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be my fault. I'm going to invite all the
young feilows home to dinner while

ghe’s here. Now watch things ‘bile." *
Barnett, pominally a mining broker,
was, in fact, president of the polo club,
gecretary of the Sage Grass Golf asso-
clation—in short, financial nurse to ev-
ery collection of amiable gports in the
town. He knew all “the best fellows”
in the state and now became more pop-
glar than ever. The young men accept-
ed his dinner invitations with grati-
tude, anﬂuchmdﬂlpﬂﬂp:umptnnd
ondisguised court to “the proud eastern
beauty,” a&s one young fellow called
her. But they so0n acknowledged fail-
ure. Heruﬁeneledtanmnrm-
jury and was reported to be arrogance.
were seldom flattered DY the

slightest unbending on ber part.

However, severa! of these young fel- | very clever artist. He'll want to have you

lows turned out on acquaintance to be
gocially related to some of her friends
jn Boston and New York and in that
way won a certain acceptance which
po mere civil engineer from Omaha or
professor from St. Louis could hope to
attain. They were met on the conven-

tional plane, and they got mo further | who thinks we're ‘material’ That set-

at any time.
Meanwhile Ann was really troubled

about Louis. He was eating less and
jess each day, and his sleep was bro-
ken, and at the end of the first week

he fell in a state of collapse. The excite- |

ment, the late hours, the contact with
new types and, above all, the attempt
to understand the country and his re-
lationship with it had worn him out.
Then Ann said in her decisive way: “1
don’t believe this altitnde s good for
louis. I think I will take him home
lgijn,"

“Oh, don’t do that. It ISn't the alti-
tode: it's the social whirl Send him
down to my ranch. It's a hole of 2
place, but it's just what he needs—

nothing to see but coyotes and CcOW-
boys. We'll put him under Rob Ray- "

mond’s wing. Rob’s my foreman and

a good chap. He'll take to the boy like |

anything. I'm sure of it.”

The plan as worked out by Barnett
involved a trip on his automobile for
the four of them; but he delayed too
long. Mrs. Barnett entered upon ome
of her *“poor spells,” and Donnelly,
faithful as a big dog, promptly told
Louis to go ahead and not wait for the
party. “I must stay and nurse Jean-
nette.”

Ann was afraid to let Louis go alone,
but Barnett poohpoohed her. “He'll

get on all right. In fact, he'll rejoice |

to be free of us for a day or two. '
wire the mail carrier to meet him and
take him down, and I'll send & letter
to Raymond to Jook out fc: him. He'll
be more than safe. He'll be happy, and
he won't. miss ug in the least.”

Amn insisted on going down herself.
«] want to see him properly settled,”
ghe said.

Barnett slyly winked at his wife.

He really wanted to see Ann “jarred.” |

“It'll do her good to rough it a little,”
he sald privately. Thereupon Louls,
trembling with eagerness, began 10

wpnstle his outfit.”” He bought a pistol, |
a rifle, 2 broad rimmed hat, some blan- |

kets and the most highly ornamental
cattleman’s saddle in the Springs.
“What a child you are!” Ann ex-

¢laimed as she watched him, her eyes |

warming with love and pride. “You're
a dear boy!” she added as he came to
her side,

He locked up at her tenderly. “Youre

good to me, Hesper,” he gaid fervently. |
“Qh! Don’t ever call me by that ab- |

gurd name.”
“It isn't absurd. I like it,” bhe gaid.

Barnett, seated at his tele*nh-:me._|
made every arrangement for tnem.
“You'll be met by old Jones, and when |
vou get there Mrs. Jones will look aft- :

er you. She's a Very good cook, s0O
don’t get nervous when you see her.
She’s not pretty. Raymond will do his
best to entertain you, and when you

to put his own horses in the cart and
drive you out. He’ll be better company
than Jones.”

CHAPTER IIlL

ARNETT'S ranch, one of his
chief amusements, lay at the

head of a valley surrounding

a spring which was the source

of Wildeat creek. The buildings stood
just where the ravine opened out upon
a grassy meadow. It was a comforta-

ble place, shielded from the desert | .;; palanced body and calm, high

winds by the low hills to the north,
while a small artificial pond, graveled
and rimmed with cottonwoods and wil-
lows, gave it enviable distinetion
among the bleak and barren farm-
steads. It was known as the “Goldfish
ranch,” for the reason that at one time
Barnett had filled the pond with orna-

that’s a nice case o' beans. So they're

on the road?are they?”

