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ment’s consideration showed him that
he could not stand this till twelve. He
rested a few minutes then started again,
stiff and sore. At half past ten he was
so far gone that he was about to tell
Turner that he thought it was no use to
try to continue when he saw the boss
waving to him from the binder. °

“Go to the house,” said Turner,” and
finish cleaning the stable as you saw me
doing when we were called to breakfast.
Then put down hay for the horses, pump
some water into¥the trough for them,
and go to the house and see if Mrs.
Turner wants anything; wood or water,
or something from the garden. You
looked fagged out,” he added kindly,
“it’s hard work at first gnd you ate very
little breakfast. You have to learn to
eat,” he laughed, “if you are to stand
this pace.” _

Frank went in feeling like & man set
amongst boys.as unfit for a man’s place,

\ but he did the work asked of him, and

carried water and wood for Mrs. Turner
as well as digging some potatoes and
picking beans and peas for to-morrow’s

dinner.

“You look hungry;”’ said Mrs. Turner
offering him a hot biscuit.

Though he was faint with the smell
of the good baking and the hot dinner
he quietly refused the biscuit, shame
rising to his soul as he thought of being
offered a “piece”’ like a child. = Mrs.
Turner looked at him curiously.

“You're not used to the ways of
farmers,” she said. ‘Neither was I when
I came here. "I was the teacher in that

the water fr(_ni\ that drinking jug over
your, face. You must have fainted from
the heat.” )

Frank was again ashagmed, but in a

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY
different manner. He guessed this was
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Turner. And he felt the shame of his ='z
\l:eaknes}f more than ever; he did not % I AINTS &VAR”/SES CoveR
now why. v
“Shall I help you to the house?”’ she . ‘ -‘r b
asked. i
“Oh, no! I'm all right,” he said hurriedly
and started to work again as hard as ever.

She watched him a while curiously and Gel the varniSh thal is made
then mov off. Fran is e ’
field, goinge((i)n h?s ngi‘t all({)nef,inanl(]i ttltlo ‘ lo do Whal you wmt i‘ to d“o

the barley 1n time to help Turner unhitch.
Turner handed him the lines to drive in,
and he felt the big straps that guided the
four huge animals like strong ropes in his
hands. Unhitching was not so mysterious
as the hitching up of the morning, and
Frank began to see the plan of the matter.
The rest of that wheat field stood till

~ %
g~
all but it waﬁ cut},l and was stilll }ooking / é/ }
‘green enough when Turner left one // )
afternoon for town after anxiously men- ////,./’4 8.2

tioning the full moon and danger of

ot vtgﬁfie?ﬁt'tﬁg“s;&% I;?g\lfp:?stiﬁgg : MAR-NOT, For Floors. Made for floors — to be walked

in so practical a man. on and danced on, if you like—to have water spilled on
At supper Mrs. Turner was plainly it, and furniture dragged over it. MAR-NOT is tough,

worried. . . ' durable, absolutely waterproof. Dries in 8 hours, ru
“It looks like frost to-night,” she to a dull finish, pale in color, particularly desirable for

said. “Jim had to go to see father fine hard d L)

who has been taken with a paralytic e hardwood 1ioors.

stroke again. If he were home I behéve SCAR-NOT, For Furniture and Woodwork, has been

!}“{d Rbark ko etk thau:d“';‘ﬁat ﬁge" supper. the means of converting thousands of women to the idea
16 horses are Tes ST An of protection in the home. They use SCAR-WOT to °

make their furniture fresh and bright. Even boiling -

Canadians in a village that has been heavily bombarded.

little school down the road before I
married Jim,” she added.

A few minutes talk brought out the
fact that she came from Toronto also,
and in the conversation Frank’s hand
went out,almost involuntarily for the
hot biscuit. Both of them laughed.

To his surprise Frank found that he
felt strong and able again after noon, and
he went at the sheaves with his whole
strength. At three o’clock Turner swung
suddenly from the grain with his horses
and binder. “I’m going over to cut that
barley,” he said, pointing with his whip
to a yellow field across the farm. “The
centre of this wheat is a little green. I,i"'
vou finish here vou can come over there.

Finish here!” Frank struggled like a
hero for what seemed hours, and the
rows of sheaves looked as endless as ever.
He ran from row to row almost frantically
though his sinews were aching and his
head now almost bursting. He had to
stop and lean on a stook twice; then his
nose began to bleed and he knew he was
“played out.”  He got the blood stopped,
felt better and started to work again,
when leaning 6n a stook for a minute_he
suddenly felt it grow dark all around him.

The next he knew was the feel of cold
water on his face and the sight of what
he first took to be an angel looking down
on him. He started up quickly.

“Better?” said the angel, with a smile.

“Yes,” he said, ‘“‘what happened to
me?”’

“That I don’tfknow,” said the presence.
“I saw you lying all crumpled up beside
that stook .as I came home from the
-chool.  So I raised your head and poured

water does not injure this varnish.

REXPAR, For outside work—doors, etc.—it is absolutely
waterproof and will not turn white no matter how long
expos

The Sherwin-Williams dealer in your neighborhood has the
right varnish for your purpose. Ask him. Ask also about FLAT-TONE,

> the oil paint for walls and ceilings — 24 beautiful
_ shades, that will not crack or rub off, and may be
washed with soap and water.

Color schemes and suggestions for any part of your
building furnished by expert decorators, free upon
cation, and without any obligation.

Send forbook—“The A.B.C.of Home Painting”.
Mailed free on request.

THE SHERWIN-WILLIANS CO., Suiéo™

897, Centre St., Montreal, Que,
110 Sutherland Ave., Winnipeg, Man. 10
Paint, Varalsh aad Color Makere. Lingoed 0/l Crushere,

it will be bright moonliiht, one could
cut till midnight and perhaps finish the
field.”

“I will try it,” said Frank. “I have
made a fool of trying it when Mr. Turner
got me up on the binder sometimes, but
I can do my best anywar."

Hitching up was no longer a mystery.
Mrs Turner {:)oked over the rig-out and
thought it was done right enough; then
she had to return to her babies and let
him start alone for the field.

Then the trouble started. Some-
thing was wrong with the hitching up
of the binder, and Frank could not see
what it was. He got nervous and lost
confidence. ~ Starting into the grain with-
out throwing in the gear, he clogged the
knives and had to cleix]n t-hemtmzllzl again;
then forgetting to throw ou e gear : . T k

rorki t the knives, he ver 2 why she buys “0.K.” apples.
ety gt his. f i o A 7 She knows she won’t find any worms

nearly got his fingers cut off when one . : 3
horse mgoved forward a little and started | E / or scabby apples in a box bearing the
N label of

the machinery. Finally he go(ti stlaatrtedi
forgot to dump the carrier and cloggec
the knotter; got the lines tangled in the OKAN AGAN UNITED GROWERS, LIMITED
reel and nearly had a runaway; went on VERNON, B.C.
Only clean, well ripened apples are packed by a co-
operative organization of 1,400 growers, employing 280

fairly well for a piece, and found he had
people, who work in 37 packing houses and offices.

W hen

Mother

Peels
Apples

’a - / Z= she likes apples
% that are good’
\_: . all the way through. That’s

no twing in the holder and was throwing
out unbound sheaves; finall, in turning
the corner he landed ‘the machine right

into the wheat, where all four horses
lsltla(;ted] to feed from the heads within WRAPPED APPLES KEEP
reach. ) LONGER

\ ™

Then he heard a laugh behind him,
stopped as if by a hand over the mouth.
It was Her of course; who could it be
to be worse? " ' o . ="

“Here,”’ she sg re me those hnes \. .. )
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