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How are you fixed when goods arrive?

OES your shipping room present a scene of noisy, bustling disorder?
Avre you compelled to clog or temporarily paralyse the running of

your business by shorthanding your various departments in order
to accommodate fresh shipments as they amive? Or, is it possible for
one or two men to take hold and expeditiously, economically and safely---
without waste of time or energy---dispose of the goods systematically
and in proper arrangement. Your answer depends upon whether or

Or1s FENSOM

SLEVATORS

In point of utility, convenience and economical efficiency, your Otis-
Fensom Flevator bears the same indispensable relation to modern business
as the telephone, typewriter and electric light. It makes for decidedly
improved business conditions. It saves labor---it saves time--—it saves
calling clerks, salesmen or other employees from their regular duties in
the store or office. It enables you to keep your ground floor clean and
inviting, and to use all of the ground floor space for salesmanship and dis-
play. It does away with expensive hand labor and substitutes mechanical
facilities that keep pace with the increasing demands of your business.

Send for **Freight Elevalors and their Uses."’

The Otis-Fensom Elevator Co., Limited

Traders Bank Building : : : Toronto

Whenever
the Best
is desired

Order

WHITE LABEL ALE

Famous throughout the community for its distinctive flavor---
the taste of selected batley malt and mature Kent hops.

Brewed and bottled at Queen Street under absolutely
sanitary conditions and sold by all good dea'ers and hotels.

DOMINION BREWERY COMPANY, Limited

TORONTO

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PIAASE MENTION THE ‘‘OANADIAN COURIER."’

CANADIAN COURIER.

rocks, and was crowned by a clump of
young birch that had grown circle-
wise, and bent in such fashion that
their drooping branches touched and
they formed a natural shelter not un-
like the willow wickiups* of the desert
Indians of Shoshone Land.

The man knew the spot and climbed
to it. He had eaten his supper of bis-
cuit, so now he took out his pipe and
smoked. A restless desire to get away
from this unpeopled place and back
to the yellow candle-light and fire-
glow of the old man’s shack seized
him, and held him and wearied him.
He was tired—tired to death of being
alone. He would shorten the night by
sleep he at last resolved; would “will
to sleep,” whatever thoughts torment-
ed him,

The silver-grey moon sailed down
the sky companioned by the the stars,
and shone through the twig-laced
chinks of his tent. Two white owls,
lantern-eyed fly-by-nights, brushed the
roof of it.

A coyote glided across the hoof-
beaten path below the hill and scented
the air, but the moon troubled him
more than his half-roused suspicions.
The sun and the stars he knew, but
the moon that sometimes bloomed like
a red wonder-flower in the sky, and
sometimes was small and sharp of
edge as a hunter’s knife, and again
floated high, white and ominous, and
ringed with violet that foretold storms,
—the moon troubled him, and he howl-
ed at it bitterly for many minutes. A
little cold wind blew up and swayed
the birch-branches, but the man slept
unheeding.

In the twilight of the morning Wynn
found himself suddenly awake and lis-
tening. His nerves tingled with the
feeling that he was being watched—
and watched by some hidden thing.
Rising on one elbow he listened, peer-
ing through the low branches.

No,—nothing was near.
that he could see.

“Probably a beastly bob-cat,” he
said, throwing off the unpleasant sen-
sation with an effort, and stretching
mightily, for he was stiff from the
night-chill, “Queer—but I invariably
have that uncanny feeling when
there’'s a bob-cat about.”

Risging, he pushed the swaying
branches apart. A ghostly pearl-
white mist shrouded the lonesome
hill and draped the land, making it
impossible to see far, but it seemed
to the man that he caught the faint
sound of hoof-beats. In a moment
more he was sure, and it was good to
him to hear a sound definite, and in-
disputable.

Presently down the hard path be-
low came a young bull moose and a
yearling. They were swinging along
together at their peculiar pounding
trot, and made playful lunges at each
other apparently in the highest spirits.

As they came up to the base of the
hill the bull stopped dead, and lifted
his head inquiringly. He stood in fine
relief, a silhouette against the misty
light.

It was the man’s chance. His
nerves were tense with watching; his
rifle already raised. He sighted—fired.

The young bull went down with the
shot,—quivered dreadfully, straighten-

Nothing

ed, and was still. The yearling looked !
on in wild-eyed wonder, then bolted, |

and was lost among the half-grown
tamaracs.

