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A Story of Home.tead Days iu Nortiioru Aberta

Writteu for The Western Home Monthly by Floyd T. Wood

IM," said Mr. Austin, "I want
you to run over to LeRoy's
and tell hie boys, we will be

al read to start at the bay-
g,,inule mrnrng."

helpmg hie mother prepare the vegetables
for the noon-day meal.

"But, dad,'" hprtse, VeMi
aud I were going ibig thie afteruoon.
You remember you told me we could go
once more before hayimg started, and this
afteruoon will b our last chance. Joe
said he would be over right after dinner.
Ca't Jerry go dad?"%

Mr. Austin 'pulled out hie big silver
watch sud consulted it.

"'No, j rry ca't go," hie said. "Jerry
aud I1 àI have plenty of work getting
the racks in shape for to-morrow. I1t's
ouIy teu-thirty uow; you can take Biily

anYdthe light saddle and be back here by
one o'ciock. If you hurry your dinner
a littie you and Joe can get away in plentýr
of time to catch ail the fishi you'll wat.'

"iBut, dad," Tlm began, "I do't want

««Tira," bis father iuterrupted hirm
rather sharply, "I have told you what I
want doue. Run along uow aud do as
you're told. The sooner y ou start the
quieker you cau get back. But mind you,
no abusiug old Bily.; he's too old for any
wild west foolielines."

Tim saw that hie father meaut exactly
what hie said, aud lhe knew it wouid be

qute useless to argue furtber with hlm.
Hepicked up hie cap and hurried toward

the iltle 'Pasture where the saddle horses
were kept. Ordinarily Tim would have
been glad of the chance to saunter over
to LeRoy's and deiver bis father's mes-
sage. But to-day was differeut, of course.
At the beet flehing trips were nouetoo
plentiful, aud Joe sud Tim had planued
on thie oue for weeks.

The LeRoys' buildings were in plain
sight from the Austin f arm as the crow
ffies not more thau three miiesaway. By
trait it was six miles or more. This seem-
ing waste of distance was made uecessary
by the peculiar conditions surrounding
the LeRoys' home. Their farm, in fact,
was very much like su ielaud. Iu shape
it resembled strongly a huge frying pan-
Ail around the large portion-the bowl
of the pan, as it were-was a wide and
treacherous swatnp-.a real inuskeg. The
narrow portion-the handle-was bounded
by two uarrow armns. These outlets. or
arme led eventuaily into the Yeilow
River, Iu the meltiug days of spring they
were rivers theusselves, swif t and deep.
Although only a f ew feet wide tbey were
treacherous, neyer reaily saf e ouly in
thq dead of winter. Down near the littie
settiement at Yellow River ferry, a rude,
home-made .bridge spanned these arms.
It was this bridge that one had to use to
inake a saf e jouruey to LeRoy's.,

Tim caught up old Billy with a handful
of oats, threw on the saddle aud trotted
off down the road. To tell the plain
truth, Tix's state of mind was anythiing
but pleasant. He considered hie father very
unreasonable, sud himself a much abused
boy. Tim was not yet old enough to
realize that even bis smal help was
needel in helping bis people to wring a
living from this raw, uew, prairie land.

It was 9, beautiful day in eariy July.
The sun was shining, clear and warmn and
bright-a regular "Sunny Aberta". day.
The air was sweet with the fragrance of
wid peas and roses. Tiger-lilies nodded in
conscious magnificence. Hundreds of
wiid ducks, oid and young, scuttered
away as hie pa'sed the ponds. The prairie
ivas alive with groups of grouse and

prairie hiens. Fat, prosperous lookiug
gophers chirped and whietled from mounds
of their own building.

About a mile from the bouse Tum started
up au old coyote. She did not aeem at
ai iuciined ta, run either very fast or very
far. Tin was wise euougb to, kuow that
these actions meant but oue thing-
young one somewhere near. He turued
off frous the trail. Fif teen minutes' search
up jmd dowu through the tangle of graus
and scrub, sud be plumped rigbt into
the little family. There were four of the

baywolves, noue of them mucb Mare
tana good sized cat. With littlefright
eued barks they scurried away for the
uext cover with Tim in wild pursuit. For
the moment bis grievanee sud bis erraud
were botkfrgotten. Be followed them
here aud iere, through clumps of scrubby-
willow sud tangled, fragrant' rose trees,
up the billesud dowu tlirougb the gullies.

