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MADE IN CANADA
CONTAINS NO ALUM

| CONFORMS TO THE
Il HiGH STANDARD OF
ll GILLETT'S GOODS.

(MO

Put up in 16 oz. glass jars
and in 5 1b. sanitary
double-top gold lined tin

pails.
Brigger’s Pure Jams are made
from clean, sound Niagara
grown Fruit and Granulated
Sugar and are guaranteed
Absolutely Pure.

~Blackwood’s

Black Cherry Wine, Ginger Wine, Peppermint
Wine, and Hot Todd,

Guaranteed Non-Intoxicants

Price 40 cen‘s per quart bottle

Ask your dealer for them

'L —The Blackwood’s Limited, Winnipeg—

CLARK’'S PORK & BEANS

The value of BEANS as a strength
producing food needs no demonstration.
Their preparation in appetizing form is
however a matter entailing considerable
labour in the ordinary kitchen.

CLARK’S PORK & BEANS save you
the time and the trouble. They are pre-
pared only from the finest Beans combined
: with delicate sauces, made from the purest
ingredients, in a factory equipped with the most modern
-appliances. ,

THEY ARE COOKED READY—SIMPLY WARM
UP THE CAN BEFORE OPENING

W. Clark, Montreal

Sick headaches—neuralgic headaches—splitting.
blinding headaches—all vanish when you take

' Na-Dru-Co Headache Walfers

They do not contain phenacetin, acetanilid,

morphine, opium or any other dangerous drug.

25¢. a box at your Druggist’s. 123
NATIONAL DRUG & CHEMICAL CO. OF CANADA. LIMITED.

An erruption of vol-
canic language

ing it under Ned’s nose.

“Twist;

cuttin’ out the calves; just about read
to heat ’er up, you might say. It

“He'd get lost an’ then we wouldn’t
have no brandin’ iron; losin’ Nelson
wouldn’t cut no ice but the brandin’
3 ” .

n 3

] ose nothin’, it’s only ten miles on a

straight trail, how’s he goin’ to get lost?”’
“I%.i there, Nelson, come out here,”’

yelled the foreman.

A young giant strolled leisurely out

from the shack toward the barn. At

least he stood six feet two, was broad

cording to geoxpetric@ans,_”
have to go to l\iealy’s shop to be straight- himself, “a straight line is the shortest

ed.” ' distance between two points. A straight
“Send Nelson,” said Walsh, “he aint | trail seems to differ from a straight line
no good cuttin’ out calves an we can’t | in that particular”’ He was scarcely out
handle them bawlin’ cows short handed.” | of hailing distance from the corrall when

Mysteries of the Straiéht Trail..

Written for the Western Home Monthly by W. L. Thomas, Minnon, Alta.

0ld Sandy stood nibbling a wisp of hay

on the far side of the corral. Though
broken out somewhere | only an old horseman would have noticed
: § inside the barn. Ned |it the slight dip in his fore legs told why
F Walsh stuck his head | he was not helping to cut out the calves,
0, in through the door with the for if there was an expert at that job on

XZ . “What’s up?”’ the ranch it was Old Sandy but he had
‘.\%:’«-. q}lle;zkatthatbmn%in’imn » | had too much of it for thedgood of hisi

i foreman, vindictively shak- | legs. He was superannuated, just a trai
said the ranch foreman, vindictive Wi | 8% 5 ey He had bucked his lnst

wled pressing it against the barn wall. | buck long ago. The tenderfoot, with
1 , it t;o%lches at two catiwampus | much fumbling of straps, got the saddle
corners and the other two corners don’t | adjusted and jogged away down the trail
touch at all. Fine job o’ brandin’ it | toward the creek. He turned to the left
would do, wouldn’t 1t? There aint no | according to directions and' followed the

~ to fix it here and we’ll soon be throu h | straight trail through devious curves
cutt reag twistings, half circles and zig-zags. “Ac-

he said to

he came to a Y in the trail. He was
tempted to ride back to inquire which
horn of the Y was the straight trail. He
would have endured the jeers of the cow-
punchers and taken a chance at getting
as much fun as annoyance out of it but
it occurred to him that undoubtedly there
were more Y’s and that if he rode back
every time he came to one he would
probably be a long time getting to Nealy’s
shop. He stopped and studied the horns

shouldered and had several other points
supposed to belong to giants but instead
of a cowpuncher he was a college man out
on his last vacation before taking up the
more serious work of earning his living.
“Do you think you could ride over to
Nealy’s with this here brandin’ iron with-
out losin’ yer fool-gelf?”’

The youth wore “a smile that wouldn’t
come off.”” That depends upon how
carefully lsla.id Nealy has hidden himself
among the intricagies of your ball

wilderness,’>he ans&%re’d./ ’y . Y

“You can’t miss it,”’ said Walsh. “All
you got to'do is to follow the trail. You
take the first trail to the left after you
cross the creek below here and that’s a
straight trail leadin’ right to Nealy’s
door.”” A cowboy’s “straight trail” is
the mystery of mysteries to a tenderfoot.
It winds around a hill, runs up a draw,
winds around another hill and down
another draw, never holding any one
direction for ten rods at a stretch. Fre-
quently you come to a Y and which horn
of the ¥ is the straight trail? But a
cowboy thinks that inability to follow a
straight trail is a sure sign of inborn
mental weakness.

“I suppose I.might risk my precious
person on a perfectly straight trail if you
are willing to risk the branding iron,”
said Nelson.

“You lose that brandin’ iron an’ when
I find the two o’ you I'll brand vou right
in the middle o’ that noble brow o’ yourn
with it so’st vou won’t get lost again, but
if you’re goin’ to tackle the job saddle up
and hit the trail lively or il be dark
before you get there an’ then vau will

gitJost, surc J

The Steamer Dock Tete Jaune Cache, July 1912.

of the Y for a time. “Ah/gdo you observe,
Sandy, that one has been used more than
the other? I wonder if a straight trail is
the most travelled trail instead of the
shortest distance between two points.
We'll take a chance, Sandy. But the Y
was not the greatest mystery of the
straight trail. Just at sundown he rode
out upon the top of a long gradually
sloping coulee bank. The coulee was
broad rather than deep and instead of the
usual rapidly flowing creek at the bottom
there was a broad muskeg, shallow water
with no current, willows and rank grass
and mystery of mysteries, the trail ended
abruptly at the top of the coulee bank.
“Bless us, Sandy, do you sup the
straight trail leads down into the earth
or up into the sky?”’ He stopped amazed,
a creepy feeling running up and down his
spine. He had once read a blood curd-
ling tale of a mysterious trail which lead
strangers into the heart of a 'wilderness
where it faded out and left them in the
midst of many perils. Here was a dis-
tinct, well traveled trail to the edge of
the level prairie, but just where the slope
of the coulee bank began it vanished into
the unbroken, apparently untrodden
prairie grass. A less venturesome spirit
would have turned back but it was not
Nelson’s way. He was in the habit of
going ahead even when men as well as
circumstances stood in the way.

“Do you suppose we have lost the
branding iron, Sandy? Looks that way.
We seem to have lost the straight trail
at any rate. If we have been going right
<o far, Nealy’s shop must be on the other
l side of the coulee. If it were farther up,
L or g;rx;:\lmr down on this side, riders going
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