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CHAPTER X.—(Continued.)

“What’'s the matter with me, any-
way?”’ he asked himself impatiently.
“Im not afraid of them.” And yet he
had a suspicion that it was just this
that troubled him. He was afraid. The
feeling was not one with which he was
unfamiliar. Oftes hefore a big match
he had been shamefullv conscilous of
this same nervows fear. He remem-
bered .how his heart had seemed too
big for his body, till he felt it in his
throat. But he remembered now, with
no small comfort, that once the ball
was kicked his heart had always gone
back to its place and its work and
gave him no further concern, and to-
day he hoped this might be his experi-
ence again.

It was a great day at the Fort, noth-
ing less than the spring meeting of the
South Alberta Turf Association; and
in that horse country, where men. were
known by their horses rather than by |,
personal characteristics, the meeting of
the Turf Association easily took pre-
cedence over all other events, social or
political.

This spring, to the interest natural-
ly centering in the races, there was
added a special interest, in that, be-
hind the horses entered for the Asso-
ciation cup, there gathered intense lo-
cal feeling. The three favorites were
representative horses. The money of
the police and all the Fort contingent
in the community had been placed on
the long, rangey thoroughbred Foxhall,
‘an imported racer who had been fast
enough to lose gnoney in the great rac-
ing circuits of the East, but who was
believed to be fast enough to win
money here in the West.

The district about the fort town was
divided into two sections, the ‘east and
the west. In the eastern section the
farming industry was carried on to an
almost equal extent with ranching- in
the west, up among the hills, there was
ranching pure and simple. Between
the two sections a strong rivalry ex-
‘isted. In this contest the east had
“banked” en Captain Hal Harricomb,
rancher and gentleman farmer, and his
black Demon. The western men, all
ranchers, who despised and hated
farmers and everything pertaining to
them, were all ranged behind the Swal-
low, a dainty little bay mare, bred,
owned and ridden by a young English-
man, Victor Stanton, known through-
out the Albertas, south and north, as
“The Kid,” or, affectddnately, *““The
Kiddie,” admired for his saperb riding,
dis reckless generosity, his cool cour-
age, and loved for his gentle, generous
heart. \ =

Already two heats had been run, one
going to the Demon and one to the
Swallow, Foxhall sustaining his East-
ern reputation as a money-loser.

The excitement of the day had gradu-
ally grown in intensity, and now was
concentrated in the final heat of the
Association cup race.

All unconscious of this excitement
and of the tremendous issues at stake,
Shock sent his little cayuse peacefully
trotting along the trail to where it met|
the main streat. The street was lined
on either side with men and horses.l
Something was evidently: going on, but]
what Shock could not see.

But no sooner had he turned up the|
street than there was a fieree outbursti
of yells, oaths and execrations, and at
the same moment he heard behind him
the pounding of hoofs.

Hastily glancing over his shouldet,
ke saw thundering down upon him haif
a dozen or more mounted men. In|
vain he tugged at his cayuse. The lit-|
tle brute aliowed his stubborn head to
be hauled round close to the shaft, but
declined to remove his body: and, in-
deed, had he been ever so eager, there
would hardly have been time. A big
black horse was plunging wildly not
more than ten feet behind him. A |
fierce oath, a shower of dust and gravel |
in his face, a flash of legs and hoofs, |
and the big black was lifted clear over;’

Shock and his cayuse, and was off |
again down the street between the lines |
of yelling men. i

“Here, blank your blank head!
off the course! Don’t you
nothin’ 2"’

‘When Shock came to himself, he was
aware that a‘ tall, lanky cowboy in
chaps, woollen shirt and stiff, broad-|
brimmed hat was pounding his cayuse
over the head with his heavy whip.

Shock never knew how it happened. |
All he remembered was a quick rush
of blood to his brain, a mad desire to
punish the man who was brutally beat-
ing his pony, and then standing by the
shaft of his buckboard waiting for the
man Lo get up.

“Gad, sir!”

Git
know

exclaimed a voice over
his shoulder, ‘“that was a clever
throw!” There was genuine admira-
tion in the voice.

Shock looked up and saw an old gen-
tleman, with white, close-cropped hair
anu moustache and erect military form,
regarding him with admiration. He
was riding a stout hunter, docked in
English style. !

‘“And served you perfectly right, Ike,”
continued the old gentleman. *“What
business have you to strike any man’s
horse?”

‘““What the blank blank is he doing on
the eourse?” said Ike wrathfully, as
he slowly rose from the ground and
came toward Shock.

‘1 say, stranger,” he said, coming
over near to Shock and looking him
carefully in the eye, “I'll give you
twenty-five dollars if you do that agin.
You took me unbeknownst. Now, git
to work.”

Shock’s heart had got back to its
right place and was beating its steady
beat.. The old scrimmage smile was on
his face.

