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smmunity League will be held

syme of Frank Kelly on Friday
next.

1d Mrs, Byron McClintock en-

da fey of their friends very

Jly on Thursday evening.

R, Nesbitt is on the sick list,
making is the order of the

. not avery good run hasbeen

d yet.

J. W. Neshitt has retuned

rom her daughter’s, Mrs. Cecil
Aylmer,
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S, Nesbitt spent a day fast

vith her sister, Mrs.]. R Nes

J. Simmons spent a day in Ayl
st week.

F. Levwis spentthe week-end at
yme here- ! £

Ladies Aid of Trinity charchig
at the church, W ednesday
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he cried,

‘Oh!” and beckoned for
Mescal. She ran to him, and Piute ty-
ing Black Bolly hurried after, “Look!

Silvermmane
tle dew fell on the night of
1it; the dews brightened without

hot rose ; the short ridge rising to the left of the yellow

“She wants to g0 with
Isn’t that itp”

‘I dont like to think so, But Father
Naab doesn't trust Bolly, though she’s
the best mustang he ever broke.”

“Better keep her in,” replied Jack,
remembering Naabs warning,  “I’ll
hobble her, so if she does break loose
she can’t go far”

When Mescal and Jack drove in the
shcep that afternoon, rather earlier
than usual, Piute had returned with
August Naab, Dave and Billy, a
string of mustangs and a pack-train
of burros.

the band.

Mescal” cheerily called

s they came into camp, “Well

! Jack—bless mel Why. my lad, how

look!” cried Jack. He pointed to a!

ot ists; a un 3 i |

‘(;;,l‘ ::mmcr of the plateau had begun. cr:;g:.l'O’n th”e. bare summit stood 2l
W. Hemstreet, Avylmer, spen As Hare rose, refreshed an‘d happy, | SPiendic ]stz lon vdcar]y. mlhoucttu{

”n.l_]g e with i Al {Amhis breakfast, his whistle was | 28@inst the ruddy morning sky. Hc|

‘\\'\';lhcc Newell, rt: srt by the Indian. was an iron-gray, wild and  proud,|
Valld ) it Al

C. Moore has a carload of salt
s station. The farmers are gath.
“in a supply for future use.

fer
md
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s of all kinds to supply this

b Th warm breeze came

P

esigned to emble the consu-
raded seed. The Act has \)egr;
r making the grading vshl
nsider it good business toAgo .
buy seeds with wild car}utLi !
< eved-daisy, sOW thistle an
Jseeds? Thatis just what you
on your owl )udgmen% in
s. This season the above \-fn:~
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o [ Alotof itis dear
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and graded perfectly
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yred seed i
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ere along the Lake Shore fr
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“Ugh!” exclaimed Piute, lifting
fark fnger. Black Bolly had thrown

s sight up.
u{Bolly!" called Mescal. The mare

" eWht the deuce 2" Hare ran for-

| yard o catch her.
| ] pyer knew Bolly to act

The white dog had risen and stood
wariy shifting his nose. He sniffeed
fhe vind, turned round and round, and

lowd the easterm rise of the plat-
| eau.
dashaway.

L “liten, Jack! Did you hear that?”
iwhiered the girl.

Lthe dars and blew fragrant whiffs
b of anp-fire smoke into his face ; and
Ppresntly it bore a
istisle. He had never before heard
bits lke before. The sound broke the

i,

fiing his head, “Clea. Clea

ump, and looked over the cedars.

with long sifver-white mane waving
in the wind.

a

“Silvermane| Silvermane!” exclaim-
ed Mescal

“What a maginificent animal1” Jack
stared at the splendid picture for the
moment before the horse moved back
along theridge and disappeared. Other
horses, blacks and bays, showed above
the sage for a moment, and they, too,
passed out of sight,

“He's got some of his band with
him,” said Jack, thrilled with excite-
ment, “Mescal, they’re down off the
upper range and grazing along easy.
The wind favors us, That whistle was
just plain fight, judging from what
Naab toll me of wild stallions, He
came to the hilltop, and whistled
down defiance to any horse, wild or
tame, that might be below, I'll slip
around through the cedars and block
the trail leading up to the other range
and you and Piuteclose the gate of our
trail at the other end Then send
Piute down to tell Naab we've got
Silvermane.”

mse-bag and slipped her halter,
she moved toward the opening in
ctlars, her head high/ her black

not stop.

that
* said Mesal. ‘See—she didn't
flf her oats, Well, Bolly—Jack
kot Woli!”

stiffened with his head pointed

Hild, Wolf, hold!" called Mescal,
te dog appeared to be about to

“Uh!” grunted Pute.

