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8POKANS RANCH

■
 A. a  QnaeruO, proprietor. P. 

O. address Wisdom, Moataaa. 
Horse brand on left shower. 
Cattle brand K halt diamond 
oa the left side.

TOPE BROTHERS
Jesse sad John, P.
0. Wisdom. Ranch 
on Northfork. Cat 
tie brand same on 
right hip.

C A PRUITT
Twin Creeks ranch. Postoace Wis
dom. Cattle branded with a pitch- 
fork on the right ribs. Horses same 
on right shoulder.

JORGEN JORGENSEN

M
 Wisdom. Cat
tle range SteeU 
ck to Squaw ck 
Horse b r’d w jl 
right thighfiffi 
Range, Stanley

to Warm Spgs.
WM. MONTGOMERY

Postoffice, Wis 
dom, Montana.
Horse b’nd

LO
left stifle

HARRY 0. DAVIS
Cattle brand same 
Harry G. Davis.
Jackson, Mont, 
on right ribs.
Range on Bloody 
Dick and Big Hole river.

CLARENCE MORRISON
P. 0. Wisdom.
Cattle branded 
Horses same.
Range Battle 
ground.

HANS JORGENSEN
Postoffice, Wi 

• dom. Range - 
Steel creek t< 
Squaw creek 
Ilorse bind th 
same as cattb 
on thigh

JAHNKE BROTHERS
Horses same on i 
left shldr. P. 0.
Wisdom. Range
betw’n Squaw 
ck and Steel ck

SILAS C. DISHNO.
P. U. Wisdom, huge E S Big Hole 

between Jack 
s o n -  Wisdom 
C a t tie 
branded 
left ribs

E MORRISON

in
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ANDEliSON & JOHNSON

^ Horaes the same 
■>n right shoul- 
der. Range Grá
vele park & Lit- 
tle Lake creek 
P. O. Jackson.

«50 REWARD
Big Hole Basin Stockmen's asso

ciation will pay the above sum for 
the arrest and conviction of anyone 
who tampers with fence or gate or 
tresspasses upon the feed lots at 
Wisdom. li- tf

«100 REWARD
The Southern Montana Telephone 

Company will pay $100 for the ar 
rest and conviction of party or par
ties who shoot the toll lino wire; or 
Information loading to the arrest 
and eoavietioB of anyone mutilating 
or destroying any polo, line or other 
property belonging to the said com 
rany. H. R. Capehart, Local Man
ager. l*-tf

Big Hole Basin News

Left aMe

aide
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Q u e t t h l p

J. E. SI

M,

J. E. SHAW
Postohce Wis
dom-Range Lake
creek to Moost 
creek.
Horse b.r«.l|ES 
on 1ft tilde.

HUNTLEY CATTLE COMPANY
Carl R. Hunt- 
ley, mgr, Wis
dom. Horses 1ft 
3pool brand also 
and on left shldr 
for horses.

THOS. PENDERGAST
P. 0. Wisdom 
Range east side. 
Horses branded 
same on the left 

¡shoulder.

THUS, n ÜNL
^ J L
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PETERSON-OLSON

P. 0. Wisdom.
Mont,. Range be 
tween Fox and 
Stanley gulch.
Horse brad the 
same, 1ft thigh.

DAN PENDERGAST
Fostofflce Jack 

son; range from 
Swamp creek to
l.ake. 
Horses 
lii ihigh H

FHARTON

■ #

MAX i L10WI8
Eishtrap. Mont 
Dewlap with this 
brand; also 3 7 
right ribs, upper 
bit and underbit 
right ear All 
have buttons.

F, ri. PENDLETON
J L  P 0  Wisdom

Range Moose horn 
to Fake crock»; 

R  T j f  Ca t t l e  branded 
on left hip

J. C. WHARTON
Postoffice, Wis 
lorn, Mont.
Horse brand 
the same, right 
iboulder.

B. B. LAWRENCE
\  Bowen. Square 

crp 1ft ear, hole 
in right. Horse 
limit same left 
shldr. Range, 

J  West fork of
Thompson creek to Mudd creek

LEROY ARNOTT

M Bowen P. 0  
K S  Horse brnd

■HI left thigh 
Range Fishtrap 
to Mussigbrod.

IRA WALKER

Horses the same 
Range f r o m  
Steele ereek. F. 
0, Anaconda.

LKA WA

la0. B. CANFIELD
Horses same-
Range, Mussig- 
hrod ereek to 
Tie ereek. P.
0. Gibbons.

