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wife and four little children, Mr. Tar-
rant.” : :
‘Tarrant's face set like a flint. He
already understood. 7T1his girl had
come to plead the cause of the man
he had seen fit to discharge—he, Tar-
He would not even deign to
answer. The steady scratch, scratch,
of lrent's pen Wwas appare}ltl_\( the
cnly sound in Red Gulch. Yet Trent,
in the most businesslike manner, was
giving himself to trivialities. He was

rant.

making numberless copies of Brig
Foster's song. ; : :
“One of the children 1s a little

cipple,” suggested Katie, thoughtiul-
’f;,pt%rz)winggaside the shawl, and toss-
ing back the straying curls with an
upward fling of the degr-lxke head.

No answer.

“We tmnk if she were sent east to
one of the great hospitals she might
be cured,’ said Katie, unconsciously
giving a tighter roll to one of the
plue sleeves that had begun to slip

n. .
uo’lwrent looked at the round, white
arm that was rather near him.

“That is what Foster has been
working for—to save that money,
<aid Katie, a little more distinctly.

“That is what has kept him a sober
man for months and months.”

She spoke so quietly that Tarrant
was deceived, and thought a sneer

would be opportune. :
“I didn’t notice any particular sober-

ness about your friem.i to-day,” he
said, in a nasty tone. :
Her voice was sweetness itself.

“No: the gangs had to be laid off
to-day, on account of the weather, and
he fell into temptation, I suppf)sef—
there’s plenty of it. But that doesn't
mean he’s to be kicked just because
he’s down. It's the hope for that
little child that’s going to make him
a good man—and that hope’s not
going to be taken away from him
while I live in Red Gulch.”

Mr. Tarrant was irritated, and de-
livered himself at large.

“If you are trying to induce me to
take the fellow back, you may save
yourself the trouble,” he said, brus-
quely. “He is discharged and done
with so far as this road is concerned.
He should not be taken on agam
even as a section-hand. And if he
isn’'t out of the company’s house by
night I'll have his things thrown nto
the street.”

Katie laughed, a little ripple of
laughter that brought out unexpected
dimples at the corners of her mouth
and a wholly unwarranted one by the
side of her chin.

“Now, do you know,” she said,
sweetly, “you won’t do anything of
the kind. Isn’t it funny that you should
think you would? But you won't put
Brig’s wife and babies into the street,
and you won't discharge Brig. In
fact, you never have  discharged him.
[t wasn't your place to come out here

discharging workmen, anyway. No-
body but Mr. Trent could do that,
and he won't give up a good man

like Brig. The end of it is that you
rcalize you have acted like a meddling
old woman, and you are going to
apologize for it and promise never to
do so again.”

Tarrant’s face crimsoned with fury,
and he started up from his chair.

“Will you have the goodness to tell
me what you mean, young woman?’
hie demanded.

Then Trent also rose,
with labored politeness.

“Will you have the goodness to list-
en to me a few moments, Mr. Tar-
rant? You told me a little while ago
that I didn’t understand Red Gulch,
that I didn't understand . anything
about conditions in the West. I saw
the Vigilance Committee once in this
town, wild with fury against a
yvoung fellow, whom they were about
tc hang to that tree—you can see it
rom where you stand. It was a girl
who broke through the crowd, mount-
¢ the box beside the prisoner, and
with her arm over his shoulder, talk-

and spoke

¢d, and told funny stories, and sang, | of one of—of the conditions of the
an ‘m‘ncd negro dialect, and so be- | West.”
and befooled the crowd that the !

officers got here and saved the boy—
\ was 5
; . ;
f L.ong over there came in here
opened his laundry, and a crowd

| cays, Mr. Tarrant.

! fought such

of drunken cow-boys came in one
tight to have fun with him, it was a
girl who hid him in her kitchen, and
stood in the door, pistol in hand, and
kept the boys back, and talked to
them so sweetly that the last one of
them promised to give Fung Long
vork if he had to wear a ‘biled shirt,
once in a while to do it. When
Biack Ike was cut to pieces out yon-
der in the First and Last Chance, it
was a girl he sent for, and she sat by
him in that saloon and held his hand
while he talked—Harvard and foot-
ball, and home. In fact, Mr. Tar-
rant, that girl is one of the conditions
of the West—she owns Red Gulch—
she is Red Gulch—besides which, she’s’
my friend—and if I were you I would
be a little more careful in my manner
of speech.”

Mr. Tarrant had heard, and his eyes
shifted uneasily. He remembered that
the girl still held the pistol, and his
mouth was dry.

~ “You don’t imagine that I can be
ictimidated into taking back a man
1 have already discharged?” he de-
manded, with what loftiness he could.
The girl laughed again. She had the
delicate skin that goes with red-brown
Lair, and a warm color had swept
up mnto 1t.

“Who spoke of intimidating?’ she
retorted. "I am simply asking you to
leave Brig in his place, and being a
wise man, you are going to do it.”

“I certainly am not!” he replied, re-
gaining confidence. ‘‘He stands dis-
missed, and I mean exactly what I
have said.

