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BEAVER” FLOUR
Yon see, she can depend on "Beaver” Flour.
She knows its uniformly good qualities. She knows what 

wwite. homemade flavor bread—what light, delicious Cake 
arad Pastry—she gets when she uses “Beaver” Flour. That 
n. why she always orders “Beaver" Flour and insists on 
fcavisig it. Do you >

write for prices an Feed. Coarse Grains and 
Cereals. The T. H. Taylor Co.. Limited. Chatham, Ont. M

Picture Frames.
All Rinds ot Picture Framing Done at 

Right Prices.

I :%
r w

ROOM MOULDING FOR SA E
H. K. W. MflLTBY.

«0.38—tf. NEWCASTLE. N. B.

PRINTED STATIONERY.
A It is as itnpor1 « u that you use neatly printed stationery as it is th>

you dress welt
Many Peo > * » ith whom you correspond judge you by the business 

paper you use

WE HAVE THE MOST CORRECT [STYES.

The Adv Kate Publishing Company,
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Christy Mathewson 
Says:
“TIk' Baseball Magazine just 

touches the spot. F.vcry true lover 
<f Baseball and Out-Door Sport 
should read it every month.”
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CHTJ3TY MATHCWSOiJ

Cliockfnl of sorte * and t 
witli kfj from cover ! > cov 
zincs thaï fill you "p v i:h : 
hue VH* Rascball Maj'.i/.h*
<tki pan>:, alive, puls:

Kr. tells vou all ah. a “V : 
Tvnrtdry, Prank Vh:v: . an !

layers, just wh » they are, 
and all alxjut them.
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Want to be strong?
Eat more Quaker Oats. Fat it for 

breakfast every day. This advice is 
■coming from all sides as a result of 
recent experiments on foods to de
termine which arc the best for strength 
end endurance. It has been proved 
that caters of Quaker Oats and such 
cereals arc far superior in strength and 
«Endurance to those who rely upon the 
«suai diet of heavy, greasy foods.

When all is said and done on the 
cereal food question, the fact remains 
that for economy and for results in 
liealth and strength, Quaker Oats stands 
first of all. It is the most popular 
ifood in the world among the foods 
■old in packages. It’s worth a trip to 
Peterborough to see these great mills.

Pot up in two sizes, the regular pack- 
Hge and the large family size, which is 
■■ore convenient for those who do not 
Mve in town. The large package con- 
fcadsa a piece of handsome china for thr

SrUtNiCKI) TIliK ItOILK..........
‘Let nu; see.’ yawned thr man wh 

generally bought a box of mate In 
and atv a quart of prunes and loafrv 
aroaiul the vornev grocery an "nom . 
T am interested in naval affairs. 
Which is the strongest fort in you 
estimation Y*

’Roquefort,’ blurted out the exasp
erated grocer, ‘Roquefort chocs- . 
Anything else you would like to kno\\ 
before I tap a barrel of herringY*

THOSE ROTI I AM SHARKS.
Silas R.vetop ‘Mark from Non York. 

vb Y I low did yeou like the town, 11 i V
Hiram If a rdupple—‘Cot bunkoed, 

lie gosh. Some smart simp said .for 
a quarter he’d direct me to the Flat- 
Iron 'building' where they made Hat - 
irons, ami when I got there I couldn't 
buy a Hat iron to save me life, ho go.sli!

•Mildred -‘I know it I* Mrs. Xewgllts 
first visit to Florida.’

Maud—‘How do you knowY’ Is she 
telling everybody that she is going t > 

j Palm Beach? '
I Mildred—‘No, she Is telling them
l:at she is going t ) 1 awlnt Li each."

meditative eyes the shadow ot a great 
unvoiced longing. He told her of his 
father, the crotchety old soldier whose 
absurd sense of duty and whose elab
orate southern courtesy had become a 
byword in the south. He told her 
household tales that were prized like 
pieces of the Burrell plate, beautiful 
heirlooms of sentiment that mark the 
honor of high blooded houses, follow
ing which there was much to recount 
of the Meades, from the admiral who 
fought as a boy in the bay of Tripoli 
down to the cousin who was at An
napolis. the while his listener hung 
upon his words hungrily, her mind so 
quick in pursuit of his that it spurred 
him unconsctofaly, her great, dark 
eyes feoff closed in silent laughter or 
wide with wonder, and in them al
ways the warmth of the leaping fire
light, blended with the trust of a new
born virginal love.

Then he began to laugh silently.
“What is it?” she said curiously.
“Oh, nothing! I was just wondering 

what my straitlaced ancestors would 
say if they could see me now.”

