a few lettered sweaters, a miscel

finished product of

machine

the

He was finished with school.
home again.
If he were trained for any specific

the Norquay pay roll.

Thorn.
soh(\c their problems,

are,” Mary retorted.
whatever you want to.

struggle for zll
don't get.”

against a third-rate team.
a walkaway,
—a—what shall

?
Pioneer? : aa‘y.

Adventurer

making adventure.

e
over.”

mount

Mary declared. “You can map out
any sort of career you choose.”

“Whnat, for instance?” he inquired.
“There has to be a motive, Most of
‘em are financial. There's the law, and
science, and the arts, I don’t warm
up to a career as a matter of duty, I've
talked to the governor, seeking light in
my darkness He blandly observes,
*Suit yourself, my boy. There's really
no hurry’, and goes on reading nis hook
or paper, as the case may be. I'm in
clined to believe the radicals at school
were right, They claimed tnat economic
urges lay at the root of all purpose
ful action in the world of affairs. Hence,
I lack the strongest motive of all to
force me to action,”

“Haven't you any secret ambition of
any sort whatever?” Mary inquired

Rod reflected a second.

“Well, 1 won’t commit myself,” he
( “Have you?"”

“Yes,"” she answered demurely. “To
be successful, beautiful and beloved,”

“Sucerssful—what do you define ag

succeeding; consequence, is
sue, outcomne or result of an undertak
od or bad,” she laughed
Webster,” he returned
real, honest-togoodness

Wnat do you want
most of al What do you want to do?
What do you live for? What's your
heart wet on as an objective?”

And Mar obered a_ little by
gsudden car of his tone,
on! hake her head
'm not quite sure,” ghe confessed

must be sometning over tne
but I don't |} what it is,"”

“Funny,” he ruminated “We're
both in the same boat,”

“How absurd,” she protested in
stantly “You give me a pain, Rod,
Born to tne purple and growling about
it! In the same boat, indeed. The only
point of similarity is that we're both
dissatisfied with what-—with what's in
sight. You're sighing because no new
worlds beckon you te conquer, Every
thing'» at your hand. All you have to
do 1s select your weapon and choose
your field. All the prestige of wealth,
good family, is at your back. You 2o
somewhere, you want to do mmuthin,g,

y

“Oh, hang
'.\.\}."T nr
id of

the
could

nest ness

now

you meption your name; Bomebod
says, ‘Oh, one of tae Norquays,’ and
the way is made casy.”
“What's the use of an easy road if
there’s nothing at the end of it?” Rod
asked impatiently,
“Oh, your breakfast must have dis-
aﬁeed with you,” she flung back,
“1 like a road that leads away to pros.
pects bright and fair,
1 |i an ordered road, like a
nun’s ¢ven yer;
But best of lunfm a road that leads
' to God re,

knows
Rod . “Perhaps. that expre:
B i
8 rstiessness
i cosed it is v, ST
or
doing Thik of the resolution,
“of that 'old fisn, the vision.
g saw far beyond himself. He must

caping high honors without being pluck~
ed. (gme home in 1913 with a B.A.

assortment of classical and scientific
and philosophical odds and ends im-
printed on a fairly retentive memory,
—and a holf-formed doubt of the util-
ity or advantage of formal education
Having been officially labelled as the
educational
e supposed that he would
somehow be expected to justify the
pains and expense of the cultural pro-
cess. But where or how he had no idea.
He was
Everything was as before.
ur-
pose, that purpose was as yet hidden
from him. The desire to write an epig¢
novel scarcely qualified as a purpose,
In the outwardly simple but internally
complicated affairs of the Norquay es-
tablishm=nt he Wwas a superfluous {nit.
Apart from the family he was, as yet,
of less consequence than any logger on

“What’s the use of being brought
into the world, fed, clothed, and edu-
cated, if you're of no use or consequence
to anybody?” he observed ‘to Mary
“Nobody needs me to help
I have none of
my ‘own—none that amount to much.
That ,was all attended to before I was

.

born.
“You don't know how lucky you
“You can do
You've got
everything that most men have to
their lives—and then

“But I don’t seem to want to do
anything that amounts to a hill of beans”
Rod replied. “It’s like a, football game
No fun in
I have tne instincts of a

