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“What's your last name ?"

‘“That’s all of it, first and last.”

It was a July day in South Da-
kota, and the wheat, a golden sea,il
rolled from sky-line to sky-line.!
James Svendson, a big man of
Norwegian blood, was glad to see
the boy. He had one hundred acres
of wheat ready for cutting and
labor was scarce.

“Come in! Come in!” he said.
“Supper’s near ready. 1T've caught
three tramps, and I locked 'em wup
at night. That's the only way I
can hol@¢ ’em until to-morrow’s
work. It's queer you have to jail
men to get a chance to pay ’'em
two dollars a day and good board.”

John Thomas had no baggage
except a bundle carried on a stick.
He had walked most of the miles
from Indiana, and was, as he said, '
“fying light.”” There was no work
at home, and he had decided to
come West and ‘“‘grow up with the
country.” He found a good deal of
country to grow up with. He had
made for a wheat-belt because he
knew work was to be had there.

The farmer's wife, with sleeves
rolled above her elbows and her
arins white with flour, came to the
door.

“Got another hand ?" she asked.
Svendson nodded.

“Come back here,” she said to
John Thomas. She led him through
the house to the kitchen.

“Supper won’t be done for hali
an hour,” she went on. “If you
can't wait, you can have one o
those pies.” He said he could wait.

“You. don't tell!” she exclaimed,
in wonder. “Well, you're the first

one that’s ever waited a minute:
after getting here. Lots of times:
they eat, and when I go out after|
an armful of wood and come back
they're gone. I can see 'em fifty
yards down the road. Most men
that come by here ain't airaid of
anything in the world except work.
You say ‘Work!’ to 'em right lond]
and sharp, and they jump as if you
had thrown-a plate at ’em.”
Pleased by her own humor, Mrs.
Svendson went on with the supper.
John Thomas found a little bench
and a tin basin, a bar of yellow |
soap and a clean roller-towel, and’
took off the dust. of travel. The|
three tramps, strangely clean,

sat |
with their backs against an out-
house and talked of things that had |
happened to them from Maine to
California. !

The supper was good, and the
farmer and his wife did not seem|
to notice the strangeness of their
company. For all appearances they
might have been a party of old
friends.

“Reaping  begins tomorrow,”
said Svendson, rising at last and
stretching his long arms. “Break-
fast at daylight. I don’t want to
have to come out and wake any-
body up, I might pick up a hoe-
handle on the way.”

The beds in g loft over the stable
were hard but smooth, and John
Thomas slept without a dream. He
was awake when the eastern sky
was tutning gray, and was prompt
at “breakfast. A kerosene lamp
burned in the centre of the table
One of the tramps was gone.

“There’s two of you left,” said
Svendson, looking hard at the re-
-maining wanderers. ‘‘That’s a good ]|
average, but 1 ought to have lock-
ed that door last night.”

The sun had just cleared the hori-
zon when they reached the golden
field where the grain-stalks stood
as solid as a wall. - The wheat-
heads made g level, beautiful floot,
which swayed slightly ~under. the

pressure of the breeze,
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ing hand. He saw 3 dark line mov-
ing upward slowly.
from one end of the horizon to the
other. e had never seen a storm-
cloud just lhike it, but he was not
uneasy. He thought that the farm-
er was alarmed because the cut
grain would be wet by rain.

“Going to have a shower, mav
be ?’’ he said.

Svendson scowled at him. “Show-!

er! Don’t you know what that is?
But of course you don't; you're a
tenderfoot! That’s grasshoppers!”

The boy was impressed somewhat
because he had read of the devasta-
tion sometimes caused by the pests
but he was still far from realizing
the import of the farmer's words.

“What'll they do?”’ he asked.

“Do?”’ Svendson shouted, furious-
ly tossing both arms up. “Do?
They'll eat up every living green
thing in a swath as wide as they
are. They won't leave a grain
of wheat in this field by night. To-
morrow there wont be a leaf in the
country. It's a whole year’s work
gone and I'm in debt!”

He took to crying, his breast
heaving hard-—and the tears made
white channels down his grimy
cheeks. The tramp stood by in
dull indifference. .

The line of cloud had now as-
sumed a light dun hne, and hid the
sky from up irom the earth-line.
Borne on the breeze the insects
were coming fast. It was a strange
scene, the ill assorted men, the
wide beautiful fruitful field the sun
of summer shining on it, and that
threatening, silent’ force of de-
struction bearing down on them
swift and terrible, relentless as
fate.

Once before the farmer had been
through a thing like this, and the
memory of it paralyzed him. He
did not even turn towards the
house, in which he knew his wife,
too was crying. He simply stood
and- waited for disaster to fall and
crush him.