GEORGE PARSONS 
p, 0. Wisdom.
Range Tie ereek 
U Mussigbrod.
Horses sumo on 
left thigh
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U le to a  gttatetoae, that either 
wears you out or sharpens you, der 
pending oa the stuff you're made of.
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Itemed aareasonatoe when men be
gun to talk aboutharnessing light
ning and making electricity do our 
work tor us to such a great extent.
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*1*1  "%HEN Herbert Quick write» a story it is the time for every- 
II J  one to sit up and take notice, for he is one of the most ver- 

satile and entertaining geniuses in this country Farmer, school- 
master, lawyer, editor, public servant, social worker and novelist, he 
has had a great round of  experiences and has worked many of them 
into his stories. Born in Grundy county, Iowa, he has been mayor of 
Sioux City, nominee for supreme judge, editor of Farm and Fireside, 
member of the Federal Farm Loan bureau and several other national 
commissions, and during the war, had the rank of colonel conferred 
upon him by the Red Cross.

In "T he Brown Mouse,” Mr, Quick has taken his inspiration from 
the Scotch scientist w ho crossed Japanese waltzing mice with the 
common white breed and among other hybrids got a brown individual 
that was different from anything else in the world. Unlike its domes
ticated parents, it was wild; it ran away, bit, gnawed, scratched and 
raised hob generally.

Jim Irwin, the hero of the tale, is a brown mouse. His peddling 
father was a waltzing mouse, no good except to jump from one spot 
to another for no valid reason. His mother was a white mouse, hav
ing had all her color washed out in one way or another. Like th« 
brown mouse which refuses to act according to the rules o f heredity, 
Jim had ideas of his own and did many surprising things. H e com
pletely woke up a sleepy farming community and showed k what a 
touch of genius can do.

This Charming Tale Will Run at a Serial in
The News shortly
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It Wi
of Charity

By ARTHUR W. PEACH
o w t t t o i s w w w i w i ssisw w w t t o a
t®. Itll. bj McClure Muwapaper SvBdtouU.)

“Ted, you have more mosey than 
you know what to do with. Now 1 
want to help you part with a little of 
1U” Margaret Ames looked with 
amused and tender eyes at the clear- 
cut {ace that was lifted to hers from 
a newspaper.

Emerson smiled at the dark-eyed 
girl In turn. "Another affair of char
ity 1 It seems to me that I have part
ed with quite a bit since you won me 
to that settlement work of yours. But 
I am game; 1'U help—what Is It?"

Foggy Ames knew the secret of her 
power over him; that secret was one 
of the great and precious possessions 
of her life. Once had he loved her, 
and she had almost loved him. Though 
she had married another, something of 
the fragrance of his love for her shed 
its fragrance down the years and had 
kept their companionship sweet.

“TU tell you. 1 want you to furnish 
funds enough to aid a young singer to 
complete her last year at the conserva
tory i”

A quick shadow rose and darkened 
In his eyes, and she was surprised at 
the swift bitterness In his tone. "Thut 
is the last thing 1 care to do, Peggy. 
Please don’t usk me to do It.”

She looked at him with questioning 
eyes—there was some mystery behind 
his sudden and uuusual stern answer.

"But IPb a small thing, Ted; and I 
am anxious to help her. Please I"

"If I could only learn to refuse you," 
he said, the shadow stljl in his eyes, 
“but I cannot. So what Is my contri
bution to be?"

lie paid the succeeding Installments, 
as he did that one, with good grace, 
but Peggy was constantly tantalised 
by his evident feeling that It was the 
last thing he wanted to do. She came 
to the conclusion that there was some

He leemed te Grew Rigid and Quiet.

mystery tucked away Into his life 
which she, as his first and only love, 
should know.

So one day she said frankly; “Ted, 
why were you so quick to say you 
didn’t want to help to my little sing
er’s case?"

The dark shadows rose Into his se
rene eyes. "My reason, my dear, be
longs to a past over which I have 
dropped a veil, and not even you can 
lift It," he answered quietly.

“Did it have to do with some girl?” 
she persisted. *T have always thought 
I was the only one I"

He laughed. "Tea are—but you 
weren’t. Now, look here, Mischief, 
you have pumped my Innermost se
crets from me, but this one you 
won’t 1"

"Is—-that—so r
He looked at her quickly, pureled by 

the tone of her voice; then, evidently 
satisfied that she really knew nothing 
about that secret, he answered:

“That—is—ao T
A month later rite announced that 

he was te escort her to the recital at 
which their little stiver was to ep- 

He demurred toff

have a tovtfy ZKfle plot «B to 
Ted. She Is a beautiful «Mn«, 
noticed the other day that the 

gray froto Is gathering at your tom- 
plea. Tos realty nato «stria dava; 
s a l  ft would he fine if you eorid get 
tosereste« ta her r  she adelnd Mol 

Be grimed a  gito ftsff was M i 
"Merry mo to a

to
I  dstot warn a  l e t  to  

¡« ta p  f t  te

“There sh* to awrrafce said, watt
ing btm ckwriy.

