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#tood a point ana
mearest competitor,

“Three cheers for Bill Ellis!" cried
the preacher, and the crowd Joined in
the cheers with a heartiness that sur-
brised even Jimmie.

Bill Ellis, with the silver cup in one
band, took off his hat ang bowed al-
most reverently; the light of a4 new
freedom was shining in his eyes.

As dhey wore starting for home
Mary sald: “I don't care where you go,
to Chicago, or anywhere else, you'll
never find a jollier, better-natured,
:hlndar-hurled erowd of people than

at”

a nalf above his

“Wasn’'t it great?” Jimmie agre
“My arm is lam
It does a fellow's heart good to find
that he has so many friends, But best
of all was the way the people Joined
in the cheer for Bill Ellis. 1 guess
Bill will find lite a Wwhole lot easier
and happier from now on."

A few days after the ploughing
mabch came the first killing frost, and
then the tiresome wait until husk-
ing time, A thorough Inspection ot
both the peat forty and the preacher's
fiold show,
and sound, and that jt had suffered
little damage from the frost. Jimmie
Dicked an average ear of corn from
the crop on the peat forty, and dried
it for a week behind the kitchen stove,
Then he weighed it |t tipped the
®cales at just a pound.

A sample of each contestant's corn
Was sent away for a moisture test, so
that the yields could be reduced to a
strictly comparable basis. Each con.
testant was required to file his ex-
pense account at the time the corn
was husked.

On the morning of the last day of
November, Colonel Edward's office
Eirl told the contestants over the tele
phone that the awards had finally
been made, and that they would be
ammounced at the bank that after.
noon. By noon the little town was
trowded with the contestants and
their friends.

“I don't know when I've spent a
more pleasant summer, prize or no
prize,” the preacher sald to Jimmie,
as they stood waiting on the bank
steps.

“Same here,” Jimmie agreed, “Think
of raising over a hundred bushels to
the acre on eighty acres! Father won't
believe it till he sees the cribgs.”

“How much more do you figure my
forty went than your other upland
corn?”

“At least twenty bushels to the
acre. And the only reason I can see
is the bone meal and a 1itt!. extra
cultivation. There's at least $400 more
from $180 worth of bone meal, and
mot more than $20 worth of extra
work. 1 call that pretty good profi:.”

“That five per cent. will be a sub-
stantial addition to my salary,” the
preacher sald. “I'm going to put it
in the bank, Jimmie, and some day
buy a little farm of my own, even if
it isn't more than twenty acres.”

“Then you expect to stay in Duke-
ton always?”

The preacher smiled “I wrote a let-
ter yestorday, refusing to go to Indi-
anapolis at a salary three times as
large as I'm getting here.”

Jimmie looked at his friend in-
credulously.

“It sounds foolish, doesn’t it?" the
preacher went on, “Well, maybe it
Is, But 1 love the couutry and the
country people, and they seem to like
me pretty well. 1 can be happy here,
and I belleve I can do some good. |
think my place is here.”

“1 don't know but you're right,”
Jimmle said, soberly,

Just then the bank door opened, and

the stopped out on the
~n:‘u &athered close
‘what ad to say.
ing to make a wpeech,”
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he began. “I underst ind that the
colonel plans to have a big meeting in
the town hall before long, with pro-
fessors and speeches, and the .suo-

‘aful contestants telling how they did
', and maybe something o eat. But
! told him we couldnt vxpeet you to
Walt until then for the decisions.”

He cleared his throat impressively,
and took a piece of paper from his
pocket. “The highest yielding field in
the contest was Jimmie McKeene's
peat forty—112 bushels to the acre.”

There was a hearty cheer for Jim
mie MoKeene, and half a dozen men |
slapped bim on the back so heartily |
that he was nearly thrown up the
steps into the judge’s arms. |

“The cost of producing this corn |
Was tweniy cents @ bushel. The next |
two forties are a tle in yield, 104
bushels. They are the forties entered
by Verne Wilson and the Reverend |
Mr. Kellog.”

There was another cheer for the
preacher and for Wilson, and Jimmie
gave ihe preacher's hand a hearty
clasp.

“The cost per bushe! of Mr. Kel-
logg’s corn was twenty-one and one-
half cents, and of Mr. Wilson’s twenty
two,” the judge continued slowly, with
his eyes on the paper. “That puts Mr
Kellog in second place, and Mr. Wil
son third. Fourth place goes to Mr,
Hodgekins, with a yleld of hundred |
bushels even, produced at a cost of |
twenty-one cents a bushel.” |

Mr. Hodgekins himself was one or[
the first to grasp Jimmie's hand with
sincere congratulations after the judge |
finished speaking,

“You've beat me fair, my boy," ha’
said, “and I've no cause to complain
I won't deny that my pride is a little |
mite hurt, but 1 shall get over that
I'm going to be in the front seat at
the meeting to hear you tell how you
did it

“It was your $200 that made it pos-
sible,” Jimmie replied. “I feel al
most guilty to think that I beat you
with your own money.”

“Tut! tut!" Mr. Hodgeking sald, as
he made way for the eager friends
who were surging round Jimmie, “I'm
proud to have been that much help to
you."

“If T could only have rented that
peat fort Verne Wilson exnlalmod.!
a8 he came up and seized Jimmie by
the hand, “the story might have been
M eren But you were too »hur)n]
for me." ;

|
|

“It has paid the $80 rent all right, 1
guess,” Jimmie admitted, with a smile.

In his eagerness to tell the good
news to Mary and Aunt Jane, Jimmie
ran nearly all the way home. He
burst excitedly through the kitchen
door, and rushed oninto the dining
room, and then stopped short in sur-
prise There sat his father and
mother, and Walter and his wite

Jimmie hesitated only an instant;
the next moment he had grasped his
father's hand and Was hugging his |
mother. “Why d
were coming?” he

“Just an hour or so ago," his father
answered. “We met Walter and Eli-
nor ut the station, and we all came out
together."

“You haven’t told us about the con-
test," Mary sald, when (he excite.
ment of the greeting was over.

“I almost forgot that,” Jimmie ad.
mitted, and then he told them the
story of the awards.

“You don't mean to say that you
raised 112 bushels of corn to the acre
on that old peat forty—and won a
$500 prize with it?" his father ex-

laimed. “I thought you rented it to

e one for $80." Then a sudden
light broke in on him. “Why, you
it 1o yourself, and we went to

the Yosemite on your money!' You
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Magic Baking Powder costs

N0 more than the ordinary

kinds. For economy, buy
the one pound tins.

EWGILLETY COMPANY LIMITED
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Advertising Is something more than the selling of goods and
9ood will. It Is something higher than “scientific distribution
ness sclence. ress, |

Il find our advertisers worthy of
¥yl saw it In FARM AND DAIRY."

Help Your Country
and Help Yourself

T doesn’t matter who you are or what you are—
how old or bw young—you should buy Canada’s
Vietory Bonds.

Many people have the idea that buying a bond is a
very serious matter and that they should think it
over very carefully before putting money into it,

As a matter of fact a Vietory Bond is practically
as transferable as a fifty or a one hundred dollar
bill.  You can spend it or you ean borrow money on
it as security at any time. It differs from money
only in one detail—it bears interest.

Buying a Vietory Bond is a safe, sound, profitable
investment as they not only pay a high rate of in-
terest but are free from taxation and will eventually
be worth mueh more than you pay for them. Ask
your banker,

This space is contributed
to Canada’s Victory Loan
By

Empire Brass Mfg. Co., Limited
London, Canada

. Manufacturers of
Plumbing and Heating Supplies,
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