CHAPTER XI. (Continued.)

HE girl glanced at him sharply,

T and it was because the mnews

caused her an unreasonable con-

cern that there was a trace of irony in
her voice.

“Your last venture! Have we been
unkind to you or does it imply that, as
you once insinuated, an exemplary life
becomes monotonous?”

Witham laughed. “No. I should like
to stay here—a very long while,” he
said; and the girl saw he spoke the
truth as she watched him glance wist-
fully at the splendid teams, great
ploughs, and rich, black soil. “In fact,
strange as it may appear, it will be
virtue, given the rein for once, that
drives me out when I go away.”

“But where are you going to?”

'Witham glanced vaguely across the
prairie, and the girl was puzzled by the
look in his eyes. “Back to my own sta-
tion,” he said softly, as though to him-
self, and then turned with a little shrug
of his shoulders. “In the meanwhile
there is a good deal to do, and once
more I am sorry I cannot release you.”

“Then, there is an end of it. You
could not expect me to beg you to, so
we will discuss the practical difficulty.
I cannot under the circumstances borrow
my uncle’s teams, and I am told I have
not sufficient men or horses to puk a
large crop in.”

“Of course!” said Witham quietly.
“Well, I have now the best teams and
machines on this part of the prairie,
and am bringing Ontario men in. I
will do the ploughing—and, if it will
make it easier for you, you can pay me
for the services.” :

There was a little flush on the girl’s
face.  “It is all distasteful, but as you
will not give me back my word, I will
keep it to the letter. $Still, it almost
makes me reluctant to ask you a fur-
ther favour.”

“This one is promised before you ask
it,” said Witham quietly.

Tt cost Maud Barringbon some trouble
to make her wishes clear. and Witham’s
smile was not wholly one of pleasure as
he listened. One of the young English
lads, who was, it appeared, a distant
connexion of the girl’s, had been losing
large sums of money at a gaming table,
and seeking other equally undesirable
relaxations at the railroad settlement.
Tor the sake of his mother in England,
Miss Barrington desired him brought to
his senses, but was afraid to appeal to
the Colonel, whose measures were occa-
sionally more draconic than wise.

“T will do what I can,” said Witham.
“Still, T am not sure that a lad of the
kind is worth your worrying over, and
I am a trifle curious as to what in-
duced you to entrust the mission to
me ?” ;

The girl felt embarrassed, but she
saw that an answer was expected.
‘Since you ask, it soccurred to me that
you could do it better than anybody
else,” she said. “Please don’t misunder-
stand me; but I fancy it is the other
man who is leading him away.”

3 Witham emiled somewhat grimly.

Your meaning is quite plain, and T am
already looking forward to the encounter
with my fellow-gambler. You believe
that T will prove a mateh for him?”

Maud Barrington, to her anmnoyance,
felt the blood creep to her forehead, but
she looked at the man steadily, noticing
the quiet forcefulness beneath his some-
what caustic amusement.

“Yes,” ghe said simply; “and T shall
be grateful.”

In another few minutes she was gal-
oping across the prairie, and wlhen she
rejoined her aunt and Barrington, en-
deavoured to draw out the latter’s opin-
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ion respecting Courthorne’s venture by
a few discreet questions.

“Heaven knows where he was taught
it, but there is mo doubt that the man

is an excellent farmer,” he said. “It is
a pity that he is also, to all intents and
purposes, mad.”

Miss Barrington glanced at her niece,
and both of them smiled, for the Col-
onel usually took for granted the in-
sanity of any one who questioned his
opinions.

In the meanwhile, Witham sat sway-
ing on the driving-seat, mechanically
guiding the horses and noticing how the
prairie sod rolled away in .black waves
beneath the great plough. He heard the
crackle of fibres beneash the triple shares,
and the swish of greasy loam along the
mouldboard’s side; but his thoughts
were far away, and when he raised his
head, he looked into the dim future be-
yond the long furrow that cut the sky-
line on the rise.

It was shadowy and uncertain, and
one thing was clear to him, and that
was that he could mot stay in Silver-
dale. At first he had almost hoped he
might do this, for the good land, and
the means of efficiently working it, had
been a horrible temptation. That was
before he reckoned on Maud Barrington’s
attractions; but of late he had seen
what these were leading him to, and all
that was good in him recoiled from an
attempt to win her. Once he had dared
to wonder whether it could be done, for
his grim life had left him self-centred
and bitter, but that mood had passed,
and it was with disgust he looked back
upon it. Now he knew that the sooner
he left Silverdale, the less difficult it
would be to forget her; but he was still
determined to vindicate himself by the
work he did, and make her affairs se-
cure. ‘Then, with -or without a con-
fession, he would slip back into the ob-
seurity he came from.

While he worked the soft wind rioted
about him, and the harbingers of sum-
mer passed morth in battalions over-
head—ecrane, brent goose, and mallard—
in crescents, skeins, and wedges, after
the fashion of their kind. Little long-
tailed gophers whisked across the whit-
ened sod, and when the great plough
rolled through the shadows of a bluff,
jack rabbits, pied white and grey, scur-
ried amidst the rustling leaves. Even
the birches were fragrant in that vivify-
ing air, and seemed to rejoice as all ani-
mate creatures did; but the man’s faqe
grew more sombre as the day of toil
wore on. Still. be did his work with
the grim, unwavering diligence that had
already carried him. dismayed but un-
vielding, through vears of drought and
harvest hail, and the stars shone down
on the prairie when at last he loosed
hiz second team.