“Then I shall have to use moral
suasion,” she replied, mildly, getting
down from the table and throwing
the white shawl over her head. “Did
you bring any food and bedding with
you, Mr. Tarrant? I hope you did,
for it is a long stretch from now to
eleven o’clock to-morrow morning—
and the nights are cold.”

She had moved te the door, her
hand was upon the knob, when Tar-
rant started up.

“What the—what do you mean?” he
cried, biting back the oath with a
furious glance at Trent.

The girl looked at him between the
eyes, her head up.

“Simply that I am going out now
to send word around the town; and
vou will neither get bite nor- shelter
in this place after that word is sent.
My uncle keeps the hotel. In five
minutes you will find your luggage on
the front step. It is as Mr. Trent
I am Red Gulch.
These people love me—they are my
pcople. You shall not come outhere
and trample down a mdin who has
battles as you mnever
dreamed of. I know the East, too—
I am a college girl, Mr. Tarrant—but
this is the West, Mr. Tarrant—this is
Red Gulch—and you and your meth-
ods are out of place. And—as I said
—the nights are cold.”

Mr. Tarrant’s face paled, and then
flushed a burning red. Would she
dare? But there was no need to ask
it. She would dare anything! There
was a long silence, during which the
wind flapped the ceiling cloth; and a |
cold shiver seized upon the Eastern
marn.

“Oh, well,” he said, turning furious-
ly upon Trent—he would make Trent
suffer for this!—“put the hound back
| in his place again since that suits
vou!”

“Beg pardon,” said Trent, drily, but
this is none of my funeral. You dis-
charged him, and I'm afraid you'll
have to be at the trouble of putting
him back.”

“Yes,” said the girl at the door,
eweetly; “I shall want a written
statement to that effect—mentioning
that this is not to be held to his pre-
judice in future dealings, you know,
and that nobody concerned is to be
persecuted—otherwise, we might all be
rneasy. Mr. Trent, will you lend Mr.
Tarrant your pen? Thanks, Mr. Tar- |

innocent, by the way. When { down after her.

rant. You have the earnest gratitude

But before she had
i rickety stairway, Trent came running |
There was laughter
l in his eves, but a choke in his voice.

! “Oh, Katie,” he whispered; “Katie, |

reached the |
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These are Bolt Action 7 Shot Repeaters, and are in first-class condition.
An excellent arm for wolf and deer shooting, and sighted up to 1000 yards.

We offer these at §$6.00 each.
Cartridges $2.50 per 100

THE HINGSTON SMITH ARMS CO. LTD.

FIRE-ARMS AND SPORTING GOODS

Winnipeg.
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CONSTRUCTION

The “Wizard’ Port-
able Grain Elevator is
built any height,
standard 16ft. leg.

Grain is elevated by
cups and conveyor by
worm screw.

Mounted on skids, but
can be operated from
a wagon or truck.

Hopper swings back
out of the way for

wagon.
Leg swings down
when moving and rests
on skids.

Spout can beswung in
any direction, or up
or down.

This cut shows Elevator mounted on truck, with leg up and hooper ready to receive grain. i
Write for prices and terms our supply is limited. b

THE HARMER IMPLEMENT CO., 142 Princess St., Winnipeg

THE ‘“WIZARD"”

Portable Grain Elevator

WILL SAVE ITS
COST IN ONE SEASON
It is a back saver, time saver,

money saver.

It will save 3

men's timeand

two teams at
least.

OUR
PRICES
ARE
RIGHT

Load your own cars and save money—
can be operated by Horse Power or
Gasoline Engine. :

i's got to be told now. I need you
—more than I can tell—and if you'll
just love me—"

The girls face was turned away, but
he held her hands.

“Not a bit of it,” she
turned her face toward him;
which he laughed joyously.

“Oh, it's proud of you I was this
day!” he cried. “And I want to be
president of this road, Katie dear,
and President of the United States,
and maybe a few other little things—
and I can be all of them, with you
to help!”

A disgraceful figure, reclining on a
box on the station platiorm, looked
in upon a very pretty little scene in
the quiet stairway.

“Babesh in zhe wood.” he murmur-
ed, sentimentally. “Makesh a man
wish he wash deshent man. Will be
deshent man! Brig, ol’ boy, lesh go
’ome’ an’ be deshent!”

cried, and
upon

Which, with many waverings, but
with ultimate stuccess, he proceeded
to do.

Knew What He Wanted.

A certain old gentlemans’ lack of
“polish” is a sad trial to his eldest
daughter. Not long ago the family
were gathered in the library, one of
the windows of which was open.

“That air “the father began, but
was quickly interrupted.

“Father, dear, don’t say ‘that air'—
say ‘that there,” the daughter ad-
monished.

“Well, this ’ear’

he again at-

' tempted, but was as quickly brought

to a halt.
“Nor °‘this ear’;
rect,” he was told.

‘this here’ is cor-

The old gentleman rose with an
angry snort.
“Look here, Mary,” he said. “Of
course I know you have been to
school and all that, but I reckon I
know what I want to say, an’ 1 am
going to say it. I believe I feel cold
in this ear from that air, and I'm
going to shut the window!”

Kakabeka Falls
as seen from
C.N.R. Trains




