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but yowll have to give me the chance
of making my hotel bill. 1n my coun-
iry Lve seen folks livelier at a funeral.

The glasses were handed round, but
wuen tue gambler reached out towards
the silver at his side, a big ‘bronzed-
skinned rancher stopped him.

»No,” he drawled. “We're not stick-
ing you for a locomotive tank, and this
comes out of my treasury. "I'll call you
three dollars and take my chances on
the draw.”

“Well,” said the dealer, “that’s a lit-
tle more encouraging. Anybody want-
- ing to make it better?”

A young lad in elaborately-embroid-
ered deerskin with a flushed face leaned
upon the table. “Show you how we
play cards in the old country,” he said.
“Pll make it thirty—for a beginning.”

There was a momentary silence, for
the lad had staked heavily and lost of
late, but one or two more bets were
made. Then the cards were turned up,
and the lad smiled fatuously as he took
up his winnings.

“Now I’ll let you see,” he said.
time we’ll make it fifty.”

He won twice more in succession, and
the men closed in about the table, while,
for the dealer knew when to strike, the
glasses went round again, and in the
growing interest mnobody quite noticed
who paid for the refreshment. Then,
while the dollars began to trickle in, the
lad flung a bill for a hundred down.

“Go on,” he said a trifle huskily. “To-
night you can’t beat me!”

Once more he won, and just then two
men came quietly into the room. One
of them signed to the hotel-keeper.

“What’s going on? The boys seem
kind of keen,” he said.

The other man laughed a little. “Fer-
ris has struck a streak of luck, but I
wouldn’t be very sorry if you got him
away, Mr. Courthorne. He has had as
much as he can carry already, and I
don’t want anybody broke up in my
house. The boys can look out for them-
selves, but the Silverdale kid has been
losing a good deal lately, and he doesn’t
know when to stop.”

Witham glanced at his companion,
who nodded. “The young fool,” he
said.

They crossed towards the table in
time to see the lad take up his win-
nings again, and Witham laid his hand
quietly upon his shoulder.

“Come along and have a drink while
you give the rest a show,” he said. “You
seem to have done tolerably well, and
it's usually wise to stop while the
chances are going with you.”

The lad turned and stared at him
with languid insolence in his half-closed
eyes, and, though he came of a lineage
that had been famous in the old coun-
try, there was nothing very prepossess-
ing in his appearance. His mouth was
loose, his face weak in spite of its
inherited pride, and there was little
need to tell either of the men, who no-
ticed his nervous fingers and muddiness
of skin, that he was one who in the
strenuous early days would have worn
the woolly crown.

“Were you addressing me?” he asked.

«] was,” said Witham quetly. “I
was, in fact, inviting you to share our
refreshment. You see we have just
come in.”

“Then,” said the lad, “it was con-
demnable impertinence. Since you have
taken this fellow up, couldn’t you teach
him that it’s bad taste to thrust his
company upon people who don’t want
it, Dane?”

Witham said nothing, but drew Dane,
who flushed a trifle, aside, and when
they sat down the latter smiled dryly.

«You have taken on a big contract,
Courthorne. How are you going to get
the young ass out?” he said.

“Well,” said Witham, “it would gra-
tify me to take him by the neck, but
as I don’t know that it would please
the Colonel if I made a public s]gecta;cle
of one of his retainers, I fancy T’ll have
to tackle the gambler. I don’t know
him, but as he comes from across the
frontier it’s more than likely he has
heard of me. There are advantages 1n
having a record like mine, you see.”

“Tt would, of course, be a kindness
to the lad’s people—but the young fool
is searcely worth it, and it’s not your
affair,” said Dane reflectively.
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Witham guessed the 'drift of the
speech, but he could respect a confi-
dence, and laughed a little. “It’s not
often I have done any one a good turn,
and the novelty has its attractions.”

Dane did not appear contented with
this explanation, but he asked nothing
further, and the two sat watching the
men about the table, who were evi-
dently growing eager.

“That’s two hundred the kid has let
go,” said somebody.

There was a murmur of excited voices,
and one rose hoarse and a trifle shaky
in the consonants above the rest.’

“Show you how a gentleman can stand
up, boys. Throw them out again. Two
hundred this time on the game!”

There was silence and the rustle of
shuffled cards; then once more the
voices went up. “Against him! Bet-
ter let up before he takes your farm.
Oh, let him face it and show his grit—
the man who slings round his hundreds
can afford to lose!”

