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SYNOPSIS,
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Pllets of Dally's lumber camp directs
L r to i camp Walter Bandry
Aroduces himesll to John Dally, fore
man, as “the Dilingworthi Lumber Co,,
or t of It He makes acgquaintance
with the camp and the work he Has coms
from the Eas! 1o superintend and make
. He writes 1o his father that
intends to got a handtul of the wenlth

in the uncut timber of the region He
lete permission to ride Binck BWolt

oree, In ah emergency e

to the foreman that he does not
k ent.  Rilets tells him of the
He dlacoveras thiat Bijstz benrs

the sign of the Bllets trive of Indians and

™ what her surname o Tn the
fluah of & tender moment he calis her
l::'r“ Night Wind in the Pines” and kisses

CHAPTER VIII,
A Newcomer Among the Pines.

One day soon after the men returned
with word of the raft's safe delivery
into the hands of Captain Graftz, San
dry, working over his books fn the Uit
tie office, heard a strange volce with:
out.

“Oh, no,” It was saying in fresh,
aweel accopts—and the very tone sald
East—"You need not wait, [I'm going
to stay. If this |s the office, or head-

quarters of this place, I'll find whosver |

18 In charge. Just put my trunk on
that pile of timber. Be carefn)!
do be careful! That case contains my

gold! There—that's
what do | owe you?"
There was an answer and the clink
of money, and Sandry rose just as the
office door opened. It was the East

right.

The stranger fashed a  brilliant
glance at her, and with an Inimitably
pretty gusture reached out & gloved
hand and patted her arm, bare under
the rolled-up sleeve,

“Mr  Sandry,” called John Daily,
standing on the foot-log, “will ye come
down here a minnit?"

"Siletz.” sald Ma. when the glitter-
ing guest had boen shut away In San-
dry's little south room, “what for do
you want we ghould keep her?” '

“Why—1 don't know. mother,” sald
the girl simply, “only she's too beau-
tiful to let go. She looks like the
sun on snow.”

“Yea. Yen, 1 think she does” re
turned Ma Inscrutably, “and’'s about as
cold and false.”

As Bandry joined his foreman he
saw that something had rufed the
ustually placld temper of the slow
glant,

“What's the matter?” he asked,

"Hampden of the Yella Pines s ln|
the office,” sald Dally sharply, “an’
from his looks he's got somethin’
nasty up his sleeve” |

“Oh, yes—Hampden—he's one of the
owners, lsn't he?”

The two men walked back to the of. |

[ ehnir, with his feet on Sandry's desk, |
typewriter, and it's more precious than @ #hort, square man with a face and | they wat in the empty eating room, dis. |

Now, | manner which set Sandry on edge ut

the first glance, They both bespoke a
nature self-satisficd 1o the point of
pride, n crafty shrewdness that had
been eminently successful and an ada-

that confronted him. Fifth avenue it | entine hardness of purpose.

self, the whole Inimitable metropolls
refined Into one woman.

“l must beg a thousand pergons”
she said, her clear blue eyves ralsed to
his face, “and a lot of Indulgence
want to be taken in. Do you think any

one In thia delightful place will do
™

|h|n feet from the table
| ing slowness,

1 Hitle matter o' business.”

“Ah, Mr. Bandry.” he sald, taking
with insult-
“I'm Hampden—of the |
Yelln Pines—and | come over on a
Sundry bowed, |
“Glad to know you. Mr. Hampden, ™

he sald elvilly, though the memory of

“The whole camp will fight for the | 'h® demaged rollway came suddenly |

privilege,” promised Sandry rashly,
falling in instantly with her bantering
tone and responding to the frankness
of her smile, He watched her sit down
gracefully in the chair that he hurried-
Iy pulled forward. With the Hrst

up before him, blasing his appraise
ment of the man,

“And 1 might as well get it over
with, for {t's bound to be against the

| grain a hit”

As he wpoke, o smile that was meant |

glimpse of her the old nostalgia had | ' be insolently apologetic but suc.
lmmdm‘l only in being clumsy, creased

roturned upon him and bis heart clam-
ored for home,

“You are from New York“ he saig | "WATD €yes (nto narrow allts

simply,
“Yes. And 1 suppose | must explain
at once. You westerners are so insist.

entl on reasons. My name (s Poppy
Ordway—and | am of thut unfortunate
and much criticized specivs, the wom:
an with a life work.”

