
chequer is inexhaustible at Silverdale.
Now I want you to take a cheque fromn
me."

"Is it neceesary, that I should?"
"0f course," said the girl, with a

trace of displeasure.
Withani laughed. "Then I shall be

prepa.red to hand you my account when-
ever you demand it."1

He did not look at his companion
again, but with a tighter grip than
there was any need for on the reins, sent
the lîght waggon jolting down the slo.pe
to Silverdale Grange.

CHAPTER XIV..

The Unexpected.

T HE sun beat down on the prairie,

of green, but it was cool where Maud
Barrington and ber aunt stood in the
shadow of the bluff by Silverdale
Grange. The birches, tasselled now with
whispering foliage., divided the 'home-
stead froni the waste',which would lie,
wh'ite and desolate under the parching
heat, and that afternoon it seenied to
the girl that'the wall of green abat out
more than the driving dust and sun-
glare fromt the Orange, for where the
trees were thinner shie could see moving
specka of men -and horses athw.art the
skyline.

They had toiled in the aun-baked fur-'
row since the first flush of erimson'
st-reaked the prairie's rim, and the'chili

ýof dusk would fall upon the grasses be-
fore,,tlieir work was djons. Those men
who bore the burden and heat of the day-
were, the girl knew, helots now, but
there was in themn the silent vigour and
something of tlie sombreness of the land
of rock and forest they came froni, and
a tinie would tomne when othera would
woýrk for them. Winning slowly, holding
-grimly, they were moving on, while
secure ini ite patrieisn tranquillity
Silverdale stood atfil, and Maud Bar-
rington smiled~ euriously s she glanced
down at the long white robe that clung
very de.intily about bher a.nd then to-
wards hier companiona in the tennis
field. lier apparel had cost many dol-
lars in Montreal, and there was a joy-
ois irresponsibility in the fac-es of
those she watehed.

"It is a little uinequal, ian't it, aunt?"
she isaid. "One feels inclined ta, wonder
wbat we have done that we shQuil -have
exemption f rom the charge laid upon
the frest tiller of the soit we and the
men who are plodding through the duat
there are descended f rom."

Miss Barrington laughed a littIe as
she glanced with a nod of comprehen-
sion at the distant toileras, and more
gravely toward-s the net. Merry voices
c7ame up to lier through trhe shadows of
the trees as Englieli lad and ýEnglish
maiden, liseom and pictuiresque ini many-
hued jackets and liglit dresses, fitted
across the lltle square of velvet green.
The meni had followed the harr'ow and
seeder a while that morning. Some of
them. indeseI. had for , afew hn,,-
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