“But I do not want to do it again,
and I did take you unawares.”

‘“Look-a-here,” said Ike, touching
Shock with his forefinger on the breast,
‘do you think you kin do it agin?”

“Don’'t know that I could,” said
*hock quietly. “But I do know that I

‘his face.

| he said, turning to Shock.

do not know how it was done.”

“Ikey does,” drawled a voice.

There was a delighted roar from the
crowd that had gathered round. 1lke
looked round the circle of grinning
men for a second or two.

“Say,” he said slowly, “if any blank,
blank son of a she-ape thinks he knows
how to do that trick when I'm a-
watchin,” here’s \his opportunity right
naouw—fer fun, or fer money, or,”
lowering his voice and thrusting for-
ward his face a little, “fer blood.”

The laugh died out from the crowd.
There was a silence for a moment or
two, and then the same voice drawled,
“Nobody’s hungry, I guess, Ikey,” and
Ike turned from them with a grunt of
contempt.

‘“Now,” he said, coming back
Shock, “T'd like to hear you talk.”

Ike threw himself into an attitude of
defence, but Shock’s position never
change® nor did the smile fade from

to

“I have nothing to say except that I
do not know how it happened. I saw
my horse being abused, and—well, I
acted a little hastily, I fear.”

‘““Hastily!” exclaimed the old gentle-
man, who had remained in the crowd.
‘““Nonsense! Perfectly right, I say, and
Ike knows it. What would you do, Ike,
if you saw a fellow pounding Slipper
over the ears?”

“Poundin’ Slipper?” said Ike slowly,
pausing to turn his quid of tobacco in
his cheek. ‘“Poundin’ Slipper,” he re-
peated with even greater deliBeration.
“Knock his blank face into the back
of his head.”

“Then it seems to me, Ike, you were
let off easy.” The old gentleman smil-
ed grimly down upon the cowboy, who |
was still wrathful, but more puzzled |
than wrathful. The smiling man at)
the pony’s head looked so thoroughly |
good-natured that it was hard to push
a quarrel, but still Ike's dignity had
been injured.

‘“What I beg to remark is,” he e¢on-
tinued, returning to the attack, “kin he
do it agin? Does he have any lingerin’
suspicion that he is capable of that
act?” TIke reserved his best English
for serious oceasions. “If he does, I'm
willip’ he should extemporise at it.”

““Good man, Ikey!” drawled the voice
again from the crowd. “I'll back Ikey
to his last pant’s button.”

Shock stood silent and smiling, while
Ike stood facing him, more and more
puzzled. Shock was an entirely new
experience. He would not fight, he
would not run away, he would not
even get angry.

At this point the old gentleman
terfered.

“Now, Ikey,” he said, “it is time you
were learning some manners. This
gentlemtn is no pugilist. He has nei-
ther the desire nor the intention of
fighting you, which is perhaps all the
better for you. That is a poor way to
treat a stranger the first day he ar-
rives in qur town. Perhaps you will
allow me to be of some service to you,”

in-

“Thank you,” said Shock simply. “I
am in need of a doctor first of all. Two
of my friends at Loon Lake are very
ill. Is there a doctor in this town?”

‘“There is,” replied the old gentleman.
“Dr. Burton. But I very much fear
that he will hardly be fit for service
to-day. Unfortunately, our doctor,
though a remarkably clever practiton-
er, is not always—well, to be quite
frank, he is very frequently drunk. Get
him sober and he will do you good
service.”

“How shall I accomplish that?” ask-
ed Shock, with a feeling of despair in
his heart, thinking of the Old Prospec-
tor in his pain and of little Patsy lying
in semi-unconsciousness in the back
room of the Loon Creek Stopping Place.
“I must have a doctor. I cannot go
back without one.”

“Then,” said the old gentleman, “you
will need to kidnap him and wait till
he sobers off.”

“I shall try,” said@ Shock quietly.

The old gentleman stared at.him.

“By Jove!” he said, “I believe you
mean to. And if you do, you'll su@-
ceed.”

“Can you direct me to the house ofI
Mr. Macfarren?” inquired Shock. |

“Certainly.. That is his house among\
the trees,” pointing to a cottage with a |
veranda about it, which stood back
some distance from the main street.
“But if you wish to see Mr. Macfarren,
you will find him down at the other
end of the street at the finishing post.
He will be very busily engaged at the
present, however, being one eof the
judges in this race, and if it is not of
immediate importance I would advise
yvour waiting till the race is over. But
stay, here he comes. The man in the|
centre is Mr. Macfarren.”

