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ing. Could he afford to turn
;lslir:ill ign a wide half circle and give
the maid the advantage of a straight
run? But could he let Rena make

detour? i
tthou keep straight on ahead,’ he

manded, suddenly. “IM1  ride
ac:?cr:m;l and turn him back toward the
level.”

For a full minute ghe_maid wavered.
Bert was already circling off to the
leit, leaning low in his saddle, watch-
ful. determined. She twitched Baby’s
rein and followed him. If she won,
it must be fairly. She‘would not
allow his chivalry to give her an
advantage, just because she was a
It must be as man to man.

woman. :
Bert, hearing hoof-beats behind
him, turned his head just as the

maid raised her whip and struck Baby
the first blow she had ever.given _him.
Again they rode side by side, neither
speaking, but both understanding that
it was not the coyote—it was a trial
of speed between them.

The coyote halted long enough to
observe this new tactic, stretched his
tense muscles, lowered his head and
swung regretiully away from the
refuge ifor which he hungered. He
was full irom feasting and his speed
was past. He took to dodging and
turning this way and that, in a vain
effort to shake off his pursuers. His
head drooped lower, his bushy tail
dragged in the crisp, prairie grass.
He heard the man give a shrill, exult-
ing whoop, and terror gripped his

heart. He wheeled short off and
dove into a shallow, grassy coulee.
There were great deserted badger

holes in the clay banks on the farther
sidle. He would creep into one—
back, back into the hill, where it was
dark and cool and silent.

But the coulee was wide and the
nearer rim but a gentle slope, down
which the horses thundered like a
whirlwinl—and Flopper was holding
his own and, having found his second
wind, was holding it without visible
effortt The maid could understand
now how the cowboys felt when they

saw Bert saddling Flopper to lead
circle. Baby was straining every
muscle to keep alongside, and the

whip had stung his flank many times
in the last half mile.

The gray streak had resolved it-
seli into a tired, panic-stricken ani-
mal, crouching nearer to earth and
running heavily. The man straight-
ened in his saddle and widened the
loop in his rope, holding the coiled
surplus loosely in his left hand and
with the free end tied securely to the
saddle horn.

“He's our meat now,’ he remarked
with much satisfaction, and spurred
Flopper necarer. The coyote ducked
warily and whirled away, but to the
horse trained to dodge back and forth
in a herd cutting out cattle, this was
but child's play. He wheeled and
kept pace with the quarry.

The man’s arm uplifted and the
loop circled, slowly at first, then
faster, cutting the air with a subdued
“who-0-0, who-0-0" till, with a sud-
den_ swish. it shot through the inter-
vening spacc and settled relentlessly
over the <lim gray body and tightened
as the man turned his horse away
and braced himself—but not on ac-

count o! the coyote. He must meet
Flopper'~ inherent distaste of being
pressed into service as a temporary
anchor

Hor-e<. like men, have individual
peculiarites of  temperament, and

Flopper was no exception to the rule.

He would run until his knees weak-
ened under him, and do it gladly.
He woull dodge and turn an animal
and tiink it good fun, though his sides
were wot  with  perspiration, He
would not <cttle back as a good rope
hﬂy~c ~hould do. to hold captive even
a jack rabb't He had a way of ex-
pressing lis objection which was for-
cible an1 convincing. and Bert Rogers
knew 't but he took the chance.
Even Flpper could not always buck,
anit waen he had finished there would
stl;‘.l heothe coyote fast in the loop—
‘I]‘lm‘;‘\ “s [ said before, Bert
\ifi‘ﬁ’v‘]\ < the chance. And there
~as the maid sitting upon her pant-
l".‘.‘,.‘,_.‘;,‘ T \\at.chmg him intently.
Foom I'he maid did not know of

ciudice, and was not pre-

pared for his acrobatic outbreak. She
retreated a short distance up the slope
and waited respectfully while he vent-
ed his spleen at the fancied indignity,
and watched the superb horsemanship
of the man with eyes and quick, in-
drawn breaths, while the coyote was
yanked unceremoniously this way and
that, passively yielding.

