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FOOD VALUE

> Ogilvie’s Royal Household Flour is rich
\_° in gluten, that powerful builder of brain

=~ and brawn. Per pound it has far more
AT Mg nourishment than meat.

>=0GILVIE'S 7
ROYAL HOUSEHOLD FLQUR-Z

makes big, creamy-white, fine-textured
loaves and delicious pastries and pud-
dings, wholesome for both young and
old. Try a sack.
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Prohibition Is Here To Stay!

But don’t let that worry you. You can make GEN-
UINE LAGER BEER right yn your own home with

HOP MALT EXTRACT

ordinary so-called ‘‘ Temperance Beer” as day is from night. It has the real
creamy beer flavor, because it contains only pure malt and hops. If you like a
glass of REAL LAGER BEER get some Hop Malt Extract to-day.

Large Can, enough for 6 gals.......... $1.50 o
Small Can, enough for 214 gals....... 3.0 } Prepaid

- | HOP MALT CO. Dept. O

AGENTS
WANTED

Beamsville, Ont.

This beer conforms strictly to the Temperance Act, but it is as different from’

The Triangle Ranch

By Charles Dorian

N the shadow of Baker Moun-

tain lies a city where life flows

B| furiously gay. Not that we

care how fast or how shady—
ourpurposeistousex_tonlyas
a landmark pointing the location of a
drama on the sky line. We do not even
care about the name of the city—Baker
will do well. .

Baker Mountain is timbered to its crest.
The valley in its shadow is half a mile
above the sea, narrow where the rapid
river hisses through, but stretching out
in flat lands here and there or rising
steeply into hills that roll away into the
clouds. -

What are known as homesteads on the

rairie rank resoundingly as ranches in
%ritish Columbia. Baker stood sentinel
over a hundred of them. Prosperity
came but slowly to most of them and to
three it did not even bow.

There was XE ranch, where no man
remained long enough to harvest his
ﬁl?en truck, though only six miles from

er. t

Adjoininﬁ were the AX and —— (Bar
Pick) ranches, notorious for the sudden
deaths of their short term incumbents.
Their dark fame spread throughout the
valley until they lost all appeal to the
prospective settler. )

Then strangely they all became in-
vested at once.

A young man, slenderly made, anaemic,
black-haired and blue-eyed, drifted into
Baker and made a splash. He had made
similar splashes since coming to British
Columbia but this was final. The source
of his income, some baronial possession in
Merrie England, played erratic and left
the errant Reginald S. Furlow to his own

I resources. !

“" Fortuneless, he might be driven to work
for a living. His daintily gloved hands
and bespatted feet did not hold much
hope for that, however, and his delicate
chin promised less.

It seemed a marvel that he should
know his way about. Yet he had an
unusual scent for the sporting palaces cf
the gaudy west and he no sooner found
the one in Baker than he began to make
the aforesaid splash and get in deep. He
cast his last dollar to the roulette winds
and emerged fumbling his loose change in
one pocket and a pearl-handled pistol of
mean calibre in the other.

When a thin-featured, pale and blue-
eyed human man begins to feel dejected
he looks it in every lineament. Our
Reginald was done. It was just a matter
of working himself down to the proper
stratum of despondency to slink into
hateful oblivion.

No use standing there in the open
street; best to hie beyond the city limits
and stroll a space into the country, he
argued with himself. It was a dismal
stroll. The darkness and the silence
should have brought himto—his—senses.
He had manipulated the toy in his pocket
and rehearsed his last act so thoroughly
that it became self-hypnosis.

It might have had a better result, a
finish. As it was it left him only deeply
unconscious with a tiny furrow up one
side of his scalp.

Ravening coyotes cried out dolefully
in response to the sharp report and in
another moment the night was silent as
before.