As he spoke he pointed to a tall man,
with a long, grizzled beard, riding a
pony, followed by two younger men
splendidly mounted. The elder of these
was a man strongly built, face open
and honest, but showing signs of hard
living. He rode a powerful black
horse, whose temper showed in. his
fierce snatching at the bit. Just now
the horse was covered with foam, red-

| am busy

dened at the flanks and mouth with
blood. -

His companion was much younger,
a mere boy, indeed. His fair hair, blue
eyes and smooth face accentuated his
youthful appearance. It was his youth-
ful face and boyish manner that gave
him his name among the cattle men,
and his place in their hearts. But
though they called him “The Kid,” and
often “The Kiddie,” and thought of
him with admiring and caressing ten-
derness, no man of them failed to give
him full respect; for boy as he was,
he had a man’s nerve, a man’s grip,
his muscles were all steel, and with all
his smiling gentleness none of them
would think of taking a liberty with
him. Earlier in the day he had won
from a dozen competitors that most
coveted of all honors in the ranching
country, The Bucking Belt, for he had
ridden for the full hundred yards with-
cut ‘“touching leather,” the outlaw
specially imported from the other side.

As the three men rode up the rider
of the black horse was heard to say,
“That’s the fellow that nearly spilled
me. And if Demon hadn’t been mighty
quick in recovering, it would have been
& blank nasty mess.”

“I say,” said Macfarren, in a loud,
blustering tone, ‘‘don’t you know
enough to keep off a race course when
a race is being run?”

Shock was much taken aback at this
greeting.

“I beg your pardon, but I
know this was a race course,
I know that a race was on.”

“The deuce you didn’'t! Hadn't you
eyes to see?”

To this Shock made no reply, but
taking a letter from his pocket said
quietly, “You are Mr. Macfarren, I be-
lieve. I have a letter for you from Mr.
McIntyre.”

At this the other two rode away. Mr.
Macfarren opened the letter with a
scowl. As he read the flush on his face
deepened.

“What the deuce does this mean?”’ he
burst out, in an angry tone. “I wrote
both the-“superintendent and MclIntyre
last week that it was a piece of folly to
plant a man here, that we didn’t re-
quire and didn’t want a man. The
community is well supplied already
with church services, and as far as the
Presbyterians are concerned, they
would find the support of a minister an
intolerable burden.”

For a moment or two Shock stood in
speechless amazement. It was discon-
certing in the extreme to be told by
the man upon whom he had chiefly de-
pended for support and counsel that
he was not wanted.

“Your letters would not have reached
them in iime, I suppose,” he said at
last.

“Well, that's the fact, at any rate,”
replied Macfarren roughly. “We won't
want a minister. We are theroughly
well supplied. We don’t need one, 'and
we cannot support one.”

He was turning away without further
words when he was arrested by the
sharp and .peremptory voice of the old
gentleman, who had remained behind
Shock during the conversation.

‘“Macfarren, this gentleman is a
stranger, I presume. Will you kindly
rresent me?”’

“Oh—ah—certainly,” said Macfarren,
wheeling his pony and looking rather
ashamed. “Mr. —" looking at the let-
ter.

‘“Macgregor,” said Shock quietly:

“Mr. Macgregor, this is . General
Brady, one of our leading ranchers.”

“I am delighted to make your ac-
quaintance, sir,”” said General Brady,
shaking Shock warmly by the hand.
“You will find us rough and wild, but,
sir, T am glad to say we are not all a
blank lot of boors.”

“Thank you, sir,”” said Shock, with
a sudden flush on his face.

“Dh—ah—certainly we are glad to
have you visit. our town,” said Macfar-
ren, as if trying to atone for his former
rudeness. ‘‘And, of course, it is no
fault of yours, Mr.—ah——"

“Macgregor,” said the General short-
ly.

“Yes, Mr. Macgregor. There's a
deuce of a mistake been made, but 1
take it you will not suffer. There are
plenty of—ah—positions—places, I be-
lieve, where you will find—ah—oppor-
tunity. But if. you will excuse me, 1
for the moment. I shalll
doubtless see you again before you
leave.”

Shock bowed in silence.

“Blank cad!” muttered the General.
Then turning to Shock he- said, with
hearty interest showing in his tone,
“Where do you put up, Mr. Macgre-
gor?”’

“I do not know the town at all. 1
«shall have to look about for a boarding
place of some kind, I suppose.” Shock’s
smile was rather uncertain.

The General was.evidently interested
in this stranger, and touched by his
forlorn condition.

“The Royal there,” pointing down
the street, “is the best hotel. They do
you there not so badly. They may
give you accommodation for a might,

didn’t
nor did

| but I fancy it will be rather difficult to | shinlig.

find a boarding house. But,” he added
heartily, “why not come to me in the
meantime? Mrs. Brady and myself
will be most happy to have you visit
us for a few weeks, till you find quart-
ers. I have, unfortuantely, an engage-
ment that will keep me“late in town
to-night, else I should insist on your
accompanying me at once—an engage-
ment. which I cannot well break. 1In
short, this is our annual spring meet-
ing of the Turf Association, and there
is in. connection with it some sort of
social function to wind the thing up to-
night, and Mrs. Brady, being one of
the patronesses, and I myself being
more or less interested—the president
of the association, indeed—we cannot
avoid putting in an appearance. And
indeed, we enjoy it, sir. We thorough-
ly enjoy it. It brings to our present
crude and somewhat limited life a little
bit of the past. But to-morrow I shall
be giad to ride down for you, sir, and
bring you up to my little place.”

