Consider the Health of Your
Family when Decorating—Use

ANITA .

¥ §

WALL COVERING

SANITAS can kept _scrupulously
clean and free from dust and dirt simply
by wiping with a damp cloth.

SANITAS is the modern wall covering
for modern homes. = Made on a strong
cloth foundation finished in oil colors. It
will not fade, crack or chip off. Apply
it just as you do wall paper.

SANITAS comes in every soft, beauti-
ful of shade—in the richest colors
and designs of modern art. It faithfully
reproduces the most artistic designs of
try, leather, burlap, Japanese grass
cloth, imported wall covenufs, and also
comes in gg:ed tile effects for the bath-
room tchen,

Ask your dealer or decorator to show
SANITAS. Look for the trade mark. We
maintain a suite of rooms_done in SAN-
ITAS in the Craftsman Home Builders
Exposition, 6 East 39th St.,, New York
City. . Send coupon to~day for samples of
SANITAS and klet.

When buying table or shelf
oilcloth ask for MERITAS

The Standard 0il Cloth Co., Inc.
320 Broadway New York City

y THE STANDARD Ol GLOTH (O., Inc.
”L\ 320 Broadway, New York. Dept.lz

,, CN _Send booklet of SANITAS de-
wti signs and samples, and name of
nearest dealer.

Name
Address
State

.................................

................................

KEEP
Absorbine Jr.
Handy

It meansprompt re-
lief from aches and
pains-it keeps little
cuts and Dbruises
from becomingz more
seripus — protects
sensitive throats
from infection.

AbsorbineJ"

THE A«NY‘(\L PTIC LH\HMENT

Is more than a liniment—itis a
Posxtwe antesepticand germicide.
Thisdoublesits efficiencyand its uses. Absorbine
Jr. isespecially good tor children’s hurts because
itis so harmless and safe to use—made of purc
herbs and contains no acids or minerals.
For Toothache. A few drops of Absorbine
Jr rubbed on the gums or applied on cotton to
cavity will promptly stoptheaching, Butdon’t
let the relief from pain keep you from your
dentist:
For Cuts, Bruises. Anbsorbine Jr. takes
out soreuess, Kills the germs, makes the part
aseptically clean :nuld;-rnnmt--ﬁ rapid healing.
For Sprains and Swellings. It allays
paiu promptiyvireduces inflammationand swellin 4
#1.00 and 22.00 per bottle at dealersor delivered,
Send 10 cents . xh* raltrial bottle or pro-
cure regularsize from your druggist today
W. F. YOUNG. I‘.D.F.,

500 Lyman’s Bldgz , Montreal, Canada
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A Tale of the

The Western Home M_onthly

Ragged Range

Edith G. Bayne

PART I

STARRY dusk had fallen upon the
foothills and the heavy dew of a
late August evening glistened

among the shadows by the roadside
when a lone horseman in scarlet coat
emerged from the barracks yard at
Briggs’ Landing and took his way along
the old northern and now seldom-used
trail which led over the mountains into
British Columbia. The moon had not yet
risen but the prolonged twilight diffused
a soft radiance over gray road, scrub
bush and hillside and the mare appeared
to know her way without much guid-
ance, stepping along confidently, ears
forward, lusting for adventure, even as
her rider, the dead branches of old wind-
falls crackling under her feet like whip-
lashes.

“Take any. route you please, but
round' up those rustiers,” had been the
C. O.s instructions. “I'm tired of com-
plaints from Bar X ranch. Another has
just come in. Sight their lair, if it
takes you all of a month. Then tele-
graph from Hinton or Cliffedge for a
posse.”

It was a “ticklish” errand, requiring
nice diplomacy and the utmost caution,

 for Alkali Sam, the leader of the rust-

lers was a cool, desperate and utterly
relentless man, combining rough bravado
and cruelty with a foxy cleverness, and
invariably outwitting the Mounted Po-
lice. Obviously a detachment of the
force could not be spared unless capture
were certain. Too often had Alkali
Sam slipped through the net before, and
he was somewhat of a joke at the bar-
racks. It was with little elation there-
fore that John Danforth received the
brief order to ride eighty miles into the
mountains on what he privately consid-
ered a wild-goose chase; yet the jour-
ney, irrespective of its purpose, held the
spice of adventure and Danforth yielded
to its lure.

