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“You've missed.your fm:é?"' she
““This is nothing but a woods’
*#rail. - You'll have trouble with that

to g_njii}! fur-

heavy car if you try
. ther."’ :

-+ *We're looking for a piece of land
ned by a8 man named
Praitt,” the taller of the pair said.

They were city men of a type Vir-
gie Margan knew well. All one tint
. of gray, close-shaven,- milled like
dollars. the cautious click of shrewd
finance 1n their voices. L

“Tom's land is on the other side
of the ridge,” Virgie told them.
““You'll have to walk three-quariers
of a3 mile Do you belong to that

“Phillips’ outfit? They defaulted on
ivef_?thing_-' they bought in this coun-

“We' —the older man had thin lips
and a mouth that shut like a trap—
*‘are victims of the Phillips’ outfit.”

Virgie kept silent. WVery likely
these were some of the crowd who
had put up the money to back Phil-
lips. Obvigusly they had no idea
who she was. They thought her a
quaint mountain character, proba.
bly, s0 she kept to the part, starirg
dully and curiously at them, as
mountain people did.

Slamming * her worn gears,
drove on up the ridge, turning south
at her line and bumping across a
stony meadow, sun-washed and
pleasant..

She found her foresters eating
their lunch, their lega dangling from
the muddy tail of their truck. She
gshared their lukewarm coffee, In-
spected the damp little hillocks
where baby spruce stood and shiv-
ered, feeling their ccld, small be-
wildered roots groping in strange,
chil! darkness.

" Y1 hope we get a snow so they
don't dry out too fast,” she said.

MWe heard a car a whila back,”
one of the men said. “'See anybody
down that way, Mis" Morgan?™

““I was going to speak about that.”
. Virgie screwed the lid on a thermos
bottle. “"Much obliged, you boys—I
meant to get- home for luneh but I
got delayed, as usual. About that
car—]I saw "em. And | want you
" to quit early—you, top, Joe—knock
off before three, leave the truck
bhere, and go over' the. other side
down toward Little Fork. “There's a
plece of hardwood down there—a
bundred and sixty-odd acres. Take
a inﬂﬂrlnnk at it and call me up to-
night.” '

“Pruitt’s stuff, eh1" said Joe, who
knew these timbered slopes and
rvidges as well as Virgie did.

““It used to be Pruitt's stuff. Some-
thing’s up. And I'm not going to let
Tom be gypped by another bunch of
alick talkers with blue-prints in their
bands and black iniquity in their
minds. Don’t call up till after sev-
en, hear? And don't talk to any-
body but me about this business.”

“Sure, boss—we understand. You
don't want it mentioned to Pruitt,
then?" i

“T"ll talk to Pruftt. Crank this old
caboose for me, will you?™

She was thinking so absorbedly
as she drove in at the gate pf the
plant that she ran over a steam hose
and ripped a sizable sliver tfrom the
comer of the tool-house before she
capme to and stopped the truck.

‘Tom Pruitt heard the impact of
her arrival and came slouching out
of the back shed, picking gum off
the palms of his hands.

“Anybody else bust up the prem-
ises like that and you'd fire him,"
he drawled amiably. **That steering-
gear busted?™

“Oh, shut upl” grumbled Virgie,
climbing _down stiffly.

She was Irritated by Tom. No
man sc huge should be so naive, s0
helpless.

“Whoever stuck that shanty out
there in the way must have thought
we'd be hauling stuflf in here in ox-
carts forever,” Virgie continued to
fume as she tramped into the office.

Tom opened the door for her. *'I
reckon Dave put it there,”” he <aid,

calmly. ]

+ **Come In here,” Virgie ordered. °

Tom [pllowed her obediensdy and
began punching at the stove, Vir-
gie made a complicated task out of
_ getting her hat off and her desk
opened. She did not look &t Tom.
Bhe was exasperated, and when her
temper got the upper hand her
tongue slipped, and she did not want
it to slip. She had to say the right
thing to Tom, who was 80 helpless
in the presence of law and finance
and the crisscross web men weave
of these two sirands to hide the
simple intent of their acts.

