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Pure--NMew Seede
ImprveiBeefute Tomato (enormous ai"). Pkg. 10c,ýI1 SUos.600.

-. c.ÇpeýîgMarket Cabbage (high. cia. early). Pkg. 10c,
-- ,~ os., 40e0, os.- 750.

In p o. a tat Radiai (crlsp). Pkg. 5r, oz. 10c, 4 ozs. 30c.ýWardwetu Kdiey Wax Beun (market sort). 4 oz. 15c, IL

B3OMt Bnowbeil Caullflower. Pkgu. 15c, 25c, 1/ os. 85c,

XXGoldn .glf-Blaniching Oelery. Pkg. 25c, 1/4os. M5,
1/20&. $1.40.

u2ÈéIngîader Sweet Table 0Cm> (ready in 60 day.). Pkg. 10c,
lb. SU, 5 lb.$1.50.

0uéel ad Orisp Cucumber- (bemalal sesc). Pkg. 5c, o3. 15c#
4 on. 400.

N.# orkLettuce (immen solid heeda). Pkg. 10c, os. 25ci
4 on. 70c.

Naike-aker Goldeni Globe Onion, (big cropper). Pkg. 5e,
«s. 25clb. $2.10.

Y.flow onion Sella (select 0aaia) Lb. 85c, 5 Iboa. $1.70.
=X Xzmllest 2Table Marrow Pea. £4osa. 15c, lb. 40c,

5 lb.$1.90.
Jumbo Sugar Beet (for stock feed). -4 on. 150, 1/2 lb. 25c,

IL 45c, 5 lbs.. 2.20.
Perfection Xammoth Red Nangai (very large). 1/2 IL 25c,

IL 45c, 5 lb.$2.20.
Canadien Gem Swede Turnip (good keeper). 4 or&. 20c,

3/ lb. 879, IL 70c, 5 Ib.$3.46.
I1mproveil Greyatone Turnlp. 4 ous. 15c, 1/2 lb. 27c, lb. 50c.
Thoumad-Headed K[ale (for green food). 4 ou. 25o,

1/ lb. 35c, lb. 60c, S lb.$2.10.
Eigh Grade Gold Nugget Yellovw FMt Field Seed Corn.

Bush. $3.35, 5 bush. $16.25.
HIgh Grade Wisconsin No. 7 White Dent Seed Corn.

Bush. *2.85, 5 bush. $18.75.
Bcieet Irish White Beed Oats. Bus. $1.25, 10 bus. $12.00.
Beed Barley, O.A.C. "«211" (six rowed).. Bus. $1.80, 5 bus. $8.75

Sued Cern, Oats, Barley Prices do NOT include Frelght
Chargea. BagusOWc each extra.

'Rem aie% Ssii Catalom.e Freite Ail. Belivermi FreExcept grain
Order Tbrough Your Local Dealer or Direct Front.Rennies-Seeds3%Pd Aeu

WINNIPEG
1Aloo at TORONTO MONTREAL VANCOUVER

KEEP YOUR SKIN CLEAN!
bY the ueVfIagord reliable cream, and this you will find lu my
"IEAL" VET CREAM wbicb is neither eticky, geasy nom

irrilug. t WILL NOT GROW HAIR on the face, preveuts black-
heada sd chappig renderiug the ekin, clear, white and smoeth. 1
Malte it mysefand positively çuarantee that nothing but pure oüs and
waxeeame used lu ita composition. Try it and you will use no other.

