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er Curran, ‘agent of ‘the Hudsen
g loom Post, is

wealthy ancle,

* arrived for Lorimer that ho has an in-
t in the will Carr: ns

teres! ) AD  TeRSO!

that if Lorimer sheuld die, the money
weuld be' his wife’s, then he could
marry her himself and get it.

Carran . sends Lorimer and Mash-

kaugan on-an exploring trip and the
Indian puthes Lorimer into the rap-
ids and leaves bim for desd. During

bis absence Lorimer’s son is born.

Mashkangan comes back with news
ot Lorimer’s death.

But the white man is not dead. With
much _ dificalty he i
back, and just before reaching the

camp of :Atuk, an Indian, he finds a

white baby left alone in the woods.

Curran meanwhile has schemed to

bave Scarface, an Indian, play a trick
off Ameon by taking ber baby iato
the woods and leaving him for Cur-
fan to bring back.

Immediately after the discovery of

her loss,- Ameon starts in her canoe
to look for the child. | The frightened
and repentant Mashkaugan
panies her. They find the place where
the baby was left, but he is gone now.
The superstitious guide is frightened
away by the sight of Lorimer,

Mashkaugan goes back alone to get
the baby’ and is rescued from drown-
ing by Lorimer. The Indians take
care of them both, and the baby.

“No! _ Do not C’R out! In silence
must thou come! Thers i one whom
I do not want here. In gilen
we depart. We will start at once,
for 1 can travel but slowly, having
dove my uttermost to’ get here
awiftly and lay thy little one on thy
breast. I must have a few moments'
rest, for. I am nearly done.”

“My two lads are strong,” said

* Father Gregoire. “I will call them
at once and we will start in the ca-
noe. I ¢an paddle, also.”

In a very shori time they were
afloat on the now placid river, pad-
dling down the scintillating path of

moon-rays.
For g time Mashkaugan rested
quietly, like one who knows he has

done all that can be asked of the
thews 'of & man; but after a while he
{felt strong again 5:(‘1 once more took
up his broad paddre.

. Ameou was kneeling in the bow,
with the precious little bundle of hu-
manity lying ‘before her, comfortably
ensconced in the narrowing point.
She also, was paddling with a mag-
nificent sweep of her arms, and be-
hind het the missionary, the hunch-
back, and the two men followed her
stzo]

Xe. .

The ¢anoe dashed ahead so fast
that the thwarts groaned against the
+long bindings of spruce root, and the
thin cedar ribs cracked and the
birch-bark complained. The breaths
of the strong men began to come out

in sobbing grunts, when one
smites with all his force with a nine-
.pound ax

Thus* they heard nothing of the
splashing of muskrats or the cries of
nightbirds; none of the whispers o
the gentle breeze through the reeds
. of the dead waters. The rapids were
casy, and the craft flew upon them
until the affluent river was reached,
and the paddles struck -the calmer
water ag with one blow.

At the outlet they were compelled
o slow down for a moment. At that
point the river curved sharply and
the canice grated for a sccond on the
gandbar until it passed on to deeper

‘water.

“A journey to be rernembered,”
whispered one of the priest’s men.
“We have traveled through the wa-
ter ag Uapishk, the wild goose,
wings her way through the sky.”

They had reached the place of
Atuk's . fishing-camp, and . ran into
the beach. between the high jutting

Leaping out, the men dragged the"

- and Amoen jumped out
with her baby and followed Mash-
kaugan to the tent that was con-
cealed among the trees,

“We will wait here,” said Father

i “Tgo many MOUINErs are

,bad In sorrow, too many witnesses

also in happiness. We will pray here

i become well

again, and then ye two may light
your pipes. Soon I will go up an
see whether 1 can do anything for
man who is s0 jll. Get me the

Jittle box of medicines from my

pack.”

In the meanwhile .Ameou had en-
tered the tent where a man was toss-
jng upon blankets resting on bal-
sam-boughs. _

To the young wife neither the long
hair nor the straggling beard, nor
the face that was so worn with suf-
fering; mattered » whit. She bent
over and kissed ‘them tenderly and

My  wife!”
locking at

! Ameou!
eried Lorimer without

her.
“1 am here,” she said softly.
Then his e{es opened and
lTooked at her

blisstully. -
“ -’had—suc|
wert being taken away—away from
- we,” he whispered hoarsely.
“] am with thee now—never to
Jeave thee,” she answered.
Toi

Fimer - Emiled~-at-—ber,-and-his-
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Hearth of the: North,” “Ishmsel of Grand
Lse," Etc,, Etc.
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es his way
accom-

must)|

be | The squaw
evil dreams—thou,

3

head fell back contentedly in pesce-
eep. N

CHAPTER XV.
Reaping the Whirlwind.