He planned to cover the greatest pos-
sible amount of territory during dark-
ness and come upon the rustlers some-
time the following day, in their moun-
tain_fastness. So he spurred the mare
along and rode rapidly through the
night. The trail wound up over the
Ragged Range, the ascent becoming nar-
rower and more perilous with each step
but about midnight the summit was
achieved and Danforth halted on a ridge
which flanked his trail and gazed down-
ward where a thousand feet below the
Fraser wound its tortuous way, thund-
ering through Red Canyon. As he
paused momentarily on the edge of the
beetling bluff, a ribbon of smoke, gray
and wisp-like rose in the dim moonlit
distance hanging ghost-like over the
valley. At the same instant the shrill
whistle from a train rent the stillness
with astounding suddenness, echoing and
re-echoing a score of times and finally
trailing away among the confines of the
eastern mountains. Then, piercing the
inky blackness of the valley below, a
meteor-like stream of light appeared
followed by a winding tail of lesser
lights, flickering like a myriad will-o’-
the-wisps, in the gloom. Sliding noise-
lessly through the canyon this snake-like
apparition vanished as suddenly as it
had come.

Danforth knew it must be past mid-
night and he rode on now at a foot-pace.
]»ecl\v was exhausted and man and beast
were hungry. Dismounting and leading
the mare down to a coulee where a little
spring gurgled invitingly, Danforth made
a fire of twigs and boiled some coffee in
his tin canister. In the saddle bag were
a bundle of hay for the mare and his
own cold lunch and after this short halt
for rest and refreshment, the first gray
streaks of the summer dawn becan to
appear over the eastern range and Dan-
forth again took up his journey, his eves
mechanically seeking out the distance
and the reins lying loosely on the mare’s
neck.

PART II.
The little teacher of Red Ridge school-
house had remained overtime to correct

the firs{ week's examination papers of
the auturn term and outside the small

log building lengthening shadows were
falling athwart the trail. The sun was
just dipping behind the tallest mountain
crest of the range, and the long bar of
sunlight in which the dust-motes lately
held high carnival, faded from within
the schoolroom ivhere Kate Marston, her
head bent over the desk, toiled late. The
children had gone nearly two hours ago,
two or three lingering on their shaggy
mountain ponies in the hope that
“teacher” would soon be ready to ride
home with them. Finally they too had
departed and now the only living crea-
ture apparently on this part of the
mountain slope beside herself was her
faithful pony, which was tethered to a
poplar tree at the door, and which
champed and pawed the ground with
rcstless fore-hoof. Miles apart to the
west and east and down in the valley
lay the ranches. Red Ridge school had
been built at the most central point of
this mountain district and stood lonely
and picturesquely aloof in the upper
middle distance looking down upon the
far-flung verdant valleys of the Fraser.
When the last’ paper had been blue-pen-

ciled and the whole pile bundled into the -

desk, Miss Marston, glancing at her
little clock, discovered that it was long
after five. With a great sigh of relief
she leaned back and stretched her arms
over her head indulging in a hearty
yYawn. It was-seldom she remained so
late, having a four-mile gallop ahead of
her each evening, but fear was no part
of her nature and the ride down the
mountain held no terrors for the Nova

Scotian girl who was equally at ease on
the sea or in the saddle. Gathering up
her hat and sweater-coat and locking the
school-house door, she mounted her
shaggy little pony and set off down the
trail towards Cliffedge, at a fairly brisk
pace. There had been talk in the village
of night-riders and cattle-rustlers among
the mountains. Some had been seen at
intervals all summer and others re-
mained in hiding while the polic€ scoured
the region spasmodically and unsuccess-
fully. The leader of the gang that had
robbed Bar X ranch had twice slipped
from custody during the year. He was
wanted on a score of charges and his
dark sinister face with its long white
welt across the left cheek (relic of an
ancient and glorious tilt with an Italian
in Vancouver) was reproduced on hand-
bills throughout four provinces with the
accompaniment of: “Five thousand dol-
lars reward.” But he seemed to bear a
charmed life.

