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The Hero of Bucking Tom

_Lorne’s father is a rancher in the foot™

hills of southern Alberta. He had come
West in the early seventies, when Ontario
h_a:v?lire:iched a state of s:ltltleu;snt and
civilization repugnant to the old man’s
feelings. He wasn’t old in_those days,

_however; in him was the spirit of the true

pioneer, and he never felt so full of the

irit of youth as when he trekked from
Winni with his wife and first born
ba'l;{, ary. .

‘hey ‘came in a prairie-schooner.
rawn by oxen, and, although Mrs.
avis had not the same high spirit of

adventure as her husband, yet she knew
him too well to raise any protest.

UNSIGHTLY
PIMPLES

COVERED HIS FACE.
B.B.B. Cured Him.

\

All diseases and blemishes of the skin
are caused by the blood being in an im-
pure condition

The best blood cleansing medicine on
the market to-day is Burdock Blood
Bitters, a medicine that has been in use
for over 40 years, so you do not experi-
ment when you buy it.

Mr. Lennox D. Cooke, Indian Path,
N.S., writes: “I am writing you a few
lines to tell you what Burdock Blood
Bitters has done for me. My face was
covered with pimples. I tried different
kinds of medicine, and all seemed to fail.
I was one day to a friend’s house, and
there they advised me to use B. B. B.
so I.purchased two bottles, and before
I had them taken I found I was getting
better. 'I got two more, and when they
were ﬁ.mshed I was completely cured.
I find it is a great blood purifier, and I

. recommend it to all.” :

B. B. B. is manufactured only by

Tae T. MLBURN Co., LIMITED, ‘Toronto,

You Can Grow Your Hair

BEFORE
4TH

Successful Scientific Treatment
FREE OF CHARGE

Do you suffer from loss of hair?—Does your hair
get &l:mmrely gray?—Is your hair stripy, sticky or
matted?—Do you suffer from dandruff, itching or
eczema of the scalp?—Are you baldheaded or about to
become 80?

1f you suffer from any of the above-mentigned
halr troubles do not neglect it, but try to relieve
tne trouble at once. Delays are dangerous. Write
at once for our {llustrated booklet, *“The Triumph of

ce Over Baldness.’

FREE TREATMENT

We want to prove to you at our own risk that
the Calvacura Halr Treatment stops the falling of the
hair; destroys dandruff and eczema of the scalp and

romotes the growth of new hair. We will send you a

1.00 box of Calvacura No. 1, together with the above-
mentioned booklet, “The Triumph of Science Over
Baldness,” if you send us your name and address,
together with 10 cents in silver or postage stamps to
help pay the distribution expenses.

Cut out this coupon below and send to-day to
gn{on Laboratory, R. 32, 142 Mutual St., Toronto,
nt.
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Please find enclosed 10 cents to help pay the dis-
tribution expenses. Kindly send me at once your
$1.00 Calvacura No. 1 and your booklet, ‘*The Triumph
of Science Over Baldness.” (Enclose this coupon in
your letter.)—Advt.

All Fancy
Colors —

Large
Pleces.— Just what
éou need for making
razy Quilts, Cush-
fons,etc.; large

—y.arge packet of best quality in assorted colors
10c. or 3 for 25¢. We pay postage. Order now
and receive our catalog free.

United Sales Co., Station B., Winnipeg, Man.

Take advantage of the
fow rates to BRANDON
FAIR and have your
eyes properly tested.
Satisfaction guaranteed
Prices reasonable. ‘

G.W. WALKEY - 831 Rosser Ave.

At the time our story opens Mary is a
ruddy-cheeked 'lass of twenty-five, and
Lorne, their second child, born in an ox-
cart, is twenty-four and his father’s
right-hand man. He- takes after his
father in his high-spirited, adventurous
dispositicn and 1n his faculty for seeing
the humourous side to every situation.

Mr. Davis had this Fall a serious
difficulty in obtaining a sufficient number
of men for the Fall Round-up, the greatest
annual event in the history of Bar Cross
Ranch. To be compelled to accept men
from -the city, “tenderfeet,” for this
highly skilled work, nearly broke his heart.

rne’s mirth was caused by the
appearance of one of these hired men, a
man ostensibly from the city, with patent
leather shoes, the worse for wear, stylishly
cut clothes, and a shirt whose front had
once been giossy.

This man had been taken off the train

at Stop-off Depot. It was getting late
in the season and the round-up must start
with the increase of the moon, with skilled
men or unskilled, and Dad Davis for
once was compelled to take what he could
get.
. The name of the newcomer, Lorne soon
found out, was Jack Morton, and he was
from Toronto. His countenance showed
real pleasure at having, for the first time
an opportunity of seeing Western life and
habits.

After supper the evening was spent in
mending saddles, cinches, lariat ropes,
and such like paraphernalia of a cow-
boy’s trade, in preparation for the %reat
ingathering of the horned family of the
Bar-Cross Ranch.