The cordial kindness of this stranger,
upon whom he had no claim, touched
Shock greatly.

“Thank you again,” he said. “I can-
not tell you how/much I feel your kind-
ness. But if you will allow me, I would
rather accept your invitation
feel I must get settled to my work at
cnce. I have been long on the way, and
my work is waiting me."” Then, after
a pause, he added. simply, *But your
kindness makes me think of a word I
have read, ‘T was a stranger, and ye
took me in.’”’

The General bowed in silence, and
seeing that Shock was not to be per-
suaded, shook hands with him once
more, ‘““Come when you will, sir, and

lo not intend to try. And, in fact, I

stay as long as you can. The sooner

!

| ing,

later.,. I|

you come and the longer you stay, the
better we shall be pleased.”” And with
another courteous bow the General
rode ‘off to attend to his duties as
president of the Turf Association.

As Shock turned back to his buck-
board he found Ike waiting him. Tke
had been an interested witness of all
that’ had taken place, and while his
sympathy had gone completely with
Shock and against Macfarren, he had
not been quite able to shake off the
feeling of humiliation under which he
suffered. ;

““Say, stranger,” he said, touching
Shock on the shoulder, and speaking in
a low and almost respectful tone,
“there aint a man in the Territories
has ever put the dust onto Ike Iveson's
pants. Here's twenty-five dollars,”
diving deep into his hip pocket and
pulling out a plug of tobacco, a knife
and a roll of bills, “which is a standin’
offer to any man who can circumvent
that there trick. And I want to say,”
he continued, with a subdued eager-
ness in his tone, “I'll make it fifty if
you do it agin.”

Ike’s tone was . persuasive. There
was nothing of resentment in it. It
was the tone of a man who had come
upon an interesting and puzzling ex-
perience, and was anxious to inmvesti-
gate.

“No,” said Shock,
from Ike, “I cannot take that. Be-
sides, it was not a fair throw.”

“Well,” said Ike, much mollified,
“that’s so, that’'s so. And I consider it
something handsome in you sayin’ so.
But that offer stands.”

“All right,” said Shock, smiling a
little more broadly. “I'll remember.
And when I want fifty dollars very
badly I may come to you. But,” he
added, looking Ike up and down, “I'll
have to be pretty hard pushed before
¥ trv.”

“It's a bargain, stranger,”
offering a languid hand. Shock grasp-
ed it warmly. A slight tremor ran
over lke's lanky frame as Shock’s hand
¢losed on his.

“Je-roo-sa-lem!” he ejaculated,
drawing in his breath, as Shock turned
away. “I'll be ready fer you next time.
I prefer a grizzly myself.”” He looked
down at his finger nails. “Didn’'t ex-
pect to see ’em on,” he observed. ‘“And
say, boys,” turning to the crowd, “I
surmise he's a preacher, a blank fire-
cscape.”

At once Ike became the object
various comments.

‘“A preacher, Tke? Say, you’ll have
to change your ways and go to meet-

n

backing away

said Ikey,

of

“What's Ikey's church, anyway?"
“Don’t know as I ever heard.”

‘“Oh, Ikey aint mean, he treats ’em
all the same.”

“Well, I guess Ikey'll have to dust
toward the sky-line.”

Ike listened for a time unmoved, and
then drawled out quietly, “What I
want to remark to you jay  birds is,
that if ever you have any misunder-
standin’ with that there ascension lad-
der, he’ll make you say more prayers
in a minute than you've said for the
last ten years of your mortal life. And
if ever he gits arfter you the only thing
that’ll save you will be your dust.”

So saying Ike slouched off down the
street, keeping his eye on Shock’s
buckboard. He watched him go into
the Royal and in a few minutes come
out again, folowed him to the Inter-
national, and'soon after to the Ranch-
ers’ Roost.

“Guess he’s purty nigh tangled up
row,” said Ikey, with consideraktle sat-
isfaction. He had a scheme of his own
in mind. “There aint a six-foot hole in |
this hull town, and he’d take purty
nigh seven. Now, what’s his next
sove?”’ E

Shock appeared undecided. There|
was ‘evidently no place for him in the|
town. He had a  deepening sense of|
being not wanted. The town was
humming with life, but in that life
there was no place for him. Awaken-
ing a strange sense of fellowship the
words came to him, “He was rejected
of men.’