This was horrible to John Thom-
as. He wanted to do something,

|to be moving, to fight. Supine in-'only desolation.
rertness did not belong to him, His |men looked at him from the doors

red hair and red brown eyes were
against it. He had a quick brain,
and it was working fast. Words
fell from him slowly:

“My mother—we had a big peach
orchard back in Indiana—father
was awav-—there was a big frost
coming that night to kill the
blooms—my -~ mother built fires
north of the trees, and the breeze
blew the heat through them—
everybody lost their peaches but us
Mosquitoes and gnats hate smoke,
maybe grasshoppers— Say,” turn-
excitedly to Svendson, “byild fires
along the edge of that field!”

“What for? ‘Twont do any
good!”’

“Fight them with smoke! Try
it! Try it!” :

He grasped the  farmer by the

arm and shook him. The horde of|
insects was plainly in sight now, a’

vast fog of them.

“All right!” said Svendson. fAll
right! But there aint anything to
it. You can't fight the plague of
Egvpt—the plague of Egypt.”
~ Fifty yards away was a big hay-
stack, fresh made. The boy assum-
ed commgnd instinctively, and led
the way to it. He knew just what
he wanted to do . '

The mep grasped great armfuls
of the bay, and returning to the
southern edge of the field piled it
up. Then they made another pile

on  the edge, fifty yards distant,
‘and another and another, and. so

on until there was a pile of hay as

high as a man’s head, and ten feet

through, for each fifty yards of
that hundred-acre field—fifteen piles
in all. They picked up water-buck-
efs and ran to the creek, and com-
ing back drenched the piles one af-
ter another. B B
Jt was: hard, desperate panting
itk to huild those piles along a
e of seven hundred yards, and
them, but '
‘at 5o

1 day 'i«n it

It stretched,

“kissed John Thomas with a red!

.| crept. under the floors like heaten

‘| the tinkling of little bits of hrass.

inot  see the sky for it, but they
could see the advance guard of the
iinsects darting through it. Then
they could see no more insects.

Svendson had his wagon and
horses by this time. He put a full
.barrel of water on the wagon, and
taking one of the tramps, ,went to
the stack and got a load of hay.
|Then he drove from pile to pile,
throwing off the wet hay; so the
great columns of smoke were kept
up.

Left to himself, John Thomas
saw a sight he will never forget. A
half mile to the southward the
wall of grasshoppers, glinting
white in the sunshine, rose at a
sharp angle. They went up until
they reached an altitude where the
smoke was thin, and passed on. A
mile to the northward the insects
sought and found their proper lev-
el. Some of them came down
through the smoke, but these were
few; not enough; in fact, to do any
damage that could be seen.

The flight lasted for two hours,
and during that time the farmer
and the tramps burned hay but
the wheat was saved. Mrs. Svens-
don had come to them and work-
ed hard, moaning now and then
about the fate of her orchard and |
~garden, and when it was over she|

face, and told him he muist never
leave them.

"“We've done enough for to-day,”
said Svendson, laughing heartily.
“‘We've beat the plague of Egypt.
We're the only folks that ever did

it. We'll ‘eat now.”
They went home and ate a cold

dinner. It was past two o’clock in
the afternoon. l

John Thomas horrowed a horse|
jand rode through the countryside. |
{Into his boyish mind came 3 know-
iledge of what the plague of locusts
jmeant to the agricultural people of|
ithe Nile Valley thousands of years|
'ago. He had passed on foot only
| yesterday down a road which ran
jbetween smiling farms that spoke |
(of peace and plenty. Now he saw
Sad, weeping wo-

of houses that had been white, but
{were now dull brown from roof to!
lintel with grasshoppers. The child-|
Ten were crying; the men stooq|
about with arms hanging dejected-
ly. They were trying to understand
{this incredible destruction of a
year’s labor, ‘

Poultry and swine and cattle, all
of which had sought refuge from
the storm, were still much disturb-
ed, and fluttered and grunted and
moaned according to their natures,
Horses had heen driven almost mad
with fear; staunch househogs had

curs.
The fields were black with the
swarms, and the ground, covered
in many places to a depth of a
foot, seemed to shift and writhe.
Against fences and trees and build-
ings the grasshoppers had drifted
and piled like a dark snow. As they
crawled, the millions of them buz-
zing, and the sound of their wings
clicking against each.other was like

All the waving wheat had been eat-
en flat with the ground; even the
shocks were being gnawed to pow-
der. ;
Some men were driving about,
looking iat the ruin, and the wheels
stirxjed up, such clouds of ingects
that the spectators were forced to
keep " theit faces covered. The in-
sects were crunched sickeningly in
‘the ruts.. Their bodies clung .to the
tires, and it seemed as if the hérses
were pulling” through heavy mud.
The big horses plowed along ‘Gog-
gedly; although “frightened. Their
hoofs sank into grasshoppers in the
middle of the road clear to the /fet-
locks. Every ‘treg.of every orchard,
every lawn, every garden had JBeen
‘eaten to the fast sprig. The inskets,
thirsty from. long fight,and Leat,
sought water. They ate clofhes
L3, . HLY. .8 2] oNr-

in Grotto.
Meals a’ la carte at all hours.

