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sounded the response seemed very 
meagre compared with what one has 
been accustomed to see on these occa
sions. “Then, are very few here from 
Ireland,” flti Irish breeder remarked, 
and the prevailing doubt of the day’s 
results became accentuated. Even 
when the question of one of Mr. Duthie’s 
representatives, “Have you all got 
catalogues, gentlemen?” proclaimed 
that tiie sale was about to begin, one 
could see that a good deal of dubiety 
and misgiving still existed, notwith
standing that the arrival of the later 
conveyances had added greatly to the 
assembled company.

When, however, Pride of the Goldies, 
the fine dark roan calf of the prize - 
winning Golden Thom, after Pride of 
Avon, came into the ring, and, in answer 
to Mr. Lovat Fraser’s, “Now, gentle
men, here is the first one of the finest 
lot Mr. Duthie has ever put in the ring,” 
there came the first bid of 100 gs., 
followed in quick succession up to Mr. 
Casares’ 280 gs., doubts and fears took 
to flight, and one felt quite inclined to 
agree with the well satisfied remark of 
a bystander, “Two hundred and eighty 
guineas, and for south America ! That’s 
a gye good start ; there’s nae fear for the 
trade.” And so it proved. An average 
of £409 16s. 3d. is an average of which 
even Mr. Duthie may be justly proud. 
To have beaten his last year’s record 
average by £105 0s. 5dv is a result which 
neither he nor his most ardent disciples 
could have dared to expect. His five 
highest priced calves av raged £665, 
and the first ten stood at the great 
average of £560. The highest priced 
animal brought 750 gs., a top price 100 
gs. below that of last year. The average 
for the Uppermill draft works out at 
£69 10s 2d.; but the average for the 
bull calves was £105, as against £122 
last year, and for the first three £128, 
the top price being 220 gs.

The second of the Collynie draft to 
enter the ring was the rich roan Pride 
of Lavender, which was also started off 
at 100 gs., and was knocked out to Capt. 
Behrens at 700 gs., the runners up being 
Messrs. Peter kin, Dunglass, and Dumo, 
Westertown. Mr. Peterkin began the 
bidding for the third, Pride of Sittyton, 
at 200 gs., the calf which ultimately 
became the property of the Denny Bros., 
Kent, at the top figure of the sale, 750 gs. 
He is a blood-red, blocky, well-coated 
calf, from Rose of Sittyton, a straight 
Cruickshank cow, and a great milker and 
breeder. Mr. Durno, Westertown, 
secured No. 6, Pride of the Herd, a rich 
red roan, at the long figure of 530 gs. 
This calf is very like No. 2, for which 
Mr Dumo had bidden 620 gs., and if he 
had a better head would be a grand bull. 
For No. 8, the Queen of Rothes Proud 
Champion, A Castle had to pay 510 gs., 
his chief rival being Mr. Edwards (for 
Mr. Leopold Rothschild). Collynie 
Champion, the Missie calf by Bapton 
Champion, which Mr. George Harrison 
secured for 400 gs., was considered by 
many the best calf in the group but for 
his color, which is somewhat mixed. 
For British Ideal, No. 17, Mr. Peterkin 
again started the bidding, but he ultim
ately went to Mr. MartinezdeHoz, Buenos 
Aires, at 580 gs. Mr. Peterkin entered 
the lists as a bidder for every one of the 
calves of exceptional quality, but was 
unsuccessful in securing any of them, 
and Mr. Dumo, Jackston, suffered the 
same fate. In securing the very pretty 
calf Hawthorn Champion, from the 
Royal winning Hawthorn Blossom, the 
Messrs. Law were following in the foot
steps of Amos Cruickshank, and they 
ought not to grudge the 500 gs. he cost 
them.

One of the plums of the sale was the 
Roan Lady Proud Emblem, for which 
Mr. Anderson. Saphock, gave 530 gs.

mister peters of THE BAR-L.
Verv hot ? That’s not half strong 

enough. It was simply scorching. 
There was not a breath of air, and the 
dust from the branding-pens lifted 
about three feet off the ground, hanging
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n up our horses. The little 
wemed too hot to make 
a nee, and onlv when the hot

iron seared them would they give a 
beseeching cry to their anxious mothers 
who kept up a monotonous walk along 
the outside of the corral, each in her 
turn trying to force an entrance as the 
cry of her offspring reached her ears.

The afternoon was wearing away 
when Mr. Peters strolled up to see how 
the branding was progressing, artistic 
as usual with his white collar, English 
riding breeches and leather gaiters, all 
of which were a mortal sin in the eyes 
of the ranch boys.

Mr. William Peters was not a favorite. 
He had come from the East to take 
charge of the ranch in the absence of 
his brother, Long Pete, who had been 
the idol of the men, and who either was 
off on a prolonged tour, prospecting, or 
dead. At any rate he hadn’t been 
seen at the ranch for over a month, and 
the boys were getting tired of the very 
Eastern gentleman who represented the 
visible authority at the Bar-L.

He came into the pen just as Harry 
and Grant were in the act of roping 
one of the larger calves. The rope 
dropped around the calf’s hind legs 
with the usual sureness of Grant’s 
throw, but a five-months old bull calf 
is no easy task for even two grown men 
to handle—and the amount of bellow
ing that calf did before he gave in was a 
credit to his family!

