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by "0euvre the return trip.
g, & but one of the reins and no

}had a little leisure.
light Saving it was stlll an hour from

Well,” he suggested timidly, “can’t I
help you milk those cows?”

“No!” she snapped. “You wouldn’t
knOW how. If youve done the chores

Yowd petter mind the children. ik

The two young Huokwells were in-
to a terrible tantrum at the chip-hill.

“Oh, no thanks!” he replied to him-
Self. “r'q pe very: unpopular because
d be gadding them both. Me for
he roaq1”

- He strolled to his room, not without
S0me compunction. He had really

. Wanted to help milk. “She had refused
im There was nothing.in his con- .

‘*ct about bemg a nurse. Besides he
18d worked up till six-and done the
Chores after supper. It was time he
Thanks to day-

B“lldown

- So he togged himself up in his best,
as lever he would have dared to do

MI’ Hookwell had- been at home. .

<hen he came out Mrs. Hookwell
Was stin in the big barn milking. The

‘chlldl‘en were playing in the weod-
shed Feeling a bit danderish he went:

10 the drive-shed and took Mr. Hook-
Well's car, and went whizzing out
he lane, over to the village.
Here—as he expected he would—
® encountered a bevy of farm fresh-
ttog Whose tantalizing clack of laugh-
er and part songs he had been-hear-
g every evening for a week past.
Ot knowing one of these delightful
Teatures by name, Percy made the
100k wel] motor serve as an entree,
ad in short order he had four of
*m out for what even the college
faduate young lady with the polish-
d accent and the severe look agreed
a jeoy-ride.” :
ENCE it was near midnight wHen
Percy reached the farm—on foot.

hiS absorption over the farmerettes
e had not noticed that his gasoline

as running out. The motor was
“lleq on the roadside. By great good
'k Mrs. H. was abed. The house

S dark, The children were asleep.
a:l‘cy carried his battery lamp to
arch for the gasoline tank. He
Oung it not.. He perspired openly.
retlanmng in the drive-shed door he
t that every night-hawk was utter-
Is name. The geese wrangling in
arnyard all seemed to be saying,
hoercl’. yowre in for it now.” The
PSQS
Sallg, He had no desire to rouse Mrs.
?f’kWell. He feared the lady.
beaBy Jing!” he muttered, “I won’t be
You can’t stick a man like me.’
‘li,: crept to the stable where he
1 Iy harnessed the Tom horse and
eof) Im forth with a long trail rope
ked on the hames and a whiffletree
L from a wagon.
gaid OW you old gazabo, be quiet!” he
Wi as he mounted the Clyde.
y %h masterly tact he wheedled the

tvep Y beast past the house when -
50 'Y joint in both horse and harmess

o ed to advertise him like a tally-
- Megaphone.
Yoy %0 dunmo why, “but it’s all right,
ag Old gink1” he assured the animal
ofp ® got him to the road and set
,!ieadat 2 lumbering trot to find the

ty ,, Motor, which he carefully hitched

€ horse with the rope and then
back wondering how he should
Clearly

3 Bof how to convert it into a pair.
by - Sat in the car the horse would

i llre to go wandering off the road.

® rode the horse the car would
Sandering, He tried both. He

_the- village.
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discovered that he was right.

“Then I'll never get the bally thing
home this . way!” he - almost, wept.
“Why didn’t I fetch two horses and
drive ’em?”

This he was doing his best to ans-
wer when he detected a heavy pair
of boots trudging along the pike from
Tom, the Clyde, heard it

and at once set up a tremendous
whinny.

“Shut up, you donkey!” advised
Percy. “It’s- bad enough to be stuck

like this—to have you laughing at
me—without telling the whole neigh-
borhood about it. I hope he turns up
the side-road.”

But-the boots came steadily on and
on. Percy saw the bulk of the man;
looking like a giant. He trembled in

COURIER
his clothes. On and on—right up to
him:—

“What in the name o> Moses in the
bulrushes is this?’ boomed a big
voice.

Percy crouched beside the motor.

“Good Lord!” he gasped.

It was Hiram Hookwell  back from
Ottawa, “hoofing it,” as he said from
the station. ¢

“I—I was going to—"

Hookwell remained a mass of si-
lence.

“I—” Percy looked over the ridicu-
lous outfit and said the-most absurd
thing he could think of, because he
was hysterical.  “I was going to meet
you!” he gasped. “Yes, I knew you
wouldn’t feel like walking, and—"
Before he could finish his immortal
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joke, Mr. Hookwell grabbed him by
the collar and the trousers and landed
him on the horse.

“Now, sonny,” 'he advised,
ahead. I'll steer the car.”

And when long past one o’clock the
foolish caravan hove into the lane,
Mrs. Hookwell was at the door, all
the electric lights going.

“Here we be, Gertie,” said the boss.
“] found this young man stuck on
the road, without his tag. He was
joy-riding with the Farmerettes and
used up all the gasoline. Take him
in and put him to bed. We can’t fire

ugo

him, because there’s nobody else to
hire. But one of these days, young
man—"

What was the threat? Percy could
only imagine. He was yet to find out.
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