CHAPTER XL
“I Was a Stranger, and Ye Took Me In”

As Shock stood, uncertain as to his
next move, he noticed that out of the
confused mingling of men and horses
order began to appear. The course was
once more being cleared. The final
heat, which the Swallow had won, and
which had been protested by thé owner
of the Demon, on the ground that his
course had been blocked by“Shock and
his cayuse, was to be run again. Shock
was too much occupied with his own
disappointment and uncertainty” to
take much interest in the contest that
was the occasion of such intense ex-
citement to the throngs on the street.

With languid indifference he watched
the course being cleared and the com- |
petitors canter back to the starting |
point. Behind them followed a ca\'al-“
cade of horsemen on all sorts of mounts, |
from the shaggy little cayuse, with di- |
minishing Tump, to the magnificent |
thoroughbred stallion, stall-fed and[
In the final heat it was the|
custom for all the horsemen in the|
crowd to join at a safe distance be-|
hind the contestants, in a wild and|
tumultuous scramble, |
° Shock’s attention was arrested and
his interest quickened by the appear-
ance of Ike in the crowd, giding a hard-
looking, bony, buckskin broncho, which
he guessed to be Slipper.

In a short time the Demon and the
Swallow were in their places. Far be-
hind them bunched the motley crowd
of horsemen.

The start was to be by the pistol
shot, and from the scratch. So intense
was the stillness of the excited crowd |
that, although the starting point was
more than half a mile out on the
prairie, the crack of the pistol was
clearly heard.

In immediate echo the cry arose,
“They’'re off! They're off!” and necks
were strained to catch a glimpse of |
the first that should appear where the |
course took a slight turn.

In a few seconds the two leading
horses are seen, the riders low over
their necks, and behind them, almost
hidden by the dust, the crowd of yell-
waving, shooting horsemen.

The Demon is leading, the Swallow
close on his fink. As they come within
clear view the experienced eyes of the
crowd see that while the Domon,
though as yet untouched by whip or
spur, is doing all that is in him, the|
Swallow is holding him easily. On all
sides the men of the west raise a paean
of victory, “The Swallow! The Swal-
low! Good boy, Kiddie! Let her go!
Let her go!” “You’ve got him stand-
ing!” ‘“Bully boy!”

Fifty yards from the winning postl

The Kid leans over his mare's neck
and shakes out his fluttering reins.
Like the bird whose name she bears
the Swallow darts to (he front, a
length ahead. In vain the captain calla
to the Demon, plying fiercely whip and
spur. = With nostrils distended and
blood-red, with eyes starting from their
sockets, and mouth foaming bloody
froth, the noble animal responds and
essays his final attempt.

It is a magnificent effort. Slowly he
creeps up to the Swallow’s flank, but be-
yond that he cannot make an inch,
and so they remain t0 the winning post.

Down the street behind the leaders,
vellinzg wild oaths, shooting off their
guns, flinging hats in the air, and all
enveloped in a cloud of dust, thunders
the pursuing. cavalcade.

Just as the Swallow shoot: to the
front, out from the cloud of dust be-
hind, with his cowbody hat highk in one
hand and his reins fluttering loosely in
the other, Ike emerges on his beloved
Slipper. At evefy bound the buckskin
gains upon the runners in front, but
when level with the Demon, Ike stead-
ies him down, for he would not be
guilty of the bad taste of ‘“‘shoving his
nose into another man’s fight,” nor
would he deprive the little mare, who
carried the fortunes of men of the
west, of the glory of her victory.

The riot that follows the race passes
description. The men from the west
go mad. About The Kid and his little
mare they surge in a wave of frantic
enthusiasm. Into the Ranchers’ Roost
they carry the rider to wash down the
dust, while as many as can find room
for a hand get vigerously to work upon
the SBwallow.

After the riot had somewhat sub-
csided and the sireet had become par-|
tially clear, side by «ide, threading
their way through the crowd, appear-
ed the two competitors for the cup. On
all sides they were greeted with re-
newed cheers, and under the excite-
ment of the hour they abandoned the
customary reserve of the cowboy, and
began performing what seemed to
Shock impossible feats of horseman-
ship.

“I bet you I'll ride her into the Rooat,
captain,” cried The Kiddie.

“Done, for the drinks!” repiied
captain.

The boy cantered
the street.

“Out of the way there!” he cried.
“Out of the way, you fellows! I'm com-
jng!”

As he spoke he put the little mare
straight at the flight of steps leading
up to the door of the Roost. The crowd
parted hastily, but the Swallow balked
and swerved, and but for the fine
horsemanship of the rider he would
have besn thrown.

With an oath, the Kid took hold of
his horse again, and riding carelessly,
faced her once more at the steps. But
again she plunged, reared, swung
round, and set off at a run down the
street.