“Sit down,” directed Vimgie, *‘and
-.don"t equirm. Lucy, you go out and
get the time slips. Pruitt and [
have got business to talk over."”

.gLucy rose meekly, put on her coat.

‘SHow soon shall I come back, Mrs.
Morgan?” : ,

“'Fifteen minutes is all 1 need.

And if you hang arcund that laborsa=.

i tory, walk in the » <ome before

L -
she

you corne back In .. . There may
be worse smells thanp young Dan-
jels invents, but Satan has got a
monopoly on ‘em." .

- Tom -draped his long legs over a
stool and twisted his hat. | ‘

*1 reckon you found a seeder tree
cut that hadn't ought to be cut,” he
said.  *‘T expect I done it."

Virgle swiveled her chair around,
The darkened leather cushion on
the back of it still held the print of
David , Morgan's lean shoulder-
blades.

“I'm'not going to talk-about Mor-
gan trees,” she sajd. “] want to
‘talk about yours. D«
-thing about that property
over ' the .ridge — that
tract? What shape is it in?"

Tom twisted the hat nervously. *1
sold it. "Way back in "26. You knew
abqut that I reckon. 1 sold it to that
‘Phillips’ outfit. They paid me the
first payment. They ain't never paid
any more." =

‘““What sort of papers did you get?
Have you got a lien?" ; A

“They're all in the safe. Dave
put 'em away for me. Dave.told
me I'd ought to foreclose—then he
" got down and you know how we been
ever since—we ain’t had time to
think of nothing but keeping this
here mill runhning."” -~ i

Virgie sighed. "It's my fauit, |
.suppose. I've got to take care of
you—just like ['ve got to take care
of Lossie and Lucy out yonder and
some more helpless people.™

“1 got a good piece of money out
of that land,"” Tom defended.

“They defaulted on the contract

didn't, they? The company's out of
existence. It will take a lawsuit,
probably, to repossess it—but some-
body’s interested in i{t. 1 met a
couple of men—bankers, they looked
wke—up on the ridge They were
asking the way to that piece you've

hat strip down Ha-

e big poplar on it

There was one kind of action he
could “understand, indorse. and fol-
low. Strange men had been on his
land—land that Virgie said was his

“l 'low them fellers better keep
off, over yonder,"” he boomed, his
eves dour. ‘I don't know no law,
but if that's my poplar them bank-
ers better keep off my place"

“Well, you've got to have the pa-
pers first. ['ll have Lucy open the
safe for you."

But when Lucy came back, moon-
eyed and absent, with a droop of
unhappiness about her mouth, Vir
gie regarded her with impatience
Lucy had been strung tight as a fid-
dle lately, making mistakes and be-
ing rushingly apologetic about them
jumping when the telephone rang

Virgie knew what was the matler
with Lucy. Young Stanley Daniels
was flattered by the sight of Lucy's

““If that's my poplar _thm:n bank-
ers better keep off my place.”

little silver heart Auttering on her
sleeve. He had grown arrogant and
cagey.

Lucy needed shaking. So, because
she was disgusted with Lucy's
meekness, Virgie climaxed a day
of exasperations by giving the girl
a raise.

- “Go out and buy yourself a new
hat and some lipstick,”” she ordered.
““and if that young Daniels is hang
g on the gate when you start home
give him the back of your hand and

your chin in the air. I can do ail

business.”

Lucy was tremulously grateful
and husky. It isn't—that exacltly,
Mrs Morgan. It's—oh, everything!'
Qld lamps and the rug wearing out
—and food costing so much—""'

“] know."" Virgie was gentle "“We
had a sofa that flopped over and
made &8 bed and my brother had to
sleep on it It was always flopped
down in the parior when | had a
beau Don't let it get you down
Lucy.” :

At night Joe and Ed reported that
the two sirangers had walked ove:
Pruitt’s. land. climbed back
therir car, and gone away again
3he would hunt up her lawyer. as
spon as she. had time, Virgle de.
cided, and find out just what could
he done for Tom.

