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TAKE A RÈST m

from all unnecessary work in the kitchen—especially 
regards your baking—by using only “ Five Roses ” 

Flour, which comes to you fine, pure, and uniform. 
It is an easy flour to mix and knead, it rises quickly 
and evenly, and on these accounts will give you more 
satisfaction than ordinary brands.

Ask your grocer for a 7-lb. bag to-day and start 
easy baking.
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LAKE OF THE WOODS MILLING CO., 
LIMITED.

f S>aor four SmugWedding Invitations, 
Wedding Announcements,

Visiting Cards.
Utul styles. Latest type. 
Prempt attention to mail
orders.
The Lutes Matins A Lithe. Co. 
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BEFORE ORDERING TOUR YEAR’S SUPPLY 
of literature, write to The Times Agency.

Bui particulars of clubbing offers. Anything 
published supplied It will SAVE you MONEY. 
TIME, and it reduces the risk of non-delivery 
to a minimum i
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NOVEMBER 8, 1906 THE FARMER166
trains ran in to Grammoch-town ; 
the road from the little town

and method was his own ; but the work 
was dazed admirably done.

was
by.

with char-a-bancs, brakes, wagonettes, 
carriages, carts, foot-passengers, wending 
toward the Dalesman’s Daughter, 
soon the paddock below that little 
was humming with the crowd of 

and

“ Keeps right 
said the

on the back of his sheep," 
watching intently, 

don't break ! "
parson, 

Strange thing they 
But they didn’t.

And 
inn 

sports- 
see the

? "

There was no waiting, 
no coaxing ; it was drive and devilry all 
through.

uts
spectators come to 

battle for the Shepherds’ Trophy.
noticeable with its red 

body and yellow wheels, was the great 
Kenmuir

men
He brought his sheep along at 

rate, never missing a turn, 
never faltering, never running out. 
the crowd applauded, for the crowd loves 
a dashing display, 
hopping
with excitement, handled dog and sheep 
with a masterly precision that compelled 
the admiration even of his enemies.

a terrificThere, veryn's
:on And

Manywagon.
directed on the handsome

an eye was 
young pair

who stood in it, conspicuous and 
conscious, above the crowd :

er; While little M’Adam, 
agilely about, his face ablazeind

le ; un- 
Maggie,

looking in her simple print frock as sweet 
and fresh as any mountain flower ; while 
David’s fair face was all gloomy and his 
brows knit.

Lhe

a M Adam wins ! ’’ roared a bookmaker. 
Twelve to one agin the field ! "

wins, dang him ! " said David,
tl®

" HeIn front of thei‘ 0) 3 wagon was a black 
cluster of Dalesmen, discussing M’Adam’s 
chances.

low.
In the centre was Tammas Wull wins ! " said the parson, shut- 

Had you passed close to ting his lips, 
the group you might have heard : "A 
man, d’yo’ say, Mr. Maddox ?

ne
holding forth.

d\ " And 
Moore.

Wull wins ! " softly cried the crowd.
We don’t ! " said Sam’l gloomily.

And in the end Red Wull did win ; and 
there were none 
and Long Kirby, who had lost a good 
deal of his wife’s money and a little of 
his own, to challenge the justice of the 
verdict.

1 he win had but a chilling reception. 
At first there was faint cheering ; but 
it sounded like the echo of an echo, and 
soon
ovation, there 
back, or a few roaring fanatics to lead 

Here there was neither ; 
disparaging remarks, on 

And the hundreds who did

deserves too ! " said J amesA h’ape,
I call him ; " or : "A dog ? more like an 
'og, I tell yo’."

I
t'

Round the old orator 
were Jonas, 'Enry, and oor Job, 
Burton, Rob Saunderson, Tupper, Jim 
Mason, Hoppin, and others ; while on the 
outskirts stood Sam’l Todd prophesying 
rain and M’Adam’s victory, 
hand Bessie Bolstock, who was reputed 
to have designs on David, was giggling 
spitefully at the pair in the Kenmuir 
wagon, and singing :

t’t
J emde

st save Tammas, the bigot.
ELS

he
Close ate-

e.
th
t,

died of inanition. To get up an 
must be money at the“ Let a lad aloan, lass, 

Let a lad a-be.”
1-

it the dance, 
ugly stories, 
every hand, 
not know took their tone, as always, 
from those who said they did.

M'Adam could but remark the absence 
of enthusiasm as he pushed up through 
the throng toward the committee tent. 
No single voice hailed him victor ; no 
friendly hand smote its congratulations. 
Broad backs were turned ; contemptuous 
glances levelled ; spiteful remarks shot. 
Only the foreign element looked curi­
ously at the little bent figure with the 
glowing face, and shrank back at the 
size and savage aspect of the great dog 
at his heels.

