SA i Fh ® :
It will pay you to come to Fraser’s to do your fall Buying.
Or if you cannot come to Brandon, send us a list of what you

want and let us tell you just what it will cost to deliver your
order-at your station. Hundreds of new customers are commng to

S every year, as the result of our Better Values and Lower

B@N is &Wiimm’s Fur Coat that cannot be '
€ beat for Value.

@ 1 This Stylish Jacket is made of the finest grade number one

- Hudson Seal, a deep rich black colored fur, the nearest thing you
$ can get to South Sea Seal. Made in Blouse Jacket style, with

_ skirt,. has deep rolling collar of self and wide lapels down
 to waist line. The sleeves are the newest, cut according to
the latest New York Styles, with pretty flare cuff, Lined
throughout with Dark Brown Satin, a Heavy Cord Silk Girdle
and the newest Silk Cord Buttons go to complete a very stylish
handsome coat, that we antee to give perfect satisfaction
¢ in fit, style and wear, inches long, sizes 32,34,36,38,40.
< Fraser's %gecial Price for this coat delivered right at your sta-
4 tion $65,00. A :
Write for FRASER’S Memoranda Book, Mailed
$ free on request. .

" A. C. FRASER & CoO.

Brandon, Man.

The Shooting Season is mow on.

What Ammunition are you using?

Sovereign lmEerial

Are guaranteed superior to the imported at
the same price.

Crown

Specify the above brands and take mo other.
PATRONIZE OUR CANADIAN MANDFACTURERS.

DOMINION CARTRIDGE Co.

MONTREAL.

&he Western Home Monthly

| time with' Pa.

_with Jackson.

Ltd

so I just ran out to see if something
couldn’t be done. I tell you, Bill
Jooked eight feet high, and his eyes
were bloodshot and crazy, and he
kind of sobbed when he breathed—
ever looked down the

and if you (
wrong end of a frontier Colt, you can
imagine my feelings for yourself.  But

1 went straight up to him and wrest-
ed his gun away and stood in front of
him so Pa couldn’t shoot him from the
house. Fine? 1 should say it was—
nobody was more surprised than me,
I'm sure, and I'm surprised now! But
I guess I knew pretty well Bill
wouldn’t have hurt me for the world;
though, looking back at it, I can’t see
how I didn’t choose underneath the

bed.

“Well, I led him back to the bunk-
house and made him sit down on the
wooden steps. The tears were rolling
down his face and I felt too sorry for
him to say a word. They say a girl
always likes a bad man—not that Bill
was really bad, you know—only un-
fcrtunate that he should have com-
plicated his biennial bust with a quarrel
When he saw Pa
prancing towards us he begged like
mad for the pistol to kill himself with;
and I almost Yelt like giving it to him
when he talked about wearing stripes-
and perhaps being sent up for years.
But lI) felt sure I could handle Pa;
and, anyway, Bill was sort of my dog
you know, and 1 wasn’t going to let
anybody hurt him. But 1 had atough
Pa is such a stickler
for law and order. Wanted to take
him off to the county-seat and lay a
felony charge against him. He hadn’t
been deputy sheriff very long, you see,
made it worse by saying that it was
‘all about a woman—never mentioning
that I was the woman and Jackson
had said something then . . . .
Well, Bill was such a gentleman that
he wouldn’t bring my name into it.
Said ‘woman,’ like that, till I wonder
Pa didn’t burst.

“It was then that I felt what train-
ing can do for'a man—with Pa,.

mean—and how wise I had been to
always keep the upper hand of him.
He was determined to settle Bill out
of hand—was positively prejudiced
against him—and for a time it looked
a5 though I was nowhere in the scrim-
mage. And I think he was cut up
‘too about my liking Bill so well, for
ot course (didn’t I tell you?) Bill was
just silly about me—always had been
since Ah Sue gave him that chicken
tamale on the doorstep—wore things
next his heart and all that, and
thought anything sacred 1 had
ever touched. The whole ranch is a
sort of church to Bill, you know . . .