The smile she turned upon him was
electric, full of that heady
which s distinctive of the vital wom:
an, the womuan of strong and excitable
passions; It appealed to Sandry in-
Brantly, so that u thrill of gladness rag
through him to his very Nnger tips.

“1 have written a few short staries
which have besn well recolved in the
eaRtern magazines, but they foil 1o st
isly me. | have my first novel drafted
and It is over there on your lumber
pile along with my preclous  typs
writer. It (s a tale of the lumber re
gon~-and I've cowe out to work on
the ground. Do you think | can find
sunctiary

“Wa'll ger that dn"” an)d San.
dey pleasuntly, “and you couldn't hive
struck & better apot for local enle rnny-
whaore in the Northwest  Wao are ele.
mentai here right to the primi
tve, and we awre swamped with ‘ot
mosphers”  You jumst along to

you

lown

CHmes

his weathered face, drawing his small, |

“Yes?' snld Sandry coldly.
“It's about that track o stumpage

| you're slashin' your logtrall acrost.”

Gguality |

Ma Dally,” he proniised, alrogdy t..;m;|

the tone of hallfellow which their
commun nativity and her frank mwan-
uor had established botween them

Hungrily be wiatehed hor gather up
her skirts and precede him up the e
tle path to the cookshack, whers Mu
Daliy wus already standing iu the oo
to take invontory. Evepy little move
ment was so familiar, 8o notent .o it
suggestion of home,

Chatring lHghtly, the stranger atep
ped up on the poreh and smlisd at the
white-haired old woman

"Mea Dally,” salu Suandry
long #inea lowt the sense of resentment
at the family atmosphers of the camp

~“this {8 Miss Ordway of New York—

8 famous author—nand she has come
West to write a new book. Luckily
she struck us in her search for loval
color. Can we take hee In?"

Ma Dally looked at the visitor sharp-
Iy and Sandry saw a soarce percaptible
change pass over her choery fontures

The vital blue eyes of the youngoer
woman gave back the scrutiny with
perfect openness,

“Please do, Mrs, Dally,” shs sald o
her sweet volce, “Plegse, please do,”

“"Don't know.,” sald Ma
“there aln't any room."”

ly: “she may bave my room and I'll
put up & cot in the office.”

Just at that moment Siletz came In
at the west door and, crossing the
big room, stood looking out upon the
group on the porch. Her dark cyes
rested first with a fecting glance on
Sandry and then she saw the other,

Hhe did not speak but leaned against
fie doorjamb drinking in this appa
gtion. In the lttle pause that fell
presently she turned to the old lady.

“Yes, mother,” sbhe sald softly,
“ploase do.”

l

he had |

“You?' sald Sandry ugain.  “What
about the tract? It isn't epecially
good and we're leaving it. Intend to
cross 1t and cut into the East Helt”

There was o slight tone of satisfac.
tion in his volee, for the East HBelt
stumpage was o Httle the best thing
in all this mugnificent timboer country,
and the eves of the Yellow Pines
peuple had been on it enviously for
voears, aceording to John Daily

"Jus® so.  Jus’ " snld Hampden
“anly I'm afrald we'll have
Your aperations, Mre. Sandry
5, we've bought

M)
o sln;l
The fact
this tract. an

With a Face and Manner Which Set
Sandry on Edge.

| 48 It comprises two hundred and finey |

weres, uan' s in the form of & nurrow
strip runnin’ north an' south, it will
effectually keep you out o' the Enst
Holt—unless, o' course, you should buy |
It of us.™

