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milk cows from the rest of the herd and driving then down to the
milk.shed.

"Good 0ld Iaty Iice o0ld Patd” I call at him in reWard,
but only the vapgng toil and 1lolling tongue and a yelping barkm
of that sma 1l Cog reveals that he hears me. Pat is at work, and
not to be beguiled by the fair words of & mere woman. Those cows
mist be taken and driven into the cowshed, omd then Iay has a job
to close that door wath his nose, o trick taught him by my twelve
year o.d boy, Presently as I tum into the path that leads throug
our woods down to the Chost Jiver, I weor poiting behind me, and
lod Pat, his job doﬁc, breathless from his £ antic run to cabeh
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up with us, yelpo for arproval. “hat o dogld little mongrel
cattle cur, with on ugly, sheggy coat, & comical wise head with
o£e car everlasting cocked up zme two bright intelligent eyes
that Tix themselves foithfully upon yours, aid mekes you think
of "Alice, Bent Bolt, who wept with delught when you gve her 2
emile, anéd trembled with fear af jour fromﬁ”.

Ve have a dandy canter home, ?a"ricing and teating
us., I don't have to unsaddle Silver Heels; Wor by this time, the
"hands" ere in, emd I am relieved of my horse and bade to "skiddoo™ Th
to the house, as the men are hungry enough to eat o horse, and if
I don't have a crackajack meal for them, there won't be enything
left of Silver Heels.

‘s I eome into the ranch house, I feel refrrghed and
hungry, and have forgotten all about being cross with Nelly. She,
too, ig in fine humorm, actually singing indeed as she hustles :
ebiut getting dinmer on tine. I see her eye going ever and

enon to the window, and I take note that Nellie is singing

the same sdng that thot new cowpuncher of ours is vwhistling
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