Daylight evolved from the mountain
edges and rolled back into the valley, re-
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Stop all laundry troubles. *Chal-
lenge”’ Collars*can be cleaned with
a rub from a wet cloth—smart and
dressy always. The correct dull

finish and texture of yhe best linen.
If your dealer hasn’t **Challenge®® Brand write

us enclosing money—25¢ for collars, 50c per
;mlr for cuffs. We will supply you. Send
or new style boock. Made in Canada
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vealing the splendors of spring creation
and that dull spot on the roadside.

This was the road which led to the
triangle ranches of uncanny fame, a

deserted road save for Indian scouts .

looking for wolf heads on which hung
profitable bounties.

It was not an Indian who drove out in
the early daylight hours that morning.
Much of the Indian grace and poise had
she but her face was as the snow-capped
peaks with the sun glinting rosily upon
them,

Much of the spring freshness was in the
song she carolled which ceased when the
horse shied and she glimpsed the object
on the roadside. A long sigh escaped
the man when she bent over him.

“You poor idiot!” exclaimed the girl,
not without pity, as she picked, up the
pistol at his hand. The blood had con-

] gealed over the wound in his head but as
he stirred it started oozing out in little
bubbles. She took a handkerchief from
his pocket and tied it round his head.

Knowing little what else to do she loosened
his collar and rubbed his hands gently.
Everything combined restored him.

“T’ve made a mess of it,” he groaned.

“You sure have,” she agreed. “Get
up and forget it.”

His eyes opened wider and they seemed
to contain a deeper blue. His-face was
terribly pale but his chin did not look so
weak as he sat up and listened to the girl.

“You don’t need to tell me anything—
I’'m a good guesser,” she told him.  “Now,
if you go back to the city you'll be pulled
in for a would-be suicide, so you’d better
come on out with me to the Bar Pick
ranch and let me fix that wound up so it
won’t look so conspicuous. Then if you
like you may stay there until the wound
has healed or returnto the city this
evening.”

“You're a deuced good sort,” he said,
earnestly, as he stumbled into the buggy.

“Never mind the nice talk,” she re-
minded him. ‘“You’ve a serious job in
sight.”

“That’s the trouble, Miss —"’

“’I')orna Waters, without the Miss, suits

“That's the trouble, Dorna Waters,
I've no job of any sort in sight and I
can’t do much anyway.”

“Bad bringing-up, Mr. —

“Reginald Furlow, if you don’t mind.”

)

“I sure do mind. ‘Reginald’ is enough .

to kill any self-respecting creature. Your
bound to look a Reggie with the name
following you around. Haven’t you a
substitute?”

“Well, my middle name is Strong—
Reginald Strong Furlow, to be exact,” he
exp. ;

“That’s better; Strong Furlow should
be your name. Why not discard the
Reggie and live up to the Strong?”’

“Oh, I say, would you advise that?”” he
asked.

“Try it,” she recommended. “It will
have a stimulating effect.”

“By Jove, you're a brick, you know,”
he praised.

“Just about that hard,” she laughed.

“Tt must be very early in the morning,”’
was his next comment. “Would you
mind telling me about your rawnch?”’

“Don’t say rawnch!” she chided. “Do
try to talk straight Canadian. You're
wondering, I suppose why I'm driving
out so early. Well, the ranch isn’t fixed
up yet. My brother is running it. He
is going to put up a log house for my sister
and me, but meantime I live in town and
come out to get the meals. When the
log shanty is up I intend to take out a

1 s s e g

‘Sasvrcreass ov
an Postum Cerea] Cag

E® 3" 4501, Ontario
> 3

Boys & Girls
THRIVE

on the easily
digested

wheat and
barley food

Grape-Nuts

“There’s a Rea son.

“

Aftes

earne
the 1
Britz
of gi

Tt
WO00C
arriv
highe
in st
yard:
WO00C
the
beyo
mist
whit
dwel

“V
ackn
covel
lots
river

@;«»beyo
In
shot
off 1
whic
arou
Di
a bag
and
mad
mere
“‘stn
town
plau
more
the
tions
of th
‘13