For u moment Sandry regurded the
Apeskar in mild astonishment

“You must be migtaken Mr. Hamp
den” he snld; “all the stumpage for |

slowly; | five milos north and east |s our prop
[ erty, with options on every privately | traee,
“I'll abdicate,” put in Sandry quick- | owned section for another seven miles start felling from that end to meet the

In hoth directions. And this tract you
spenk of lies within a mile and a half |
of camp. You are suflering under a
hallucination,”

Handry smiled coldly,

“If you will take the trouble to look
up the records in the state land office |
at Salem,” returned Hampden smooth.
ly, “you'll find that l'm in my right
mind, all right. This here track has
been duly flled on under the home
stead law by one T. J. ('Connel, and |
sold by him last week to the Yella

Floes Lumber company. Now, my

|wi|h Ma Dally and Siletz, and inva-

young Eam erner, you ean't run yer log
trall acrost our land.”

Hampden rose, his little eyes shin-
Ing with savage triumph,

Sandry rose also.

“I'll nelther take the troubla to go
to Salem nor pay the least attention
to your threats,” he sald, and hir man-
ner was coolly unconcerned, “and |
should advise that you get this com-
pany out of your head ne quickly as
possible, And now good day.”

ife turned, s If the Interview were
At an end, and seated himself at the
desk from which Hampden had Just
rison,

“Hy gosh, vou'd bhetter!” sald the
other with a snap of his heavy jaws as
he strode past Daily and out of the
open door

"An'. by God, we willt*

Thin Inet eame in the deep boom
of the foreman, who was watching
the departing lumberman with the bit-
ter enmity of years of fighting,

“Now. what do vou think of that?"
atked Randry In profound disgust

“Just what I've thought of him for
yvears—dumned spectacular bluff!”®

CHAPTER IX,
Hampden and the East Belt.

In the press of business and the
pleasant moiling over the whole old
city of New York with Miss Ordway,
Sandry forgot all about Hampden in
the next few days  Ma Daily had noth-
Ing to say., keeping a grim silence,
which Sandry noticed. As for Sileta,
whe followed her with fascinated eyes
whenever she appeared, Miss Ordway |
did not eat with the men. Her morn:
Ings were given up entirely to the in-
cossant clicking of the typewriter In
the seclusion of the little room, and
she emerged after the noon hour, ate

“I'nat's st age,” he mald uneasily.
“Are these all the records, Datly? Has
anything ever been destroved? 1 can
find nothing bearing on this plece of
land, and yet the statement turned
over to me by Frazer distincetly says
that everything from the southwest
section corner hero at the eamp within
a radius of five miles north and east
belongs to us, with numbers, and all
datn.  What does this Hampden mean,
and what sort of n tract is this strip?
1 see no montion made of 1"

UNo—that strip was part of the East
et
yoar ago from a busted speculator,
who sold 'em first the north stumpage
an' then this at a sacrifics price.
That's why Hampden's nlways ben so
pore over it He wanted it himself.
Stafford, the speculator’'s name was.
A smooth man from the East  There
was some hiteh about titles—spocially
about this here strip, an’ the deal hung
fire for some time an’ Humpden danced
o war dance, he was so blame anxious
to knock I, but old Frazer beat him
to It an® won out. Finally it was
settled an' the strip come under the
East DNelt deed”

“Oh, | see!” sald Bandry, shifting a
sheaf of papera. “Here it 18 Well,
that's a relief. And now for this Mis-
ter Hampden ™

But Hampden was for himself and
with a vengeance.

That evening Sandry met Slletz
across the little meadow back of the
eamp, where he had gone for the mail
sack, left swinging on the forked stick
set up beside the county road,

“Heeti up on the ridge?” he asked,
vexed that it should tuke a slight ef-

riably ook a short walk In the am,tr-I

On, | fice and found, scated in the swing POON.

