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Spﬁds and Experience

“I¢s in the hands of capable men,” corrected Trevor. ™ ‘There’s
no crookedness; it’s a misfortune.” .

Written for The Western Home Monthly by Elizabeth C. Hazellon

v EEMS to me this is the clear-
inghouse for all the kicks and
rumors of the—what shall 1
call it?—the Potatoe Syndi-
cate, eh,” remarked Herbert
Trevor, the Controller’s clerk. Toying
with a paper cutter, he .smilingly con-
templated the man who stood, papers in
hand, on the opposite side of his desk.

“As long as you keep that ‘second and
last call’ in plain sight you must expect
us to relieve our feelings,” rejoined John
Burgis, who side-stepped towards the
glass partition to peep through an open-
ing in the curtain, then slipped into
Comptroller Leighton’s office with his
per diem sheets.

Dipping his pen into the inkwell,
Trevor shook the .surplus ink on the
dark felt floor covering, but evinced no
inclination to resume his grapple with
“Cost of Living” statistics. Instead, he
gazed steadily through the glass panclled
door at the men, girls and desks in the
He saw none of

tliem, however.

For months Trevor had been so ab-
sorbed in the study of “back to the
land” literature, and the choice of a
homestead location, that mnothing else
seemed to him important. Although he
had never planted a seed nor a bulb, yet
he was determined that the following
spring he would start on a homestead
with his family and the fifteen hundred
dollars- he had saved. In fact, already
he had mentioned his plans to Comp-
troller Leighton, with whom he was on
a somewhat friendly footing, having
been the Comptroller’s office boy long
hefore he became his clerk. Comptroller
Leighton had recommended him to stay
with the company, and supported the
advice by information that a substantial
raise was scheduled for him in the
spring, and that promotion and further
salary increase would develop in time.

All that had looked quite ordinary to

Trevor compared with the prospect of
independence on a homestead, still he
.was careful never to mention to his wife
anything the Comptroller had said. No-
body took seriously Trevor’s homestead
idea. Comptroller Leighton expected he
would forget it; his wife, Edith Trevor,
hoped. he would, and his office comrades
especially “Farmer Durant” (so-
called because he owned and cultivated
three lots)—were sure he would. Refer-
ence to that “second and last call”
had set Trevor thinking. He glanced at
the calendar. October 10th! Yes, it was
time t$' think about potatoes. He re-
called the meeting of the office employees’
association on the evening of May 23rd.
Of course, the quarterly meeting of the
association should have been held early
in April, according to the by-laws. But
those meetings never had been called
regularly nor attended largely; the sub-
sidiary clubs seemed to capture the
interest. “ It had been a bumper meeting.
Lots of the girls there,"too. The general
manager had urged them to combat the
high cost of living by Taising potatoes.
Not only had he recognized the scarcity
of suitable land near the¢ city, but had
offered the association free use of the
corporation’s land—six acres beside the
race track and two acres adjoining the
suburban freight sheds. Further, he had
vuaranteed delivery of the potatoes at a
nominal rate.

Once more Trevor’s pen dipped into
the inkwell, and again the ink dashed
on to the floor. ‘How convincing had
been the blackboard figures by which
sharcholders were assured of two sacks
of potatoes for each share.

Trevor’s meditations halted, for into
hix office came a woman.  As the ac-
redited representative of Clifford Sey-
mour  Orphanage, she sailed into the
Comptroller’s sanctum and out again.
“l¢ hore away a donation frem the
“mptroller and a promise from the
“omptroller’s clerk.  The promise was
Impulse arising from thoughts of two

kiddies at ‘home, and was almost re-
gretted when the “cost of living” statis-
tics obtruded themselves. o
"Return to reverie was easy for Trevor.
What a scramble there had been for the
six hundred potatoe shares at one dollar!
Gripping his pen, the young man pressed
cach hand on the cdge of the desk and
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stiffened his back. He was more than
fortunate to have secured six shares.
Edith had commended his foresight.
The assessment notice caught his eye.
He drew it from undér the leather
corner of his desk blotter, and re-read
the last call for fifty cents per share on
his six shares, due on October 15th.

Trevor replaced the® notice content-
edly. Some of the boys were bringing
in disquieting reports. Nothing but
rumors. So, with a final dip and a final
shake, he concentrated on the “cost of
living” problem as applied to employees
of a transportation company.

“The shareholders are dubious about
the potatoe situation,” advised Ned

Palmer, strolling into Trevor's room one

‘;,):'n- Supez

morning to get stamps for
tendent’s office.

“Don’t worry, it’ll be all right; bdund
to,” Trevor checked off an imaginary hist,
“See—there’s elimination of wholesalers’
profits, retailers’ profits, taxes, over-
head expenses—and—" He leaned back,
and between bites at his penholder he
expressed himsclf confidently, “we’re
bound, simply bound, to come out the
way—"’

Fred Nowell, who was waiting to
show the Comptroller some drafted
,earnings and expenses, piped up “I
hope so,” whercupon Palmer twitted
him of being a big shareholder.

“Worse luck! I bought six shares,
then Jim Wright wanted to sell me his

= Continued ¢ Puge 18

§C aﬁongs

When Everything

is

To Be Especially Nice -

make sure that the “sweets” are
“DELECTO" Chocolates.
‘These are the finest of all G.B.
Chocolates—a delectable assort-
ment of rich choeolate coated
Cieams, Nuts, Fruits, Hard
Centers, Nugatines and
Marshmallows.
In %, 1, 2 and 5 pound boxes.

Gy

Ask for the “*DELECTO"’ Box.

Originated by

GANONG BROS., LIMITED

St. Stephen, N.B.

Makers for 50 years of Fine Chocolates

Chocolates

“"THE FINEST IN THE LAND"




