mt about the tepees, the shrill

of squaws, the wailing
of children, and the hoarse, gut-
tural exclamations of- the ' men.
Not far from where Ellen landed
there was a York boat, piled high
with cargo, pulled upon the shore.

A knot of Indians were
swaying back and forth in fierce
struggle, and in the center of
them loomed the tall figure of—
John Benham!

For & moment things seemed to
whirl about Ellen. Then she
steadied, calmed by a cold, trium-
phant satisfaction. At last she
had run the despoiler to earth.
She pushed closer to the center

Lof the conflict. She saw John
Benham

lash out ‘with one fist
and drive a short powerfully built
buck to the ground. Others closed
in but Benham beat them back
with short, driving blows, knock-
ing many of the maddened bucks
senseless to the ground. Finally
the ring about him broke, He
leaned ovyer swept something
before him, When
he straightened up again Ellen
could see what he held. It was a
full, unopened bottle of whiskey!

Hardly realizing what she was
doing, Ellen forced her way
through the jam and bedlam un-
til she faced him, where she drew
herself up proudly and looked the
astonished free trader in the eye.

“You!” he gasped. “Elleh—Miss
Mackay.”

“Yes, » she answered, her voice
dripping with cold contempt, “It
is I—you — you — contemptible
hound! I've been following evi-

ences of your—your trading ac-
ivities for nearly a month now,
and at last I see you in all your
disgusting glory.” She pointed at
the bottle he held. “What was the
matter? Wouldn't these poor un-
fortunates pay you enough in
furs for that poison?”

For a moment Benham looked
at her incredulously. “This,” he
muttered, almost stupidly. “This?

Still Coughing?

*“Wo matter how many medicines
you have tried for your cough, chest
cold or bronchial irritation, you can
reugo Ig;w thhbe(greommslon.d
serlous uble may rewing an
you cannot afford to take a chance
with anything less than Creomul-

sion, which right to the seat
of the trouble to aid nature to
soothe and heal the inflamed mem

branes as the germ-laden phlegm
is loosen andgexpelled.

i moneyuyouarenotaamﬂedwith

ts from the very first bottle.
Get Creomulsion right now. (Adv.)

Benham
le!ntm‘ his face whl&e the muscles
o
iron. Ellen again, with
biting scorn.

“You—you half-breed! And you
brutalize and starve your own
blood-brothers.”

“Stop!” The word burst from
Benham in The
muscles of his face seemed to
writhe, and into his eyes flamed
something which caused Ellen to
unconsciously give back a pace.
For a fractional moment she
thought he was going to strike
her. Then, suddenly he grew
quiet, His face hardened, his eyes
grew cold. A curt, harsh laugh
broke from his white lips. He
turned away, and with a drive of
his arm sent the whisky bottle
hurtling against the bole of a
nearby spruce, where it crashed
to a thousand pieces, its contents
running down the rough bark of
the tree in an amber flood,

Without a backward look he
strode off, and Ellen followed,
carried away by her own scorn
and anger. For he had had his
innings. He had brought her fath-
er to the verge of ruin, and she
was determined that he should
know what her method of retri-
bution would be. He should know
in advance that before the season
was over the redcoats from Re-
gina would be on his trail.

She followed him beyond a
tepee, then hnlted in surprise. An
old squaw had stopped Benham
and was facing him. The squaw
was gnarled and bent, a wrinkled
shrunken old crone,

“Thank you,” the old crone was
saying. “The Great Spirit will
bless you, my son.”

Benham patted the squaw upon

one howed, shrunken shoulder, “It Be

is nothing, mother,” he said slow-
ly. “And the dog responsible for
this shall answer to me.”

Then, before Ellen could face
him again, he had swung off into
the forest.

Ellen went slowly back to her
canoe, where Moosac awaited her,
emotionless and stoic. Somehow
the triumph she had imagined
would be hers had gone flat —
stale and tasteless, She was
weary, weary body and soul. Two
words kept ringing in her ears.
“Son,” the squaw had called him.
And “mother” he had answered.
And now a, disquieting doubt,
which she could not discard,
haunted her mind. Apparently he
had fought with the Indians to
take the whisky from them, and
then, he had crashed it against a
tree. Of course this last could
have been ‘merely a gesture to
mislead her. Yet, why should
the old squaw have thanked him?
And why—oh why—had she call-
ed him “my son?”

Three days later Moosac beach-
ed the canoe on the shingle below
Fort Edson. Another canoe was
there, a strange one, with an of-

our ficial insignia upon the bow, El-

len paid scent attention to it, It
seemed as though all the fervor
of her campaign had left her. She
only knew that she was very tired
and very discouraged.

Increased income from farm property in
the community brings increased prosper-
ity to every business and individual in El-
kin. It is, consequently, the business of
The Bank of Elkin to encourage farm im-
provements of all kinds whenever possible.