Quite late that evening Curran
was turning over the pages of an
old magazine. He was very restles,
Finally he hurled the book' reckless-
1y across the room. This was unus-
ual, for the slightest printed word is
of the greatest value in the far wil-
derness, being commonly treated
with the greatest respect.

“] wonder what that old sky-pilot
i8 doing with himself?” he said. “He
ghould have come in and gone to bed
long ago. Likely he’s found some
Indian kid with a stomachache and
is sitting up with him.”

He consulted his watch—the only
one within a radius of some hun-
dreds of miles.

“Elswven o'clock! Hanged if I'm
going to wait up any longer for

m

He had gone to his room and was
beginning to undress when he de-
cided thst he had better take a turn
outside and see for himself whether
e could find any explanation for the
priest’s absence.

He lit his pipe_ and opencd the
door. Absolute silence reigned. For
some minutes he listened for human
utterdnces that would carry far in
the still night, but heard nothing.

Then he went toward the tent of
Nimissuts, his soft moccasins mak-
ing no sound; but somewhere a dog
be; to growl. The ample snore
of the old man assured him that the
inmates were sleeping. The agent
scratched his’ head.

“Seems pretty queer,” he mut-
tered, and moved off toward the
landing-place, where many canoes
were pulled upon the shore and could
be clearly scen in the moonlight.

For 8 moment he searched among
4hem, but could find no sign of the
missionary’s long, traveling canoe.
Curran then uttered a curse.

“He's gone! That was 2 great
trick to play on me. I suppose that
devil of a girl told him she didn't
care to marry me, or else he told her
that he didn’t approve of the mar-
ringe. Some day I'll get square
with him for putting in his oar that
way—the old fool! He's just gone
go that I can’t be married now, and
told her that mo Indian marriage
would be nny good. Well, Pll get
the best of him, anyway. L'l take
her down in the spring and marry
her when we get south.”

He returned to the post, where he
ook a drink from his -bottle of di-
luted alcohol before he sought his
bunk and tossed restlessly all night.
In the early moming came a few
hours of sleep, and he awakened
later than was his custom.

He'clamored for his breakfast and
questioned old Cyprien when he
brought it to him. '

“When did White Beard, the Man-
itou Ilno, go away?” he asked. “I
{ound, last night that his canoe was

ne.”

“I gaw this morning that it was no
longer at the landing,” answered the
old fellow. “Yet he cannot have
gone for a long time, because he was
to take flour and kukush, the meat of
pig. He cannot go to the greal wa-
ter in the north without more provi-
sions, for his are nearly gone.”

“That is so," agreed Curran. “I
laid the stuff for him on the floor
of the storeroom.”

Investigation showed that the pro-
visions were still there, untouched.

“Well, he isn’t gone for good yet;
intends to come back soon, that's
sure. Wonder what kind of 2 dodge
he's up-to now ?” .

Curran also inquired about Mash-
kaugan, but found that no one had
seen him. Curran was growing more
and more nervous, vaguely scent-
ing something that. might be affect-
ing his plans.

He judged it best not to go to the
old chief's tent, deeming it likely
that the gir], after her conversation
with the priest, might not be in a
mood in which it would be best to
talk with her.

He would have to get hold of Ni-
missuts alone. Inquiring for the
chief, he learned that the old man
had taken his gun and gone out on
-the barrens to try for a caribou.

During_ the next two.days Curran
made rather large' inroads on his
supply of strong drink and began to
fume because the old priest had not
returned. As for Mashkaugan, Cur-
ran heartily hoped he had broken his
neck somewhere.

“Perhaps he's gone and made
away with himself with all his crazy
superstitions. I hope he has; ‘twould
be a good riddance of bad rubbish.
Best thing he .could bave done.”

‘Wandering over to the landing, he
counted the canoes, there—ten in all.
A peculiar mark on one of them at-
tracted his attention. This canoe had
heen there for a number of days, he
felt sure, and looked like the oth-
ers, 5o that he had hitherto paid no
special attention to it.

Curran turned it over. There was
no doubt. It was Mashkaugan's.

The agent looked about him.
indian squew was coming down to
the waterside, bearing & kettle she
wanted to fill.