The lad rode her easily back, brought
Ler up to the) steps at a walk, quieted
her with voice and hand, and then,
cantering across the street, came back
again at an easy lope to tha steps.
The mare made as if to balk again.

“Up, girl!” eried the boy, lifting her
with the rein; and then, as she rose,
touching her with the spur, like a cat
the little mare clambered up the steps,
and before she could change her mind
she found herself through the door,
standing in the bar-room with her
rider on her back.

Through the outer entrance thronged
the crowd of men, giving vent to their
admiration in yells and oaths, and lin-
ing up at the bar waited for the pay-
ment of the bet.

Shock, who had been. singularly at-
tracted by the handsome, boyish face of
the rider, walked up to the door and
stood looking in, his great form tower-
ing above the crowd of men 'that
swayed and jostled, chaffing and swear-
ing, inside. As he stood looking at the
boy, sitting his horse with such care-

the

his mare across

less grace, and listening with pleased
and smiling face to the varied and|
picturesque profanity in which the|
crowd were expressing their admira-|
tion, the words of his convener came
to his mind, “They may not want you,
but they need you.” 4

“Yes,” he muttered to himself, ‘“‘they
need me, or someone better.”

A great pity for the lad filled his
heart and overflowed from his eyes.

The boy caught the look. With a
gay laugh he cried, “I would drink to
your very good health, sir!” his high,
clear voice penetrating the din and
bringing the crowd to silence. “But
why carry so grave a face at such a
joyous moment?”’ He lifted his glass
over his head and bowed low to Shock.

Arrested by his words, the crowd
turned their eyes toward the man that
stood in the doorfi waiting in silence
for his reply.

A quick flush rose to Shock’s face,
but without meving his eyes from the
gay, laughing face of the boy, he said
in a clear, steady voice, “I thank you,
sir, for your courtesy, and I ask your
stood in the door, waiting in silence
thinking of your motner.”

As if someone had stricken him the
boy swayed ‘over his horse’s neck, but
in a moment recovering himself he sat
up straight, and lifting high his glass,
he said réverently, as if he had been
toasting the Queen: ‘“Gentlemen, my
mother! God bless her!”

“God bless her!” echoed the men.

Drinking off the glass he dismount-
ed and, followed by the cheers of the
crowd, led his horse out of the room
and down the steps, and rode away.

Meantime Shock went in search of
the doctor. In a corner of the Inter-
national bar he found him in a drunk-
en sleep. After vain efforts to wake
him, without more ado Shock lifted
him in his arms, carried him out to
the buckboard and drove away, fol-
lowed by the jibes and compliments of
the astonished crowd.

But what to do with him was the‘f
question. There was no room for|
himself, much less for his charge, in|
any of the hotels or stopping places. |

‘“May as well begin now,” Shock said;
to himself, and drove out to a little|
bluff of poplars at the river bank near
the town, and prepared to camp.

He disposed of the doctor by laying|
him in the back of his bugkboard, |
covered with the Buffalo. He unhitch- |
ed and tethered the pony, and, accord-
ing to his crude notions of what a
camp should be, began to make his pre-
parations. With verv considerable dif-
ficulty, he first of all started a fire,

‘“‘Hello! ' Rather chilly for campin’
cut yit?”

He looked up and saw Tke

“I guess you aint lived much out of
doors,” continued his visitor, glancing

at the apology for a fire, and noticing
the absence of everything in camp-
making that distinguishes the experi-
enced camper.

“No, this is my first camp,” said
Shock. “But I suppose every man must
make a beginning.”

“Yes,” agreed Tke, “when he’s got to.
But I have a lingerin’ suspicion that
you'd be better inside to-night. It
aint’ goin’ to be pleasant.”

“Oh, I'll be all right,” replied Shock
cheerfully. “I have a small tent, &
couple of coats, a pair of blankets, and
my pony has got his oats.”

“Yes,” drawled Ike, regarding the
cayuse with contemptuous eyes, ‘“he’s
all right. You can’t kill them fellers.
But, as I remarked, you'd be better in-
side.”

He walked around the buckboard
and his eyes fell upon the doctor.

“What the Ike checked himself,
either out of deference to Shock’s pro-
fession or more likely from sheer
amazement,

He turned down the baffalo, gazed at
the sleeping figure with long and grave
interest, then lifting his head he re-
marked with impressive solemnity,
“Well, I be chawed and swallered! You
bave got him, eh? Now, how did you
do.1£2%

“Well,” said Shock, “it was not dif-
ficult. I found him asleep in the In-
ternational. I carried him out, and
there he is.”

“Say,” said Ike, looking at
with dawning admiration
“you’'re a bird!