In the evenings Sandry enme In, and

cussing with o common knowledge
thut seemed to shut them apart to
gether, the things of the great out- |
side world, At such times Slletz s |
tened in quiet eagerness, hor dark face
aglow and her eyes llke mysterious
pools In the shadow ¢f her heavy halr,

That week there were several arrl
vals at Dully's camp—wellelad, re
gpongibledlooking business men from

| Portland; and before they left. Sandry |

had landed such an ordoer for logs as
plunged the camp Into the hardest |
work, longest hours and highest over
time 1t had ever known,

Also he sent out word to Toledo that
he had use for all the men he could
lay hands on

An extra crew was put to hullding
the log trull up through the slashed
opening to the East Belt, and activity
charncterized the hills,

The incessant shrill toots of the don:
Key. the seream and cough of lts fusay
lehors. the rumble and elatter of the
log train, began to be music {n San-
dry's care, and the lotters he wrote
to his father hecame brighter, flled
with the exhilaration of accomplish:
ment

For a day or two the work went
forward finely and the new logs of the
frosh loid trafl gleamed white against
the green of the mountain, Then Col
ling, sent nto the uneut timber ahead
to blaze for further operations, re
turned to the works In doublequick
time

“John” he sald 1o the foreman. for
none of the men would award Sandry
the right of consultation unless it was
unavaidahle, yor, 8o distinet und
deeprootod was thelr aversion ta the
Easterner and Wiz rowness; “John,
thes's g new homesteader's shack set-
Lin satare acrost the teall

“The hell you sus! Humpdon !

The logeer todded, The purport of
Humpden's had  been  froety
spred In the eamp

Pirtly tursned to Sandry,

“They's u new cablnn sottin® acrost

nyen

visit

oir trall up i the track bhetweon
here'n the East Pelt, Mre. Sandry, Let's
go up an’ take o look st it he saud
I gwoess Humpden's pushin® his blafr™

With a surge of anger Sundry
turned  abruptly, aud the twe men

siruck up the new trall

"Il haye to settle that man, Dally,"
sndd the owner, “has he beon doing
such things ever sinee the (wo com-
panles have beon rivale?

Protty  much Sometimes we've
heen doln' ‘em,. returned Dally grim:
Iv. Sandry laughod

“"Waell you Westerners helleve in
fixing thipngs first-hand, anyway, which
helps sote

Far up tn the heavy timber thny
tiame into & small natural clearing
Roper S0G faet In o estent, set Jike o
biode nmld the solid bulk of the elose

i l'll'a'lh.[.;: Pitivs
tiny log whank

donrs or windows

In the center wis a
shuke-roofed, without
the vary least a
man might do in grodging complinnes
with the homestond luw. Thoev looked
ut it from all sides, nbtiesd a fow
hlazes on the nearost treos, rend a
clumsily executed trospuss notioe. and
roturnoed to eamp

“And us with our big contraet with
the Portland Lumber mills!” snld San
dry “I begin 10 Dally, you
gather out ten men and go up and
take that shack to pleces just oy quick
w4 you know how Don't leave a
Iiring the timbors awuay and

N,

trafl”

A® the foreman went among the
men pleking his crew, Sandry turned
down across the slough toward the of-
fice, Onee pettlod at his desk, he took
out the records of the Dillingworth
company and began . systematic
search for word of the narrow tract of
hill and timber between the camp and
the fine East Belt,

When Dally returned at quitting
time to report the demolition of the
cabin and the start of the new cutting,

e

Began a Systematic Search for Word
of the Narrow Tract.

fort to keep his volee to the common:
pluce  This girl in her nutural setting
niways took him out of the everyday.
affected him like a play with lowered
Hghts, solt music and alien scenes,

“Yeu,” she suld dreamily, falling In-
to the whimsieal speoch that only es-
caped her when she stood apart on the
hillg, or Hatened to the plones, It cswe
tonight.*

| g

Sandry hiad gone a little way to meet
her wnd the camp wus shut from sight
by a clump of gpruce, new growth and
low-branchod.

“Yes—the light, Oh, the great lights
—red and gold and purple
gun breaks through Just ot the last.
Aml | khow the ocean s under it
blue antd purple, too, lHKe the hills.