“How long’s
here?" he asked.
looked at him in some
surprise. To these white men
were beyond comprehension. The
canoe had been there four days in
all. Any one who had seen it once
should have been iable to recognize

this canoe been

it at the merest glance. Here was »
“mxy-who had never noticed it. Such
blindness was amazing. _

She held up ons Hand with four,
fingers outspread, L

“Four days,” she replied. “Time
when Mashkaugan came in the|
night.” !

“Did you see him?”

“No sce him,” she replied. *Canoe
gone and then canoe come back, s0
an here”

She shrugged her shoulders and
went up the sioping bank, bearing
her heavy black kettle.

Curran dashed off to the chief’s
tent.. It suddenly struck him that he
had not seen Ameou for some time.
As a rule, she was always busy be-
for the tent, over the cooking fire, or
doing some of the endless jobs In-
dian women always find waiting for
them. He must ask if she was
or had disappeared.

is time he laid aside the usual-
formality of asking for admittance.
He found the old chief just returned
with a big quarter of meat. The wite
and children were also in the tent,
but there was no sign of the young:

‘Woman,
“Where's your daughter?” he de-
manded harshly.
The old man
with his thumb. )
“Gone away with White Beard, the
Manitou Ilno,” he answered uistly.
“Why didn’t you tell me o this?
T've been expecting all the time to
gee her. What are you hiding from

‘pointed to the north

e
“] hide nothing,” replied the old
chief. “You never ask me.”

Curran swore loudly.

“Where have they gone?
do you know about sll t
you're trying to play t_ncks
you'll go hungry this winter,
Dound of flour will you get. ¥
just take up your tent and your wo-
man and the brats and get out of
here. You knew I wanted Ameou for
my wife, and now you've gone and
sent her away, have you? You're
going to have to deal with me
now "

He hammecred the palm of his left
hard with his fist, raging so that the
children cowered in a corner of the
tent; but the old man looked at him
quietly, his serene and wrinkled face
displaying wot the slightest trace
of emotion. .

“Gone to camp of Atuk, the Nas-
caupee, on Many Beaver Lake,” he
answered. “Go look see, if you
want.”

But Curran had - already dashed
out of the tent.

“Here, Akitamek! Kaku! Hustle
along here! Get my’ canoe ready at
once and get your paddies! Run over
to the post and get bread and meat
and tea for a day or two! Never
mind the -cocking things, for we're
going - where we con borrow some!
Hurry up, and don’t keep me wait-
ing, or I'll pull the pelts off you!

He ran to the post, yelling orders
to old Cyprien. From his room he
took @ pistol, which he stuck in his
hip-pocket. He was mad all through,
and felt that he was in the mood to
hurt somebody.

“Let any of these chaps play any
dog-tricks on me and they'd get
holes punched in them!” he ex-
claimed. . N

When he entered the canoe he also
took a paddle. As a rule, he consid-
ered it against his dignity to work
when there were 'men to do the
sweating - for him; but now he was
in a horry.

In ennther minute they were
afloat, and the canoe was going
down-stream at o good pace. The
Irdians seemed to work more easily
than the agent; doubtless they la-
bored more effectively.’ But Curran
was not satisfied with the speed, and
Xept urging them on ceaselessly.

_“You men get confoundedly lazy,
sitting around the post for the whole
summer,  doing nothing,” he sneer-
ing. "I could have taken your two
squaws and got a better gait out of
them.”

The Indians made no reply. Their
faces remained impassive. Neverthe-
less, thia sort” of speech ~offended
thera deeply and they made a show
of urging the cance to greater
speed.

Curran was too excited to notice
it, and, while they seemed to bend
harder to their toil, the canoe dis-
tinctly lost headway.

It took them considerably over
two hours to reach Many Beaver
Lake. Atuk's camp was not visible
from the outlet. The men did not
know the exact spot where it was lo-
cated. .

They sniffed like maose scenting
an enemy and looked carefully over
the tree-tops at the margin of the
lake. Then one of them pointed and
the other nodded.

“Fire over there,” he said.

Curran stared, seeint nothing;
but he knew the ability of the In-
dians to smell smoke or to see"a thin
wisp of it far beyond the limits of &
white man’s vision.

It was not untjl they were half-
way across the lake that he was
able to distinguish curling above the
dark firs and spruces & tiny column
of smoke *hat rose above the trees.

When! they landed the first person..
Curran saw was Father Gregoire,
who was pacing up and down the lit-
tle cleared space before the tent,
reading his breviary. He came to-
ward the agent, who approached
him truculently.