Young Mr Branford Wills was
still serwously ill. A hall-dozen tele-
grams hed so far failed to locate
anyore who belonged to him or who
rmight be interested in him. Virgie
qad that 1o worry  “out.

0 you know any- |
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the moping we need in this pulp-|
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“CHILDREN CALLING _'HOME” ~

1 ]

why more young folk
church services. It i3 when we _are
voung that those memorieas are form-

ed that stick with uu_nhll;i.)gh life and
if these younger folk don't learn thess
L] L] |

_Perhaps i you were writing "Lhia
column you would never think._of

mentipning. that an elderly gentleman, | -

a.ged‘?]g be exact, had dropped dead
in a ' :
ly. However, this gentleman was dif-
ferent. Back on Bept. 5th, 1885, he
was sentericed to be for the

murder of three people at Valleyfleld, |.

Quebec. His sentence was changed to
IHe imprisonment -and he apent sev-
eral years in a8 Quebec prisomn, ~ then
was moved to Kingaton Pendtentiary.
He was a model prisoner and later on
was sent up to the. Reformmtory et
Guelph where he was glven the posi-
tdon of Head Beker for that institu-
tion, It was there that we met him
as we were being shown through that
institution. He was a f{ine looking tall
gentleman and wore a° Van Dyke
beard. We had our son with us that
day and knowing thalt we were bakers
he suggested to our son that going
home he exceed the speed limit and
get sent down, and that he would
then teach him the baking business.
Later T’;}khe was paroled from Guelph
and w still having to report 0
the police regularly, enjoyed his free-
dom. He changed his name to that of
Francis V. Cuthbert and conducted &
small place of business on Yonge Bl
Former friends who called to see him
were never recognized and he always
clatmed that he had never seen Lhem
before. He walked with the ald of a
cane and wore a monocle, Burely a
strange story but worth recording.
L - L

We are concluding our articles upon
the subjeot of bread by using a poem
that was written by Milss Edna Jac-
ques formerly of Vancouver but who
is now Hving in Toronto. This poem
first appeared In The Vancouver Pro-
vince and the title is “A Loaf of
Bread.” S

A lonely field set wide to sun and sky,

Brown furrows turpned in crumbling
rows Lo dry, )

A hundred dawns to blaze above Lhe
land,

Staunch hearts to love the s0il
understand.

The high black night set with a mlil-
llon stars.

The call of cattle at the milking .

The scud of rain above the st
wheat.

The guavering waves of

noonday heat.

High winds that bear their clouds of
cho dust,

New virgin soil to feed its greedy lust,

A hundred odors woven in the air,

breathliess

The raited so0il, the stubble brown and

Old farmhouse kitchens warm with
firelight, :
And swaying lanterns yellow in the
night,
Oidd threshing crews and teams about
" the yard,

Frost iIn the momdng, glittering white
and hard.

The &mh of wagons on the fropen
T '
The horses straining with their golden

The whining cry' of
storm.

It lsn't only loaves of snowy bread,

It's life and death and bolood and
m umtmd“l

A hundred fallures, sweat and toll
end peain. .

Seed times and harvest, sun and wind
and raln.

Omnly a3 loaf of bread baked white and
sweet,

Bet in a bakeshop window by the
sireet,

Holding within its crust the golden

span, 3
Of all the struggles in the life of man.
. L ] L

The Fergus News-Record has been
publishing some old-time pictures,
during the last few months, and &s
we happen (o a Fergus Old Boy
they are quite int ting to us. Re-
cently Hugh Templin, who, by the
wey |s the editor of the News-Hecord
published a lacrosse group picturce tak-
en at Toronto around 1802. The fol-

same pleture, this time glving the
nitmes of many of the faces ahowm in
the .old . We wish that Hugh
would putlish it once more and give
the nick-names this time and perhaps
a shart story of how those nickneames
were given the owner. We rather likbe
nick names and they so often give us
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“WE
girl broadcas
and the Empire.

ow, everyone of us, that in the end all will be well” Iast Octobdr,
ese - words to the poaary
The speaker was the Princess Ells abeth, heir to the British throne. Her listeenrs were ..

