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BOOK TWO.
CHAPTER I.

O VER the foothu'lis of south-western Alberta night was
aIready sending its creeping messengers of shadow.

On Ben Doan's ranch two men were riding campward.
"Well,' said the veteran Westerner to his companion,

"1what do you think of Doan's acres?"
"'Grand !" he replied. "Why the ranches I have seen

aren't patches to this." It was the tenderfoot's first
day out.

"Right i You have it there. This is the real thing.
It is different from the others. The if e is different, too.
Aiter you have been here a few weeks you wiil know
for yourself. Ail the thick-backed novels dealing with
ranch if e and murdering cow-boys will be knocked out
of you. We are a rough lot. That's truc! But we are
not sack-legged. fouI-xnouthed, shooting horrors, riding
cayuses through open saloon doors, and ail that sort
of thing! You have seen that staged and printed ?"

"Yes," the tenderfoot replied, "many a tinie "
"That will ail go," the grizzled catieman said. "You

will see new andl real liffe and I hope you will like it.
1 arn boss ti11 Doan gets back anid Ufl iry to give you
some pointers. Rather set you up to the gamnel We'h1

hustled mny man out and gave hirn no chance t0 fump his
contract. lie seemed willing enough, though. He'1l go
next you on the second night shift."

"'Wall,' Old Joe drawled. 'I s'pose it will mnean more
work for me, but somnebody has to do it. Heh?'

" 'Yes, he'Il learn more from you. Call the whole
camp if there is any storni. It's going to rain before
daylight.'

"The sun had vanisbed in a cloud-bank high up abôve
the prairie horizon and long 'wet streaks' told the plains-
men that ramn was not far off. They hoped in the bottoni
of their hearts that it would corne quietly. Thunder and
Iightning nieant certain stampede, more certain because
of the irritated condition of the cattie.

"Nine Q'clock found the first night shift on duty. The
tenderfoot was next Old joe and I held the position on
his other side. The night was dark. Far off lu the direc-
tion of the his the thunder faintiy rumbIed. Scudding
clouds alternateiy hid and revealed the stars.

"I smelled the shifting breeze. It was moist. Ramn
couid not bc f ar away. The tenderfoot's first night on
guard promised to be an unpleasant one. 1 could sec
that he sat bis beast weli as he rode out with Oid Joe.
The animal was a fineiy trained one of Ben's, and the
contented way. in which Minnie carried hlm vouched for
bis horsenianship since the mare could tell a rider from
a lubher the minute he nut foot in the stirrun. Ben had
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.at was is name, Richard HasI