“] am glad you have come, said
the missionary pleasantly. “We are
all rejolcing over many blessings.

e man we had thought dead is now
becoming well again. He has been
very ill. It seems to me that you
look angry over something, but you
will dismiss all resentment when you
discover what happiness lies before
you and join us in the * giving of
thanks., This is a Sunday marked
with felicity for all. Our hearts
must hold only gratitude.”

“What's _aill this rigmarole?” in-
terrupted Curran brutally, “What I
want to know is, what you've done
with that girl?”

“Ameou has met with great hap-
piness,' answered the priest quietly,
“and she is duly grateful.”

But Curran no longer heeded him.
In his exasperati he roughl,
pushed, the old “man - aside an
dasbed /up to the tent, throwing the
flap -open.

He was faced by Mashkan
who placed one of his long, gnaried
hands on the agent’s breast and held
him back. .

What
T
on me
Not 8

| for one that may be gulled

w| where books are easy to secure,

“Thy plage is not in Here,” sald
the hunchback. !
Curran grasped him and would

8
have ﬂun§ him aside, but he_could
hardly budge the haif-breed. Father
Gregoire. who quickly followed, laid
a powerful hand on the agents
shoulder. ! :

“I will not have any brawling on
this day,” he said gravely; “Loosen
your hold,; men! I order peace
among you.! Mashkaugan, stand thov
back! Curran has surely|the right
to be with us and join in our rejoic-
jng. Enter:quietly now.”

The agenf walked in, glancing fu-
riously at Mashkaugan, and the old
missionary. :

But when he was inside the tent
he remained like 2 man transfixed by
an arrow, or as one lostjin a bliz-
2ard, who has leaned against a tree
and there been frozen stiff|and stark.

Lorimer had been lying|down, but
now he had raised himself on one
elbow. i

The  thiri, drawn features looked to
Curran like those of a corpse that
has been taken from a tomb, not-
withstanding the smile ithat was
upon them.; .. H

Casting 3 bewildered glance about
him, he saw Ameou, with the child
lying uponher breast. .The gentle
smile of happy greeting with which
she met his look he translated in his
excitement asa grin of triumph over

m. |

hi i
“You have all been plotting
against me!” he raged. :“All have
sought to ;make a fool of me! I
cupgose youll be telling lies to the
company about me, won t you? You
can’t prove anything. You take m:l
an
spurned and laughed at, do you?”
‘Where's that devil of a half-breed?”
The mar dashed furiously out of
the tent. !
“Peace! | Keep still, 1. command
you!” shouted Father Gregoire.
But_Curran psid no heed and ran |
toward Mashkaugan, who stood at a
short distdnce with folded arms.
“Ill have no fighting!” cried the
priest again. “Run away, hk

I
fteaches them the first In a 1 -
Iboard house, while Mathiangan mod
‘old Nimissuts give them lessons in
the lore that'is only found in the
wonderful book of the great wilder-
nesa. )

(The end) |

—_—— .

DETROIT THEATRES
AT THE GAYETY

First the Ginger Girls, then the
Gayety Girls -with one of the liviiest
bunch of fun. makers in the business,
and now those swell Carnation Beau-
ties with Charlie Robinson heading the
bunch in a rapid fire comedy part that
carries one off his feet. The singing
of the principals and chorus in the

Every afternoon and evening.
greatest fup and amusement in De-
troit.

Prettieat girls, best music, latest nov-
elties.

CADILLAC SQUARE
.The World's Best Burlesque Shgﬁ..
e

i Every Matinee Is for the
Ladies. '

Carnation Beauties is a revelation to
burlesque patrons, and e scenic
equipment and wealth of rich cos-
tumes is an eyel opener. Manager
Rhodes surely kngws what constitutes
a clean, up to the minute show and the
ladies are flocking in ever increasing
numbers to the Gayety, on ~Cadillac

quare where jollity reigns supreme
wnxl dmivc{\ a (lut!\ moment,

nd look out for next weck as

Million Dollar Dolis are on thei e

of Detroit—visitors in this
find time spent at the Gayety well
worth while, and it is announced that
only the “big wheel,” Columbia shows

-FOLLY

BURLESQUE| !
THEATRE
Sheiby and Lafayette Sts.
.DETROIT
THE BIG SHOWS
A “Stag” Favorite
This 1s the theatrs that qives
you your moneys’ worth. The Istert &nd
brightest In burlesque every day [n the
‘ week. Hosts of pretty girla, funny coms-
dlaps, newest songs snd dancen

Come to the Folly
For a Jolly time

will be the attraction duving the com-
ing season. This means -the very
height of perfection.