TR

a woman out on the plain. Jack, you

up the mess you've made. Perry, go
rupemmamgsfurlﬁ:e. Hps_ﬂe,

now!"

in a monotonous, painful way,
Raymond moved about the room, pick-
ing up the litter.

My Dear Rob—I'm sending you a NewW

hand and a visitor. Thﬂj"ml:ﬂﬁ.ﬂnll.'ﬂﬂ
The lad is nmot very sirong,

and I'm sending him down to,you to get
an upward turn. He's crazy on the sub-

ject of wild animals and cowboys and is a

pose for him.

ﬂmﬂdﬂﬂerutftnhreakﬂakﬂ’u
head. “We're to cook and purvey like

boarding house keepers and doctor like
a nurse at a health resort, and in addi-
tion we're to pose for a delicate youth

| mest.
| neck,” he said through his teeth. Then,

| guddenly releasing him, he again com- |

tles me. I'm going up to Sky and take
a shy at mining.”

|
! i
i Baker broke forth into a slow drawl,

“Hadn't you better strike a few att;l-
tudes so’s to be in practice when the
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| manded him to clear away his dishes.
| Baker was not yet finished with the
| letter. “Hold on. Don’t be in & rush.

| 1 hain’t got to the girl yet. That's what |
| interests me.

“Miss Rupert will only
stay a few days to get the lad set-
tled.! ” i

wghe can't stay too quick to guit me."

Baker's voice took on 2 little more
expression as he read Barnett's ap-
peal. * ‘Now, don't be cranky, old
' man. The Ruperts are good stuff, and
' on Mrs. Barnett's account’ "—

“Ends up by laying me under obliga-
| tion to his wife, knowing mighty well
| 1'd do anything for her. WwWell, I'll do
it but I reckon the atmosphere won't
' bake a cake while she’s here. I'll leave

you and Dutch to do the talking.
That'll chill her cold.”

|  Baker began to show alarm. “Not
by a batful. Right here is where 1
| take a sneak.”

Raymond's brow darkened and his

| eyes threatened. “No you don’t. my

| Christian friend and neighbae You

You will pass for the boss. I've got
| to cook.” : e AT RTTy B &
_“Great Peter, you mustn't do that!
I can't carry it through. 1'm 1o
gpieler.”

“Play the mouth organ for her.”

“Oh, seé here, you're joshin's”

“You won't find it any 4josh." You've
| been getting gay with me lately and
| peed discipline. You pass for the fore-
 man. Understand? You amuse the
| girl and pose for the Doy, while I
knock pots. That is settled. Now take
 the pail and rustle some Water, and
' don't you peep.”

Perry, entering at the door with an

' joy, “The senora has come”

| Raymond seized him by the arm.
| “Listen here, Perry. The ¢!? man has
writtenlown to say that e has made
' Jack the boss. I'm going T0 ceok &
| few days, and then I leave. You tell
| the other boys that Jack Baker is made
' foreman, and they’ve got to obey him.
' You sabbe?

Perry grew solemn of face. *1 sabbe.
1f you go, I go.”

«Never mind that. Get out there and
| help take care of the team, and, Jack,
| you go too.”” He laid a hand on his

back and pushed him through the door-
| way just as the two seated hack round-

come back you'd better ask Raymond .Ed the corral and drew up to the door. |

| “Qh, isn't this fine!” called a clear,
' boyish voice, and a moment later the
| cool, deliberate voice of a girl replied:
i “0Oh, what a blessed relief-after the
hot sun of the plain!”
i Then Baker was heard to say, with
| elaborate courtesy: “Shall I help you
! out, miss? I reckon you are the friends
| of the old man—I mean Barnett.” And
| & moment later the young girl stoed in
' the doorway looking out at the plain.
Raymond gave her but one glance from
| the corner of his eyes, but her firm,

| bred face touched him with admiration,

- His resolution to be disagreeable weak-
" ened, though he kept about his work.

| «I never knew how grateful the shade
' of a tree could be,” Ann said partly to
Lounis and partly to Baker. Is it al-

ways so fiercely bright here?”

mean it is rather”—

|
|
|
|
|

' remain right bhere and do the hénors. *

armful of brush, called out with guiet

“Dh,nu:thlaisanmuﬂlupéll.'l

She was now aware of Raymond.
| moving sullenly about in the gloom
wherein the stove sat. He was dressed
in a light tan, loosely fitting shirt and

wIt sure makes a filing combination.”