The scent of pine and wolf-willow
filled the air, now delightfully cool after
the day’s swelter and the girl drew a
dozen invigorating breaths, her eyes idly
following the fumtl\e :hado“s of her
own form and the pony’s as they flitted
along the stony road. The valley was
soon lost to view and she had entered
upon the last half of the journey on the
pine-clothed slope, when, as she bent to
urge the little animal into a livelier pace
the dark form of a man loomed up in the
road, not ten yards from the pony’s
head She saw at a glance that he was
armed, though he made no sign of draw-
ing the re\'olvor from his belt. Instead
he wore an ingratiating smile which sat
ill upon his swarthy f.lce, with its neg-
lected beard. The little teacher was in
a quandary. The very appearance of the
man left no doubt in her mind as to her
peril and with a suffocating heart throb
she covered him with ler own empty
p)\tol which had lain for months unused
in the saddle-holster. At first she had
contemplated a mad dash past the fellow
but reflecting instantly that such a
course would be futile she swerved and
boldly confronted him with upraised
weapon. He had advanced and seized the
pony’s bridle but now fell back a pace

or two, and swore roundly. She had
little faith in the marathonic ability of
the pony. He was lazy and his leos were
short.  Unless constantly uroed forw: ard
he maintained always a gentle jooeine
gait, highly conducive to p]u;l\'llxﬂ--‘ll':i\ﬂ
elling but wholly inadequate in a race
for life. T]l(‘ little ]1:|":‘:~'T of (’liﬂ‘(‘(](_{'(‘

was almost two miles awayv and there
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Purity
Quality .

Flavor

BAKER’S
COCOA

Possesses All Three

It is absolutely
pure, conforming
to all Pure Food
Laws. It is of
high quality, being
made from choice
cocoa beans, skil-

fully blended.

Its flavor is deli-
cious, because it is
made without the
use of chemicals,
by a strictly me-
chanical process
that perfectly preserves the ap-
petizing NATURAL flavor of
high-class cocoa beans.

MADE IN CANADA BY

Walter Baker & Co. Limited

Established 1780
Montreal, Canada Dorchester, Mass.

——
m—

Registered ]
Trade-Mark

Manpleine

which she describes as
MY B‘ T ”

Dissolve one cup sugar in half
cup hot water, add one tea-
spoonful of Mapleine. Soak
one heaping teaspoonful of gela-~
tine twenty minutesin half cup
cold water, add half cup boiling
water and stirin above Map]e—
ine mixture. When cool stirin
half cup whipped cream. Pour
into molds.

After testing this receipe we
offer it to you with this com-
ment—it is delicious.

Grocers sell it. If yours does
not, write
CRESCENT MIr'G. CO., Dept.J, Seattle, Wn.
Send 2¢ stamp for recipe book.

HAWK BICYCLES

An up-to-date High Grade
BlcycleﬁttedthhRoIlerCham,
New Departure Coaster Brake
and Hubs, Detachable Tires,
highgrade equxpment includ-

ing Mud $22 50 )

Pump, an Tools

Sf;‘:’ FREE 1915 Catalogue,

})ages of Bicycles, Sundries,
Repair Malerial. You can
buy your supplies from us at
‘Wholesale Prices.

T.W.BOYD & SON,
27 Notre Dame St. West.lonu-eal.

RIDER AGENTS WANTED

everywhere to ride and exhibit a sample 1915 Hyslop
Bicycle, with all latest improvements.
t:,_/'\ We ship on approval to
Al ‘\f‘ ) any address in Canada, without any
RN deposit,and allow]) DAYS’ TRIAL.
X \ It will not cost you one cent if not
satisfied after using bicycle 10 days.
DO NOT BUY (/555205
of tives, la mp,

or sundries at any priceuntil you
getourlatest 1g15illustrated catalogue
and learn all about our special propo-
| sition. The low prices will astonish you.
ONE CENT isall it will cost to

write us a postal,
and catalogue with full particulars will
3 besenttoyou Free,Postpaids
by returnmail. Do mot waits
Write it now,

HYSLOP BRDTHEBS Limited
Dept. 21 TORONTO, Canada

When writing advertisers please mention
The Western, Home Monthly.




