FARM AND DAIRY

R

‘“' a man realizes his wasted golden hours of oppor-
tunity, let him not waste other hours in useless
regret, but seck to forget his folly and to keep before
him the lessons of it.
L
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Pearl, the oldest daughter of John Watson, & 0. P. B soction man living W
Milford, Man, receives & large sum of money from the relatives of & young Hng
lshman she had nursed when ill. She decides to educate herself and the reet of
the family, The Wataons are joined by thelr Aunt Kate, who proves not ah
b ired Dleasing. Pearl proves an effclent and clever scholar and has dreams
o being a sohool teacher, She sees that her small brothers ate learning had
O bite in the town and gives up her ambition to be a school teacher and sugsesia
e img the family onto o farm, to which John Wateon agrees. =We are Inro
B to 'the children at & country echool. Tom Steadmas, & bully, In & game
Ao any. intentionally strikes with his club Libby Anne Cavers, for which he s
Of aahed by Bud Perkins. Libby Anne does mot dare to say the blow wis inten
Htonal ma her father owes Mr. Steadman money. Bud Perking is angry. bhut for
yives ‘Libby Anne. ae he understands the circumstasocs. in the meantime Whe
Fiteons are gotiing established on their farm. The Watson family hegin to
N andthe country school. Pearl calls on Mr. Burrell, the pastor, and aska him
e eonduct services in their school houss. ~All attend the Pionesrs' pienis Wandy
10 onduct tel kecper. promises Pearl not to give Bill Cavers lguor, but hia bar
tender docs. Bill is found dead

am not going to lie about of shocked virtue
“Well, it makes people suspi Bud’s cup of bitterness was over
jous of you to know you ever did it, | flowing, and at first he did not not.
‘Lat's all,” Mr. Johnston said. ice what had been said
“You are welcome to watch me, 1| Tom took lLis silence to mean that
am not asking you to take my word | he might with safety say more, ‘'l
for it,” Bud replied. guess you're not as honest as you'd
“You're a queer lad."” said the ele- | like to have people think, and joinin'
vator man, (

“lmm belp that,” Bud said. “I \(‘hunh.” he said, with an expression

his father, raging with the memory
of It, “and, without letting me know,
you put it in and made me out a
thief and a liar”

The old man moistened his lips
"8y, Buddie,” he said, ‘it was too
bad you hit young Steadman; he's
an overgrown slab of a boy, and
don't mind you lickin’ him, but
they'll take the ‘law’ on ye every
time; and ten dollars was a terrible
fine,  Maybe they'd have let you off
with five if you'd coaxed them.”

“Ooax!" said Bud, scornfully. “I
wouldn't coax them. What do 1 care
about the money, anyway? That's
not what I'm kicking about.”

“Oh, Buddie, you are a reckless
young scamp to let ten dollars go in
one snort, and then say you don’t
eare,"

With
turned away.

The next time Bud went to Mill
ford Mre. Burrell saw him passing
the house and called him in. She
had heard an account of the affair
from the wife of the elevator ‘“boss.”
and had told it to Mr. Burrell, who
promptly declared he did not believe
It, wheteupon Mrs Burrell grew in-
dlgnant. Did he doubt Mrs. John.
ston's word?

Mr. Burrell cautioned her not to
spenk of it to any one, and went
out at once to see Bud Mr. Bur
rell had only heen gone a few min
utes when Bud himself came drivine
past the house, Mrs. Burrell told
hersslf that Providence had put Bud
in her way. Mrs. Burrell blamed
Providence for many things
unjustly “Come in

you."

fud knew the minister's wife but
sllghtly ¢ he had seen her at the ser-
viees In the schoolhouse. He had
Intended @oine in to see Mr. Bur

vell, for he felt that he must tell
someone that he was not guilty, and
he felt that the minister was the one | and
valued. So

whase opinion he most
he went in gladly, hoping that Mr.

Bud’s wheat was closely examined
and found to be of uniform quality

The wheat went up to the dollar
mark and Thomas Perkins decided
to rush his in to the elevator at once
He stayed at home himself and filled
the bags while Bud did the market-

ing.

All went well for a week. Con-
trary to his own words about being
suspicious of Bud. the elevator
“hoss” was, in his own mind, con
fident of the boy’s honesty

One day, just as Bud’s second last
bag was thrown in. young Steadman
gave a cry of delight, and picked out
a handful Number II. Northern
was the grading that Bud had been
getting all the week Young Stead
man showed it triumphantly to the
elevator ‘‘boss,” who examined it
closely, Tt was frozen wheat !