Then, standing in  the door of his
Jonely homestead, he glanced at the
greatb shadowy granaries and barns, and
clenched his hand as he saw what he
conld do if thinos that had been forced
upon him were rightfully his. He knew
his own mettle, and that he could hold
them if he would; but the pale, cold face
of a woman rose up in judgment against
him, and he also knew that -beo:}.use .of
the love of her, that was casting its
toils about him, he must give them up

Tar back on the prairie a lonely
coyote howled, and a faint wind, that
was now like snow-cooled wine. hrought
the sighing of limitless grasses qut of
the silence. There was no ecloud in the
crystalline ether, and something in 1':he
vastness and stillness that spoke of in-
finity broucht a curious sense of peace
to him. Tmpostor though he was, he
would leave Silverdale better than he
found it, and afterwards it would be of

no great moment What became of him.
Countless generations of toiling men
had borne their petty sorrows before
him, and gone back to the dust they
sprang from; but still, in due succes-
sion, harvest followed seed-time, and
the world whirled on. Then, remember-
ing that, in the meanwhile, he had much
to do which would commence with the
sun on the morrow, he went back into
}ﬁhe house and shook the fancies from
im.

CHAPTER XII.
Mastery Recognized.

THERE was, considering the latest
price of wheat, a somewhat aston-
ishing attendance in the long room of
the hotel at the railroad settlement one
Saturday evening. A big stove in the
midst of it diffused a stuffy and almost
unnecessary heat, gaudy nickelled lamps
an uncertain brilliancy, and the place
was filled with the drifting smoke of in-
different tobacco. Oleographs, barbaric in
colour and drawing, hung about the
roughly-boarded walls, and any critical
stranger would have found the saloon
comfortless and tawdry.

Tt was, however, filled that night with
bronzed-faced men who expected nothing
better. Most of them wore jackets of
soft black leather or embroidered deer-
skin, and the jean trousers and long
boots of not a few apparently stood in
need of repairing, though the sprinkling
of more conventional apparel and paler
faces showed that the storekeepers of
the settlement had been drawn together,
as well as the prairie farmers who had
driven in to buy provisions or take up.
their mail. There was, however, but
little laughter, and their voices were
low, for boisterousness and assertion are
not generally met with on the silent
prairie. Tndeed, the attitude of some of
the men was mildly deprecatory, as
though * they felt that in assisting in
what was going forward they were do-
ing an unusual thing. Still, the eyes of
all were turned toward the table where
a man, who differed widely in appear-
ance from most of them, dealt out the
cards.

He wore city clothes, and a white shirt
with a fine diamond in the front of it,
while there was a keen intentness be-
hind the half-ironical smile in his some-
what colourless face. The whiteness of
his long, nervous fingers and the quick-
ness of his gestures would also have
stamped him as a being of different or-
der from the slowly-spoken prairie farm-
ers, while the slenderness of the little
pile of coins in front of him testified
that his endedvours to tempt them to
speculation on games of chance had met,
with no very marked success as yet.
Gambling for stakes of moment is noét
a popular amusement in that country,
where the soil demands his best from
every man in return for the scanty dol-
lars it yields him, but the gamester had
chosen his time well, and the men who
had borne the dreary solitude of winter
in outlying farms, and now only saw
another adverse season opening before
them. were for once in the mood to
clutch at any excitement that would re-
lieve the monotony of their toilsome
lives. P

A few were betting small sums with
an apparent lack of interest which did
not in the least deceive the dealer, and
when he handed a few dollars out he
laughed a little as he turned to the bar-
keeper.

«Qet them up again. I want a drink
to pass the time” he said. “T'll play
you at anything you like to put a name
to, boys, if this game don’t suit you,

(Continued on page 24.)
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Don’t Get Along Without

MAPLEINE

(The Flavor de Luxe)

—it flavors white sugar
syrup.

—it flavors icings and
fillings for cakes.

—it flavors candies,
puddings, tasties.

—it is as simple to use
as lemon and vanilla.

Make it right.

Grocers sell Maple-
ine 50c 2 oz. bottle.
If they cannot supply
you, write Dept. EI10.

Crescent Manufacturing Co.
Seattle, Washington
Mapleine Cook Book sent for 2¢ stamp.

Whenever' ‘you- feel
a headache coming

on take = Bk

NA-DRU-CO iyl
Headache ‘R
! f:.‘j‘:/

Wafers

They stop headaches promptly and
surely. Do not contain opium, mor-
phine, phenacetin, acetanilid or other
dangerous drugs. 25c. a box at your
Druggist’s. 131

NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO.
OF CANADA, LIMITED.

s
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Camus Freres
Proprietors

of exquisite bouquet
gratifying flavor, and
absolute purity.

The product of
the world’s choicest

grapes.
R. H. HOWARD & CO.

AGENTS
Toronto

Tells you what to say when called

LODGE

‘ip(:i‘ ir{v ?“ kce meeting of any
TALKS &3 05 10c¢

Lodse man should have a copy of Lodge Talks.
UNION SUPPLY”CO., Spangler, Penna.

Three drops of Shirriff’s True :
Vanilla go as far as six to
eight drops of ordinary
vanillas. Shirriff’'sisthe
real extract of Mexican
Vanilla Beans. Aged
until its strength, bou-
quet and flavorare fully
matured. Try a bottle

hircriffs

TrueVanilla



