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The Orchards of Amethyst His
By Blanche Gertrude Robbins

HA.DOWS reflectiug the purpie glirn.Smer of ametbyst studded Blornidon,
Sfecli across the green carpeted ave-

nues of the orchards.
The girl, rarnbling in the shade, threw1

back the Leghorn bat with its -%vealth ofi
rosebuds, baring bier browu head. She
paused in a second's listening attitude
as a man's step sounded on the biliside.
Miechief flickered in the blue eyes as
with light step, Betty Allison darted to
hidiug lu shelter of the Ben Davis.

The man, taîl and muscular, swung
tbrougb the orchard avenue with ener-
getic stride. The rniricing cali of the
bluebird arrested hie stepe. He paused
and answered tbe cail, perplexity in hie
face as be peered tbrougb the dense
foliage. Then mornentary silence and
girlish laugbter as Betty Allison slipped
from bler retreat. 'Thilip! Stupid Boy!"
she pouted prettily, as the man caught
the lithe figure and held bier close.

His hand careesed the browu hair witb
its golden lustre as with unwonted
seriousness lie reproacbed ber: "Always
playing, Betty, girl. Don't suppose you'Il
ever grow up. Doesu't tbe turmoil of
the sad old world's truggles ever in.
press you ?" lie questioned, seriones
lending depth to bis grey eye.

The girl started and witbdrew bier
arm. "Wbhat do you meait? Why are
you so scrions and cold and barsh to-
night T" she questioned, the strangenes
of bis mood imparted in the very cares
lie gave bier.

'II do not ixtend to be cold or bars ,"hie answered quickly, "but tbe-agany of
the warring world je puleing in rn,ýown
soul to-nigbt. I bave dallied ,long
enough. Betty, yoiu and I muet cease
child's play. Our if e work should begin.
Yes, I've volunteered for active service
and been accepted. I shall take advan-
tage of the officers' short course in
training. Perbaps before many weeks I
shall be journeying averseas-"9

"But tbe orcbarde," interrupted the
girl, bier cheek whitened with the shock
of the man's message. "Surely you
bave a duty to perforrn bere. It is good
work that you. do for your country-
giving thein fruit, perfect and plentiful.
If you go' away I shahl be lonesome and
duli. There wvill be no one to give me
good tirnes. Have you not thought how
monotonous it will be for meT"

The man started and the girl won-
dered if ebe only fancied that hie winced.
His voice was unnaturally barsh as bie
answered: "The valley le well eupplied
witb fruit growers. There are men who,
physically iinfit, can stay at borne and
look after the crops. If that je aIl you
care to get out of life, Betty-just
living for good tirnes, perhaps it je best
I should go away. I've bad a vision of.
hf e Worth while-service and true man-
hood. There are wornen who have bad
this vision of wvoran'e duty, to tbtir
Empire. The vorn of France have
been the inspiration of the nation. 1
'regret that this purpose of mine should
estrange us-that you are incapable of
understanding-"1

."You mean tbat you would ike our
engagement broken ?" îthe girl,_interrup-
ted coldly.

"No, Heavens! no. Not that," replied
Philip, "stili I have not the riglit to hold
YOU to your promise. You will scarcely.
lie happy, for I muet throw myself
wholeheartedly into the lighit. Play
hour ie over for me. You, who have bad
1no vision and are not hlessed witb a
great throhbing intcrest, iih need
gaicty. I bave no right to withbold
Your freeclom. As you wish." 1

flarkncss had fallen and in the silence
tlle gil1 shivered. Through theic urtain
Of orvliard foliage, she caugyht a glimpse
()f stars shining-a silver linitîg to the
dlarkened chouds. Anger stirred ber
beart. Her happiness had l ipon i nored
in Philip Steadman's rpp.[otiU to the
Einpire's call. But thero were other
Men:. Aiderbot 'Samp-offly a few
miles distant-teemed %vith officers who
werc eager to nmeet lher. 'lhez-e diould
provide hier with an abunçlanco of life
anid merrirent-the good timnes h eir

beýi::g ever craved.
"Vou are riglit," she spoke -learly,

(!Lliberately. "I do not reacli thip -i-
t'l'i of -voî:r ambition. TTnneieforfli

there ivill be little in cammon between
ue. It je better that we understand each
ather before you go. To-nigbt, I doubt
whetber we ever really loved. We bave
been juet bappy childreu playing ta-
gether. Take this and do not give me

and my little frivolities further thougbt.
1 shahl find plenty in if e ta keep me
merry. Don't tbink I shahl entertain
sorrow and care until they are thruet
upon me."