British children

[ ] 4
English achool
homes In Americs -

a l4-year-okd
who had been sent to tem

the children shown here, and many more who have no doubt in their brave young hearts thet “in the

end all will be well”.

And in the meantime, while mothers and fathers and frlends preserve their shin-

ing hour at home, North America's young war guests are gaining in health, experlence and ifearning, and
forming a valuable link between those who fight In Britain to save democracy and those who are supply-

ing the .tools,
casta of "Children

The happy scenes presented in the CBC's plctures represent moments io recent broad-
Home." From the clities of Canada, once each month, the COBC carries the

volces of British chlldren to their parents in Britaln,

ther some pies with his little wagon
and he was to Lake tham to the church
o be used AL a luncheon in the church
basement that afterncon. The church
was next door to the school and the

1
[ |

!

|

lad took one of the ples o school with
him. Noi. a very serious offence and
yet to this day that young man Is
sl know as “Pie.” This all happen-
ed over thirty yvears ago and even yet

aoal thatl young man often gels mail ad-

dressed to him as Pie, the writer ap-
parently thinking it his correct name.

HALTON GARAGE OPERATOR'S
ASSOCIATION ACTIVITIES

Now and greater centhusiasm Is
sweeping through the Halton Branch
of the Ontarlo Garage Operators' As-
soclation to & much greater degree
than at any tdme in its history. This
was shown by the attendance at the
May meeting held Thursday evening,

‘May 1st, in the Farmers Hall at Mil-
ton

It 1s inspiring to the officers to have
such a4 good attendance and so many
members take an actlve part in the
work. The President Mr. J. L. Mc-
Kindley presided. The secretary re-
ported several items of business [rom
Provincial Council, while a large am-
ount of correspondence was read and
reported on. A general business per-
lod and discussion J{ollowexi and in-
tense interest was displayed by all the
members in the proceedings.

The blg event of the evening was
the educational part of the pDrOgram
provided by the Raybestos Brake Lin-
ing Co. Itd., represented by Mr. W. H.
MoCartney who gave a very instruoct-

servicing of brakes. and also explained
In great detail brake trouble and how
to best overcome it, which prum
plenty of food for thought. A

half hour at the close brought one
more ‘evening to & very happy ending.

—

Okleshoma man started collecting
pencils because his wife was always
losing hers, and now he has more than
2,000 pencils, no two allke, except,
perhaps that none of them are sharp.
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ICE ICE ICE

Phone 84 r 13 for Ice Service and get more for

your money

DELIVERY ANYWHERE IN TOWN AND
NEARBY VILLAGES

A Complete Line of

FROST WIRE. FENCES

and Supplies Always on Hand.

C. E. SMITH

Stewarttown -

_ Mark Every Grave

Manufacturers of Distinctive Monuments, Cemetery
Lettering ,Cﬂﬂﬂpﬂﬁﬂm

No Agenis to Bother You., No Baleamen's Commissions to pay. -
Designs Submdtted.

— Large Assortment in. Stock —
BUY Direct From Us

Oakville Monument Works
18 COLBORNE ST. W. (On Highway) OAKVILLE

A card or leiier will bring our service to your door.

Roofing.

-

| Brantford Reofing -

WITHSTANDS
TIME aAnp WEATHER

permanence along with weather-
proof and fire-resistant features
to give you outstanding value in
Brantford Roofs. Assure yourself
of safety. and comfort by
-~ ing Brantford Roofing.

The ,Gaorgpmvm I.:lmber Co., Ltd. ‘ _' ‘
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@ Thirtysix years of satisfactory
service inour varied climate
proves the quality of Brantford
By using the finest
materials, skilled craftsmen have
combined qualities of beauty and

* Brantford Roofing Company, Limiled
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