PrieS0c. per ,Jar

MRS. E. COATES COLEMANM eaà e treot WINIPEG Phone Main g96

IBoys! Go Shooting this Season

FREE 1 REAL 22 RIFLE» FREE!1
Dady Take- Down Rife2-c. safeVy action. lued barreopn sights; shoots bard and straight-.

theywo't V aayl fryuth t iife INO O ET TO PAY-you nlay have one for
sellîn only 6.OO trtMortentg type or $750 wôrth for the military typ.og u getbg

colored War. Patriotic and Art i rsat 15c. eacb. or of love! y St. Patrick Ester , War, Fatriotic,
Birthday, Lover and Comic Postcards at 3 for 5c. NOW IS THE TIME TO SElýL;. YOU MUSI'
GO SI OOTING THIS SPRING; Ir won'tcotoa cent. Order the goods today and ho sure to
sy wheiher 3ou wsh Pictures or Cards. The Gold Modal Co., Dept. H. M. 20, TORONTO.

u% M-writing advemtisems, please mention The Western Home Monthly

He had gone for about a mile, when ho -that was not the wind. It was a creeping
saw, to bis great disappointment, that the sound as if someone were trying to enter
pny was asfa off as ever, and was tave- the tent without making a noise. It was
lg along Swout. He had lost sight of the very close to bis head, but he was too terri-

herd of bufao, but the pony was heading fied to move.1
in its diretion. But hie plodded on Then he kneç'i that someone was crawl-
stoperatdly o g tE ae the pony would ing under the edge of the tent, and the

A otast howEL& I to bcecaught. wind biew in on bis faoe.
lsle as near enough to see tbat it At first he wanted to cry out, to show

was indeed the pony, and soon hie was close that hie was awake; but yet it seemEd as if
nogtocail. ~e pou stopped graz- -lie dared not do it, and so he waited, clutch-
inL tbe p bis bead and istened. The ing the blanket that covexed him, and

bie gave a loud whinny and came trotting holgbsbeab
towards bis master. When hie came up, And then suddenly, ini the darkness, hie
Ned scolded him and petted him. Theu he heard a soft voice that he knew. It was
jumped on bis back and turned bis head the voice of Running Wolf the Indien.
homewards. "Foilow me," it said. "The littie white

Suddenly, for no reason wbatever, lie biother need not be afraid."
thought of the buffaloes. He turned him- Very carefully Ned Jeft the bed of
self in the saddle to see if they were in buffalo skins and crawled on bande and
sigbt. knees toward the place wbere the wind

He saw-not buffaloé-but a band of came from. He bad te go -right down ou
Indians travelling rapidlyl bis stomacb before hie could squeeze

Iu Ned's beart thete was a swift, terrible tbrough. Every moment lie dreaded lest
fear. He knew from wbat the settiers had the Indien who was asleep in the teut
told him, that, once on the warpatb, should be disturbed by tbe wiud, and wake
Indians would kil anytbing tbey came up. But bie got outside safely, and tbere
acroSs. above hlm towered the great formi of

He set bis pony at the trot, then et the Running Wolf.
gallop. Over.bis shoulder, he saw that tbe And a great wind it was, driving and
Indians were in pursuit. Moaning over the prairies witb a long.Wild with f ear, lie urged hie pony ou sound of rain in it, and voices tbat seemed
wývitb blows and cries. The littie animal te blow up over the rim of the world; and
seemed to know that sometbing was down by tbe creek, in the poplar thickets,
wrong, and went like the wind. But the ail tbe yellow leaves were tomn away.
Indians-the Indians on those terribly Very, very softly, ou moccasins that
quick Poniee Of thOirsl Could hie poRSiblY made no noise, Running Wolf and Ned

escapeïstole away.
All depended, as hie weU knew, upon the But harkl Wbat was that? Was it the

speed of bis uwm pony ad its powers of hoot of the little grey owl? Was it an
Indian oeill? Ruinning Wolf stood stiil.
Ned feit bis fingers tighten round bis band.

It seemed to Ned avery long time before
Running Wolf moved fcrward and began
to run. To Ned it was ail a windy dark-
ness that swiled about tbemn and was tbick
witb storm. Then a dog barked sharply;
then another. Then ail the dogs of the
camp broke into voice. Voices cried
strangely ini the darkness, h-arsh, Indian
voices, terrible cries.

Lt was the pursuitl
"Quick!" Running Wolf muttered.