“Har what 2”
‘liten.” Jack chose the lowest edge of the
plateau rim phere the cedars were the
thickest for his detour to get behind
the wild band; he ran from tree to
tree, avoiding the open places, taking
advaptage of the thickets, keeping
away from the ridge. He had never
gone so far as the gate, but, knowing
where the trail led into a splitin the
crags, he climbed the slope, and
threaded a way over masses of fallen
cliff, until he reached the base of the
wall. The tracks of the wild-horse
band were very fresh and plain in the
yellow trail. Four stout posts guarded
the opening, and a number of bars
lay ready to be pushed into  place.
He put them up, making a gate ten
feet high, an impregnable  barrier,
This done, he hurried back to camp.
“Jack, Bolly will need more watch-
ing to-day than the sheep, unless I
let her loose, Why, she pulls and
strains so she'll break that halter.”

down in

ls from the crags; it rustled into

low, prolonged

e again, clearer, a keen, sharp
What is it 2"
ot his rifle,
Wild mustangs,” said M escal.

N corrected Pute, wvehemently

he queried, reaching

‘luk, he says “horse, horse) Ity a
horse.

Athird time the whistle rang down
in the ridge, splitting the air, strong
bl renchant, the fiery, shrill chal-
it of 2 stallion.

Bik Bolly reared straight up.
Jikranto the rise of ground above

|

|

fine and brown—and yes, how youve
filled out!” He crushed Jack's hand in
his own broad palm, and his gray
eyes bearmed, “I've not the gift of re-
velation—but, Jack, you're going to
et well,”’

‘Yes, I—" He had difficulty with
his enunciation, but he thumped his
breast significantly and smiled.

“Black sage and juniper!” exclaimed
August, “In this air if a man doesn”t
go off quickly with pneumonia, he’ll
get well. I never had a doubt for you
Jack—iand thank God|”

He questioned Piute and Mescal
about the sheep, and was greatly pleas-
with the report, He shook his head
when Jask spread out the grizzly-pelt
and asked for the story of the kill-
ing, Jack made a poor showing with
the tale and slighted his share in it,
but Mescal told it as it actually hap-
pened. And Naab's great hand re-
sounded from Jack’s shoulder. Then
catching sight of the pile of coyote-
skins under the stone shelf, he gave
vent to his surprise and delight. Then
he came back to the object of his trip
upon the plateau,

‘So youve corralled Silvermane?
Well, Jack if he dosen’t jump over
the clif he's ours. He can't get off
any other way. How many horses with
him ?”

“We had no chance to
saw at least twelve”

“Good ! He’s out with his

count, I

picked

band. Werenn't they all blacks and
bays ?"

(e

“Jack, the history of that stallion
wouldn't make you proud of him.
We've corralled him by a  lucky
chance, If I don’t miss my guess
he's after Bolly, He has been a lot

of ‘trouble to ranchers all the way
from the Nevada line across Utah. The
stallions he's killed, the mares he's
led off! Well, Dave, shall we thirst
him out, or line up a long corral?”

“Better have a look around to-
morrow,” replied Dave.

“It'll take a lot of chasing to run
him down, but there’s not a spring on
the bench where we can throw up a
trap corral, We'll have to chase him.”

“Mescal, has Bolly been good since
Silvermane came down?”

“No, she hasn’t,” declared Mescal,
and told of the circumstance.”

“Bolly’s all right,” said Billy Naab.