Some day 'l see i."
“You pleturs these things, don't
youl!' he sabl, “the things you have

never seen—the sea and the eities and
thie onitside worldg
Rreo

Sopetimes 1 don't think | want to goe
them in thelr way —the real way, Thoy
might not bs so benutitul, The Preach
or suvs the glories of the world are a
hure ol the Devil, But 1 dou't think so
It dont weem as If God would make
things beautiful und let the Devil bavo

"You belleve that?” asked Sandry.
with an odd note in his voices,

“Boellove t? said the girl wonder-
Ingly. “Of course. Don't you?"

“Well—It's been a long while sinco
U'vee bulleved anything.”

The girl was neur to him now, the
dreamy look of her eyoes dissipated in
waement

"You're lost!" ghe sald simply. “The
Preacher would say so—even \Wahloo-
wah would say go, und aold Kolawmie!"

“Wahloowauh —RKoluwmie? Who are
they?"
“The Indian woman you saw me

tnlking to in the glade and an old, old
man of the Siletz. e who bellavoes
nothing will e punished by the Great
Spirit—even as the prencher says in
his way, And the Bible ™

Thut sudden mist in
touched Sandry,

“And g0 you would have me beliove,
Httle Setz2?" he usked gently. The
mint hud thickened under the heavy
lnshos, and & look of distress was on
her face where overy cmotion bared
ftuelf In unguarded inpocence to the

her oyes

observer,
O, dear heaven!"™ she breathed,
Yyoes—oh, yos, you must! Why you

would-—you would—" but she could get
no further with the appalling thought.

"And you?" probed Sandry curlous
ly. “Have you visions of the soul's re-
ward and punishment? Are you bound
for celustinl posce?”

“Yes," she sald solemnly, *1 must
save my soul, though | luse the whole
world."”

The majestie Bible langusge cast
over the man & feoling of smullness
and ho dropped his oyes.

“All right, 8'lotz,” he sald, smooth-

he bad found nothing.

log the braid in his Bngers, “I'll be

The eompany bought it four

When the |

I know them all—my way. |

thenm o ruln propls with—and tod |
mude nll things. And we are his best
things."

linye anything you say—sst moe up &
totem pole or attend Sunday achool at
Toledo. UOnly forget it By tisorge,
what & hoad of hair! If | were a wom.
an I'd glve & thousand dollars for *!"

He lifted the rope and weighed It
critieally,

“Why, what for?" asked Siletz, her
eyes still solemn.

"To have it, of course, You're dread-
fully unsophisticated, Come along.”

And swinging the mall sack he
turned toward camp, Hiletz came sl
lently at his heels, falling in behind
;With a certain Instinet, and Sandry
had an unpleasant suggestion of wil
derness processions he had seen enter.
ing Toledo, enlivened by brilllant hues
and canine adjuncts He turned
whimsically for a look at the rear,
Coosnah brought it up with a faithful
ness to detall that was convincing

AL Lthe western door of the cook-
shack they wero met by Miss Ordway,
blooming ke a hothouse plant behind
plate glass, an Incongruous element in
her bolted dress of light broadeloth.
She leaned in the doorway with inimi.
table grace, an immaculate hand on
either side,

“The wild huntress!" she smiled at
Siletz,

“No." sald the girl, "l never hunt
I love the deer best In the fern.”

“Jen? sald Miss Ordway curiously,
and Sandry, kicking the clinging
earth from his caulked boots, saw the
divining spirit of the writer probing
this elomental nature. “Why? Wouldn't
you be proud of an antlered head with
the mark of your skill between the
ayes?

Siletz Mung out & hand In & guick
gesture,

“0Oh, no, no—I1 could never do it
Unless,” she finished, stili in that
carnest manner, “someons | loved
were starving, Then | could™

Sandry Jlooked at the lwo sweet
fuces, one so lovely in its semiling,
amused alertness, the other so aban-
doned to the feellng her own words
had stirred, and a deep wdmiration for
both filled him.

