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twelve miles away. Il was a splendid
equipage, laking il big and large, and
more than one neiglibor i b yod
buggy, or dilapidated buckboard'-turned
bý star. after tle handsome rubber-lired
vebicle, -the glossy baya with Iheir nickel-
plated barness, and tle no less striking
occupants of the rig. N

But five- miles froni home, on a louely
slretch of road some freak of destily
sent an old yeilow sheel of newspaper
careening acrostle palli of the spiriîed
teain, and bliey bolted.

A alitary pedestrian in 'store cloîhes"
was walking moodily along the grama-
atrip braif a mile further on., His head
was lent, bis greal browu bandas "ped
behind bis'bick. Suddenly lie heard
hoofbeats-swmift, mad"Ithud-bhuddin<'in
the rear-and ltUrning, beleld a runaway
boum, with foam-spattered inanes, wiI a
pale-faced, golden-haired girl standing up
in thebuggy and sawing desperately on
the remüs, and John Ward (for il was
none other) darLed outinmb the roadway.

Up wenb one muscular arm and caught
tliq bit-rein of the foremo§t bay, whicl
dragged bib on for half a dozenstagger-

ing paces, but with a mighty jerk the Two weeks passed, and thon one morn-
young man succeeded in halling the beasta ing as John Ward came out of the village
and Ilien- wlh a gentie' hand he stroke post office 'he met bis friend, BilY Wig-.
the neck cf'the animal nearest hiiii and--gtt, sergeent of the Mounted Police.
began to speak soft words int her fright- Billy drew hum back mt the littie build-
ened ear. ing and souglit a quiet corner. Thon he

After a moment he turned b I he thor- began to, speak ni low, oxcited tones.
oughly terrified girl croucbing on the seat. John rode home with knitted brows.
Ris own face was no less white. Once or bwice h. jerked bis hors. te a

"iAre you hurts" he asked, and bis slahdstii ini the road and sat silenbly
voice trembled. pondering upon wbat iily had just told

"No John. Oh Johin-lhank God you him.
came! Oh-", "If ib's true-that ahe's 'engaged to

"iAre you hurt?" h. repeated. oi, i muttered, "1'il ho the last one
« "Nov no, John! But they nearly pulled teplce a~ stumbhîng-block i ber way.

the wrisoff me. I-" But, my ,God! If that other piece of newu
"Are you ail alone? Was your father is true, too), 1 ought te-but no, I oen'tl

thrown out? Where-" Someone else wiil have te do it."
'<No-I-that la, Mr. Fitzherbert was It was plain that h. was puzsled as te

wilh me."bi proper course. With a=t oye ho
"Where is he?"p gased out across the yellow whoat that
"He--junrped." lay bmeiglike agolden sea in the
"Juxnped?" heat ft $Jl un. There waa whoat,
"'Y-yes, a litle way back." wbeat wherever the eye restod. Tho
John said no more. Quiebly ho climbed grain was almost ready toecut. A week

in beside the girl and took the Unes from orso more of this ripening weathor and
ber trembllng bands. 1He drove ber home, barring ail accidents, the farinera oU bis
by another route. district would have good cause for re-

ept ihto th. bronze of bis cheek. The
thal held the knife clenched sud-.

<leni cily dude, tbat liltle aawed-
off bamered-down tbbmgunrixybob was
Off? toput bis arm &round-

"14ehas boxwilhh li," continued the
. l, "Is only a s8Wi deal box, but'

ffl ,pthere's aomebbing valuable in it.
lie woldnl leave it at 1h. station for
the men té bring up wilh bis trunk, so
.ocarred il home on his knees in the
bko.* It was very heavy. H1e made aszuhfusa over il as thougl iti contained
mmt0dgoldi"* " h cit probably did. How do you
know ho isn'l an eacaping bank-eler-"

-4"Or-a Icrook of some kinid. I was read-
ing in th. paper about a feilow who rob-
bed a -paymaster's car-"

"ijohn! How horrid of you! You're-
* ou're awfully gluni this evenmng. You
dont Seem a bit interested in anything.
Wbal are you thinking about to put Ihal
scowl on your face?"

John closed and pocketed bis knife and
tbrew away the switch. Then he pulled
is bat down over bis eyes.

"1I'm tbinking of my wheat," he said.
"Wheéat!")
Rosemary put a great deal of scorn i

the-word.
."«Yes-wheal, repealed John. "Il

means-oh ypu don't know whal il means
to me-"

"Wlieat! How practical and unroman-
tic and-and slupid! Wheat! Mr. Fitz-
herbert talks of poelry and grand opera
and-and love."

Rosemary alnrost whispered the final
word. Then, receivig no comihent from
her compamion sIc gave' a short laugli and
tarled home. John remained standing

wbere she lef t hlm, bis eyes, folowing 1he
sinall figure i Pink gingham until the
wisperiug corn swailowed il Up.

'<Bye-bye, sulky old John!" called back
a clear voice. But John did not deigu a
reply. Instead h. turned on bis heel and
made ail speed i the opposite direction.
Once he stopped and looked back te
where a falut light could b. seen, emaniat-
ing from the Carr home. His strong
bands clenched and bis mouth sel inia
straight lhue. 1

"'Talked te bher about love eh?" h.
muttered. "ll-l'il alk te Uimabout
love, I will!l 'il smash tle felloW2s head
if I ever gel within arm's rendh of hil"

The nexl evening Rosemary did not
appear aItIthrysbing-place, nor lbe next.
Then John, stung by lier indifference, and
filled witî seelbing resentment aI lh.
implied comparison in lier last conversa-
tion, belween himself and the newcomer
also qvoided tLw spot where lhey had had
so many slolen meetings.

The twôù homesteads, lying as they did,
ide by side, were yel quite unlike in

many respects. Carr's quarter-section
lad been workedfor fifleeni years and was
welfertilized and linproved. Ilivar-
iably gave the besl returng, for the labor
expended.' Carr owned good barns and
bis 'home was lhe best i the district.
But tle adjacent farm had bel.pnged te &
succession of thriftless and shîltless own-
ers. The story of a ghost-hatftited,4h'aRk
on tbjs land had deterred several would-
le purclasers, and for some. years tle
farm 1ýad lain idle.F

TIent John Ward had taken il up.
And, fromn the momenthtllis plow
turned the first sod of tle firsl furrowp
good luck seemed only waiting round the
corner 10 meel and embrace lim. The
supposedly-liaunted cablu was turned luto
a machinery shed, and tle optimistid
young fellow erected a modesl f raine
bouse and sent for bis mother to come

from the east. That was four years ago.
The place had* immediately taken on a
degree of prosperity quite foreigu te il.
But the Wards had been hailed ouI
twice, and in lbe autumu of tle ihird
year the old lady had died. Thus lad
young Ward and success eluded each
other.

But John clung to the forlorn hope that
a fresh start and a successful year would
mnake up for two "bad" years and an
accumulation of macbinery debts. And
there wvas Rosemary!

So like the tenacious young Canuck le
was, lie had squared lis shoulders,, and
set his liand once more 10 the plow, re-
fusing to recognize failure, or admit de-
feat.

On thie followig Sunday aflernoon
Rosemary, liaving coaxed lier testy but
indulgent father to allow her to drive the
bjy team, she and the entertaining

boade st uIto+ terfor church.
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Underwear-
TEE STANDARD 0F EXCELLNCE

Slip into-a suit of Penman*
and you will be satisfied-
because material, style and
workmanship make Penmans
the labt word in Underwear.'

Penmans, Llmited,