“Any mustang will do that. Keep her
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i you were to ask the next filty
Ford owners you meet why they

. prefer Fords, you would get a
wide variety of answers.

Some would say, “Because they
seem never to wear out; others
would answer, “Because they
cost solittle.” Many would reply
‘Because | can get service any-
r’here;” and just as many,

Because it is the only car I can
aflord to own.”

All would tell you,*Because they

cars combined.

Ford

CARS . TRUCKS -

Many Reasons From Many Users

mastera bad road inanyweather,”
a woman driver would respond,
“Because | can drive it so easily.”
From the fleet-owners you would
hear, “Because I can buy two or
three or four Ford Trucksfor the
price of one big truck.

Wherever you might inquire you
would hear expresed these basic
reasons why Ford predominates
—why, year after year,Ford sales
equal the total sales of all other

See Any Authorized Ford Dealer
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This charm you
can keep

Youthful radiance of complexion! Millions of
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women guard this charm—keep Palmolive Soap—each night be- mild but thorough clefansmg
it t—today, fore retiring. Rub the creamy, qualities since the days of Cleo.

foamy lather well into the tiny patra. And itis inexpensive,

This simple method does that
for millions of women. Nowyou
may use it—and keep that school-
girl complexion,

pores. Rinse —and repeat
washing, Then rinse again.

You need only do this
Cleanse the skin regularly, au-
thorities say, to keep your com-
plexion lovely, radiant, youthful.

T he simple, correct way
You cannot find a more effec-

Then—if skin is dry—apply a
little col® cream, That is all. Skin
socared xulis not injured by cos-
metics, by wind and sun, orby dirt.

the

Be sure you get Palmolive —

which is never sold unwrapped,
All dealers have it. For just one
week try this simple method and
watch results, You will be aston.
ished, delighted !

Use Palmolive for the bath,

too, Thousands do — it is so
economical.

Volseme and
efficiency
produce

25c quality

Sor ¢

Winnipeg

MADE IN CANADA

THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY OF
CANADA, LIMITED
Tornto

Montreal

Palm and jlive oils
—nothing dlse—give
nature’s green clor
to Palmolive Siuap.
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belled and hobbled.”
“Silvermane would care a lot about
that, if he wanted Bolly, wouldn't he?”

Dave said in guiet scorn. “Keep her
roped and haltered I'l say.”
“Dave’s right,” said August. “You

can't trust a wild mustang any more
than a wild horse”

Augrust was right. Black Bolly broke
her halter about midnight and escaped
into the forest, hobbled as she was.
The Indian heard her first, and he
awoke August, who aroused theothers.

‘Don't make any noise,” he said as
Jack came up, throwing on his coat.
“There's likely to be some fun here
presenitly, Bolly's loose, broke her
rope, and I think Silvermane is close.
Listenn sharp now.”

The slight breeze favored them, the

camp-fire was dead, and the night
was claar and starlight, They had
not been quiet many moments when
the shrill neigh of a mustang rang

out, The Naabs raised themselyes and
looked at one another in the star—
light.

“Now what do ;-ou think of that?”
whispered Billy.

“No more than I expected. [t was
Bolly,” replied Dave.

“Bolly it was, confound her black
hide!” added August. “Now boys, did
she whisteled for Silvermane, or to
warn  him which?”

“No telling” answered Billy. “Let's
lie low and take a chance on him
coming close. It proves one thing—
vou can't break a wild mare. That
spitit may sleep in her blood, maybe
for years, but some time it’ll answer
to—~"

“Shut up—listen,”” interrupted Dave.

Jack strained  his hearing, yet
caught no sound except the distant
velp of 3 coyote, Moments went by.

“There!l” whispered Dave.

From the direction of the ridge
came the faint rattling of stones.

“Theyre coming,” 'put in Billy.

Presently sharp clicks preceded the
rattles, and the sounds began to
merge into the ruglar rhythmic tramp.
It sofented at probably
when the horses were under the ced-
ars, and strengthened as they came
out on the harder ground of the
open.

‘I see them,” whispered Dave.