"The littie white brother wiil ride."
Lu a moment, be didn't know bow, Run-

ning Wolf bad swung him on te a pony's

t1ýW Right on into the bbýing damkness Ned
rode blindly. The barking of tbe dogs
grew fainter, drowned in the wind, but the
cries seemed to corne nearer, te foilow on
flying feet. Wbere Running Wolf was-
what lie was doing-Ned had not the lest
idea. Ail hie himself could do was te
galop with might and main away fromn
those terrible cries.

Sometimes hie thought lie beard the
sound of gafloping, and once tbere was tbe

Coaxing Bunny plain noise of a pony's snort close at band.
Wild witb terrer Ned umged bis own

endurance. Could it keep ahead until the pony forward, peunding hini with bis fist.
settiement wa-q in sight? Then, suddeuly, tbe cries died away, and

Ned did flot think that the Indians there was nothing to be beard but the
would dare te keep on the chase once the blowing of the wind'.
settlement was in view. Be kept cryilg When dawn broke Ned found himself in
eut te bis pny, , fttie wild, despairinor the middle of the immense prairie. Far
cries, and sti, at every hundred yards, hc and near theme was flot a singli..gn to
saw, to bis borror, that the Iudiaus were show him where he was. Appareutly hie
gainimg. and the pony were alone in the immense

On, lie galloped, on, on. The wind waste.
struck him bard on the face, aud whizzed Then, suddenly, hie saw, to hie terror,
in his ears. Then, in a moment, t.he pon that they weme flot alone. Fmom a bidden
put its foot in a badger-hole, and bie went bollow tbei'e rose the form of a mounted
flying over its head. The fal stunued him Indian, ridimg quickly.
completel y, and saved him from the terror Without waiting a moment Ned started
of the Indians' approach. When bie came off in ffight. But the pony, after its long
te himiself, hie found himself thmown ever a nîght's womk, was tired. Lt went at a slow
pony's back in front of an Lndian, who was canter. Ail that Ned coul do would net
riding bard. t was a nightmare of bumps make it go faster. He heard, in bis terror,
and plunges. He could hardly tell if hoe the sound of the quick hoofs gafloping be-
was asleep or awake. M1any hours seemed hiný. Yet hie kept on, not daing to turn
ta pass-hours with flame and bumning in bis head. Lt secmed useless to keep up a
tlwrni,aîd thundersun the wind. When at pretence of flight; but he kept hoping
last it ended, and hie was pulled tq the agaînst hope that the pony migbt pull
grouind, hie thougbt lbe muQt be dead' it self togetber and break, into a gallop.

He wvoke up again inside an Lndian wig- Then, a moment or two afterwards, he
wam. Througb the open flap in front lie saw a dusky band shoot out and seize bis
saw the shining of a fire. Figures sat rein.
round it in a circle, dusky figures that sat He glanccd at bis capter in terror.
iithout mevement or sound. Thcv were Lt was Running Wolf!T
terrible fomms, but in his head was'some- On the dark face of the Indian a smil.e
thing duil that kept hiin from being afraid flitted and was gone.
of t hem. Thon, slowly, the clullness oozed "XVe go souitthwards," he said, quietly,
out, drop by drop, and he grcw afraid, turning the pns hcad. "The home of
horribly afraid. 'tbe little wvhite' brother lies far to the

A O-... n t.,. hfl.. ni..., -Q eff south."
îirer lme e ig5ures iett, the ~circie,

one by one. Someone camne into the ig-
wain, clozed tbe flap and Iay down a fcw-
h ct away. t was too dark, to sec w-ho it
wýt j Ned Iay awake in the darkncss,
1Klefling te the wind.

But pesently lie heard another sound,

Hotel Clerk-Wce have eîîly eue roern
lcft, sir, and the bcd is enly big enough
for one. Forcign Guest: Wcell, 1 suppose
%,veIl lhaf to dake it; but L bate te haf
mny wife sleep on dem floor.