:. about the grimy walls, of the stories he
' had read of princesses visiting the huts
of their peasantry. She was of good
height, but the proud lift of her head
| made her seem taller than ghe was,
'| and the cut of her gown, the color of
her gloves and bat, told of good taste
and the service of the best tailors and
milliners. “Great Scott!” he said to
himself. *“She's an up to date heauty.
What will I do to feed her?’ And, im-
rturbable as he looked, his heart
| gank within him, and if he could have
fled honorably bhe would have done so
instantly.

Raymond took no pains to be nolse-
less or dainty In his work, but every
moment told. He sloshed out the cof-
teepot and sliced the baton and stirred

the fire, all with a grace and quiet
dignity which opened Ann’s eyes in an
effort to understand him. His hands
were noticeably fine, and the poise of
his head expressed strength and pride.
He was very brown, almost as brown
as the leather cuffs he wore 0N his
arms.

Once, when he passed out of hearing,
gshe tarned to Baker guddenly and ask-
| ed: “Why does your cook wear spurs?
An affectation, I suppose.”

Baker flushed and stammered. “Well,
no: he has to help with the cattle once
in awhile.”

Raymond called to Perry, who was
seated on the doorstep. “Perry, jump
your horse and round up & dry cotton-
wood snag. This brush is of no sort
of use. I want a hot fire.”

Louis beamed on Ann. “He’s talking
just like Walter Owen's heroesa.”

Ann silenced him. “Hush! He’ll hear
Fﬂul‘ll

Baker, quite ready to take a fall out
| of Raymond, interposed: “He's 2 little
| hard at first, but reel sociable when
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taste it. Perhaps I'll like it.
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tritions mixture.”
He recovered himself. “Oh, it's a east, somewhere In Illinois.” &
hearty mess, all right. My cooking H;M:mmdodﬂmlﬁcﬂlr Real-

isn't faney"—

to explain, “I didn't mean to criticise.

1 didn’t intend to hurt your feelings.
1I'm sure it's a very tasty dish.”
“0Oh, I don’t blame you, but, you see,

we're not running a summer hotel ex-

Still, we'll make you 23 com-

fortable as we can while you stay."”
“By which you mean to hint you hope

1 won't stay long.” She was frankly

| amused.

W EEEr —— -

him, as she stood there calmly looking -

He became very sincerely grave.

didn't say ‘that, lady.”
“But you meant it. I'm Dot obtuse.

;Iknnwwh&nl&mﬁutnfplnm
ghall flee townorrow.”

She was forcing his hand, as he well
knew, but he remained gravely sim-
ple. “I'll be sorry if our grub or any-
thing else should scare you out.”

She changed the subject quickly.
can see that Louis Is to be perfectly
happy down here. Iam glad I came.
1 shall feel much more resigned to his
being here mow that I have met Mr.
Raymond and you.”

Raymond remained inexpressive.
“Your brother is an enthusiast, I be-
lieve you said. He'll be more charita-
ble than—than you, for instance.”

Ann dido't llke his emphasis. I
don't wonder at your resentment. Our
coming is an imposition, but if I had
known—please be kind enough to ad-

mit that I didn’ ow ho o e
i wruwm1wrlgﬂe¢1 in his chair.

' gituated.” 1

you git him started. He's shy as a rab-

bit when they’s any company round.”
Raymond uttered & cough which

]

- made Baker gtart. “I1 guess I'll go out

and see what that driver has done with
| his horses.” .

'I Louis sprang up. “I'll go, too, if you
| don't mind, sis.”

| As Ann looked round the low ceiled
| room in which the flies buzzed her eyes
' fell upon a little case of books in the

For lack of something better

' to do, she rose to inspect them. She

| was surprised to find them mainly es-

| gays, and wondered who of these men
read Emerson and Burroughs. One ol
them was a book of verse. Razmond™
' pame = - the fiy leaf.

ed to her seat.

little, she said:
you had a woman to cook for you?”

L : ‘
“Where is she?”’

aaaaaaa

“How haudsome the cook is!” was
her inward exclamation as she return-
She was not one of

those who sit in silence when they wish
information, and, lifting her voice a

Raymond shifted a stove lid. “We

Raymond resumed his cowboy man-
ner. “Now, lady, you let that go. I
don't blame you a hair. You're here,
and I'll see—I mean, the boss will see—
we'll all see—that the boy Is treated
right, and I'll guarantee that he gets a
fair share of what's going. I'm not
apologizing, but I hope you won't take
gs on the wrong slant. 1 hope you'll

come often. You brighten up the place l

wonderfully."”