In the morning, after a breakfast of
flapjacks and mapleiene, Jack was asked
to bring in from the range a couple of
ponies for his own use during the ‘““drive.”
Jack started off on foot but the voice of
Dad Dayvis recalled him:

“Say, Bud, whar you goin’?”

“For the ponies.”

“Better take a cayuse, there’s half a
dozen in the barn doin’ nothin’.”

Jack went to the barn and saw, among
others, Lorne’s mare, already saddled,
and, having obtained permission to use
it “if he could,” led it outside and pre-
pared to mount. The mare, a high-
strung, sensitive beast, full of life, and
prancing with impatience, seemed to resent
the stranger’s hand upon the bit and his
awkward way of mounting; so, before
Jack’s right foot was astride the saddle,
the mare leaped ahead and Jack was
clawing the dust.

He soon recovered, however, and, con-
scious of Mary’s laughing eyes upon him,
he declined Lorne’s proffered help and
succeeded in getting astride the now
thoroughly scared pony, but, before he
could settle himself in the saddle, the
animal began to buck and rear in the most
alarming fashion, so that Jack found
himself hanging on with both arms around
its neck, and expecting each moment to
be flung to the ground. The mare,
wearying of this kind of exercise, started
off at a tremendous speed for the creek
and, there changing its mind, turned and
raced back to the barn and there brought
up wigh such startling suddenness that
Jack was deposited in shameful confusion
on top of a manure pile.

More frightened than hurt, he picked
himself up and, after listening good-
naturedly to the bantering remarks of the
crowd, once more, on an older and
quieter horse, brought in the bunch, and,
with the help of the cowboys, caught two
for his own use.

The next day found them started on the
round-up. Stiff and sore, Jack felt like
remaining behind but, if he did that, he
would miss the fun, which he had no in-
tention of doing. To an Easterner there
is something decidedly romantic in a
Western cattle drive and for Jack the
sense of adventure far outweighed any
person discomfort he might feel.

The first night they stopped at the
Lazy 'V ranch, and the six cowboys
occupied the bunk-house together with
the original inhabitants, who also pur-
posed to “hit the trail” at sun-up.

Thus they travelled for six days, being
joined here and there by other groups of
cowboys on a like errand as themselves,
to the summer feeding grounds. And
then one day they began to split up into
groups, each group taking different
directions, exploring coulees and clumps
of brush for any stray cow that might
have turned aside to give birth to a calf.
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Jack had paired with Lorne and he
goon took part in the search in true cow=
boy style, bringing many a jealous
mdther and many an unruly steer into
the open country.

Then, one day, they reached a plateau
overlooking a wide valley and here
grazing conteritedly, was the largest her;i
of cattle Jack had ever set eyes on. This
was the summer feeding-grounds, this
valley between the Porcupine Hills and
the ﬁockiw which stretched half the
length of the Province of Alberta, and
Jack on that day and the days following
had full - opportunity to. take in the
beauties of the scene.

Here they met with the other cowboys
and, after a few days waiting, they
started on the homeward diive. The
cattle moved slowly and care had to be

.taken that no opportunity was given to

stampede. At night they would camp
and the cattle were allowed to graze
while two or three cowboys would keep
watch, Jack taking his turn with the rest.

Two days out from Bar Cross Ranch
was a river, or, more properly, a mountain
torrent, which had been named The
Bucking Tom River. Jack distinctly
remembered the crossing on the way out
and wondered how they were going to
gi)lot the herd across. In fact, the cow-

ys themselves were none too sure of
this river, and sundry doubts were ex-
pressed as to whether “‘they’d be able to
make it,”” with the river swollen by more
than ordinary rains. At one place the
horses had to swim for a short distance
and at this point special care would have
to be taken to keep the herd from being
carried away by the current.

And now, about three weeks from the
time they had left it, they came again to
the old Bucking Tom and there they
were met by Dad Davis with a few more
ranchers. Dad himself did not like the
“looks of her” at this time and, with so
many of his punchers “city guys,” he was
full of cautions and instructions.

Jack was to keep near Lorne, who took
the lower and most dangerous side of the
ford. The ford did not run at right
angles to the river but diagonally across
it, so that the lower end was nearly half
a mile away.

At last, with much shouting and
cracking of whips, the first batch of over
two hundred were induced to enter the
water and piloted safely across. Close
on their heels followed another herd, led
by an old bull that had made the crossing
many times. Lorne, on his mare, stood
by the edge of the deep water, with Jack
close behind, cracking their whips when-
ever a young steer or heifer ventured too
close to the danger zone. The older
cattle, for the most part, were more easily
controlled and seemed to know by in-
stinct where to go.

One young steer got into difficulties in
midstream and swept down the river be-
fore anyone could stop it, but, as the rest
of the herd had no intention of following,
it was left to its fate.