Manager Levy now perfected ar-
rangements for the season in fine
shape, with the result that good old

gan, till iwe quiet this madman.
Help! You men by the cances!”
_The Indjan canoemen . came fun-

ble in De-

is
troit at the Cadillac at ali‘times. The

shows for the past three weeks on the
have been of the high-

ing wup';as turned
away, Mashkaugan ran a few steps
like a deer, paying little heed to his
direction. | The infuriated man fol-
lowed close. .

In a few seconds he was on the
ledge of rock which overhung the
lake, and iwas compelled-to turn at

ay. ;

Curran flung himself upon him,
and they 'grappled as wild beast,
panting like bull moose in deadly
fight. For a moment the agent tore
a hand free {rom the grasp of the
hunchback’s long arms, and an ex-
-plosion was heard, !

For anpther brief instant, Mash-
kaugan loosened his hold, but one of
his great fists came crashing against
Curran's lower jaw. .

The agent fell like an ‘animal that
has been poleaxed and slipped inert-
ly from the shelving rock into the
deep-blue ; water, which ‘closed over
him—rippling at first! and then
smoothing over as if to:cast a veil
over the ‘gruesome evidence of his
blind, wild fury.

The Indians leaped into their ca-
noes and paddled swiftly: to the spot.
For a time they searched with long,
setting poles; but the 'water was
deep and they could find nothing. In
.a short time they ceased, fearing the
spirits that gather about the places
of sudden death were about them.

Mashkaugan was lying on the
ground. The men carried him close
to the tent, where the old mission-
ary knelt by him, weeping.

“I should have permitted thee to
defend thyself,” he said sadly.

But Mashkaugan smiled at him.

“It ig for the best,” he said in a
low, halting voice. “I would speak
to thee, father, and be shriven by
thee if my sins may ever be for-
given. Put thy ear near my mouth,
for 1 can speak but low.”

he old man listened; For some
minutes slow words that hurt con-
tinued to come. Then Father Gro-
going made & sign and Maku came to

im.

“Bring| Lorimer!” he ordered.

The sick man was brought, sup-
ported on both sides, and kneit by
the reclining man.

“Mashkaugan begs thy forgive-
ness,” said the priest. |

“Indeed, ] forgive thee all, Mash-
kaugan,” said Lorimer. “I would
give much to know that!we two soon
might travel ngain as, friends to-
gether in the greatness of the
woods!”

The }‘mnchhack smiled at him
gratefully and spoke ip a stronger

voice. i

“If T ‘am_ forgiven of God and
man,” sqid he, “there will surely be
happiness in lying over there bet-
tween the two great 'birches that
overlook| the water and; the glory of
every riging sun.” H

For many days it seemed as if
they wopld have to bury him he-
neath the silvery trees, yet he recov-
ered was Lorimer’s stanch, de-
voted friend, ;

One morning all the: canoes were
loaded, dnd every onei returned to
Tshemuak Post, where many pounds
of valuable black “pouk” were
burned jin long-barreled guns in
honor of| the tiny. fleet bearing Lori-
mer, Father Gregoire .and Ameou
with all{her happiness, and Autk
with his family.

Indeed, no man was ever known to
camp again or to stretch meshes for
whitefish in the place at Many

hat become known as “La
u Mechant,” the Bad Man

est fun class and well worth witness-
ing. Visitors to Detroit who are look-
ing for spice and a lot of new gingery
dancing and music will find the cozy
Cadillac an ideal spot. )

The present show of the Follies of
Pleasure takes one into the realms of
fun, with a chorus that is remarkable
for beauty of face and figure. In fact
the Follies of ‘Pleasure is one of those
shows that one can see a couple of
times and heartily enjoy. The at-
traction will be on for the balance of
this week and will be followed by that
popular and, drawing aggregation
known as French Models, which has
created a furore all along the line.
Sensational surprises in specialty acts
will be a leading feature and every
one should make arrangements to “get
in" on this one.

A

P’
' The Cadillac
Theatre
\

Detroit, Michigan
Oppesite Cadillac Hotel
On Michigan Ave.

A LIVE WIRE
With Best Shows in the Hand-
somest Play Bouse in the city.

Prettiest Girla and Newest
fdess. Tf you want a fine time
come any afternoon or evening.
The most popular‘house in Town -

and the Best Shows.
LADIES' MATINEES DAILY.