Bank loans are recognized as the best
method for financing such improvements.
They represent sound business procedure
for both the borrower and the bank. Dis-
cuss your problem with our officers. '

jaws bulging like coils of {8nd
spoke

Ellen looked at the red-coat
quietly. She saw » sturdy man of
middle age, already greying
slightly about the temples. Whit-
low’s eyes were keen and blue, his
jaw wide and stubborn,

“I am glad to know you,” said
Ellen. “And I believe I can prove
John Benham'’s guilt.”

Whitlow bowed. “I'm sorry to
hear that, Miss Mackay,” he said
crisply. “I have known Benham
for a long time and such activity
as your father accuses him of does
not coincide very well with my
previous knowledge of the man.
However, that is beside the point.
If he is guilty, he shall answer to
the law. I see that you are tired,
but if you can spare me a few
minutes and tell me what you
have found out, I shall ‘be oblig-
m ”

Ellen nodded and sank into a
chair, For an hour she
She told of all the Indian c&mps
she had visited and what she saw
there. She told of brutalized eld-
ers and starving children. It was

|not a pretty story and before she

had finished her father was mut-
tering in anger and Whitlow’s
eyes had grown dim.

When she finally ended, Whit-
low stared at the floor in thought,
Then he nodded in quick decision,

“There appears -to be little
doubt, Miss Mackay,” he stated.
‘“You have piled up some very
damming evidence, which upsets
all my previous knowledge of John
nham. You see, as I said be-
fore, I have known Benham for
a long time. And I don’t mind
saying that I am disappointed.
For even a relentless cog in the
machinery of the law is suscepti-
ble to very human emotions. I
admired John Benham, But hu-
man nature is not infallible, And

greed functions in queer and pow- |
erful ways. The final straw is that |

Benham would use such tactics in
a tribe of which he is an adopted
member.”

Ellen stiffened. “Adopted,” she
exclaimed, a slight tremor in her
voice. “Adopted?” Why should
they adopt him when he is a—a
half-breed?” ?

Whitlow stared at her, “A half-
breed?” he demanded with a short
brusque laugh, “Whoever told you
that fairy tale?”

“Why—why—isn't he?” stam-
mered Ellen,

“He is not. Anyone who claims
he is, is guilty of vicious gossip.
John Benham’s parents were of
finest British stock. They .were
missionaries. They died when he
was but a'child, taken off by
scuryy during one of the famine
winters, The finest tribute in
proof of the affection by which
they were held by the Indians is
the fact that this certain Cree
me adopted the boy and raised

Ellen and Angus Mackay sat in
stunned silence. Ellen’s thoughts
were so kaleidoscopic she was ut-
terly. at a loss for expression, Yet
enough it seemed, a black shadow
had been lifted from her world.
There was no reason for this
emotion, no ground for it what-
ever, but it persisted and filled
her with a growing thrill before
her listless weariness immediate-
ly dissipated,

It was the old factor who found
his voice first. “But—but Ber-
nard Deteroux, of our company,
claims to have proof that Benham
is a half-breed.”

“Then Deteroux is a liar!”
stated Whitlow coldly,

Angus Mackay was a scrupu-
lously honest man. Even what few
enemies he may have had, had to
admit this, That honesty came to

light now
“In that case,” he muttered.
“In that pase I have done John
Benham a crlevou- wrong,”
“Spoken like a man, factor,”

ediately. Benham's
should be easy to pick up,
seeing that he was at the Cree
Donninklakewhenm&“
left, Miss Mackay.”
slightly. “For official reasons

wlahyoumlchtbe-mlnlorthe
next week or two. I would like you

* The plants just won’t be fooled.

They'll give their answer to the kind of feeding
you give them in terms of quality and quantity
at the end of the season — and they give it in
cash, depending on how you've treated them,

That's why it’s important for you to use the
finest fertilizers you can buy —and these are
Smith-Douglass Fertilizers.

Smith-Douglass goods contain the finest

.

ingredients it is possible to obtain. They are
made by the finest formulas that science and
human skill can devise. They contain a lot of
water insoluble (long lasting) nitrogen. They,
are carefully aged and cured. Their mechanical
condition is always perfect.

If you want your crops to treat you right at the
end of the season, treat them right at the start,

Give them Smith-Douglass Fertilizers!:

SMITH-DOUGLANS.C0. .

818 Guilford Building, Greensboro, N. C.

Plants at NORFOLK, VA. ® DANVILLE, VA. ® KINSTON, N. C. ¢ MURFREESBORO, N, C. ®¢ WASHINGTON, N. C,
FERTILIZERS FOR TOBACCO _ ®
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" TRUCK @ PEANUTS @ ' GRAIN

“I must|

As a result of thrift habits acquired in early life,
Benjamin Franklin was able to retire and to de-
vote his best years to science and to serve his
country ably as diplomat and statesman in its
struggle for liberty.

During the Revolutionary war he demonstrated
his unfailing patriotism on every available occa-

BENJAMIN FﬁANKLIN

sion. After the war he three times elected
governor of Pennsylvamd. He gave the whole
of his salary, a sum amounting to $30,000 to be- _
nevolent objects. In his 82nd year he was a »
member of the Constitutional convention. Ak
his death in 1790, 20,000 people assembled to do
honor to his memory.
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