“What do you mean 7” the girl asked 
In open eyed wonderment.

“I don’t care.” he went on. unheed
ing her question. “They did worse 
things in their time, from what I hear.” 
He leaned forward to draw her to 
him.

“Worse things! But we are doing 
nothing bad.” said Necia, holding him 
off. “There’s no wrong in loving.”

“Of course not,” he assured her.
“I am proud of it.” she declared. “It 

Is the finest thing, the greatest thing, 
that has ever come into my life. Why,
I simply can’t hold it. I want to sing 
It to the stars and cry It out to the 
whole world. Don’t you?”

“I hardly think we’d better adver
tise,” he said dryly.

“Why not?”
“Well, I shouldn’t care to publish the 

tale of this excursion of ours. Would 
you?”

“I don’t see any reason against it. I 
have often taken trips with Poieon 
and been gone with him for days and 
days at a time.”

“But you were not a woman then,” 
he said softly.

“No, not until today, that’s true. 
Dear, dear, hvw I did grow all of a 
sudden! And yet I’m just the same as 
1 was yesterday, and I’ll always be , 
the same, just a wild little. Please j 
don’t ever let me be a big tame. I 
don’t want to be commonplace and or
dinary. I want to be natural—and 
good.”

“You couldn’t be like other women,” 
he declared, and there was more ten
derness than hunger in his tone now 
as she looked up at him trustingly 
from the shelter of his arms. “It 
would spoil you to grow up.”

“It is so good to be alive and to love 
you like this!” she continued dreamily, 
staring into the fire. “I seem to have 
come out of a gloomy house into the 
glory of a warm spring day. for ray 
eyes are blinded, and 1 can’t sec half 
the beautifuls 1 want to. there arc so 
many about me.”

“Those are my arms,” Interjected the 
soldier lightly in an effort to ward off 
her growing seriousness.

“I’ve never been afraid of anything, 
and yet I feel so safe inside them. 
Isn’t it queer?”

The young man became conscious of 
a vague disepmfort and realized dimly 
that for hours now he had been smoth
ering with words and caresses a some
thing that had striven with him to be 
heard, a something that instead of 
dying grew stronger the more utterly 
this innocent maid yielded to him. It 
was as if he had ridden impulse with 
rough spurs in a fierce desire to dis
tance certain voices and in the first 
mad gallop had lost them, but now far 
back heard them calling again more 
strongly every moment A man’s hon
or if old may travel feebly, but Its 
pursuit is persistent. It was the talk 
about his people that had raised this 
uneasiness and Indecision, he thought. 
Why had he ever started It?

“The marvelous part of it all,” con- j 
tinned the girl, “is that it will never 
end. I know I shall love you always. 
Do you suppose l am really different 
from other girls?”

“Everything Is different tonight—the 
whole world,” he declared impatiently.

“I’ve had a big handicap,” she said, 
“but you must help me to overcome It 
I want to bo like your sister.”

lie rose and piled move wood upon 
the fire. What possessed the girl? It 
was as if she knew each cunning joint 
of his armor, as if she had realized her 
peril and had act about the awakening 
of Ills conscience deliberately and with 
a cautious wisdom beyond her years. 
Well, she bad done It. and lie swore to 
himself. Then ho molted at the sight 
of her, crouched there against the 
shadows, following Ills every move
ment with her soul in her eyes, the 
tond crest trace of a smile upon her 
lips.

When she beheld him gazing at her 
she tilted her head sideways daintily, 
ilkorft little bird.

“Oh, my! Wliat a fierce you are all 
at once!”

Her smile flashed up ns If illumined 
by the leaping Maze, and lie crossed 
quickly, kneeling beside her.

He 1 Med up a great sweet scented

vouch of springy boughs and fashioned 
her a pillow out of a bundle of smaller 
ones, around which he wrapped his 
khaki coat; then he removed her high 
laced boots and, taking her tiny feet, 
one in the palm of either hand, bowed 
his head over them and kissed them 
with a sense of her gracious purity 
and his own unworthiness. He spread 
one of the big gray blankets over her 
and tucked her in. while she sighed in 
delightful languor, looking up JK him 
all thç time.

“I’ll sit here beside you for awhile,” 
he said. “I want to smoke a bit”

At times a great desire to feel her 
Id his arma, to have her on his breast, 
surged over him. for he had lived long 
apart from women, and the solitude ot 
the night seemed to mock him. He 
was a strong man, and in his veina 
ran the blood of wayward forbears 
who were wont to possess that which 
they conquered in the lists of lore, 
mingled with which was the blood of 
spirited southern women who had on 
occasion loved not wisely, according to 
Kentucky rumor, but only too wetL 
Nevertheless they were honest men 
and women, if oversentimental, and 
had transmitted to him a heritage of 
chivalry and a high sense of honor and 
courage. Her love had placed a bar
rier between them greater and more 
insurmountable than her blood.