And then Flopper did an unfor-
givable thing. He reared straight up
and went careening recklessly over
backward, and with him went the
man. The maid gave a sharp, horri-
fied cry and dashed forward, just as
Flopper picked himself up and shook
himself with gullty defiance. He
walked off a few steps and stopped,
eyeing his master inquiringly.

He had not meant to kill the fellow,
but he meant to convince him once
for all that he was not a rope horse.
Ever_l a horse cannot have a dozen
specialties, and his specialty was
speed and endurance. He hoped
Bert Rogers would remember that
fact hereafter. The coyote raised his
head and gazed stupidly at the group,
too weary and disheartened to think
of escape.

The maid knelt and lifted the man'’s
head in her arms. He was not
“deathly pale,” as is proper to fallen
theroes—but then, he was so dread-
fully tanned. And his forehead, when
she pushed back the mass of damp
hair, did look rather white. The
maid bent impulsively and kissed the
white streak. Then, seeing he did
not move, she grew bolder and laid
her lips upon his—once, twice.

The man opened his eyes and look-
ed quizzically up at her and the maid
blushed furiously. His eyes did not
hold the shadow of death, or even of
pain silently borne. There was
amusement—and something beside.

“Are you hurt?” She could think
of nothing else to say.

“Er—yes, I think I am.” The man
lied, and she knew it. She would
have withdrawn her arms indignantly
from around his neck, but the man
held them there. RAnd he was nou
noticeatly weak. “Rena,” he said, sol-
emnly, “if it wasn’t for that cussed
money of yours I'd ask you to marry
me.”

“I—you—maybe I can get pa to
take the rest,” said she, demurely,
looking away to where Flopper was
staring haughtily at the coyote, which
was striving furtively to creep away.
Flopper was so incensed at the
effrontery of the beast that he set-
tled back and was holding the rope
taut of his own accord, which is
added proof that some horses come
near to being human.

“I wish to goodness you would,”
said the man, still holding her hands
tightly jn his. “I wondered, just as
1 was going over, if you would care
it T got killed—so I laid still till I
found out. Oh, you can’t get loose!”

“But the coyote will,” ventured the
maid, evasively.

“If it wasn't for the money,” per-
sisted the man, “if I had asked you
two months ago, would you—"

“Yes, 1 would—so therel” flashed
the maid, tempestuously. “And 1
don’t care for the old money, any-

how. And I don’t want to go East
and ride in any old automobile, or
wear straight front dresses—or any-
thing.”

The man’s eyes smiled up at her.

“The home range is good enough,
eh?”

He trew her head gently down-
ward till their lips met.

—

Be THERE A WiILL Wispom POINTS
THE WAY.—The sick man pines for re-
lief but he dislikes sending for the
doctor, which means bottles of drugs
never consumed. He has not the reso-
lution to load his stomach with com-
pounds which smell villainously and
taste worse. But if he have the w_ill
to deal himself with his ailment, wis-

dom will direct his attention to Par- |
as a |

melee’s Vegetable Pills, which,
specific for indigestion and disorders of
the digestive organs, have no equal.

—

We are never so sensible of our
weakness as when we realize our own
peculiar trial.
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OPEN AGAIN

== FOR BUSINESS =—

WEHAVE SECURED TEMPORARY PREMISES
in the Thistle Rink and have in stock a
full and compleie line ot New Furniture.

We are in a position fo again supply our
Customers #hroughout Manifoba and the

~ Northwest Terrifories with everything in

FURNITURE

Consult our Cafalogue and send your
orders as heretofore and we wiil give

them prompt atfention.

SCOTT FURNTIE 0
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“WIDE AW,
Buggest@Dest in
270-272-274 MAN
: WINNIPEG

CREAM SEPARATOR

Low-down Supply Can

Easy running—no doubling up or reaching up

to turn the crank

Automatic Oiler

Gearing all enclosed

Smooth Velvety Cream
Frothless Skim Milk

Only 8 pieces to clean

Makes the “Uneeda’”’
a Perfect Cream
‘Separator.

—

The National Manufacturing Co. Ltd.

Western Branch Office— 151 Bannatyne Street East, WINNIPEG, MAN,

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE TO

PEMBROKE, ONT.

OR TO

C. C. MACDONALD, MANAGER

WHEN WRITING ADVERTISERS PLEASE MENTION THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY.
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