The lad’s face showed a trifle paler
through the drifting smoke, though a
good many of the cigars had gone out
now, and once more there was the still-
ness of expectancy through which a
strained voice rose.

“Going to get it all back.
you four hundred.”

Witham rose and moved forward
quietly, with Dane behind him, and then
stood still where he could see the table.
He had also very observant eyes, and
was free from the excitement of those
who had a risk oa the game. Still,
when the cards were dealt, it was the
gambler’s face he watched. For a brief
space mobody moved, and then the lad
flung down his cards and stood up with
a greyness in his cheeks and his hands
shaking.

“You've got all my dollars now,” he
said. “Still, Il play you for doubles
if yowll take my paper.”

The gambler nodded, and flung down
a big pile of bills. “I guess Tll trust
you. Mine are: here.”

The bystanders waited motionless,
and none of them made a bet, for any
stakes they could offer would be trifles
now; but they glanced at the lad who
stood tensely still, while Witham
watched the face of the man at the
table in front of him. For a moment
he saw a flicker of triumph in his eyes,
and that decided him. Again, one by
one, the cards went down, and then,
when everybody waited in strained ex-
pectancy, the lad seemed to grow limp
suddenly and groaned.

“You ecan let up,” he said hoarsely.
“T’'ve gone down!”

Then a hard brown hand was laid

upon the table, and while the rest
stared in astonishment, a voice which
had a little stern ring in it said, “Turn
the whole pack up, and hand over the
other one.”
* In an instant the gambler’s hand
swept beneath his jacket, but it was a
mistaken move, for as swiftly the other
hard, brown fingers closed upon the pile
of bills, and the men, too astonished to
murmur, saw Witham leaning very
orim in face across the table. Then it
tilted over beneath him, and the cards
were on the gambler’s knees, while, as
the two men rose and faced each other,
something glinted in the hands of one of
them.

It is more than probable that the man
did not intend to use it, and trusted
to its moral effect, for the display of
pistols is not regarded with much toler-
ation on the Canadian prairie. In any
case, he had not the opportunity, for
in ‘another moment Witham’s right hand
closed upon his wrist, and the gambler
was struggling fruitlessly to extricate
it. He was a muscular man, with doubt-
Jess a sufficiency of nerve, but he had
not toiled with his arss and led a Spar-
tan life for eight long years. Before
another few seconds had passed he was
wondering whether he would ever use
that wrist again, while Dane picked
up the fallen pistol and put it in his
pocket with the bundle of bills Witham
handed him.

“Now,” said the latter, “I want to do
the square thing. If you’ll let us strip
you and turn out your pockets, we'll
see you get any winnings you’re en-
titled to when we've straightened up
the cards.”

I’ll stake
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Our Banner Brand Marma-
lade is made from Spanish
and Italian bitter oranges and
the highest grade of granu-
lated sugar. There is abso-
lutely nothing else init. It
: is the best Marmalade made
anywhere in the world. Try it, and your verdict will accord with
our statement. If your dealer cannot supply you, kindly send us
his name and address.

Put up in 8-0z and 12-0z glass jars, and 2.1b and 5-lb gold-lacquered (non-corrosive) tins.
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LONG RANGE SHOOTING HAS TESTED “ROSS”, RIFLES.

And it is satisfactory to know that the ‘“Ross” Sporting Models have in practice
continued the successes achieved in their technical test and both hit and anchor game
in a manner which has won the “Ross” great favour in India and other countries where
large game is hunted and shot from extreme ranges. For this latter purpose the Ross
fitted with telescopic sights is extensively used. he “Ross” 280 High Velocity retails
at $70.00, and is the most powerful hunting weapon made.

Other “Ross” models from $25.00 and up. Illustrated Catalogue on request.
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The value goes up with the
volume. We're making Ford cars
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__that’s the reason we can't keep
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yourself against disappointment
by getting your Ford to-day.

Our factories produced nearly a quarter of a
million Model T’s. Prices: Runabout, $675;
Touring Car, $750; Town Car, $1,000—f.0.b.
Walkerville, Ont., with all equipment. 'For
particulars get “Ford Times”—an interesting
automobile magazine. It’s free—from Walker-
ville factory. Ford Motor Company of Can-
ada, Limited.
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