And now the last herd were beginning
to cross and the ranchers were breathing
more freely, but a young bull which had
assumed leadership about half-way across
seemed inclined to head downstream in
spite of the efforts of Lorne and the others
to prevent him. It is a dangerous policy
to change leaders in midstream, as many
of the herd found out to their cost that
afternoon. The “leader” managed to
get outside the ford into deep water
where the river ran like a torrent; this
started the others and there was a danger
that the whole herd would follow suit and
become victims of the foaming wrath of
Bucking Tom.

Lorne shouted a word of warning to
Jack to keep his place and on no account
to move from shallow water and then
headed his mare downstream in pursuit
of the excited bull. His father shouted
to him in warning but it was no use. The
herd was in danger, and he could not let
them drown without an effort to save
them.

Swimming vigorously the mare reached
the crazy leader and then something
happened; Lorne tried to head the bull
toward shore and in doing so turned so
quickly that the mare was over-balanced
by the swift current and for a full half-
minute horse and rider disappeared below
the surface.

Jack, who had watched the whole affair
with feverish anxiety, could stand it no
longer, and as horse and rider reappeared
at different places on the surface, cach
struggling bravely for life, he headed his
horse into the stream and urged it with

cruel spurring towards the spot. Within
three minutes he was opposite the struggl-
ing horse, which he ignored, and a moment
or so later he was within a few yards of
Lorne who again disappeared, sucked
under by the treacherous undertow.

Jack saw that their only hope now was
in his own ability to swim and bear up
the other’s weight, for his horse had be-
come panic-stricken and responded neither
to bit nor whip; so, slipping from the
saddle, he swam, with those powerful
strokes he had learnéd at Toronto Beach,
for the spot where Lorne was last seen
and, as the drowning man once more
broke the surface, he was gripped by a
powerful hand and turned on his back
whilst his head was kept above the sur-
face by Jack’s strong pressure from
underneath. This was made more easy
by the fact that Lorne was now uncon-
scious and unable to resist or struggle.

And now ensued a spectacle such as
the anxious watchers had never seen, a
struggle between the angry torrent and
the powerful swimmer. Nature seemed
resentful of this defiance of her laws, and
seemed glad of the chance to punish those
who defied her. About a quarter of a
mile away were the rapids and these
seemed waiting with hungry jaws for the
coming prey.

Could Jack with his burden make the
bank before the rapids were reached?
The roar of the falling water seemed to
answer, ‘“No,” while the watchers prayed
and hoped, “Yes.” But it was a hopeless
task. Had he been free he might have
saved himself; his strength was failing and
a groan of despair swept upward from
the crowd, to be followed 1mmediately
afterward by a cry, “The rock! The
rock! Make for the rock!”

A small rock, almost unseen amid the
swirling waters, was now seen and Jack,
whose strength had almost gone, revived
and looked about him. Below, about
ten yards to the right and land side of
where he was, he saw the rock and, with
fresh hope, swam toward it. He grasped,
as only drowning men know how to grasp,
a projection and, with his last remaining
strength, flung his unconscious friend
upon the rock and drew himself up after.

Ropes were soon brought and flung to
the rock, while another was tied to willing
helpers who formed a living link from
deep water to the shore, and seized the
exhausted Jack and the unconscious Lorne
as they were dragged to the shore. There
loving hands did all that was possible to
revive any flickering spark of life in the
rancher’s son. For hours his life was
despaired of, and Jack, too, had become
insensible as he reached the bank. They
were both carried to the nearest ranch-
house and Mrs. Davis and Mary shortly
arrived on the scene and constituted them-
selves nurses, and their loving care was
soon rewarded by seeing both patients
show returning signs of animation.

The next morning Jack awoke with the
sunlight flooding the room and Mary
bending over him; the look of mischief
had gone from her eyes and in its place
was a look of anxious solicitude. Jack
never felt so happy as that same morning
when he overheard Mary say to her
brother, “Never mind, Lorne, if he can-
not ride your mare he can ride the old
Bucking Tom, which is more than we or
anyone else around these parts can do.”

Not Going to Take It

“You’ve overdone the matter of exer-

cise, man.” said the doctor, after Hamish
had detailed his symptoms. “You must
give yourself a day’s quiet now and then
and avoid exposure. How often do you
play golf ?”

“Every. day but the Sabbath,” said
Hamish, rising.

“You must be more temperate at it,”
said the physician. “Twice a week in
good weather is enough for you.”

“Good day!” said Hamish, moving
toward the door.

“You've not paid me for my advice,”
said the doctor, who knew his man.

“Nae, for I'm nae takking it,” said
Hamish, as he reached the door and
made his escape.

We are indebted to Messrs. Glasgow,
Breok & Co., Toronto, publishers of the
“Clironicles of Canada” for permission to
reproduce the painting by C. W. Jefferys
on our front page cover. The illustration
is that of Sir John A. Macdonald crossing
the Rockies in 1886, in the first Canadian
Pacific train.

i o s o o e v s a-



