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Winnipeg, May, 1914.

time wooer, Bert ‘MeDougall, waving for
per to stop, as she was about to flee to
the shack. Not since the stampede had
they exchanged greetings. Outwardly
calm, but inwardly wondering, she
awaited his approach, Ranchers. and

joneers, ~oft meeting emergencies and

rils, learn self-control. Consequently
there were nc tender or harsh words
exchanged. Leaning against his tired
and sweating pinto, the rancher spoke
earnestly and quietly.

«Miss Cameron! Stella! Tam fortunate
in seeing you. I have ridden far,
secretly and alone, to warn you, and
through you, the settlement. The straw
gtacks that we have tried in vain to
buy for our starving cattle are to be
raided tonight. It is a case of necessity.”

Seeing her face flush, and the indignant
glance of her dark eyes.

«Will the trouble mever end,” she
cried passionately. “Is this guerrilla
warfare to go on indefinitely? Are you
ranchers quite determined to drive us
out? And —”

“Not so.” he interrupted eagerly. “We:
are not so bad as you have cause to
think. We must have feed for our
cattle. Most of us are tired of the feud.
You may expect a delegation to-morrow
when we will try to make amends, but,
to-night the raid will take place.” This
was spoken in a very decided tone, then,
in a changed voice, he continued: “No
one must know I have betrayed the boys,
we are leal and true to each other, but

woe be to the ‘unfaithful, Stella!”

B-oating on the Lake.

pirited, the farmers viewed the desolation,
and later in the day assembled at the
Cameron shack to decide upon their
future course. Rage and anger reigned
supreme. None heeded the chinook wind,

There is a wonderful softness in his voice
now, “I have done this for you, will you
be true to me?” She had been stroking
the pinto, seemingly absorbed, she gazed
into the wan but rugged features of the
man by her side, how proud she was of
him now. A telegraphic signal flashed
from eyes to eyes, from soul to soul.

Who shall say when, or by whom wireless’

telegraphy was invented? When soul
speaks to soul, by a flash of the eye,
when no speech is meeded to carry the
message. Ah! wireless telegraphy is as
old as Adam. Her glance was sufficient,
the man was satisfied. With a clasp of
hands he remounted and was soon speed-
ing across the prairie. while the girl
returned thoughtfully to the shack.
Cottonwood Creek had witnessed many
scenes of a dramatic nature when In-
dians roamed at will, tenting on its
banks, chasing buffalo, or waylaying
caravans as they trekked westward, but
never in its history had such a unique
battle been waged as that which occurred
on that eventful night when ranchers.
cowboys, farmers and cattle were mixed
in a great melee. The enraged and dn-
sulted farmers cared not how or by
whom the warning came. They believed
the ranchers capable of everything bad;
they would meet them on their own
ground and give them a warm reception.
Feneimg was taken down, cattle corralled,
stacks encircled with barbed wire, and
everythimg barricaded as far as possible.
When dusk deepened into mght, a
pyramid of fire towered upward, a silent
signal which was followed by others till
the prairie west of the creek was i1lumin-
ated by countless huge bon fires, and the
air infused by the odor of burning straw.

Out on the plamns, gradually drawing
nearer, a vast herd of cattle smffed the
air frantically, and cowboys muttered

curses and threats, reahzing the signi-

o IO AT

ficance of the fires. What cared starving
cattle for barbed wire or burning stacks?
Of what avail were shots from infuriated
farmers? Goaded by their drivers, they
rushed into ‘the homesteads from north,
south, east and west completely encire-
ling the settlement. Bellowing, moaning,
crowding, trampling the weaker to earth;
rushing over the fallen, they bore down
all before them, making for the stacks
burned-and unburned, often buried by
those they pulled down upon themselves.
Until the stacks were either burnt or de-.
molished, the ranchers had mno control
over the maddened creatures they had:
driven into the once peaceful settlement.
In spite of their efforts and those of the
farmers, more than one shack was burnt
and other damage done. It was a night
of terror to Stella and the women shut
in the shacks with doors and windows,
barricaded. The din outside in every
homestead was appalling. Bob was
Stelld’s only companion; occasionally she
heard the voice of her father or brothers
as they galloped to and fro, and once
Bert’s call to her father concerning her
safety. She knew that their litt.e home
was guarded and took comfort from the
knowledge that their stacks were feeding
the cattle untouched by fire. ,