Shock
in his eyes,
Is there anythin’ else
you want in that town? Guess not,
else it would be here. The Genera}
said you'd kidnap him, and he was
right. Now, what you goin’ to do
when he comes to? There aint much
shelter in this bluff, and when he
wakes he'll need someone to set up
with him, sure. ' He’s a terror, a dog-
goned terror!”

“Oh, we'll manage,” said Shock light-
ly. “I mean to start early in the
morning."

“Before he gets up, eh?  As a re-
marked before, you're a HWird!”

For some moments Ike hung about
the camp, poking the fire, evidently
somewhat disturbed in his mind. Final-
ly he said in a hesitating tone, “It
aint much to offer any man, but my
shack kin hold tvco men as well as one,
and I guess three could squeeze in,
specially if the third is in the condi-
tion he’s in,” nodding toward the doc-
tor. “We kin lay him on the floor. Of
course, it aint done up with no picters
and hangin’s, but it Kkeeps out the
breeze, and there aint no bugs, you
bet.”

Shock’s exparience of Western
shacks had not been sufficiently varied
and extensive to enable him to appre-
ciate to the full this last commenda-
tion of Ike’s.

Ike’s hesitation
determined Shock.

“Thank you very much,” he said cor-
dially. “I shall be delighted to go with
you.”

“All right, let's git,” said Ike, pro-
ceeding to hitch up the pony, while
Shock gathered his stuff together. In
a few minutes they were ready 3o
start.

“Guess he'll

in making the offer

ride comfortable where
he is,” said Tke. “You can't kill a drunk
man. Strange, aint it?”

It was growing dusk as they drove
through the town, but-the streets, the
hotel stoops and bars were filled with
men in various stages of intoxication.
As they caught sight of Ike and receg-
nised his companion, they indulged
themselves in various facetious re-
marks, i

‘“Hello, Ike. Goin’ to meetin

““No,” retorted Ike shortly. “Goin’ to
school fer manners. Want to come?”

“Ikey’s got religion. Caught omr to
the fire-escape you bet.”

“Blank lot of jay birds,” said Ike
grimly, in a low -tone. “I'll see ’em
ater. You'd think they’d never seen
a stranger before.”

“That is all for me, I suppose, Ike,”
said Shock apologetically.

“Don’'t you worry. It won't give me
any grey hair.”” He emphasized his
indifference by tilting his hat till it
struck on the extreme back of his
head, and lounging back in his seat
with his feet on the dashboard.

“They all seen you givin’ me that
h’ist this afternoon,” he continued,
‘““and they can't get over that we aint
fightin’." And,” he added, hitting the
hub of the wheel with a stream of to-
bacco juice, “it is a rather remarkable
reminiscence.”

Ike had a fondness
usually current

s 013

for words mot
among the cowboys,
and in consequence his English was
more or less reminiscent, and often
phonetic rather than etymoligical.
Ike’s shack stood at the further side
of the town. Upon entering Shock dis-
covered that it needed no apology for

its appearance. The board walls were
adorned with illustrations from maga-
zines and papers, miscellaneous and
without taint of prejudices, the Sun-|
day Magazine and the Police Gazette |
having places of equal honor. On the
wall, too, were nailed heads of moun-
tain sheep and goats, of wapiti and
other deer, proclaiming Ike a hunter.

Everything in the shack was conspicu-
ously clean, from the pots, pans and
cooking utensils, which hung on a row
of naijls behind the stove, to the dish-
cloth, which was spread carefully to
dry over the dish pan. Had Shock’s
experience of bachelors’ shacks and
bachelors’ dishes been larger, he would
have been more profoundly impressed
with that cooking outfit, and especially
with the dish-cloth. As it was, the|
dish-cloth gave Shock a sense of se-
curity and comfort.

Depositing the doctor upon a buffalo
skin on the floor in the corner, with a
pillow under his head, they proceeded
to their duties, Ike to prepare the
evening meal and Shock to unpack hls
stuff, wondering all the while how this |
cowboy had come to hunt him up and
treat him with such generous hospi-
tality.

This mystery was explained as they
sat about the fire after the tea dishes|
had been most carefully washed and!
set away, Ike smoking and Shock mus- |
ing. ’

“That old skunk rather turned you|
down, I guess,” remarked Ike, after ai
long silence; ‘“‘that old Macfarren, I|
mean,” in answer to Shock’s look of
enquiry.

“I was surprised, I confess,” replied
Shock. “You see, I was led to believe
that he was waiting for me, and I was
depending upon him. Now, I really do
net know what to think.”

“Movin’ out, perhaps?”’ said Ike,
casting a sharp look at him from out
of his half-closed eyes.

‘“What? L2ave this

{

post, do you

mean?”’ said Shock, his indignant sur-
prise showing in his tone. “No, i
At least, not till my chief says so.”

A gleam shot out from under Ike
lowered eyeslids,

‘“The old fellow'll make
you, if you don’t move.
pects you to move,”

“Move!”
at the
treatment
you?”

“Be=
quietly.

“So will 1,”” said Shock emphatical
“I mean,” correcting himself hasti
“see him saved first.”

“Eh? Oh—w=ll, guess he needs som
He needs manners, anyhow. He"
worry you, I guess. You see, he su
mises he’s the entire bunch, but
man’s opinion of himself don’t reall
affect the size of his hat band.”

Shock felt the oppertunity to be
golden for the gathering of informati
about men and things in the countr
where his work was to be done. H¢
felt that to see life through the eyes
of a man like Ike, who represented
large and potent element in the com-
munity, would be valuable indeed.

It was difficult to make Tke talk, but
by careful suggestions, rather than hy
questioning, Ike was finally led to
talk, and Shock began to catch
glimpses of a world quite new to him,
and altogether wonderful. He. mad-
the astounding discovery that things
that had all his life formed the basis
of his thinking- were to Ike and his
fellows not so much unimportant as
irrelevant; and as for the great spirit-
ual verities which lay at the root
all Shock’s mental and, indeed, physi-
cal activities, furnishing motive and
determining direction, these to Tke were
quite remote from all practical living
What had God to do with rounding up
cattle, or broncho busting, or horse
trading? True, the elemental virtues
of justice, truth, charity and loyalty
were as potent over Ike as over Shock
but their moral standards were 5o
widely different that these very
tues could hardly be classified in
same categories. Truth was
but lying was one thing and horse-
swapping another, and if a man was
“whité to the back” what more would
you ask, even though at poker he
could clean you out of your whole out-
fit?

it hot f¢
Guess he ex-
said Tke quietly
cried Shock again, stirr
remembrance of Macfarrer
that afternoon. “Wou
him

blanked first,”” said 1}

of

vir-

sacred

(To be continued.)

HOSPITAL MATTERS
WERE CONSIDERED

Women’s Auxiliary Held Monthly
Meeting Yesterday at the Board
of Trade Rooms.

(From Wednésday’s Daily.)

The Women's) Auxiliary of the Rayal
Jubilee hospital met yesterday at the
board of trade rooms. Their report for
the month showed that correspondence
was still in progress respecting tke
binding and sale of “Songs of an Eng-
lish ‘Esau.” It was decided to close
with -the Roycrofters for s consign-
ment of these, and as they will be very
attractively bound and fit for presen-
tation purposes, i. was decided that
the committee should make arrange-
ments for the placing of these on the
market.

The advantage of a ‘“women’s build-
ing” in the city was touched upon, and
it was decided that Mrs. Rowlard
Machin should represent the auxiliary
at the first meeting of the committee,
which is to be held on the afternoon
of. Thursday, March T7th.

The King’s Daughters sent an invi-
tation to the auxiliary asking for the
support of the organization for the an-
nual entertainment which the Daugh-
ters are to give on March 11th, 12th
and 13th. It will consist of a course of
readings by Miss Lilian Burns, who
has won great success in this line in
Vancouver.

The meeting of the society each Fri-
day afternoon at the hospital for the
purpose of sewing was referred to, and
the members asked to make an effort
to be present at these,

It was reported that A. J. C. Galletly
had offered to furnish a room in the
children’s ward.

In this connection the need for a
nurses’ home at the hospital was urged.
The accommodation for the nurses now
at the hospital was taxed to its ut-
most, and if additiondl aid was to be
obtained for new wards there would
have to be increased accommodation
for them.

A vote of thanks to Mrs. R. H. Pooley
for her efforts on behalf of the equip-
ping of a maternity ward at the hos-
pital was passed. Mrs. Pooley had by
her efforts been abie to present the
treasury of the institution with $430.30.
It was pointed out that there still re-
mained $5,000 before work could be be-
gun on the building. At present there
was on hand for the purpose about
$2,000.

A resolution of sympathy with Mrs.
C. E. Wilson in her bereavement was
passsed. The meeting then adjourned
until March 26th.

ELECTRICIAN KILLED AT FIRE.

Niagara Falls, Feb. 26.—The plant of the
Acker Process Company was destroyved
by fire yesterday afternoon. Henry S.
Fairchild, an electrician, was caught un-
der the falling wall and killed. Buffalo
firemen came down with two engines,
but the fire was out when they reached
here. Several cables fro the power
houses were torn down by falling walls.
The loss is $300,000.

Six hundred retail grocers of Montreal
have decided to increase the price of beer
ten .per cent. in view of the decision of
the brewcrs to advance the price to the
dealers. The retailers will also reduce

| the size of the glasses.

Ask your grocer for

Canadian
Wheat Flakes

Each packet a very
handsome of fine
chinaware.

BRACKMAN-KER

MILLING CO., LTD.,
NATIONAL MILLS.

contains
premium
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