Bud was gathering up his bags
when the elevator man called him
over,

“Look at that,” he said, holding
the wheat before him

Bud looked at it incredulously.
“That’s not mine,” he said

Young Steadman’s eyes were on
him exultingly. He had got even good after all.”
at last, he thought. < Bud came to himself with a rush

“We'll have to see about this, | then, and young Tom Stendman went
Bud.” the elevator man said_sternly. spinning across the floor with the

The other bag was emptied, and | blood spurting from his nos
Bud saw with his own eyes that the| Bud was fined ten dollars for as
middle of the bag was filled with | sault, and of course it became known
frozen wheat! He turned dizzy with|in a few hours that the cause of the
shame and rage. The machinery in | trouble was that Bud had been
the elevator with its deafening thump caught selling frozen wheat in the
—thump—thump, seemed to he heat- | middle of his bags.
ing into his brain. He leaned agai Through it all Bud made no wurd
the wall, pale and trembling of defence, No one knew how bitter

The same instinct which promnted | was the sting of disgrace in the hoy's
Tom Steadman when he hit Libby | soul, or how he suffered,.  When ne
Anne Cavers prompted him now. “Ifwent home that afternoon there was
thought you said you wouldn't do

a stormy scene. ““T told you I would
such a thing since you joined the |not sell ‘plugged’ wheat,” he snid to
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oIl might be there,
Now, Bud,” Mrs, Burrell began

me to say it."
"Don’t say it

to stand any more.

I must say
a8 conscientious
Queen Mary.
wrong, and you must
coul
thinking of it, and Mr.

think o much of you, too.
“Did think!"

an angry exclamation Bud |you

quite | Mrs
Bud,” she
eafled from the door: “T want to see |ing

with hor severest air, “‘I am sorry to
sny what I have to say, but it's all
for your own good, and it really hurts

then!"” burst from
the hoy's white lips; he was too sore

it, Bud,” she went on,
in her cruelty as
“You have lone very
repent. 1
not sleep a wink last night,
H“um.-ll did

Bud inferred from
the heavy emphasis that Mr. Bur-
rell's regard was all past, and he hid

|
(his face so that she might not sec
how deeply she had hurt him.

“But you are young yet, and your
life is all before you, and you must
repent and begin all over again
“While the lamp of life holds out to
burn, the vilest sinner may return.’
You must pray for strength, so you
won't be tempted to be dishonest
again, and you really should apolo
gize to young Mr. Steadman. Mrs
Johnston says his face is very sore.’

Bud looked up quickly and said

with flashing eyes: “I'm glad of
that. I wish 1 had smashed him
again—the pup!”
Then Mrs, Burrell was shocked
utterly. “My dear boy,” she said,
“T am afraid your heart is very bad
and wicked Mr. Burrell thought
you were soundly converted, too, but
seem to be really rebellious
against God, who is kinder and bet
ter than any earthly parent. This is
a matter for earnest and agonizing
prayer.”

Bud stood up and looked at her
with eyes that flamed with ancer
Unfortunately Bud, like Martha, was
entirely lacking in humour: other
wise his heart would have been saved
many a cruel hurt. “I don’t want
your prayers,” he said, when he
could control himself.

Something in the boy’s face teuch
od Mrs. Burrell’s heart with pity
“Perhaps I've been wrong,” she
said “T do make mistakes some
times. 1 may have made one now

“Yon certainly have,” he said, as
he took his hat and left the house
Burrell watched him going
down the path with his long, swing
stride. and her heart was
strangely troubled. She had a con
viction that she had done no good
and perhans had done a ereat deal of
harm. “When T try to do good, evil
comes of it,” she said sorrowfully
and then she went to her own room

and prayed: and it was an earnest
agonizing prayer, too: thouch
very different from the prayer she

had in mind when she spoke to Bud
for the burden of it all was this, that
God would in some way overrule all
her mistakes for good, and not let
the boy suffer because of any word
of hers

She continued to plead until he
heart found peace in the thought th
has comforted so many of us in ou
sore need. that perhaps when He see
the faulty, crooked lines we are draw
ing, the Great Surveyor will, in Hi
mercy, put in for us, here and there
the correction lines.

When Bud drove home that nicht
his thonehts were far too bitter fo
1 hoy of eighteen. A sense of in
justice was poisoning the fountair
of his heart, and so, when he me!
Mr. Burrell, he felt he could stand
no more. The whole world w
aeainet him now, he thoueht, and }
would let them see he didn’t carc
He would never tell any one no
ahout the wheat, He would never
aive awav his father; but he would
Teave Millford richt straicht, leave
it for ever, so when Mr. Burrell drew
in his horse to speak to him, Bud
turned his head and drove rapidly
awav. Mr. Burrell went home very
sad about it all, wondering if Bud
, | were really guilty, but determined ©
stand by him just the same.

When he got home Mrs. Burr 1
told him about her interview with
Bud. She was thoroughly repentant
now. and tearfully declared that <he
knew now she had been very unwise

Mr. Burrell drove back that nicht
to see Bud, but he was too late, fof
Bud had gone.

Arriving at his home, Bud stab'ed
his horses, and then went into 'h¢
house. His father was filling buas
in the eranary, but Bud felt that he
could not bear to see him. He went

to his own room and hurriedly cha g
ed his clothes.
(To be continued)