“Wild to the wild,” he sald under his
breath. “What are you, little 8'letz? |
wonder If I'll ever know?"

“Slete,” broke in the foreman, pass.
ing In his lumbering fasbion, “the
Preacher's comin’. | heard today he's
been seen a couple times—once cross
in' the Big Slough below the bridge,
an' once in the hills.”

For the trst time since he had
known this girl with her varied nature,
Sandry saw the swift lightiug of girl
{sh excitement In her face as she
flashed around at Dally

“Oh!" she cried gladly, "how soon
will he be here, | wonder?"

"Don't know."”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

LENDING A HELPING HAND

Teamster Gave
“Lift" That Was Something to
Oe Appreciated,

Here 13 an Interesting street scene,

drawn by w writer:
The handeart was of a familiar sort

platform of slats resting on the axle
und & crossbar at one end for a han-
dle, A man stands behind the cross
bar aud breasts it to propel the ve
hicle,

The handeart was piled high with
blz bags flled with waste paper—a
cumbersome, heavy load that would
have been hard to handle anywhaore,
| and wae doubly troublesome going up
| the slope from Nassau street to Hroad-
{ way, The handeart man bad to bend
| over the bar and push with all nbis
| might to keep the load moving at all.

Coming up behind him was a driver

with nn empty truck, drawn by a pair
(of big horses. When the ariver saw
whit wus nhoend, he started up his
team o Heele and skiilffoly get the end
of the pole square in the middle of
thee rearmost bug on the handeart,
where he could push to the greatest
purpose without disturbiug the load.
Thus the horses began to push the
handeart up tha nil,

All the handeart man had to do was
to stand up, hold an to the handlebar,
and keep the handeart stralght. The
vig horses, gulded by the friendly
driver, were doing the pushing; and
#0, easily snough, the man got his load
up the rest of the slope and round to
the casy level of Broadway.—New
York Bun,

British Sex Equation.

There are more women than men in
the United Kingdoam of Great Britaio
and Ireland, Consequently, ns & mem-
boer of the house of lords pointed out
in debate, to grant the parllamentary
franchise to women In the Hritigh
fulsnds "would mean the handing over
of the country and of the vmplre to a
female electorate, which was a peril
ous step o take” SUll considering
the fighting gualities of the militant
gigters who want to vote, the empirs
might be in safe hands If It eamo to
an armed encounter with a foreign
foe. However, the argument was ef-
fective, for the lords defeated the

them by a vote of 104 to 00

Reasonable Advance,

There 1 u young author in Halth
more who s determined te achleve
famée n the writing line if it takes
his whaola Nfe. Accordingly, he s
even willing to defray the cost of
putting on the market the numerous
novels he writes from year Lo year.

On the occaslon of his last visit
to his publisher, however, he was
somewhat vexed, & rather unusual
thing for him. "Why," nsked he, “do
you charge me more this thwe than
before?®™

“Well,” sald the publisher, with the
utmonat frankness, “the compositors
wore constantly falling asieep ovs
your last novel."—llarper's Maguzis

—@ pair of high wheols with a long |

N0 CONSCRIPTION
IN GANADA

No War Tax on Land—Embargo
on Shipment of Live Stock
Removed.

During the provalence of the foor.
and'mouth diseeso in some portions of
the United States, an embprgo was
placed upon interstate shivmwents,
Thix also had an effect upon ship-
ments to Canada, and necessarlly an
|ombnrgo was placed upon them, mak-

ing it almost impossible for upwarde
of a year to ship cattle Into Canada,
from the United States. This was es
pecially hard on the settler, As o res
sult, Western Canada lost n number of
mettlers, they being unable to take
thelr llve stock with them, Canada 1%
practically free from horse nond cattle
disenscs, and the wish of the authorl-
ties in to keep it so,