AT THE FOLL

This popular house will now pre-
sent a new line of sterling burlesque
stars, and many new faces. Tom Bee-
son as the comedian is making the

is life, and the nifty chor

57

AUTOMOBILE SCHOOL
DETROIT Y. M. C. A. |
DAY & EVENING CLASSES
For Salesmen, Chauffeurs, Machin-
ists and Owners. Enter any time.
For Particulars, Address
Y. M. C. A. Automobile School,

i
get by with dancing and singing whic
pleases mightily. The favorites who

Room 303 . Detroit, Mich.

have been here for the past three

weeks give way this week to a new
bunch who surely give a show that
makes the old timers sit up and take
notice. The Folly is a show place for
the “boys” who appreciate & show that
has plenty of life, fun and pretty girls
galore. If looking for a good time
and pleasnat. hours in Detroit, drop in
at the Folly, smoke and make yourself
at home, - °
Commencing next week there will

PATEN

Trade Marks
Copyrights

We smrve vou effctntly. Advies o
taventors FREE. Writs or eail. B
tabliahed 50 yrars.

Barthel, Flanders & Barthal

ah] Block, 35 Wert «
ess St., Detrolt, Mich.

Block frem Interarhan Statlon.

be a series of sensational Parisian
dances that will beat everything in the

dance line ever produced in Detroit.

troit.

MORE GOLD EXPORTED.

Another shipment of gold has been
made from New York to.Canada. So
far $15,000,000 American , gold has
I:een exported to England through Ot-
awa.

-Anemia Cured

Two cases of anemia are reported

TOOLS
BUILDER'S HARDWARE

Read These Facts
Best displayed and largest agsort-
ment in Michigan. Prices you can't
beat, If you want the best amd
save money—lJet us figure with you,
[T PAYS TO BUY OF US. N

Schroeder Bros. H'dw'e, Go.
75 Broadway. Near john R.
DETROIT, MICH.

cured by Dr. S. Powell Burdick by the

use of Calcarea and Ferrum Phos Jor
six months (details given page 144 in

the Drs. Boericke and Dewey authora-
tive book on the Tissue Salts), On
the same page Dr. W. Rowley also re-
ports a cure of anemia. Symptoms
were: . Pale, anemic countenance,
great exhaustion, depression, head-
aches, constipation, no appetite, chlor-
atic, emaciated and _ambitionless.

We prepare  NUTRIENT SALTS
which contain the tissue salts so nec-
essary in order to cure anemia and
every other diseased condition, Na-
ture cannot heal without the twelve
mineral NUTRIENT SALTS, and &s
modern foods like white flour and su-
gar are deprived of these necessary
elements everyone feels. the bad ef-
fects of mineral salts starvation.
NUTRIENT SALTS are beneficial
in all diseases. Send maney order or
check for $1.00 for & mon&'s supply
of Nutrient Salts; six months’ supply
$5.00. Sold by mail only. ,
Oh‘:’hm Company, Station B, Cleveland,

0.

JUST
GLASSES
and at the
Tight prices
Fitted right
Eyes Tested
.Free

Immediate
attention to
out of town
patients —
no delay.

251 Woodward Ave.
(Fisher Arcade)
Main 5828, Detroit.

I Glassed
Detroit.

Lorimer finally discovered
ch money wis :awaiting him
he was Tather puzzled; in regard to
jts dispbsal. The greatness of the
ad its hold upon him. an

was more than all else in the
world tg hil

im.

He amply supplied the needs of his
sister atross the water, who had a
large family to bring|up and edu-
cate. e share he kept for himself
will doubtlés: be. put| to good use
when his own boys grow up. He
moved to 8 post nearer civﬂiudvrs

, an|

Ameou

=

where children may be taught the
wisdom |of white men [and' the eraft

Pleas:

LOUIS VAN DALL'S

HARRY ‘NELSON B

{PIANO AND
One

of red men. A clever young woman
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BOILLOTAT MUSIC STUDIOS

Assistants

ear Normal Course for Plano

THE -RIGHT SPOT IN DETROIT FOR A 600D LUNCH

And a Cafe That’s Truly Right, Best Goods, Finest Service and

m_‘.63 Michigan Avenge

Two Deors from Cadillac Theatre—Opposite Cadillac Hotel.

LOTAT, Mus. Bac,

RY
Teachers
Cherry 211-]

Y
86 Valpey Bldg., 213 Woodward Ave, Detroit.
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