He was suddenly tense, as a golden- 
haired girt came gracefully forward. 
She was beautiful, and the God who 
made her beautiful gave her a beauti
ful voice.

As she sang and replied to encore 
after encore, be seemed to grow rigid 
and quiet. When she had finished, 
returning to bow her appreciation of 
the applause given her, Peggy said 
to him:

"Now, aren’t you glad you spent 
some of your money to such an Invest
ment?”

He was silent for a moment. "I 
hardly know."

"Aren't you Interested In her?”
He turned to her, his voice full of 

pain. "Oh, Peggy', be merciful! What 
do you know? What have you been 
up to? You know her real name Is 
not Priscilla Hope but Mary Lane— 
what else?”

“Hush, dear lad, I know a great 
deal. I know that you loved her once, 
and that because she thought she was 
more interested in her music than in 
you and a home she refused you. 1 
did not know all this at first, but 1 
have learned It*

“Well, it is true,” he said a bit 
sadly.

“I have learned something else— 
that she really does love you. I have 
managed It—oh, so cleverly, dear lad, 
and all you have to do Is to go behind 
that door uud she—”

“Peggy, are you crazy? Why, we 
have not spoken for—”

"Some precious things we keep tn 
our hearts, and they grow and blos
som, season after season, and 1 know 
—I know—”

"You are mistaken,” he said firmly, 
his face grave with pain. "Suppose 
we go!"

lie reached the end of the aisle in 
the darkening auditorium before he 
realized that she was not with him; 
then out of the shadows, summoned 
evidently by Peggy, came a golden fig
ure that passed before him, and spoke 
In a breuthless, half cry:

“Tbd, I wauled to succeed—and I 
have-- hut I -1  want you so much 
more. Don't you want me?"

Peggy, looking from the stage door, 
saw what made the tears of happiness 
gather In her eyes, even as she closed 
a little door in her own heart over 
whose threshold Ted never umre 
would care to go.

TRANSACTION DID NOT LAST
Cartaln Circumstance» Induced Man 

Who field Himself for a Hog, 
to Repay Money.

Once upon a time, Mr. ltarlck, an 
early settler residing north of Glen Ri
der, brought one hog to town, se l l ing  

the animal to the buyer, relates the 
Glen Elder Sentinel, After unload
ing the hog ahd weighing (lie empty 
wagon, It was learned that Mr Uarh'k 
wras mistaken In his belief that he 
had brought a hog to market The 
empty wagon weighed more limn it did 
when the presumed to be hug was It» 
It, Nothing daunted, Mr Ilarh k told 
the buyer he would return and bring 
him another hog, as he hud no notion 
of cheating an honest tnun

There used to be a man near To
ronto who raised hogs to sell He 
also was peculiar. On one occasion, 
as E. E. Kelley tells it, he sold a load 
of hogs to a local buyer named Tom 
Hargis. Hargis was a Texan and held 
his word In high regard. Hargis re
ceived the load of hogs, weighed them 
and left another man to weigh the 
empty wagon. The seller took his 
weights to Hargis and received the 
money for the hogs. Later, Hargis 
found the hog man had weighed "on" 
with the load and "off" with the emp
ty wagon. H i mounted a horse and 
overtook the seller just at a place on 
the creek where we were fishing. Har- 

made short work of It. "Mister, 
you sold me a hawg today I don’t 
want. I ain’t got no use for It. You 
weighed yo’self and sold yo'self f<>r 
a fat hawg at 3 cents a pound. I hate 
mighty bad to go back on a deal, but 
yo' ain’t wo’th It. To' wouldn't make 
good soap grease. So I sort o’ expect 
you’d better boy yo'aelf right back, 
right now, If yo* count on drlvin’ on 
home.” And the man who sold him
self for a hog promptly bought him
self back again.

“A Snap of th# Finger»."
la southern countries the fig is the 

commonest of fruits, ao te say that 
"1 don't care a fig” means "I care 
nothing."

Now, the action of pushing the 
thumb between the two first fingers 
produces a shape roughly like a fig, 
and to held up the hand thus means 
that you don’t care a fig. That this 
gesture has become corrupted tots 
(be contemptuous snap ei the fingers 
te one eeptouatka.

A far wore probable supposition te 
that our nop  of contempt is the de
scendant of the rid snap with' which 
(be enefent Romans used to sbhhbob 
fbrir riaves. much as one would eBek 
te « dec, cad that when we snap ear 
Carers today, we are tnereiy shewing 
fbt y iW fiit toot we worid feel Jar

j  -