“A black, undulating line wound out
of the cedars, a line of horses ap-
proaching with drooping heads, hurry-
ing a little as they neared the spring.

“Twenty-odd, all blacks and bays,”
said August, “and some of them are
mustangs. But where’s Silvermane?
—Hark!”

Out among the cedars rose the pe-
culiar halting thump of a hobbled horse
trying to cover ground, followed by
snorts and crashings of brush and the
pound of plinging hoofs. The long
black stopped short and began
to stamp, Then into the starlit glade
moved two the first
a great gray horse with snowy mane ;
the second, a small, shiny black mus-
tang.

“Silvermane

interyals,

s

line

below shadows,

and Bolly!" exclaimed

August, “and now she's broken her
hobbles.”

The stallion, in the fulfilment of a
conquest such as had made him king

of the wild ranges, was magnificent in
action. Wheeling about her, neigh~
ing, and plunging, he arched his splen=
did neck and pushed his head against
her, His action was that of a master.
Suddenly Black Bolly snortel and
whirled down the glhde. Silvermane
whistled one blast of anger or terror
and thundered after her. They vanished
in the gloom of the cedars, and the

band of frightened horses and mus-
tangs clattered after them.

“It's one on me” remarked Bllly,
“That little mare played us at the fin.
ish. Caught when she was a yearling,
broken better than any mustang we
ever had, she nas helped us to run
down many a stallion, and now she
runs off with that big white-maned
brute!’”

“They’ll make a team,and if they get
out of here we’ll have to chase them
to the Great Salt Basin” replied Dave,

“Mescal, that's a well-behaved mus-

tang of yours”” said August; “‘not
only did she break loose, but she
whistled an alarm to Silvermane and

his band. Well, roll in now everybody
and sleep.”

At breakfast the following day the
Naabs fell into a discussion upon the
possibility of there being other means
of exit from the platcau than  the
two trails already closed. They had
never run any mustangs on the plat-
eau, and in the case of a wild horse
like Silvermane, who would take des-
perate chances, it was advisable
know the ground exactly. Billy and
Dave, taking their mounts from the
sheep corral, where they had put them
up for the might, rode in opposite dir-
ections around the rim of the plateau,
It was triangular in shape and some
six or seyven mileg in circumference;
annd the brothers rode around itin less
than an hour.

“Corralled,” said Dave, laconically,

“Good! Did you see him ? What kind
of a bunch has he with him ?” asked
his father,

to !

“If we get the pick of the Tot it
will be worth two weeks” work,” re=
plied Dave, “I saw him, and Bolly too.
I believe we can catch her easily, She
was off from the bunch, and it looks
as though the mares were jealous. 1

! thinkwe can run her into a cove under

the wall and get her, Then Mescal can
help us run down the stalion. And
you can look out on this end for the
best level stretch to drop the line of
cedars and make our trap.”

The brothers, at their father’s nod,
rode off into the forest. Naah had de«
taimed the peon, and now gave him
orders and sent him off,

“To-night you can stand on the
rim here, and watch him signal across
to the top of Echo Cliffs to the Nawvas
jos,” explhined Auwgust to Jack. “T’ve
sent for the best breaker of wild mus-
tangs on the desert, Dave can break
mustangs, and Piute is very good; but
I want the best marr in the country,
because this is a grand horse and [
intend to give him to you.”

“To me!” exclaimed Hare.

“Yes, and if he’s broken right at the
start, he'll serve you faithfully and not
try to bite your arm off every day, or
kick your brains out. No white man
can break a wild mustang to the best
advantage”

“Why is that?”

“I don't know. To be truthful, I
have an idea it's bad temper and lack
of patience. Just wait till you see
this Navajo go at Silvermane 1”

After Mescal and Piute drove down

(Continued on Page Four)

Book~keepingf

More and mote the experienced
farmer realizes the importance of
accurate book-keeping.

The farmer who opens a Chequing
Account with the Bank of Montreal
is enabled to keep an exact record
of receipts and expenditure and to
have the helpful advice ofan experi-
enced banker whenever he needs it.

We shall be pleased to supply
yous with @ Farmer’s Account
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