The Interlude

(Continued from page 15)

fannot be picked because they die
°O0 soon, but they leave this poison
behind,—that everything after is pale
an‘c} shallow and dull.
; hy doesn’t wreckage of soul kill
like wreckage of body? For me
then there was nothing but the yel-
low sky, the red hot rocks, and the
8irl in the dead dust, and my own
horrified soul, How many things
the desert had shown that poor lad
that was I —hate, love, and death!
t}t1 Was to show me one more, and
€1 to cast me aside.

The hot empty sky, the beautiful
Ot rocks, and her hair across my
t}?OtS' But in a little while I thought

at somewhere among the crags and
World-old watercourses was the man

Who had fired that shot; and then

there was nothing but that thought.
itllve Mminutes,—think of the pity of
ed.;I had been a carel'e'ss, sun—sqak—
q 0y. Now I was this other thing.

know why the rocks are red and
€ sand in the waterways red,” I

:g?ught to myself, to that shattered
'Ng that had been youth, ‘It's to
Prevent my making a mess when I
il him

I hY‘Ou see, I had no doubt of what
CaS ould do. ‘And that's queer, be-
OtuSe all my life I had leaned upon
; €T, taken my thoughts and opin-
NS from others. I looked down at
mer once, moved her hair gently from
ity boots and shook the dust out of
s the Spanish touch had made it
Dat*}): silky. Then I went on up the
oy to find the man who had fired
at shot,
44 Bob had insisted that I should al-
ays take a gun with me, and it was
ersre Now, slung across my should-
g I never took it in hand, not
a\;’mg been long enough away from
Stir and butchers to acquire the in-
Willc% I don’t know whether you
g elieve, but I went bare-handed
myr the man who had killed her,
b OWn death the last thing in my
“ ughts. I knew that I should not
andqu;fkly get rid of that aching pity
dOubt at dreadful rage, and I never
wpped that T should find him.

I its Wwonderful enough, too, that
S find him. I suppose his con-
notpt for me was so great he did
e Ty to hide. I saw him going
rOckn the side of a valley in the red
i 1}:\_/here once a great river ‘had
ang. U8 long old gun in his hand,
. Set after him. He was an In-
» young, light and sure-footed as
thata,ntelope, but I gained on him, and
sto S as wonderful as any of it. He
I pveeii once and took a shot at me.
\Vhina(; a long one, and the bullet
Wi istel' past my ear like a Chinese
Ing toy, and died with a flick

in :

in tt}?e sand. I suppose something
minde way I came showed him my
i, for he leapt up the long shelf

bUtTt(?HChH made by the old river,
i littll more quickly I followed. In
e € We were high above the river-
i’ 2nd I was very close. He had
of 150 ready, and I saw the glint
'S wild eyes beneath his head-
of soft dyed skin and yellow
She fso. € was waiting to turn on
ut I ot and give me another bullet.
of harcll)ulled a wedge-shaped splinter
Stuff rock from the crumbling red
\lt*hn}k of it! my city-bred arm
o clerk’s hand !—and flung it at
ledgeSO quickly that on that narrow
him ¢ ¢ould not guard. It took
Criedacross the spine and he only
the 1 o0ce, falling from the shelf to
the Ottom of the old river, where
“ and was red enough.
Quite \f\éent down to see that he was
Whers ‘?}?d, and then toiled back to
the timsy ¢ lay. I was very weak by
iy I got there, and there seem-
€ a sort of mist over every-
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TURKISH CIGARETTES

. Have you ever tried to smoke a pipe or cigar R

But, you found them unsatisfactory, didn’t you >—found
that they were strong, and wouldn’t draw properly.

Because you’ve had these experiences, is no reason why
you can’t enjoy the pleasure of smoking.

You didn’t take tobacco in the proper

for m—you
Cigarettes.

distinctive flavor.

should

smoke MURAD
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MURAD Cigarettes, although a \<X%%" A
mild smoke, have a rich, full, delicate, ‘

Why not try a package to-day?

wto for 1 cents

S. ANARGYROS

It is made from choice selected Bohemian hops and special malt.
famous Huether method, at Berlin, properly aged and matured.

beer, sparkling with life.

Brewed by the
A light, mild
Will just complete the Christmas Cheer..

Sold by leading dealers. Order at once. Put up in gints and quarts.

Don. Brown, General Agent, Toronto. Phone

ollege 8026.

Christmas Beer

CRESOLENE ANTISEPTIC TABLETS

A simple and effective remedy for

SORE THROATS AND COUGHS

They combine the germicidal value of Cresolene
with t.{e soothing properties of slippery elm and lico-
rice. Your druggist or from us, 10c in stamps.
LEEMING, MILES 60., Limited, Agents, M l. 401

PROFITABLE EMPLOYMENT

You can make from five to ten dollars per day taking subscriptions for the Canadian Courier. We
want a live subscription agent in every town in Canada. If you are looking for employment that
will yield large returns, write for particulars to Circulation Manager, 61 Victoria St., Toronto.

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER.”