“Well, as'I said, Pa was awful. He
paced up and down like a royal Nub-
ian lion, while I, with my heart in my
mouth, did Little Spangles in the wild
beast’s cage. Little Spangles won out,
of course, though once or twice it was
a pretty close call. But at last Pa
quieted down and went off, quite mild,
to find Mr. Jackson. But he didn’t
find Mr. Jackson. Nobody ever has.
He di§appcared like an orange under
a conjuror’'s hat. All that’s left of
him is up-stairs in two trunks and a
debit balance of a hundred and thir-
teen dollars on the pay-roll. I think
he must have changed his name and
quit the country. If you had ever
been up against Bill I guess you'd
have done it too. Anyway, peace de-
scended like a beautiful dream, and
Bill stayed Dago foreman instead of
going into the jute business at San
Quentin Prison. I dare say he might
never really have got there, but he
might have, you know, and he didn’t
want to try.

“That’s all more than a year old
now and Bill has never been on a tear
since. He says it was all my running
out at him_and looking down his
pistol, but I tell you it was the scare
he got from Pa! It wasn't as though
he really liked it. you know—drinking.
I mean—but sometimes he’d come to
the place where he simply couldn’t
go on, and was so hopeless and des-
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the fun of it is that he runs a boxj
class there too, and punches theirol}i(;?li
heads off afterwards. Oh, Bill's,y
great boy, and they're going to male
him president . . Oh, dear, once
I get started ‘talking about Bill I
never seem to know when to stop
Why do you look so grave, Captainp
Ar‘e‘In’l: you pleaﬁ_ed?”

¥ ave something to say about Bj
to‘o,I'; he re]:tulr?ed il owly. d t Bil,
‘His early life and his early scr ”
she said, “and how you don’ty beliaelire: i
will last? There isn’t much about Bi]l
1 don’t know already—his being sent
away from England-and how they
never wanted to see him again.”

“I am out here to take him back,”
said the Captain. ’
“He won't go easy,” said the girl.
“I am not so sure,” said the Cap-
tain. “Circumstances have altered.”
1 don’t see very well how he can re-
fuse. I—we—the family, I mean, are
delighted to hear that he has, retrieved
himself and risen superior to  the
boyish follies that threatened to en-:
gulf him. Let me express to you our
deep sense of obligation—our grati-
tude—for your evident kindness to.:
him at a time when he needed it
most.”

“I don’t think I care to receive the
family gratitude,” she answered cooly.
“What did they ever do for Bill but
give him the cold shoulder from the
time he was left an orphan at twelve?
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« tramped up the three steps. ... like a miule
battery going into action ™

Sent him to Eton and Oxford as a
preparatory step to giving: him a
thousand pounds and telling him to
scoot. You can imagine how W
equipped he was to strike out for him-
self. Couldn’t even spell English till
I got after him with a speller, and had
to work nights before he could write
a page without at least six school-
boy’s mistakes. _The only thing he
really knew was ‘Paradise Lost,” which
had been crammed into him for the
army. He must have found it nice
and useful.” .

“He was given his chance,” said the
Captain, “and, like many another, he
wouldn’t take it. He was put into a
good regiment and received an allow-
ance that with economy would have
amply sufficed to let him hold his
head up. Then he went the pace and
was forgiven. Then he went the pace:
again and wasn’t. He has no,ng_ht to
complain.” .

“Oh, but he doesn’t,” she exclaimed
hastily. “I wouldn’t have you thin
that for anything.”

“But yon seem to
said the Captain.

“I don’t suppose my opinion matters
particularly.” .

“Well. it was enough to bring me
from FEngland,” said the Captait.
“What you think or don’t think has
suddenly become of great importance
to many people.” .

“Don’t you think it is about time
to tell me why?” she asked. “You

do it for him,”

perate and miserable—That was . his
last biennial bust, for now. of course.
he has vot something to live for ard
it’'s all different. and he's hecome one
of the little saints of the Y. M. C. A.
They sav he's the pinkest thing in the
room when he gete up and  does
| solemn wornine thoveh T think  it's
Porother fine of b don't von? And

have hinted and hinted till T feel fike
h pereon in a detective storv—af