He gently withdrew his fingers from 
her grasp and, seeing the other side of 
the wickiup, covered himself over 
without disturbing her and fell asleep.

It was early dawn when Necia crept 
to him.

“I dreamed you had gone away,” she 
said, shivering violently and drawing 

I close. “Oh, it was a terrible awaken
ing”—

“I was too tired to dream,” he said.
“So I had to come and see if you 

were really here.”
He quickly rekindled the fire, and 

they made a hasty breakfast Before 
the warmth of the rising sun had pen
etrated the cold air they had climbed 
the ridge and obtained a wondrous 
view of broken country, the hills 
alight with the morning rays, the val
leys misty and mystical.

“I wish Stark was not one of Lee’s 
party,” he said once “He may mis
understand our being together this

But when he learns that we love 
each other that will explain every
thing.”

I “I am not so sure. He doesn’t know 
1 you as Lee and Poieon and your fa

ther do. I think we had better say 
nothing at all about—you and me—to 
any one.”

They clung to the divide for several 
hours, then descended Into the bed of 
a stream, which they followed until it 
joined a larger one a couple of miles 
below', and there, sheltered in a grove 
of whispering firs, they found Lee’s 
cabin nestling in a narrow, forked val- 

. ley.
“There’s no one here,” said Necia 

1 gleefully. “We’ve beat them In! We’ve 
heat them in!”

j They bad been walking rapidly since 
dawn, and, although Burrell’s watch 
showed 2 o’clock, she refused to halt 
for lunch, declaring that the others 
might arrive at any moment, so down 
they weut to the lower end of “No 
Creek” Lee’s location, where Burrell 
blazed a smooth spot on the down
stream side of a tree and wrote there
on at Neeia’s dictation. When he had 
finished she signed her name, and ho

“i’ll sit Jure beside yon for awhile,” 
said.

ho

witnessed it, then paced off 410 stops, 
where \p squared a spruce tree, which 
she ituyked:

Low y center end stake of No. 1 below 
disco wry. N1CC1A GALE, Locator.

“Now you stake the one below 
mine,” she said. "It’s just as good and 
maybe better. Nobody can tell.” But 
he shook his head.

“I’m not going to stake anything,” 
said ho.

“You must!” she cried quickly, tho 
sparkle dying front her eyes. “You 
said you would, or I never would lmvo 
brought you.”

“I merely said 1 would coino with 
yon,” he corrected. “I did not promise 
to take up a claim, for I don’t think I 
ought to do so. If I were a civilian it 
would lie different, but this ï« govern
ment; laud, and ! am a part of the goy-

ermnenr. as it were. Then. too. in ad
dition to the question of my right to 
do it. there would be the certainty of 
making enemies of your people, old 
‘No Creek’ and the rest, and I can’t 
afford that now.”

All arguments and pleading were in 
vain. He remained obdurate and in
sisted on her locating two other claims 
for herself, one on each of the smaller 
creeks where they came together above 
tlie house.

“But nobody ever stakes more than 
one claim ou a gulch.” objected the 
girl. “It’s a custom of the miners.”

“Then we’ll call each one of these 
branches a different and separate 
creek.” he said. “The gold was carried 
down one of those smaller streams, 
and we won’t take any chances on 
which one it was.”

CHAPTER VIL
THE MAGIC Or BEN STAKE.

B
EFORE the party came in sight 

the sound of their voices 
reached the cabin, and Burrell 
rose nervously and sauntered 

to the door. Uncertain how this affair 
might terminate, he chose to get first 
look at his enemies, if they should 
prove to be such, realizing the advan
tage that goes to a man who stands 
squarely on both feet. Then be heard 
Lee say;

“Well. Ill be d-----d! Somebody’s
here ahead of ua.”

“We’ve been beaten!” growled Stark 
aaerily, pushing past him and coming 
around the corner, an ug’.y look in his 
eyee.

“Good afternoon.” Burrell nodded 
pleasantly.

Lee answered him unintelligibly. 
Stark said nothing, but Runnion’a ex
clamation waa plain.

“It's that cursed blue belly!”
“When did yon get here?” said Stork 

after a pause.
“A few hours ago.”
“How did you come?" asked Lee. 
“Black Bear creek,” said the soldier 

curtly, at which Runnion broke into 
profanity.