Ann drew herself up. “I don't under-
stand you, Mr."—

wCall me cook—Mr, Cook. Anything
goes out here.”

They were now squared before each
other, he with a malicious smile lark-

ing at the corner of his mouth, sbe

with dark and puzzled brow.

«Of course, you cowboys are all
strange to me—] mean your MADDETS
and customs—but my roommate at col-

M. W. ROBINSON.
under namec of

5
_wE
2
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lege told me a good deal about this life.
She was from Colorado.”

He betrayed new interest “What
was your college? Smith?

Ann lifted her eyebrows in surprise.
“No. What made you think it was?”

Raymond began to retreat. “Oh, 1
don’t know. You seemed about that
style. 1 mean to say, you Ccarry your-
geif like a Smith college girl that came
down here once with Mrs Barnett.”
He caught up the water bucket. “Ex-
cuse me a minute, I'll run down to the
gpring and get some water.” His go-
ing was equivalent to flight.

Ann smiled composedly as she sipped

| her coffee, which was very good In-

| deed.

Louis burst in at the door. “Sis, you
ought to see the corrals out here. They
have ninety head of borses! Think of
that!*And I'm to ride all I want te.”

Baker, who appeared just behind
him, put in a drawling word: * 'Peared
like he wanted to ride four to once,
like a circus man. -Are you gettin’
gomethin® to eat, miss?

“()h, ves, indeed.”

Louis, throwing down his cap in imi-
tation of Raymond, cried out, “T'm
hm!" ;

Aun torned to Baker. “Mr. Fore-
muan, isn’t-there something mysterious
about your cook? Part of the time he

mhﬂalmﬂmmm
time llke a rancher. 1

did he do it for?”

Baker, glowing with pleasure in the
work of his own imagination, cut loose
from his moorings. “It was this way:

a rich farmer—and bher family was bhot
because Rob was poor, and her dad
put another fellow on to tell lies about
Rob's drinkin’ and all that, and Rob
met up with this feller and just natu-
rally piped bim full of soft nose bullets.
That led him to seek higher altitudes,
as the newspapers say. Now, that's the
plain truth of the whole business, as I |

heard it.”

W.

Late
Cambridge-Street Methodist Church,

He was courting a girl—the daughter of | STUDIO OVER BRITTON'S STORE
—ENTRANCE ON R1DOUT-8T.

Hours for comsultation between 10
and 12 a.m.,
Specialties—Vaoice
pPiano, String Instruments and The-
ory. Voices tested free.—9.

and 2 and 4 p.m.
Organ,

Louls parsued the Inquiry. “Who
was the other man be killed?” !

“The deppity sherf. Had to do that
to get away.”

Ann looked about. “You say be reads
these books ¥’

«when he has time. He dotes on |
lmﬂ

“Do you read them?”

“Great Scott, no! I'd go to sleep
over such things. ‘The Boy's Own' is
about my size.”

Ann's tone was reflective. “That's
queer, Mr. Barnett gaid you were a
great reader.”

Baker paled, then got red. He had
walked into a clever little trap. He
“Did he say
that? Well—I—I used to, but lately”—

Ann looked at him keenly and said
calmly: “You also are an Ilmpostor.
Your name isn't Raymond—you're not
the foreman. You are all bandits and
have stolen my cousin's ranch and are
running it to suit yourselves. I belleve
you killed poor old Mr. Jones and his

'H'ifE."

Machinery for Sale ‘The Canada Permanent

One jig saw, foot power, and one
ﬂpliti.m!' g:md ripper. These machines WEStEI'Il Caﬂﬁdﬂ Mﬂl‘t=
are almost new, and will be sold at

a bargain. Apply at this office.—
13-th

gage Corporation.

1. H. HOPKINS. Agent, at Lindsay.

Money to loan &t Very lowest rat-
u:tlnrﬂmn,mdwnutn ruit
borrowers. The Corporation being an
amalgamation of four companies and
inds prompt- baving capital and assets of over

JOSEPH MEEHAN
AUCTIONEER

Louls sprang to his feet. “Ann, what |
do you mean?’ ,
Raker threw up both hands. “Hold |

on! Don't shoot! I'll come down. I
knew I couldn't keep the game going.”

. He rose, and his manner changed.

“Now listen. I'll tell you the square
toed truth. It was my turn to cook,
and Raymond—that's our boss—when
he heard you was comin’, knowin’ I
couldn’'t cook sour bran mash, says:
‘Baker, you'll have to play boss while
the company’'s here. I've got to toss
up the bacon and prunes. Now that's
the fact, lady.”

Ann, with conviction, turned to Louls:
“Now 1 believe he’s telling the truth.
What is your name?”

“John Edwin Baker—Jack, the boys
call me. I never had any other name,
I'm sorry to say, and I came here from
Kansas. 1 never killed anything big-
ger'n a coyote. I'm just a plain cow
puncher at twenty-six per month.”

Raymond, reappearing at the door,
put them all into gullty confusion. His
eves were too keen 1o be withstood,
and Ann's lashes fell for a moment as
he offered the dipper. “Like a cool
drink, lady?®

She recovered herself Instantly.
“Thank you, if you will be so kind.”

Raymond threw a glance at Baker
that propelled him through the door-
way as palpably as a kick, then turned
to Louis. “How does the grub go,
youngster?”

“Bully!™ replied the boy as he took
up a spoonful of rice, His eyes follow-
ed the little figure of the rancher with
Joy.

Ann cut in with a grave face, belied
by something in her volce. “1 didn't
suppose a foreman would stoop teo
mn

The young fellow frowned. “Whats
that?"

Ann went on. “I think It's nice of you,
Mr. Raymond, to abase yourself to the
rim of a kettle.” .
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1 Ensilage and Horsetooth Corns, Turnip Seeds,
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Mangel Seeds, Rape Seed; Etc.
ALL FRESH, RELIABLE SEEDS.

Land Plaster, in 200 pound cotton bags

We excel all others in our 25¢ Tea, either Japan, black
or mixed. Try us and yom will be conv QOur tea
trade is mcreasing daily because if you once try our teas.

you will not be satisfied with any others

Try our China Hall for the best values
in Dinner Setts, Tea Setts, Toilet Setts,and

all China and Crockery.
f

A. L. CAMPBELL,
LINDSAY.
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CHINA HALL, WILLIAM ST.
GROCERIES, KENT ST.
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SATLINGS OF STEAMERS, 1906

Lindsay, Fenelon Falls, Coboconk. MANITA

June 11th to about September 15th—Tri-weekly service Mondavs,
Wednesdays and Saturdays.

Read Down Read Up.
Leave B.45 A.M. weeese aoeees R .00 ) =1 & ST ———_ " L ¢ L 6.00 p.m.
" 0.45 “ ~ ___ STURGEON POINT. ......... oy 250 pom.
Arr 1015 " cveeis mme- _FENELON FALLS....... eenen @ 420 p.m.
Iw 1100 " ccies sasees s FENELON FALLS...... ccceeennns Arr 3.40 p.om.
T TR0 " Tt R ROSEDALE LOCK...... ...........Arr  3.00 p.m.
Arr 12.80 Puleiicies aesees ass sorers COBOCONK......... soreamars sessdV 2.00 p.m.
Connects at Sturgeon Point with Stir. BEsturion for Bobcaygeon,

Burleigh Falls, Lakefield and intermediate points. On Tuesdays, Thurs-
days and Fridays this ‘bDoatl is open for special charter.

Bobcaygeon, Sturgeon Point, Lindsay. ESTURION
June 1st to October 1st. (Double Service.)

Read Down Read Up.
ILv 6.15 am. 3.10 pm..... BOBCAYGEON....Arr 1.15 pm. 8.10 p.m.
Lv 7.15 am. 5.10 p.m....STURGEON PT....... Arr 12.10 p.m. 6.55 p.m.

Arr 840 am. 530 pm... ~ LINDSAY. ....Lv 1100 a.m. 5.45 p.m.
From Junc 1st to October 1st on Saturdays steamer will be held at
Ehiduy until after arrival of evening trains from Toronto and [ort
' Conmnects at Sturgeon Point with Str. Manita for Coboconk and in-
termediate points on Mondays, Wednesdays and Saturdavs. Meals

" m "

. Read Up.
L BORCAYGEON......... «vene Arrive 7.45 pom.
e e CHEMONG PARK......... vy 500 p.m.
i Lobssss son” LBUCKHORN........ ... oees wlw 215 p.m.
- +e +.BURLEIGH FALLS.....cos soienn- v 1.00 p.m

_at Oak Orchard and Indian Village on signal.
1 at Burleigh with Strs.. for Lakefield %and intermediatc
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