So much were the men taken up with 
the nervy little chap that no one 
noticed the unusual excitement in the 
herd of cattle outside, and not until the 
calf’s mother thrust her body through 
the broken gate was the infuriated cow 
noticed. However, she was not bash
ful. She gave one hoarse bawl, lowered 
her head, and charged directly at Mr. 
William Peters.

That innocent gentleman was stand
ing with his hands thrust deep into his 
trousers pockets, watching the man 
with the iron, and the first knowledge 
he had of his danger was the unani
mous veil of the men who were fleeing 
in all directions, taking refuge on fences, 
sheds, and anywhere else out of reach. 
He had small time to choose his roost, 
but made a dive for the fence direct 
in front of him. With one bound he 
was astride it, but to the surprise and 
horror of us all, the cow charged 
straight at the fence, breaking and 
sending to the ground all but the top 
rail. Peters hung to that like grim 
death, shrieking a string of amateur 
curses and looking for all the world like 
a half-grown young crow out of its nest 
for the first time and clinging to a very 
shaky little branch.

The cow seemed to feel that she had 
not found the right article yet, so she 
turned, bellowed, and charged again, 
just grazing his boots, and eliciting an 
ear-splitting yowl from the unfortunate 
gentleman. The boys clung weakly 
to their perches, nobody having strength 
or inclination to interfere until the 
screeching Peters protested that he 
could last no longer.

Then Grant lassoed the cow, and soon 
brought her into submission, while 
Peters climbed down, and gasped his 
way back to the shanty.

The incident rathen put the finishing 
touch on the boys’ dislike of the boss.

“Why can’t he eat meals with the 
outfit?’"’ asked Shady Bill, gesticulat
ing with a doughnut at supper time. 
“Seems to me like a feller might come 
in amongst his men in a God-forsaken 
place like this an’ not put on Govern
ment House airs. T aint as if he were 
somebodv, ’cause if there’s a feller here 
that ain’t a better man nor him, he’d 
better go an’ shoot himself. Why, he 
blatted like a blamed sheep when he 
was on top o’ that rail with nothin’ but 
a doggone cow after him.”

Shady Bill was not accustomed to 
using so much oratory, but the crowd s 
feelings were thoroughly aroused, and 
sitting on their bunks after supper they 
tried to think up some scheme to cure 
their boss of his “stuck-up ways.”

“Might put him on the blue roan. 
She’d buck him -o high he’d come back 
with a map of Mars in his pocket, an’ 
bv the time he got back he’d be ready 
to eat the steers so long’s he got him
self filled up,” remarked Rattlesnake
Joe.

“He might meet a heifer when he got 
back an’ not even have a top rail to 
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If Brick’S TASTELESS”
Innovates the entire system.

Is palatable and can be easily assimilated.

Cod liver oil is nauseous —

Knocks out the stomach,

So that very few persons can take it

Take a dose of “ Brick’s Tasteless"

And note how pleasant it is —

Starts you eating at once — relieves 

That tired feeling which

Every one speaks ol from time to time, and the 

Languid feeling disappears immediately.

Every bottle taken is guaranteed to show improvement ;

So why should you hesitate to take it ?

See your druggist today about “ Brick’s Tasteless.”

Two Sizes — 8 ounce bottle 50c ; 20 ounce fcott’e $1.00

Farm and Fruit Lands
3 Noteworthy Facts

1. British Columbia, is the premier province of Canada for
mixed farming and fruit raising.

2. Vancouver Island has the mildest winters of all British Col- 
, v.umbia, fertile soil, the purest water, fine roads and good markets.

3. Nanaimo is the agricultural center of Vancouver Island, the 
nearest point on the island to the Mainland with daily C. P. R. 
steamboat service to and from Vancouver

Nanaimo and Comox have not
V

The fertile lands between 
been boomed. *

We offer Wilcp Lands from $7 to $25 per acre.
We offer Cleared Lands from $100 to $20Q per acre. 
We offer Five Acre Homesteads In suburbs of Nanaimo

with house, bam, etc., and meadow from $1450 to $2260.

SPECIAL—178 acres at French Creek, 20 acres 
cleared and drained. House, bam, etc., in good condition. 
Abundance of good water, oreek running through farm. 
Clay loam soli. Price $4,200 ; terms, half cash.

Write for our booklet (free).

A. E. PLANTA, Ltd.
Established 1888 Nanaimo, B. C.

10-ACRE ORCHARD LOTS
SLOGAN VALLEY

Good Soil—Level Land—Easy Clearing
We have for sale 14 ten-acre lots of first-class fruit land, free from stone, 

situated in the famous Slocan Valley. 8' miles from Slocan City and 35 miles 
from Nelson. The property is less than half a mile from C.P.R. Flag Station,

There is ample-water for irrigation, if necessary, and the district is' well 
settled. Passenger trains each way daily from Nelson to Slocan City 
Clear Title. Price from $50 to $85 per acre. Terme—one-fifth cash, balance In 

1, i, 3 and 4 years, at 6% Interest
For further particulars apply to

H. & M. BIRD, Agents
NELSON, B.O.
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