Rooms single or in suites, ele-
gantly furnished. Baths and
telephones in every room.

Rates from $2.00 to $5.00 a day

FOR ROOM ONLY
Cor. Mchermeol, Apthur and Atbert SIS,
F. MARIAGGI, PROP.

WINNIPEG

WIDE-AWAKE HOUSE

For your Den

or Sitting-room
New Mission Goods

A big shipment, newest conceits,
in these popular guaint design, chairs,
settees, etc., now on view,

Great big comfortahle strong
weathcred oak chairs.  Some have
heavy sole leather seats and backs;
others the strapped and laced effect.

One Special Set

Is a great big massive one. Sofa,
Easy Chair, and Rocker, in the green
rush frames, upholstered in heavy
Spanish leather; nothing finer made
for comfort, style, or durability.

SEE THESE GOODS.

Largest Dealers in Western
Canada

276 MAIN STREET

& HERR KARL WOLFF,
g Of Leipsic, Germany, Teacher of
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Scott Furn'iﬁnre Co. |
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J. Erzinger
TOBACCONIST
Geods of Good Value.

WHOLESALE & RETAIL

J. ERZINGER
Opp. Merchants Bank

“Flor De Albani’ Cigars

New But
True

Western Cigar Factory, Thos. Lee, Prop.

Ask your dealer
for it.
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~MRS. MALLABAR,

Graduate New York School of Dermatolagy.

Will remove Small Pox Pitts

Freckles, Birth Marks, Wrinkles

Spampqoing Scalp treatment for

falling hair, dyeing and bleaching.
13 Rialto Block.
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in layers five and six thick on the
steel rails of the transcontinental
roads, making them more slippery
than ice. No locomotive could carry
sand enough to overcome them.
John Thomas went back to the
Svendson home saddened, and as
he came in sight of it the standing
wheat struck him with a sense of
oddness. Surrounded on every side
for miles with desolation, it seem-
ed a miracle. Tears came to his
eyes. »
‘T am glad I thought of the
smoke,” he said. “J am glad.”
He stayed on the Svendson farm
all that winter and the next spring
and summer, because there wag a
daughter of the house, with the
flaxen hair and blue eyes of the
Norse people. Since then he has
invented two machines for burning
grasshoppers, one for cutting up
the pests and one for burying them,
and has made much money. = .
All of thése machines h¥e full of
commeon-sense, but his fatherin-law
tells him that wet hay was the
greatest invention of all
was due to ‘the loving.

and proud
womai back: in Tndiang P

MclIntyre Biock I
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Dr. J. McKenty,

OFFICE . BAKER BLOCK,
RESIDENCE [ 232 DONALD STREET,
TELEPHONES .
OFFICE 641. RESIDENCE 1863"
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TEL. 1074,
Christie Block,

Piano, Harmony and Composi-
tion, is prepared to receive Pupils
Apply at
212 Carlton Street,
Winnipeg.

N

VB DIDBDP DD DDBD BB SD:

The Best Bread

machinery. The old idea of makin ;
bread by hand is forever dying out.:
The cleanliest, purest system |
what we use and Boyd’s famo
celebrated machine-made bread can
be had at the same price as in 3
ferior grades. More customers cam
be added to our routes.
422 and 579 Main St., and Portage

Avenue.

W. J. BOYD,

Retail Stores 422 Main Street.
Wholesale Baier flice, Portage & Spence St

Telephone 177, 412, 1030.
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Bromley & Co.

Manufacturers of

THNTS

Awning
Camp Qutfits,
Wagon and Cart Covers
Mattresses, Pillows,
Flags, Etc.

| Telephone 68, WINNIPEG, M AN.

Previacial and Deminion
LAND SURVEYORS.

All classes of Engineering, Land
Surveying, Municipal Roadss
Bridges, Drainage, Timber Limitsy
etc. promptly attended to. Plans
and Specifications a specialty.

136 EDMONTON ST.
WINNIPEG

Pianos & Organs."

HEINTZMAN & Co., Pianos.
Bell Organs and Pianos.

New Williams Sewing Machine
J. J. H. McLean & Co. Limited

530 Main Street. WINNIPEG.

Largest Plano and Organ House in Wes!
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Includes delivering the style
fit and quality. Al three here.

steds, or plain serges, if you
prefer-them,

$10.00 .
- $12.50
_ $15.00
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