“Better hush,” Burrell admonished 
him. “There’s a lady inside.” And at 
that instant Necia showed her laugh
ing face under his arm, while the 
trader uttered her name in amaze
ment

“Lunch is ready,” she said. “We’ve 
been expecting you for quite awhile.”

“Ba gar! Dat’s funny t'ing for 
sure.” said Poieon. “Who tol* you 
’bout dis strike, eh?”

“Mother. 1 made her,” the girl an
swered.

“Take off your packs and come in,” 
Burrell invited, but Stark strode for
ward.

“Hold on a minute. This don’t look 
good to me. You say your mother told 
you. I suppose you’re Old Man Gale's 
other daughter, eh?”

Necia nodded.
“What time of day was it when you 

learned about this?”
“Cut that out!” roughly interjected 

Gale. “I>o you think I double crossed 
you?”

The other turned upon Lira.
“It looks that way, and I intend to 

find out. You said yesterday you 
hadn’t told anybody.”

“I didn’t think about the woman,” 
said the trader, a trifle disconcerted, 
whereupon Runnion gave vent to an 
Ironical sneer.

“But here’s your girl and this man 
ahead of us. I suppose there’s others 
on the way too.”

“Nonsense!” Burrell cut in.
“I call it sleeck work,” chuckled the 

Canadian, slipping out of his straps. 
“Do nex’ tarn' I go stampedin’ l tak’ 
you ’long. Necia.”

“Me, too,” said Lee. “And now I'm 
goin’ to tear into some of them beans 
I smell a-bilin’ in yonder.”

The others followed, although Stark 
and Runnion looked black and had lit
tle to sav It was an uncomfortable 
meal. Every one was ill at ease. Gale 
in particular was quiet and ate less 
than any of them. His eyes sought 
Stark’s face frequently, and once the 
blood left his cheeks and his eyes 
blazed as he observed the gambler 
boldly eying Necia.

“You are a mighty good looking girl 
for a ‘blood,’ ” remarked Stark at last.

“Thank you,” she replied simply, ami 
the soldier's dislike of the man crxstal- 
lized into liaUc on the instant. There 
was a tone hack of his words that 
seemed aimed at the trader, Mvtule 
thought, hut Gale showed no sign of 
it, so the ureal was finished in silence, 
after which the five belated prospect
ors went out to make their locations, 
for the fear of interruption was upou 
them now.

First they went downstream, and, 
according to their agreement, the trad
er staked first, followed by Poieon and 
Stark, tints throwing Runniou's claim 
more than a mile distant f >m Lee's 
discovery. From here they went up 
tlie creek to find the girl's other loca
tions, one on each branch, at which 
Stark sneeriugly remarked that she 
had pre-empted enough ground for a 
full grown white woman.

Runniou’s displeasure was even more 
open, and lie fell into foul mouthed 
muilcrings, addressing himself to Po
ieon and Stark while the trader was ( 
out of earshot.

“This affair don't smell right, and I 
still think It's a frame-up."

“Bali!” exclaimed l>oret.
“The old mail sent the girl on ahead 

of us to blanket all the good ground. 
That’S wliat he did !”

“Watt wan tuiuuit,” interrupted Po
ieon, his voice as soft as,a woman’*.
“I loi' you dut 1 know all 'bout dis 
Black Bear creek too. You ’member, 
eh? Wunl.'mvhbe you I'luk I'm traitor 
too? W’ab? W’y dun' you spile out?”

Tlie three of them were alone, and 
only the sound of Gale's ax came to 
them, but at the light in tlie 'ana- 
«linn's face Rtwmion hastily disclaimed 
UUÏ such thought ou Lis part, and

Stark' shruggisl his denial.
There are men quite devoid of the- 

ability to read the human face, andj 
Runnion was of this species. More-' 
over, malice was so bitter in his mouth, 
that he must have it out. So when* 
they paused to blaze the next stake ho^ 
addressed himself to Stark loud enough 
for Poieon to hear. *.

“That lieutenant is more of a man 
than I thought he was.”

“Ilow so?” inquired the older man. 
“Well, it takes nerve to steal a girl 

for one night and then face the fa
ther. but the old man don’t seem to 
mind it any more than she does. I 
guess he knows what it meanp, all 
right." £

Stark laughed raucously.
“That's probably how Gale got hi» 

squaw,” concluded Runnion, with a 
sneer.