The girl slipped the ring tram ber
finger juta, the man's haid . Haîf bit-
terly he clenched, bis fingers on the
golden cirele. Hie voice was husky as
he tried ta, find worde to express the
turmoil of bis mind:

"God forbid Ithat I should be the man

.to burden your young life wlth uorrow.
You are right, we have been children
dreamily playing. But I arn aroused.
Play and nonsense no longer appeal to
me. If you should ever regret this etep
you will let me know. Shall I waglk
home with you?"

The girl shook ber head. "The path
is bright with starlight. 'We have
played together most often in the orch-
ards. This old Ben Davis tree has been
our tryeting place. Let our parting b.
here aloo."

The man would have taken the girl's
band and kissed the fingers in Iriendli-
ness, but irnpulsively snatching away
ber armn, Betty Allison «fied down the
orchard avenue to the path that led ta,
ber grandfather's orchard.
baCayse she had known this home. Asbbes, Betty and Phiip had played

together. Girlhood and boyhoodt, and

then at the beglnnlng of womanhood
and manhood came the plighting of their
troth.1

The wealth of Betty Allison'a granal-
father providea iberally for her. Ser-
vante cared for the home and gave her
freedom to indulge in the social activi-
ties of neighboring towns.

Amethyst Hilîs-so called because of
the purple igbt ever shining on them-
bad corne as an inheritance ta Philip
Steadman. It had pleased hie anoestors
ta fancy that the purpie lights were the
refiection of the amethyst atones glearn-
ing in the rocks of Cape Blomidon, a
northeru sbadow ta the hilîs.

Proudly Philip *Steadman superin.
tended the pruning and barve i ofhis
hill with justpride. -But the gof
this vast archard was not hie achieve-
ment. He f ollowed In the wake of hie
father..

SIX Fifty Horse Power $ 1450
* Seven - Passenger

F ROM the extreme simplicity of itspowerful motor down to the per-
fection attained in the construction

of its famous full-floating rear axie, you
cannot help but a ppreciate the u nrival-
led value that $1 ,450 buys in the Series
17 Studebaker SIX.

"Made in Canada" by experts who have de-
signed and built it with a complete knowledge
of wbat a car needs to give service and satis-
faction on the rough, heavy roads and steep
his of Canada. This Studebaker SIX proves
the fallacy of paying hundreds of dollars more
in order to obtain such power, roonuness and
fine appearance.

The Studebaker SIX is the largest car on the market
at ite - price, or within hundreds af dollars of its price.
It seate seven passengere in corfort-and seven f ull-
rown eoleto.Upholstered throughout in genuine

atracurled hair-your money cannot buy better
quahity.

The moet expeneive types of springe and rear axile are
used in the construction of this SIX-giving a maximum
of cornfort and safety under every riding 6ndition.
Big ample brakes and simple contrais, easi ly kccessible,
make this an ideal car for the woman driver.

Dignity and distinction mark the limes
of the Studebaker SIX--and a body
finish put on by 25 separate paint and
varnish operations makes it stand out
from the hundreds of cars that you
puss on the boulevard.

Studebaker leads' ail other manufacturer.- in
the production of fine cars at a medium price
--and it je this tremendous production that
makes it possible for Studebak.er to offer -thiu
seven-passenger, six. cylinder car at à prioe
that is hundreds;of dollars lower than other
cars that give s much.

We urge you to see ihis wonderful Studebaker
SIX now. Inspect it from "stemn to sitern"-
and let the salesman give you a thorough
demonstration, that will t4ke you over the
rough' roads and up the steep hil, ini fact
everywhere you choose.

Put the Series 17 Studebaker SIX to any test-and
watch how it reeponds ta every cea of the driver.
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