At the dawn of day that heralded a
wild March morning, with some difficulty
the cattle were rounded up and slowly
driven across the creek, leaving many
dead animals in every homestead and a
despoiled settlement.  Weary and dis-

fast disappearing snow, and balmy
atmosphere. Outside all was dirty, down-
trodden and ruined. 7In the little kitchen
Stella prepared coffée, frequently going to
the window, which commanded a fine
view of the wide reaching plains. Smil-
ingly she gazed; she had confided in no
one as to whom or what she expected.
She scarcely knew herself, but she
_smiled, and, woman-like, trusted. She
listened to the conversation within and
a frown gathered on her brow. “We’ll
not try it again,” her brother Fred
spoke; “we need not expect any redress
nor mercy from the ranchers. They have
won out; let them keep the prairie. We
will go further west.” In this the
younger men concurred without a dis-
senting voice; but even now the older
farmers would remain.
fured and dared much; they would wait
for their patents, and then would sell.
Coffee served, the men . strolled out
one by one, ill-satisfied and gloomy.
Someone spied a moving object away
across the prairie; another, and yet an-
other. What were they? Men or cattle?
Horses! was the general verdict. No!
Ranchers! Ranchers! They are return-
mg. Now there is wild excitement,
almost equalling the Indians when sur-
prised by a war party. All the guns at
Cottonwood farm were taken from their
straps on the log walls; farmers rushed
to their homesteads to protect them from
—they knew not what—but the majority
remained and awaited the coming of

what appeared to be a long line of
mounted cowboys, loupmg along the
trail. No cattle in sight, and Stella, a
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EVERY process of
-blending,- etc., car-
ried out by special
machinery. If:you
would taste the finest
tea in~ all its native
freshness ask your
ocer for Dickeson’s

ea.
Richd. Dickeson & Co., Limited, London, Eng.

W. Lloyd Lock & Co. Winnipeg

(Est. 1649.)

DICKESON'S Tey

“The Beverage of the Ofd Country”

ROM the sunmhy tea gardens of
India and Leylon,
—then to England to be skilfully
blended and packed in pure
aluminum wrappers,
—finally out to Canada to
delight tea-lovers all over
the Dominion.

THE CRISIS IN BABY'S LIFE

often occurs during the period of Teething,
when the infant is assailed by an army of distres-

sing_complaints—Convulsions, Gripes, Acidi latulency, & i
Anxious mothers should remember that retlyﬁef to thecy’littlcé E
sufferer can always be assured by the use of :

WOODWARD’S GRIPE WATER.

A perfectly safe and sure remedy, containing no preparation of M i
Opium’ or other harmful drug, and having behill:d [it a long xecg:shl:'f

Medical Ap
Of any Druggists ,

Be sure it's WOODWARD'S,
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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.
pared only from the finest beans combined
with delicate sauces, made from the purest

They “are pre-

ingredients, in a factory equipped with the most modern

ppliances.

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

W Clark  Montreal *
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They had ven-

glad light 1n her eyes, watched from her
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Blackwood's Raspberry Vinegar
Something Delicious |

Tb be obtained of all Grocers

Manufacturers of Blackwood’s Celebrated Soft Drinks

The Blackwoods Limited

OUR CATALOGUE

Winnipeg |

Is larger and better than ever. Several splendid new varieties. For
. 45 years the leading authority on Vegetable, Flower and Farm Seeds,

Plants and Bulbs.

ou geed it before you decide what Linds to plant.

Send for your copy to-day.

W RENNIE C%imitea

394 Pertage Aveaue,
WINNIPEG

Also at Teron:o, Montreal and V:




