' “the fun, swung his hat and yelled:
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WILD BLACK PRINCE

brakes and brought his speeding
“oar--to—a -screeching halt. - - By

to the edge.of the country

yoad, he barely missed colliding with the

ﬁwmmjlm'dmm

‘black horse .and’ its- tider who had uhiv

COIMer.
mmmlemmmm#m
black bruted] Hthnqldthmﬂmm

. Mwumtthaﬂntumumm
narrowly escaped a collislon with Macs
and Black Prince. As on pretious - en-
counters, the madly frigh animal,
instead of galloping by,

bounded across the fleld, .
Tﬁnmﬂimmund:Hauﬂtujuﬁn:
“Some
hors¢,, Boyl Bome horse!™

“Horse?" Rosocoe sneered derisively.
“Do you call that jumping kangaroo a
horse?"

Mace soon had his scared -mount under
mmmmmmmm Not
until this moment did he know two per-
sons were in the car. Nancy, Rosoos's
sister, waa the other passenger. When
thumhimmmmmptutapuha

; straight
-for the fence, jumped it cleanly and

phinging, wl]ingn_l:-ﬂ:um BH‘:rll
‘times' Mater o “When. Mace venturcd-on
the road, the same insane performance
mrupuﬁud.m-.mﬂrnﬂnmmmt.
in every other particular, never set hoof
on the "li'i"hip'pie ranch. ;
"You may be a scary horsel™ Mace
told Black Prince the morning after the
encounter, leaning over. again to stroke
its hot neck, *but I can't let you go—
even for Nancy!” He had come back
to the main road again when he heard
the muffied droning of a motor car. Thea
gelding -began trembling, every nerve
n:ﬂmmlttmud,hhnhupﬂrqpurm
forward, to catch the sound. “Macde saw
nmmmnrmrmuupﬂmwinmngdﬂm-
wdy betweeén the rows of cgeaﬂm cotton-
wooda to the Hanley homestead.

Ten minutes later he dismounted at
his own gate, and led the nervous geld-
Ing into the 'barn. Conflicting emotions
still made a tumult wi him. Reach-
ing the quiet seclusion ‘of the box stall,
the black hum preszed a guivering
munle mt the youth's nhm.’t m:l
a'nve a low whinny,

That. walm .careas, pulsing with a
dumb beast’s great affection, never failed
to bring a response.  Mace fondly patted

P — g

" you trouble—*

was pliched forwird, under the cowl
Roscoe helped her up.  *I hope you
werem't hurt, Nancy,” he said in an
apologetio tone. - "SBorry 1 had to stop

- 80 quick—"r

“No, I'm not hurt!” Nancy answered,
straightening her tight-fitting 1lttle hat

-over hér blond ourls and smoothing the

wrinkles-out of -her crumpled coat, ¥Her
biue eyes flashed angrily as she directed
them first on her brother, then on the
grinning rider. :

‘It was Mace's fault!” Roscoe told her.
“He ahould get rid of that wild brutel™

Muce bent forward in the saddle, His
gloved hand gently patted the steaming
neck of the nervous horse. He was Jook-
ing abt. Nancy. "I'm sorry—for causing
He faltered. “I didn't
erpﬂchmmutmrhndyunummnd—
this early—"

Yol should kup that jumping kan-

aff the road at all times|” Roscoe
interrupted. “He'll kill somebody yet—
and probably break your own neck.”

The grin vanished from Whipple's face.
Mace had done his best to apologise, and
this additional ocut from Rascoe -in
Nanoy's presence, was one lash too
many. His eyes gleamed coldly. His
Jaw tightened. *“I have as much right
to ride my horse on the romd, as' you
have o drive your flashy chug-wn.gunl"
he reminded.

"Well—I know a l’ew things nl:nut
hnmm! That black one is .dangerous|
I'd advise you t-nntllhlm-—-urgimhlm
away—anything to dispose of him—*

“You both are acting—and t.ni.king-

‘llke a pair of uﬂlf boys!" Nancy inter-| For the next three days—Mace sow 1er

. Roscoe stopped her,

rupled, her checks flaming inHignantly.

This brought an end "to the heated
argument. Roscoe slumped down in the
eeat. Mace raised up and blinked like g
acolded youngster, but Nancy had more
to say: “Whal's" come between vou two,
anyhow? Why all this wrangling every
time you meet? "If you ask me, I'll tell
you that you both are to blame. RBlack
Prince was coming round the corner too

fast {n one directlon, and Roscoe Was)

hitting too much specd the other way!
Why can't you be fl'i'Eﬂd.E- again? I'm
mck and td of—"
"You've kald enough. Curly Locks!"
- He gave the rider a
warmning glance: "Hold that kangarooa!
I'm getting away ‘from here!™ )
Nancy clamped her hat on tighter. :I'Irr
car bounded off with a roar. The black
horse, struck with another fit of terror,
reared and spun around, then went leap-
ing and plunging over the feld. Mace
ventured a backward glance and caught

-~ a fleeting glimpee of the girl's troubled

- face ws the oar boomed round the tum.
He rode on, his brain in a whirl. Ros- |

"coe's hot words angered him, but they
were more easily dismissed than Nancy's

sharp reduke, ~ This was the first time '

he had come into the widening gap:
whicli for the last few months opened
belween * Mace and her brother.
found himself bewildered and puzzled He
did not want to hurt Nancy. Perhaps it
might be better for him to digfpose of
.Black Prince.

'He shook his head. He loved this wild, itﬂ Imunhlh- “Am asorty Privice should,]

sieck-coated brute thai manifested such
fear of mctor cars. Mace had bought !
him from a pair of itinerant horse 'buvers
who camjped for a day ncar the W'lifpulz
ranch. The traders wege ou tueir way
north ut'h a drove of lean-flanked range

ihe geldings flank ™ “"Youre a wonder,
Prince!l A wonder—but I'm all in =
muddle! You're m tame kitten now, but
you are a wild tiger the instant you meet
a motor carl You are likely to pounce
upon one—and smash it to smithereens!
There'’s & reason—for your berrihle fear.”
“His stroking hand slipped downward
and backward to the gelding's right hip,
pausing at the tip of a long, grayish
mark, the only blemish on the animal's
trim-balit, jet-coated body. It was a
scar, inflicted, Mace guessed, during the
gelding's colthood years. It could rnot
be a brand, for it bore no recognized
shape or form. - '

Mace tbok off the saddle and blanket,
but left the black horse in the stall  “I
won't turm you loose to-day.” he said.

“You might jump out!™ This had. hap-
pened several times In the last two weels.
Few of the fences on the Whipple ranch
were high enough to keep the spirited
horse in. Twice he had Jjumped into the
Hanley field.

*“I can’t have any more trouble over
therc!” Mace was not. thinking so much
of Roscoe as of Nancy, yet her appealing
words of that mam'ﬂ'ﬂ; kept repeating
themselves to Mace: ~Why mn‘t you twao
boyz be friends- again—"

Mace and Roscoe had been neighbor-
hood companions for as long a tlme as
they could remember. Nancy was with
them constantly, .She Wwas cheery,

happy-natured, fair in everything. .Iuat]
the sort of girl to win th¢ admiration’

and arouse the gallantry of two such
high-strung youths,

Faﬂnnnd'

glance in the dlren‘llun of "the hl.gflw
“He's waving fot me—-to come over!
Thinks I'll be killed If I stay here!"” '
| &She rode away without another word.

Mmledmﬂhﬂmehncktuthehnm
and to the safety of the box stall.. Dark-
ness soon - lowered a murky blanket over
the ranch ﬁ&“ﬂgﬁm a lantern to finksh
the evening work. By the time he was
ready to go to the house, a storm which
had threatened thrdugh most of the day,
swooped down with a roar of wind and a
uﬂd lashing of rain. =

Mace Was ﬂni&htng A helnted supper

from the dining table' to answer. A
woman’s volce came in excited, broken
cadences over the wire, barely audible
above the moaning and howling of the
gale. “It's Mrs. Hanley,” he told his
mnl.htr who stood by, lstening. . T

“~Nancy is hurt! 8he. slipped on the
back porch—awhile aan—ﬂmd hmte her
arm! She's suffering I'-errlhlp'—nnd I
don't know what to do. Must have a
doctor—at once. Mr., Hanley iz away
from home—rode to the other side of
the range to-dAy looking for stray cattle.
Roscoe hamn't returned with his car. I'm
afrald he's met trouble—" _

. "‘Can't you telephone for a doctor?”
Mace asked, thinking the woman, in her
excitement, had forgotten,

“I tried to telephone—but couldn't get
A message through to the doctor,” came
the distracted reply. "“His line must be
broken "by the storm.” BShe repeated,
with increased distress. *“Nancy is suf-
fering terribly! Her arm should be uet-,
at onoe—""

“I'l go for & doglorls Mace n:r-ued
“Do you ‘hear—I'll go for a doctor—
right now!” He slammed the receiver
on the hook and turned round, looking
into his mother’s white face. ‘Nancy
fell and broke her armi™ he sald tensely.
"“Mr. Hanley and Roeacoe are both away
[rrnm home. ‘They mu.st. haw a doctor
at once. zmndmgmmnnturm;f:
Mercer!” He tramped across the kitchen
and jerked his steaming comt. from the
wall where he had hung it only a faw
minutes before. He pulled on his _hat
and gloves as he strode top -the door. His
mother clutched his aleeve, 5

“Are you golng to ride Prince?”
n.nl:ed him f{earfully.

Bl.lﬁ.- I'll 'tide Prince! He's the only
Immemmamnhthntmnmkem-:
through—fast enough. Don't worry!l”

“I» be careful Mace!™

He ed her pale cheek with the
back of his hand. “Don't worry!” he
“There will be no cars oan the
road to-night!”

.~ To -shorten the distance, Mace took a
seldom-used wagon road which skirted
the two ranches and wound up over a
bald ridge for a distance of five miles
toward the county seat. The road was
' gravelled, narrow for most of its length
and quite steep. ; .

“Easy. Prince! Easy, boy!" he cau-
tioned. a8 he tightened on the reins.
“You must huld your wind for the long
spurt on the main highway!™

The horse setfled to a rhythmic gallop
that swung him by long, measured strides
up the slope. The main poured in solid
sheets, making it Impossible for Mace
to see any distance at all. He could
hear water gurgling and running every-
where. Over the ridge, the wind howled
and shrieked. He did not .strike the full

force of it until his mount _swunRg-

she

only at & distance. The gelding, in less
than anr hour after being turned into
the lot. bolted the-fence -into the Hanley
back fleld. Mace grabbed a halter and
ran out to catch him, or to drive him
out. Mace had gone only a short dis-
tance, when he saw Nancy riding down

the slope on her buckskin pony. Shel.

had discovered the trespassing horse and
rode straight toward him.

Mace ElﬂFE!:'d short in his tra{:h That
wild horse nﬂ.ght do n.mruiing “Turn
back; Nancy!" he shouted. “Don't get
too closet™ \ )

‘Unheeding.  his . waming - cry--she ran
the buckskin down to .within ten yards
of the ndl:nnﬂng charger. Omn he came,
lead lowered, mane fiying. heels kicking
the air at every leap. The buckskin
made a quick abde-ﬂm jump and slid to
a. halt.

“Whoa-a-a,

Prince!” Nancy sharply

through the narrow gap at the crest,
plung'lng on with quickened pace, straight
into the gale, - )

Mace, leaning over the saddle homn,
felt the hot vapor from the broncho's
panting’ breath, ~Easy, Prince! Easy,
boy!" he cautioned again. “We hate
several miles yet to go—'™ =
" He -atralghtened suddenly, and tight-
ened his hold on the water-soaked reins.
At the same instant the horse flung up
his head. snorted and lurched to a stop.
Out of the blurred, rain-blown gloom.
dirlfct.ly ahead, a pair.of gleaming l}lghta

when the- telephone rang: He got -up |

i she sald.

took form. “A motor carl On this ‘road |
and on, such a night!™ -
He had taken the cut-ofl t:u mnld I.';he
things! ~It came on, in Initrmad‘lu.te
gears wWhining like some.
monster, up th& narrow, gullied trall,
Mace EIIPPEd his_toes deeper into HH:
atlrrups* and yanked off his right glove
to- better grip thé slipp::r;,r reins. ~ He
pulled the shaking horse against th® eni-
bankment on ‘the inside of the hlghwn:.r.
The lights of the apprnnching machine
became more -darzling. Mace hoped the
driver would ‘pass without sounding his
“Cara—a—hoo—oo!  Carn—ap—aa—
hoo—oo!” The familiar, raucous ndlé
burst upon the sturm;r night ll:e an evil
call-
In wild, unmnt.rulhhle freney, Black
Prince leaped into the road, stralght Into
the path of the oncoming car. Mace
yelled and swung his arm. Another howl
came from the motor horm, then the
excl shouts of the driver. .
“It's you—Mace—with Black Prince!
Heold him! Let me by—"

n--

the broncho off,” and turm him round.
Blinded by the lights; and squealing like
aﬂtah.l.regunemnd the horse struck
the  fenders and front of the machine
just as the-car stopped. A crash of

metal. The lights went out. At the next
instant the gelding was running _ full
speed, down the grade, Mace tried In
vain tn stop him; so let him go, until he
drew up, trembling and panting, at the
physician's house, The rider .dropped
Umply from the saddle and staggered to
the door. - In five minutes, Doctor Mer-
COT ' WAF | h‘l 'his car and thihdering
through t.he stormy -night tuwu.rd the
Hanley ranch.

Much slower, Mace rode back home.
When he reached. the point, near the
ridge summit, where the collision ooour-
red, he found pnly bits of broken glass,
and tracks In the mud. Mace wondered
how the car could have gone on, but
wondered still more about the conse-
qQuUences.

“Anyhow, Prince, old fellow, we did
our-best: for Nancyi” -he muttered wearti=

Jly. when he led the exhausted, d.rlppmg

horse Into the stall and pulled off the.
saddle,
brushed his cheek, in the unfaillng token
of affection. "It's too bad—we had that
smash—" Mace sobbed, his arm around
the animal’s neck. *T'll "have to lel you
go!™ -

When Mace stumbled across the porch,
his mother opened the dopr. She took
his soaked hat and gloves, and hung his
coat behind-the door. - Quickly she pour-
ed ‘him'a cup of steaming ‘coffee. “You're
all tuckered out, Son. This will warm
you up. Drink t1™

Her hand trempled when she set
the cup before him. Maece Incked the
cournge to look into her eVes, “Mra.
Hanley telephoned o few minutes ago.”
"Nancy s resting easy. Mr.
Hanley came home—just a few mlnutes
ahead of the doetor.” '

“And Roscoe? Moce qunstinncd with-
out leoking up.

He had n bad accldent up on the
ridge. ~ Ran off the road, Mrs. Hanley
puessed.  His car wns badly smashed—
and Roscoe was cut by flying glass. It
was lucky you didn't meet him, with
"Black Prince—"

complaining |

—about that accident—Ilast nlght
| pay the damages.”

Mace strove with all his might to pull.

glass followed, and a hammering of the|

The gelding's quivering murxle :

his fgther — ereot, itrni:lg mrmm!.
“Sure—TI'll" go over and see Rmm-ﬂ * he
told her. \

© Mace rode up the winding —dr!_vewag

between the rows u!"ﬁﬁdﬁﬁm....?ﬂgﬂ.._,_
A sunbeam glistened |™

storm was over.
on the.weather vane over the red-roofed
tarn. Roscoe Hanley, one arm In a
sling, his face“bandaged, stalked down
the driveway. Mace never faltered. He
SWung diwm frnm the saddle and wlt.h

‘der, offered Roscoe the bridle rl:i.nu.
“Take him." he sald qm._a-_t]y. “He's yours
—to dispose of es you please. | I'm sorry
I'll

Hmuuerllﬂedhhgnndlmndmd

smiled “"Youll have no damsages.to-pay-|

Mace. I ocount myself lycky to have
escaped with a whole skin. Anyhow, not
much -damsge was dode, either to me or
the car. I've learned that I'm to blame
for the hqrses mad fear. I made a
long drive Yesierday - to see a rancher,
over in the adjoining county. This
rancher owned the gelding when he was
a4 colt. That was why I was late get-
tlnglmmelnst.nightuhdtnnkthuﬂmrt-
cut road.™ &4

Mace gave him a mystified stm-a. They
were close together now. Roscoe's hand
resied on the horse's fhane. “You're not
going to sell, trade, or give Black Prince
away. You're going to keep him. “Three
years ago, while driving to towm with a
truck, I bumped Into a little black .colt
f g on the road, cutting its hip with
a ferider. I didn't know till yesterday
that' Prince was the colt. “The SCAr gave
me the chue—*

"“That’s great of you, Roscoel Great
of youl” Mace exclaimed, “But I'm
afrald Prince will always be a wild horse,’
wlt.h fear In his heart—" ;

“No he wm‘jlm:m_m!m_mnm

ently. 'I'tmhutwﬂdhnmtm.inarml

the world will help us tame Black Prince.
She's waiting for you, Mace. Go on inl I'l}
take the horse to the bamm. He belongs
to all of us now!™

NOT REASSURED

Officer (In clmrgu of Til!lcr rm:l.u'ﬂ—
Don't you know any better than to polnt
an empty gun at me?

Raw Recrult—But it 't empty, air;
it's loaded.

“1¢s all right—i see them

‘coming along the roacl now!”

" When you've got a telephome you can reassure p-unplu
quickly. In the country, farm homes are far away._from
each other —il™"tdkes a lot. of time to send mhod?
. 'mext door"— hist- it takes no' time at all when you've
gnt a telephona. Then you are in touch  with your
neighbours, with the stores in the village — and -if your
grown up children are wnrlung mm nearby towns—you .
can hear their voices too. ' Every farm home should hm 2

tolaphnnu—-bnc:mm ll tosts-so-little,” - - ——
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Special —Sugar Crisp

CORNFLAKES 2 n. 13°

Sp m:tnl—Hem:

VINEGARS

Spcc: ; Ayhncr Tea Time Sandwich

BHSCUHTS:

——-'ttn:nf—gmm—"‘ swa]Inn nl.' hot cofTee.
He could not !I'a.s:e-his mother ‘Wwith the

truth. He held his eyes .qn-"the” table,
till he heard her say: “Roscoe wants to
see yvour' In the moming, Son." Her tone
was filled with infinite pleading. *““You'll
g0 over—of course? You and Roscoe have
sort of drawn apart lately. This should
not’ be. You were boys together.
you will be nelghbors as the Hanley's
and we  have been neigi}hﬂm down
through the years.' -

Mace rose and looked straight into ‘his

l\nlght.

Somchow, he seemed much like

Immmandeq_, The astounding thing 1 R

curred. ‘The - black horse came to an
abrupt stop almost alongside
pony. ’

“Quiet, boy! Standy easyl® Maoce
heard her command in' a  low-spoken
tone. She leaned from the saddle to

Nancy's

Mace |

gently touch the gtklinga heaving flank.

to -Mace, _

Dumbfounded, too utterly nmund to
mutter ‘a word, Mace cautiously ap-
proached and salipped a Iulter on the
motionless l-nlllfl-'l.I

“Many thanks ' Nancy.” he mnh'!wd
have troubled you. He's a nuisance  and
'T really should get rid of him—"

"Nol-
ing. Her eyves glowed “admiringly. “He's
'a beauty! You ul*muld:nt- let him goi™.

Wince was .

Don't do it1” she protested amild |

g

‘CHNEBEtﬂwwﬂdhnml‘ﬂnulhd .

" horses. mmt of wihich they had collected

m the hu.ua:h—grm country. Among the.
iof wns ths yvoung. coal- blpﬂ: pelding.
He stood oyt ‘from, r.m others Uke a glis-
tﬂimg KT

Wanly,. Mace' made an offer. of . rh.e

dollars, ali the monhes he had with him?

for the animal He H:wt'tad them” to
‘bicker; as is~ the way of horss raders.
Tb hizs surprise. the offer was amnted

en the spot. chmwhbu.mr"thtr‘

tn!dhl:nprumpﬂ.r SPut a rope-an him
l!hdt-nttltlmhumﬂ“
Hmmhrmdrh:metndmht

the black horse go so readily.. On  the

way to the ranch, leading the gelding,

hmummmmhhmhtm

| honest sincerity of her wvolce. T would
like to keep him, Nancy, but you kpow
what 'an lnumm:luhukw
when he meets a motor car™

"Don't let that worry youl Tl:lﬂu'l
& reason for his fear. You can bresk
Nt o te He has beeri’ badly .adired,
and pmhnhlr mju:udmﬂmumhil
life, by an auto. You've nl:uerm::l that
ucarnnhhhip?"'

the mmtmunn by & raucous call. Black
Printe, struck with instant .
snorted, and rhjrled round. “Mace tight-
emdhug:ﬂp'nnmuhﬂtn-mpe “Easy,
-'bujrl Stand quiet!™ sald Nancy, leaning
over and _pating  the blick muxsle,
_"'rtmt‘a Roscoe!" zhe mmmud, with a

-

A molor ar from the rmd 1nterrupin:! ;

freney, |

O’
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Hn._.est Y.
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mother’s calm face, radignt’in_the lnmp- |
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PEARL SOAP

-3 b 10¢
NEW CABBAGE
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: Queett Elizibeth, as they ‘wilked together ints the Senate of -
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3 Blends -]
ancunts
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