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SKIPPER

But here there were no ploughs, n^r
hay-carts, nor mowing-macliines. There
were many heavy wagons, it was true,
but these were all drawn by stocky Pcr-
cherons and big Western grays or stout
Canada blacks who seemed fully equal to
the task.

Also there were carriages—my, what
shiny carriages I And what smart, sleek-
looking horses drew them I And how
high they did hold their heads anti how
they did throw their feet about—just as
if they were dancing on eggs.

"Proud, stuck-up things," thought
Skipper.

It was clear that none of this work was
for him. Early on the first morning of
his service men in brass-buttoned blue
coats cam i to the stable to feed and rub
down the horses. Skipper's man had two
names. One was Officer Martin; at
least that was the one to which he an-
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