
THRESHING
WHEN HE, after swing vastfields of wheat, in the Cana-

dian W est, caimiy sent and
rcquested ME ta corne 'Out
there ta look after bis heart,
bis shirt-buttons, bis liens
anil chickens, and a few
other incidentai belongings,
I neyer knew ai the inevit-
able Thresbing which, niust
ensue later on. If I had, I

should certainiy flot bave come! I shall always
look upon it as an act of daubtfui honesty, that I
was not toid of it.

The xvbeat iooked so tender and green and
innocent, taa, when I first saw it, that one couid
neyerdreamn it held such possibilities. Later on,
however, I noticed, it grew more aggressive, crack-
iing and rustiing in tbe wind in a very defiant
mnanner. It was learning the West, and asserting
itself!

Finaily, it "headed ont," and then, in fia time,

g reenness and innocence were leit behind forever.
he long, serried ranks of lieads forrned in soiid

phlanx, 'and stood, shoulder ta sbaulder, and line
on.line, for miles. It bent, it ýwayed, it sighed in
the wind-tliat wheat-it grew steadîly yeliower
and yeilower until one day, wben it seemed ta be
biushing all over in a gorgeous copper y goid, out
went the big binders to cut it ahl dowrn. And then
there was notbing but sheaves and stooks and stacks.
But the worst was yet ta corne!

One day, a neiglibour's little boy, brown of eye
and browner of leg, suddenly appeared on the
verandah wbere 1 was lazily swinging in the 'ham-
mock after ran arduons morning's work, and caimiy
announced:

"Say, Mis' Ransford! Mumi says ta tell youi th'
Mili 'Il be to your place to-maorrer 'n time fer
dinner 1"

"Thle What ?" I enqui red, aghaýst.
"Thl' Mill! Thl' Thraslier !" lie explained. "It's

ta our farm naow," he cantfinued. "L<ook at th' smoke
yon !" and lie pointed.a brown, fat linger ta a distant
column of smoke.

"The Thlreshers ýare coming !" 1 mioanedr ta my-
self, "and HE, in town for the day! Wliat sbould

1 made n ;.It was inevitabie and
i. Disrnissing rny little
,h sweeter tlian bis mies-
y witli a cookie in eacli
)mne, I iiterally "rose ta
the hammo(ck as a piece

ce ail
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digestion of the caming 'Phreshers, the swear-words
which were freely used, did nat drap into the batter,
or the varions cakes wouldl not -have turned out so
harmless as thty did.

Supper-time came and sa did Bob-the bired
man, Number Two. I puished himi a fresh scone and
toid him ta make himself same tea, and then I went
on, and an, and an!

Finally, dozens af' egg-shells, raws af baking-
powder tins and a depleted 'stare of sugar, butter
and flour testified ta mny efforts in the culinary line,
while the 'kitchen settie, the dining-roomn cupboard
table and safa were piled bigli with dainties of al
descriptians, and the pantry sbehves fairly creaked
heneath the weight of pies, pies, pies ai ahl
descriptions.

And then arrived HE-my busband-tottering
beneath, the weiglit ai as much ai an ox as could
be carried by one inan-whuie bis whaie being fairly.
bristled with ail sorts and conditions ai parcels,
foliowed by Dick-also -a very porcupine' with
hundies, bundies, bundies.

"Good gracions, Sally, where shaîl I put tbese
things ?" HF, cried, helplessiy-and dumped tbem
ignorniniausly on the floor, Dick following suit with
bis cargo. This carnpleted tbe picture, and I sat
down 'fort'hwith on a spange cake and iaugbed, tilI
the tears ran down rny cheeks.

It was fupny, aithougli I was dead tired. How-
ever, a cup of tea is a wanderful transformer and
healer ai woes, and very -soon I was up and, busy
again-Ubis time 'witb an able belper-for HE bad
ance "batclied." Ail niglit tliat seini-steer sizzled
and spluttered in -tbe aven, and if' it iacked the
orthodox - "basting," the Threshers knew it nat,
jutdging by their appetites.

