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As i-ost of our readers know, the resuits of thc Short Story Competition

have already been annotflce(l. It but remnains 10 uis tu congratullate iss Me-

i achlan on wînning the prize offered l)y P rof. Grant. We have equal pleasure

in c0ongratulating Miss Niacallunii, who came in suha gro<l second and received

honourable mention. Wc are sure iliat readers of the journal Suipplement will

thoroughly enjoy both the 1 rize-wininlg .story, "1,liirighit 1Pottage,' andl "Little

A sdoor."

Birthright Pottage.
E NDFsaui said to Jacob: - eed nie, 1 pray thce, withi that sanie red pottage;

NDfor 1 amn faint: therefore was lus nalne called Edom.'

"And Jacob said: Sell nie this day thy hiî1-thiriglit.'

"And Esau said: Behold i arn at the point b (lie and what profit shall this

i irîhright do to me?'
They rode across the prairie, the unhirokeli, hoiseless prairie, and the

gophers scuttle(l ilit( their holes, au(l the badger stiuek a villainus hlead up, and

then (lisappeared. Away to the left a coyote slunk iinsolently off. And they

rodle quick, and fast, chiased the coyote. and lauighed with the joy of life, and rode.

Ail the afternoon they liad riîdden, thieir last (lay together,-a (lay given

by the gods. Its sweetness, and fresh frosty tang entered thieir veins, and made

the blood bound, and the eye brighiten, the lips curve, and the throat thrulst ont

dleep, low, laughter. The great, botnndless p)rairie hield thein with wvide, quiet,
kindly sympathy.

They talked of next year. Was shie comning back? No. Well l)erhaps she

would have a sehool near tliis one? Perhaps. They 51)oke of the kiddies in the

school, the funny things they said, of thie dance the nlighit before, wondered why

Molly wasn't there, of the last snapshots they liad takeni, of how terribly slue

niight have been hurt the (Iay Doll, the littie 1)r<)fcli(, hia( "l)ile(l' lier.

Then they passed Dinton's ranch bouse, and lie 101(1 her bow Buck Dinton

had taken his life two years ago. Those liard years lîad strained hîs nierve to

the breaking point, and lie haci funked, and gone out of life like a coward,
leaving bis wife to face it alone.

Shades of meaning entered. and life was glad. and young, and possible.
But Isa fought against the lure of it ail; the prairie, with its promises, for she