While her father, Teddy, dodged in and 
out

)’

the crowd with tray andit among
glasses : for Cup Day was the great day 
of the year for him.a

Past the group of Dalesmen and on all 
sides

il
a mass of bobbing heads— 

Scots, Northerners, Yorkahiremen, Taffies.
wasl-

y
To right and left a long array of 
carriages and carts, ranging from the 
Squire’s quiet landau and Viscount 
Birdsaye’s gorgeous barouche to Liz Bur­
ton’s three-legged moke-cart with little 
Mrs. Burton, the twins, young Jake (who 
should have walked), and Monkey (ditto) 
packed away inside. Beyond the Silver 
Lea the gaunt Scaur raised its craggy 
peak, and the Pass, trending along its 
side, shone white in the sunshine.

At the back of the carriages were 
booths, cocoanut-shies, Aunt Sallies, 
shows, book-makers' stools, and all the 
panoply of such a meeting. Here Master

V
3
d
f But what cared he ? His Wullie was

acknowledged champion, the best sheep­
dog of the year ; and the little man was 
happy. They could turn their backs on 
him ; but they could not alter that ; and 
he could afford to be indifferent. “ They 

Launcelot Bilks and Jacky Sylvester were dinna like it, lad—he ! he ! But they’ll
fighting ; Cyril Gilbraith was offering to e’en ha’ to thole it.
take on the boxing man ; Long Kirby Wullie—won it fair.”
was snapping up the oclds against Red 
Wull ; and Liz Burton and young Ned 
Hoppin were
gether, while Melia Ross in the back-

»

Ye’ve won it,

He elbowed through the press, making 
for the rope-guarded inclosure in front of 

being photographed to- the committee tent, round which the
people were now packing. In the door 
of the tent stood the secretary, various 
stewards, and members of the committee. 
In front, alone in the roped-ofif space, 
was Lady Eleanour, fragile, dainty, grace- 

The Juvenile Stakes had been run and ful, waiting with a smile upon her face
won ; Londesley's Lassie had carried off to receive the winner. And on a table
the Locals ; and the fight for the Shep- beside her, naked and dignified, the Shep­
herds' Trophy was about to begin. herds’ Trophy.

“ Yo’re not lookin' at me noo,” There it stood, kingly and impressive ; 
whispered Maggie to the silent boy by its fair white sides inscribed with many
her side. names; cradled in three shepherds’ crooks;

“ Nay ; nor niver don’t wush to agin," and on the top, as if to guard the Cup’s
David answered roughly. His gaze was contents, an exquisitely carved collie's
directed over the array of heads in front head. The Shepherds' Trophy, the goal 
to where, beyond the Silver Lea, a group of his life's race, and many another 
of shepherds and their dogs was clustered. man's.
While standing apart from the rest, in He climbed over the rope, followed by
characteristic isolation, was the bent Red Wull, and took off his hat with al- 
figure of his father, and beside him the most courtly deference to the fair lady be- 
Tailless Tyke. fore him.

" Doest’o not want yo’ feyther to As he walked up to the table on which 
win ? ’’ asked Maggie softly, following the Cup stood, a shrill voice, easily 
his gaze. recognizable, broke the silence.

" I’m prayin’ he’ll be beat," the boy " You'd like it better if 'twas full and 
answered moodily. y o’ could swim in it, you and yer Wullie,"

“ Eh, Davie, boo can ye ? " cried the it called. Whereat the crowd giggled, 
girl, shocked. and Lady Eleanour looked indignant.

' Eh, David,’ " he The little man turned.
" But if yo’ lived along o’ them 

nodded toward the stream—

ground was pretending she didn’t care.
On the far bank of the stream was a 

little bevy of men and dogs, observed of 
all.

4»

" I’s easy to say, 
snapped, 
two "—he

"I’ll mind drink yer health, Mr. Thorn­
ton, never fear,though I ken ye’d prefaire to 
drink yer ain," he said, 
crowd giggled afresh ; and a gray head
at the back, which had hoped itself un­
recognized, disappeared suddenly.

The little man stood there in the still­
ness, sourly smiling, his face still wet 
from his exertions ; while the Tailless

he nodded to Tyke at his side fronted defiantly the
far left of the line, where stood serried ring of onlookers, a white fence

of teeth faintly visible between his lips.
Lady Eleanour looked uneasy. Usually 

the lucky winner was unable to hear her 
little speech, as she gave the Cup away, 
so deafening was the applause. Now

At which theyo’d understand # a bit.
I never did ! " 

"I know- it, lad," she said tenderly ;

’appen
' Eh, David,' indeed !

and he was appeased.
‘‘ He’d give his right hand for his 

bless’d Wullie to win ; I’d give me right
. . And oorto see him beat. .arm

Bob there all the while,' 
the
James Moore and Owd Bob, with Parson
Leggy and the Squire.

When at length Red Wull came out to 
run his course, he worked with the sava/ge 
dash that always characterized him. His
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