CANADIAN COURIER.
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The coolest, sweetest, smoothest tobacco that ever
went into a pipe is
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“Moistener” tins.
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HIGH GRADE
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Ask your dealer to-day for a pocket tin. “Cala- D
bash” tEMixture is zsold also in 2-4-8 and 16 oz. 7
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PALE ALE
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HALF AND HALF
Experience has perfected our products,
established our standard, made our

reputation and proved our guarantee,

On sale in pint and quart bottles
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at all hotels and dealers.

THE *‘ PENETANG LINE ”’--LAUNCHES, ROW BOATS AND CANOES

Staunch, Yet Light In Weight

We build our row-boats of clear Ontario white cedar and

straight-grained white oak. They are therefore staunch and
durable. Light in weight, too, and designed on easy-rowing
lines. Our prices will interest you. Write for them, also for
latest catalogue.

o5 The GIDLEY BOAT CO. Limited, PENETANG, Ont.

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION THE ‘“CANADIAN COURIER.”’

Some gleam of a smile answered the
one Nance gave him. She did not dis-
like him he saw; neither did she mind
his buckskin garments, or the scent of
the teepee that clung to them,—the bit-
ter pungent scent of drying game, and
pine-smoke mingled with tobacco. . . -
He went back to his dogs, and lifted
the long whip. ;

“Oppapago!” Nance called again.
Again he turned while the team fell
into place.

“You are called ‘The runner,” are you
not?”’ she said in Cree.

“Yes,” he answered shortly.

«T call you Oppapago, ‘the whistler,’
she returned, nodding.

“Where have you heard?” he asked

quickly.
" “One morning from a window at the
mission school, I saw you pass and you
called to your brother, the blackbird.
He sat on a tree and answered, and
you called back again, and I listened,
Oppapago—and there was a little half
asleep mottled grey owl on that tree
also, and you called to him in his own
language, and he "answered, as the
blackbird had done; and up—far, far
up among the leaves, there was a blue-
jay—Oh a very saucy fellow! and he
mocked at you and you mocked back
until he grew angry and ruffled up all
his feathers and flew away. And you
laughed and went on, and Sister Mary
Philomena called me to my lessons, and
T heard no more. . . . Please give the
whistle of the blackbird now, Oppa:
pago,” she ended.

The Tndian glanced at Wynn to see
how much he understood of all this,
but the Englishman was busy tighten
ing a snow-shoe thong.

“There are no blackbirds to call now,”
said the runner, half-sullenly.

“Oh no!” Nance answered—*“No. But
it will bring the spring back for a mo
ment if you whistle their song. Please,
Oppapago!”

He touched the leader, and the dogs
started ahead. Tn a moment he had
taken up his steady trot beside them;
yet the pace was mnot so hard as he
had made it before. :

Tor half a mile they went on stead-
ily. Then softly at first, but with a
clear rising sweetness from out some
snow-covered shrubs they were passing
seemed to come the May song of a
blackbird.

Nance drew Ter breath quickly.
Wynn slowed up to listen. The dogs
pricked their ears, and a rabbit sprang
from its form and loped away.

The song ran its short cadences twice
over, then trailed into a few broken
notes and stopped.

“Oh Oppapago!” Nance cried softly,
“You told me the blackbirds had gone!
—One has been left behind—Call to him
quickly!”

“It was Oppapago who whistled,” an-
swered the Indian with a short back
ward glance.

“But the song came from the bush
es yonder,” she returned doubtfully.
“There might be one blackbird left,
perhaps,—just one!”

He shook his head—“That was a
trick,” he said. “I whistled.”

“Then you are very wonderful, Oppa
pago,” said Nance seriously. “I would
give a great deal to be able to mimic
the birds so.” Then, in English: “Is
he not wonderful, Dick?” she insisted.

“Very,” he said warmly, nodding aec-
quiescence. “Very, indeed!”

The runner understood.

“Oppapago is no longer unfriendly,”
Nance said after they had travelled on
awhile. “When he looks back his face
is different. It must make him feel
happier not to hate us, I should think
—vou know what I mean?”

“L fancy I gather the drift of your
meaning,” the man said drawing at his
pipe. “In future I feel I may safely
leave my enemies to you to deal with,
and they will fare better than at my
hands. Now, look ahead! When we
reach those jack pines we will .stop and
take lunch. The hill with the jack
pines—so the Factor told me, stood for
a half-way house to Blue Rock.”

After the noon rest they went stead-
ily on, reaching the rough settlement
by night. In the night a wet snow fell,
that by morning was frrost-hardened,
but it had made the trail too difficult
for the priest’s sleigh and pony.

It was the runner who came to their
rescue. IHe and the Post-agent had bar-
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