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Again Michel hesitated.
"Now-biue. Take your time." A

note of mingied reassurance and per-
plexity souxxded ini the Scotchman's
tones. When at iast he rose from bis
chair, he laid bis baud kindly upon
the applicant's shoulder.

"My dear young man," be said with
sympatby, "did you know before that
you are coiour-blind ?"

Michel passed bis hauds in bewil-
dermeut over bis fine eyes, bis mouth
set with a strange sternness. What
caiaanitous fact was this? What
hîdeous deformity.

"Yes, it is most unfortunate, when
you are so welI equîpped in other
ways, but 1 rfind that you cannot dis-
tinguish the colours at ail. You chose
brown for green, pink for blue - ini
fact you never once chose the colour
fe whicb I asked. You must sce
how important this is in the lii e of a
railro-ad man-the mistake in a signal
liglit might mnean the death of hun-
dreda of people or the loss of many
dollars. We have to be xnost par-
ticular in this and 1 arn sorry."

Michei's head sank upon bis breast;
bis cap slipped to the floor froni inert
finzers. Lt was a terrible revelation.

I'm honestiy sorry that 1 can't help
you out. You understand, don't you?
Ai-d now, good-bye and good iuck."

As he returned aiong the familiar
path Ieading through the sugar-bush

Mhel's heart gave a sudden throb
of gladness. It was almost dark and
the distant lowing of cattie, the bleat-
ing of sheep, and the faint singing of
frogs at the river's edge, sounded
wondrously sweet to his ears. For a
*moment he stood at the gap survey-
ing the farniliar notice, "Un traverse
du chemin de fer," and as he iooked
it was as if he were bidding a iast
fareweii to the road and the dead
dreamn of his youth. Yet, straTgeiy
enough, his regret was quietly dis-
passionate.

Slowly lie stole through the per-
fumed garden and for a moment
stood in the trellised porcli with its
weaith of trailîng honcysuckie. With-
in ail was stili but by the fading light
he could see bis mother and falther
sitting together at the open doorway.
Honore's rotigh hand held that of bis
wife as they looked out upon the neat
garden froni which ail pleasure had
vanished in a day.

F 0, Now-and Thel&ne«EARS ago when none of us knew
better we took our wheat to the

villagemiii and our good friend the miller
ground it for us the best he could.

It wasn't his fault if our wheat was mostly
grits or if it was frosted or smutty. He did the
best he could with the materials we gave hlm

and the facilities he had for grinding.
The making of flour to-day is flot a mers

grinding process . The great Ogilvie Plour
Milis of to-day are a vast commercial enterprise
extending from ocean, to ocean.
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