At first the frigbtened pup kept close
together, as though gammg corfort
f romn each others' compauy. But as they
began to tire sud the clisse becÎme botter,
it was everyoue for bimseif. A little in
the background the mother circled about
barking sharp protest at the boy intruder.
Before long Tim lost sigbt of ail but one'
of bis quarry. This one he kept doggedly
in sight, sud with beelesud voice he
urged oid Billy ta, the best speed be could
muster. A young coyote bas only a smal
portion of the staying powers of a ful-
growu one. Thilittle fellow was tiring
rapidly. Hie sides were beaving with the
pound of the tired baby lungs, sud bis
long red tangue wass bsging aIMOSt on
the ground. Tim pined uow; be wga

o~uy~ ewfeet bebind. And then, the
ý>r~bwpluniped straigt,ousanopen

?E dived down it sud was lost ta
view. Tm reined in bis psuting horse.
Nothing but willing men sud spades
could get that coyote uow; he kuew
that quite wel

For the first time Tim noticed that bis
horse was streaked witb sweat. Be re-

membered his father's words at~out inng '

errad -en h ligrp. Hersieththe 1sdwasemuch;vlaletm
in this fruitiess chase of the wolves.
More, he bad tired bis horse o much that
an"ti~ but a very slow jog trot the rest
of the way was -out of the question.. He
stood stili for some minutes to give Biily
a chance torest' .But he wusthinking
harfl, aud bis thoughts rau about like
this:1

"If I go straight acrosal country I cmn
go slow enough ao Biily will get anl dried
off, aud I can easily get home i time to
go fishing.EtIgo a1lthe way aromdlIll
have to travel so slow I oe't possibly Vet

home in time to do anything. I'm
straight." Now Tinm knew perfectlyM
that his father would have mnstatly for-
bidden hlm to take aniy chances on
those muakeg arroi. But as many another
bhs figured, Tim decided that what a
perbo n didn't know would't hurt them.,

lasit was that the boy recouciled hhm-
u-1df to wriog orde ldm' u is iehearu
he knew that he had done wrong, sud
that he was goiug stil further along the
wroitg way to square the fit miuteP.

Straight aers the praire2hejoge
Before many minutes he rea thet.

ede of the danger spot. The ereek looked
,It dysd harme. Only for the un-

eveën f loor and the pecubiar gasea
person migt eu have thought it wua
,in truthbtut tmhè dryed of abarmles
littie jstrpam. Old Bïlly Ipau!sed of his
own motionmsd stood pawmgthb.groumd
and suortîng in vigorous ]prote@t. Biily
had bee» born and raiaed in the country,
and he waa far wiar than bis Young -

maste. But Tim refund to accPt bis
horse'swB e kicked bim soimdly
i 'i "Gi a urge<I him on.

dGdaBilly,' he ordered sbarplY."rIt's ail right. Glo ont" Billy stepped
forward gingerly, nostrils wide sud ears
turned forward. The whole bottom of
the creek quivered as a "retmmssOf
green jeily. Little undulations rau along
its surface like the rippls wben a atone
is thrown into a smootb lake. Billly
stopped tégain and snorted even more
earuestly.And agaiSn the boy refused to
listen .He knotted the reins snd struck

At a Disadvantage
Written for The Western Home Montbly by Margaret

Minaker.

What makes'a fellow long to swear
iu stronger words than lie should dare,
With wifie waiting ou the stair?

A collar button.

For first it ruslied beneath the bed.
I chased it there, but cracked my bead.
Real peevisb were the words I said

To collar hutton.

Then wifie sweetly called 'to hurry',
That always gets me in afiurry.
Doesn't she know one sbould not worry

A collar button.

For then it hid behiud the dresser
(I hope my rage did not distrese lier),
Wife cannot know vexations, bleslier,

0f collar buttons.

Though Woman votes iu our fair land,
She cannot realiy undýrstand
Trials that irk Man oh every hand

(Like coliar buttons).

By gosh! 1 think it's only fair,
To keep the suffrage on the square,
Let men demand, she also wear

A collar button!
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