Recently, though, an order has bheen
Issued by the Department of Agricul
ture, removing the embargo, and set-
tlera are now free to take in the num-
ber of head of liorses or cattln that are
permitted by the Customs suthorities
and the fraight regulations, This will
ba weleome news to those whose in-
tentlon it is to move to Canada, taking
with them stock that teey have had in
thelr possesaion for six months, and
which it is the intention to use on land
that they will farm in the Provinces
. of Manitoba, Saskatchewan or Alherta,

There are thousands of splendid
homesteads of 160 acrea each In any
of these provinces that may be had
apon the payvment of a ten-dollar en-
try fea and fulfilling the requisite 1v.
Ing and cultivation duties,  ‘These
lands are well adapted to the growing
| of all the small graing, and besldes,
having an :bundance of grass, and suf-

ficlent shelter, they are well adapted
| to the raising of stock.

It one prepares to purchass land,
| there could ba no botter time than the
| present.  Prices are low, and particus
| lars may be had from any of the land
" compunies, of which there ars geveral,
or from the Canadian Pacific and Ca-
s nadian Northern rallways, whose hold-
Ings are In the older settled districts,
and whose terms are excocdingly oasy
to the settler. What these landas wil2
do In the matter of production cannot
be more strongly emphasized than in
reading the roports of the crops
throughout all parts of the Canadian
West in 1015, Yields of 50, 80, and as
high as 70 bushels of wheat to the
nere wers numerous, while reporta of

Handerrt Pushar @ | vields of from 20 to 405 bushels per

faere were common.  Oats ns high as
170 bushels per acre are reported, 56
and #0 hushels per acre baing ordi-
nary. The prices realized by farmers
have placed mosh of them on “easy
gtreot "

Lately thera have appearod articles
in &« numher of United States news-

| papers to the «ffect that there was con

in the statemant,

geription In Canada, or that such &
Inw wns likely to he put into effect
Wea have [t from tha highest authority
in the Dominion that there is nn truth
Sir Robert Borden
at the opening of Canadian parliament
on JInnuary 17th, sald:

“In the firat fow months of the war
I elearly stated that thers would not
be conseription In Canada, [ repeat
that statement todny*

Thin stutement should eet at rest
the conseription talk that has heen se
froely used to Influenes those who may
he consldering settling In Conada dur
ing the war

It has alen heen sald that thora was
A war tax on lamd Hon, Dr. Roche,
Minlster of the Interior, over his own
slennturs has dended this, and the pre
miers of the different provitees join
In gaving “surh a report 18 absolutely
untrue, and has no foundation what-
ever in fact, nor {8 there likely ever
to be any such tax upon land in
Canadn."

The general prosperity of Western
Canuda farmers and business instity-
tions 5 such that Cannda i3 well able
to take cure of the extra war oxpenses
without any direct war taxation. Thie

r,llun heen well Mustrated by the mag-

| nifles nt response to the Dominion Cov.
|vrnmvnl'n recent hond  issue. whick
| was more than doubly subgeribed for
Lwithin the first elght hours of {ts be-
| Ing affered to the publle,
‘ {The nhove appeurs an an advertise.
ment and {8 pald for the Dominion
| Government which authorizes its pub-

| Heatlon, )

When & man sneers at & womnn's
business ability he mukes & nolse
ke sour grapes.

USH ALLEN'S FOOT.EASR
The antiveptic powder to ba shiaken Inte
| shoes and used In foot-hath, 1t relleves
winful, swollen, smurting, aching, tired
eel and Instantly takea the sting out of

womuan suffruge bill which was before "corns and bunlons, The greatest confort

discaovery of the age, Bold everywhers, e
Tioinl puckuge FLRIEEK, Address Allen H.
| Olmated, Lo Roy, N. Y. Adv,

| Nature cannot jump from winter to
| summer without & spring, nor from
iiummer to winter without a fall,

Dr. B, F, Jackson,Celebrated Physiclan,
handed down to posterity his famous
prescription for female troubles. Now
sold under the name of "Femenina.”

You seldom meet & married mas
who admits that he knows It all

“l:m since 1846—Hantord's Balsam

Andre Dabl found the dahlia i»
Peru,