It seemed a full minute before the 
Frenchman gave sigu that he had 
heard; then a strange cry broke from 
his throat, and he Logan to tremble as 
if with cold. He was no longer the 
singer of songs or the man who was

I* forever a boy. The mocking auger of 
a moment ago was gone. In its place 
was a consuming fury that sucked the 

I blood from beneath his tan. leaving 
! him the pallor of ashes, while his 
• mouth twitched and his head rolled 
• slightly from side to side like a palsied 
J old man’s. But evidently Poieon meant 
‘ no violence, for he allowed the passion 
t ta ran from him freely until V • •A- 
J spent Its rigor, then sakl to Runnion:
I “Somebody go!u’ die for w’at you say 
j Jus* now. Mebbe it’s goin* Ik* you,
■ m’sieu; mebbe it’s goin’ he him. I 
I can’t tell yet, hut I’m hope an' pray 

It’s goin* l>e you. biccause I Vink w’ât 
you say is a lie, an’ nobody can spilt 
dose kin’ of lie ’bout Necia Gale.”

He went crashing blindly through 
the underbrush, his head wagging, his 
shoulders slumped loosely forw ard like 
those of a drunken man, his lips fram
ing words they could not understand.

When he had disappeared Runniom 
drew a deep breath.

“1 guess I’ve framed something for 
Mr. Burrell this time.”

“You go about it queer,” said Stark. 
“I’d rather tackle a gang saw than a 
man like Poieon poret Your frame- 
up may work double.”

“Huh! No chance. The soldier was 
out all night alone with that half 
breed girl, and anybody can see she’s 
crazy about him. What's the answer?” 

“Have you got your eye on her too?” 
“Sure! Do you blame me?”
“No. but she’s too good for you. Bet

ter stay out,” the gambler advisedL. 
As a matter of fact, I don't like her 
father any better than you like her 
lovers"—

“Wei:, it's mutual. I can see Gale 
hates you like poisou.”

—“ami 1 don't intend to see him and 
his tribe hog all the best ground here
abouts.”

“They've already done it. You can’t 
stop them.”

"Yes. I can stop them.” said Stark. 
“1 want the ground that girl has 
staked, and I’m going to get it. It lies 
next to Lev’s, and it’s sure to be rich. 
Ours is so far away it may not be 
worth the recorder’s fees. This creek 
may he as spotted as a coach dog, so 
I don't intend to take any chances.”

“She made her locations legally,’* 
said Runnion.

“You leave that to me. When will 
the other boys be here?”

“Tomorrow morning. I told them to 
follow about four hours behind and 
not to run in on us till we had finished. 
They’ll camp a few miles down the 
creek and he in early.”

“You couldn't get but three, eh?” 
“That's all 1 could find who would! 

agree to give up half.”
“Van we count on them?”
“Hull!” the other grunted. “They, 

worked with me and Soapy Smith on 
tlie Skagway trail."

“Good—five against three, not count- 
leg tlie girl and the lieutenant,” Stark 
mused. "Well, that will do it.” He 
outlined his plan; then tlie two re
turned to the cabin to find I.ev cook
ing supper.

1'oleon had finished several pipes 
and after supper sat in the shadows in 
the open doorway apparently tired and 
dejected, though his eyes shone like 
diamonds and roved f-otn one to the 
«•ther. Half unconsciously be heard 
Stark saying:

“This girl was about your size, but 
not so dark. However, you remind me 
of her in some ways. That's why it 
puts her in my mind. I suppose. She 
v.as about your age at the lime— nine-
teeli.”

“Oh. I’m not eighteen yet,” said Ne-

“Well, she was a fine woman any- 
11 >x\. the best tl.tit ever set l"'»ot in 
Vhamlon, and there xxas a great deal 
of talk when she • Imse young Bennett 
over the Gaylord man. for P.eniiett 
had been running xivoiid best from 
the si art, and everybody thought it 
was settled between her and the other 
one. However, they were married

The story did not interest Hie Cana
dian. ilis mind was in too great agi
tation to care for «lead tales. His 
It- art burned within him too fiercely, 
and I»*» felt too ..ivat a desire to put 
his hands to work. As he watched 
i’tirrcM and Runnion bend over tho 
table looking at a little «an of gold 
«last that Lev had taken from under 
I ia bunk his ryes grew red and blood- 
j b ot beneath his bat brim. Which one 
of Hie two would it lie? lie wondered.
1 rum his eye he saw 

s bed, where he 
! f to si Doive, and 
v from his belt, 
mullet! I< v.klann t 
•eg!n to clean the- 
«•ver ft earnestly, 
u I.e had ex er 
i .» ih. o.eal mail
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