! 
removed from its original site many years ago, and some of the
log» were replaced with new one», but there are still rpany of the______
remaining that were placed in position by the Canada Company’s axe- 

i men in 1827. For some years the old Priory building was utilized as a 
I passenger station by the Canadian Pacific, but it was abandoned as a 
j station when the town of Guelph outgrew it. Tradition has it that Galt, 
! taking an axe from one of the axemen struck the first blow against 
! the first tree to be felled, after which he and hie party drank to the 
prosperity of Guelph.
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unless it meets with your 
entire satisfaction.

A written guarantee goes 
with every bag of Maple 
Leaf Flour, ensuring satis­
faction or your money back.

Try a bag for your next 
baking. It is made from 
the finest Canadian hard 
wheat expertly milled and 
tested at every stage of the 
milling.

You will find that Maple 
Leaf Flour makes light, 
white wholesome bread; fine 
textured and full flavored 
cakes and biscuits, golden 
flaky pie-crust that melts, in 
your mouth—and you can 
depend on Maple Leaf Flour 
for the same good results 
every time.
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Ask your dealer today 
about a valuable course 
on ‘ ‘ Cookery Arte and 
Kitchen Management,” 

written by Anna Lee 
Scott. Free to ueere ol 
Maple Leal Flour.

1

Maple Leaf Milling Co.
Limited 

Head Office:
Toronto, Ontario
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