The man drew a long breath. He
had done what he hated to do, and
was glad it was over. Taking. his
knife he started down hill, As he
halted a moment by the dead moose, a
bullet whizzed over his shoulder. The
report rang against the rocky hills,
and passed. >

Wynn stood as though petrified.
The leather rifle-rest stitched on the
shoulder of his corduroy coat had n
cut slightly by the bullet.

Swinging about he lifted his hands
to his mouth and gave a long, clear
“Hal—loo"” twice.

“UInpleasantly close,” he commented
with a soft whistle. “Now what fool
Indian mistook me for big game?—’-Or
__or did any fool-Indian? There’s a

—
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+¢‘Wickiup’' willows planted in a circ
drawn over to an arch, and tied about thg
withes. These form a sort of tent, nén?_-
used by the desert Indians of Southern Cali

fornia and Mexico.

chance that some half-mad or over-
bold Trapper has strayed into the
haunted territory—just one chance.
However, as the College boys used to
say, “I’ve put him wise.”

Wynn still stood by the moose, his
far-sighted eyes sweeping the ‘rough
land. The mist was rising now, and
the Eastern sky turned golden and
pink, while over the ground was a
silver net of hoar-frost.

As he was about to turn to his w
a second bullet sang over his shoulder.
This time the corduroy was bitten into
beneath the rifle rest.

The man caught his breath sharﬂ’
and his eyes blazed, He gave a chorg'
hard laugh. “Fancy shooting! There's
a method in that madness. He's not
shooting to kill—but to let me

and

he ean kill—when he gets good
Again he searched the land about

ready.”

him. No puff of snioke showed
through the trees. ‘“Francois, I 3
lieve!” Wynn asserted half-aloud.

“It may be his dislike for me is be-
coming concrete;—at least, there is

no other such shot hereabouts. He

may hide behind the tamaraecs, or the
alders. Possibly he prefers rock shel-

ter. In the direction from whence i
those shots came a man has his ch §
of cover. I'll give him ten minutes to

fire again, and then he will go, I be-
lieve—shod in silence. I won';

take to the timber. It wouldn’t be of

the slightest use. Sooner or latepr 1
should emerge, and then,—Oh, my
enemy! Another shot, and this
through the heart. First the tortu
then the kill. To prolong the tort

is' to defer the death. No! I win not
take to cover. There is one chance,
By defying him long .enough I

get it. I apologise to all wild
Francois and they are of no kin. He
is brother to the adder in the grass,
and the copper-head.”

Probably the man did not know
he spoke. He watched for some faint-
est puff of smoke and waited, stand-
ing beside the moose as absolutely
still as the stiffening beast.

Just before the allotted ten minutes
passed, again came the singing bullet
from seemingly farther off. This
it went a trifle deeper and gra
skin beneath the coat in gth:e"l the
spot where it had been cut before

When the report died, Wynn ﬁ.ook
his knife, knelt down and went to
work. Whether he guessed rightly or
not, nothing further disturbed him,
and by noon he started across
marsh, his canoe heavy ia the water

(To be continued.)

Canada’s Jubilee

(From the Ottawa Citizen.)

A MOST attractive proposal

been made by Mr. C. R. MeCuy)
lough in an article in The Canuu..
Courier, which is already being rg
ceived with marked approval. 3
suggestion comes with particular a
propriateness from Mr. McCu]lough
who was the organizer of the fi
Canadian Club in Canada, the c‘nm
dian Club of Hamilton. In 1917 tha
Dominion of Canada will celebrate {
jubilee, and Mr. McCullough’s D ta
posal is that preparations be madem
celebrate it by the holding of g to
patriotic festival at Ottawa, ag w
;).)s hiOIldnga s;l)lecial celebration Q;}
ominion Day throughou
country. e - bt

Mr. McCullough proposes that

surviving father of Confederation a
all the parliamentarians who have e
in the Senate and Commonsg 31“‘
1867, should reassemble at the e
tal, together with the surv
ernors-General and the mgitngd Do
guished representatives of the i
ous branches of the country’s aetjes.
ties. And that these should beu*x
nucleus of a great gathering to the
ce've and welcome Their Majesties 3
King George and Queen Mary, ME(#

that representative statesmen of
ain and the Outer Britains, be in &
as the nation's guests. The Citizas
contributes the suggestion that in
meantime the Government of Can
should erect a fitting memoria]
Confederation in the Capital,
it should be unveiled by Mig
on Dominion Day, 1917,