FarVley came, right an time-of course they
did. The "Machine" iooked exactly hike a steamer
caming slawiy along aver the prairie, and 1 quite
imagined 1 was at the sea-side, the delusion was sa
camplete. It was quickly dispeiled, tboughl-that
delusion-for, fia sooaner was the Miii "set," wben
a loud and vigarans and iong-drawn-out "toot-toat-
tooa" annaunced that dinner-time had arrived!

And then Il! Oh! hlow tbey ran! "They ail ran
up ta the farmer's wife," wl-ia would fain bave "cut
off their tails witb a carvi ng-knife"-and certainly
I "neyer saw snch a siglit in my lufe" as tbose
twenty liungry 'Plreshers !"

And sucb spectacles as they were-mien fromn
Engiand, men fromn Scatland, men from Irehand-
Canadians, Americans, Belgians, a Swede, and ahi
sorts and varieties. But, "blest be the tie that
binds," and the "tie" in this case was Hunger!

TIME
I would I had the pen af a ready writer to convey
to my readers some conception of the unfathamable
depth and dimensions of those cosmopolîtan
stomachs!

Custom and politeness forbade my putting at
each place a flagon of tea, a loaf of bread, a pound
of meat, and an entire pie, but, by so doing, 1 should
certainly have saved myseif much trouble. Working
unremittingly from daylight until dark in thie hungry
Western air, produces an appetite astonishing
indeed.

For fully fifteen minutes flot a word was uttered
-business was pressing-but niter that time, the
tongues began ta give forth sentiments in truiy
Western ýstyle. Many and varied were the compli-
ments I received as to my cooking pawers-samne-
times veiled, sometimes unrnistakable, but always
witlh a spîcy Western flavour which somehow re-
paid me for ahl my trouble. HE says I have been
conceited ever since!

For three and a haîf days I had those Threshers!
I suppose that engine .rometimes taoted for sheaves
or for fuel or for sonmething else, but my ears heard
only the peculiar "toot-toot-toooao" xvhich mneant
"grub.*" And the very instant that sounided, horses
gahloped, stook-waggons swayed and I olted over the
stubbie, dogs barked, men hooted and called-tben,
n general rush for the row of wash-basins and
toweis set 'out on the green-and then, a grand
stampede for the dining-room-pushîng, scrambling,
getting ahead of one another-always with the onie
end in view and always good-natured.

This was severai years ago-my first experience
-and it is ail so vivid to me now, in looking back-
the ýshaggy, unkempt, yet c dean, men-the merry,
watchful, kindly eyes ai them-their ready, spicy
Western repartee-and, withal, their huge, ever-
present, prodigions, always satisfying, yet ever re-
turning appetites! I'shaîl neyer forget it! But it
warms my heart even now ta remember liaw, when
they were leaving us and I was smiling and making
my adieux, one of them-a young, fresh, red-cbeeked
boy-made redder than ever by the effort-stepped
out fromi among themn and taking off bis bat said,
"Good-bye, Mrs. Ransford, and tliank: you. We boys
ahl want to corne back next year, for this we con-
sider the best grub-shop we have struck yet !" Dear
boy! That, was the finest compliment I ever got
in my lîfe. And then ensued a volley of "Hip!
Hip! Hurrah! So long! For be's a jolly good
fellow !" until the medley of sound graduaily receded
as the "steamier"' slowly moved away across the
Prairie Ocean.

We sighed, and then we laugbed, and finally, we
went back into our Sback ta count up aur bnsbels
of wbeat-"Thirty ta the acre!ý
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s a guard wili flu an tbeir fiank and we wili turn on
by tlhim too and so drive thern riglit aver into the river

the and 'they wili nill get drcawned."
but The poor tired mather liad iistened ta tliese plans

af battle aver and over again and was ever ready
isi- witli syrnpatliy, as lie weli knew. She liad even
bihl added a bow or two ta bis paper bat ta show bis
>wn biglier rank.
79e, * *
)uld "Motlier, dear, wbnt's the miatter with me any-
noa way ?"

arn- "WeiI, dearie, the dactor says yau bave
iigb pnieumonia."
dis- "Yes, I know,, ither, but what's pneumania ?*

Many a grown-up bas asked the samne question
eral and lias flot found a sa'tisfactory answer, but at
and least the mother faund an answer satisfactory ta the
iicli Generai.
rere "Kn~w 1kfA Apir UnilAn"<'f ~ ., ,.i
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