Buccaneer?
I don’t see
much chance for anything but a money-
I don’t need to do
““that, even if it were to my taste. I

couldn’t get much kick out of making

two dollars grow where only one flour-
ished. Can’t you show me a windmill
or two, Mary?” he ended whimsically.
Rosinante and knock’em

“Every avenue is open for you,”

Bertrand W. Sinclair

i
gibl
gible
the

would
way

aren’t

else.

hidden
one's
beyor

meant

tested.
“No

outside
money

thing.
Rod

ing

had an
torted
ble
in such
own.
knew
mind
uicless
o‘name
8 orts,
buy.

than a

each o
never

And he
of how

or its

keeper[l love of display. Phil’s
official watchdog
terial interests. And I'm a r

fied with eve z

“He'd be
slowly. 4
after,—ease, security,

ought to realize how fortunate you are
and be satisfied.
Isn’t that good enough?”

“Why, yes, so far as it goee
admitted. “Only ndbody who gets

and dreams that education breeds. ' Ed-
ucation, if it's thorough, destroys too

y
&alg as realities, if one is poor, a nobody,
and 'yzithout a chance to be anything

“Good Lord,” he exclaimed, “youf
don’t feel that way about it, surely?’
“Now ard then—not always,’’ she
murmured.
and hating
when Euripides, and Housman's lyrics,
and Thomas Hardy don’t fit in wit
cooking and cotton stoking8—when

etic and artistic visions of w
be tantalizé like glimpses of'a cloud-

been trained in
nursing, or selling fripperies to rich
women, instead ‘of being put through
the cfltural hotbed of a unversity they

ready-made social backﬁmund,
decided talent, the so-called higher ed-
ucation is only a handieap',,

“Oh, come now, Hardly,”” Rod pro- fi

about people outside of your own com-
fortable, spoon-fed class, Rod. ' That's
the trouble,

kind of‘?eolgle
in the U, B. C. has taught me some-
thing about your kind.

and manners.
both you can go. anywhere, do any- .

line, and you can’t cross. Pretty much
everything that a university training
fits one for, especially a girl, is across
the deadline.
sometimes, "’

because he was not stupid, and he knew
what she said was true.
the working
traths during his own university care: r,
He knew youpgsters at McGill sweat-
and
ateel-bright-minds,
the fearful handicap of poverty. He

Sherburne meant when he ironically re-

that he
could buy 'em by the gross.
the idea of Mary Thorn being emhbraced

panoramic flash her situation and his

-oh,
doilllike creature still,

bel's desire of and knowledge of life
Yet she had everything money could
She had the entree everywhere.
Mary had neither money nor more

who had.
o shame that although they had play
ed together from childhood, despite the
fact that they had lived within sight of

get a foothold in the Norquay circle,—

keeper, with all a wul-
of “the family’s

Rum lot. And I'm
rfectly satis- X
ven old Phil
just grin if 1 talked to him th: |was
ea ;ighw B ol eghled

t,"” girl repl
“You've got what everybody's

leisure, You
chafed by anything sordid. You

tity. R
y one who isn’t

You find life pleasant.
. Rod

illusions—illusions that one must

looked

“It's like loving a thing
it, too. There are times

t-might-

moon. Why should one sharpen |,
rception of beauties that are thing
one’s reach? | should have
domestic science or

well. But unless a girl has a

or a

You don’t know anything

I do. 1 know my own
first-hand. Three years

I've been an

r—looking in, Money, tlothes,
Magners are an asset;
is a nece If you've got

If you haven't, there’s the dead-

It's rathey depressing—
was dumb for the moment,—
peated,

He had seen

out of those unpleasant

g
scraping through—boys with down.

struggling against frod

inkling now of what old Mark

to 8ome one across a dinner ta-

didn't need brains—he
Rod hated

ances,

a category, He received in one

He compared her with girls he God girl.
Isabel Wall, for instance, Less
much less. ° Isabel was a
An Yimpractical,

Rod' felt hisi‘heart quicken.
if some invisible thr:dad linked . their | you Sy
1 n(:g r?xrisanw;{’}:ta: t,rem?;’ys&zgelﬂtc\m{mn‘ enough for you? Why drag in class and
A faint flush tinted her cheeks. She|money.and all that sort of thing. You
o, ot Sl ok e
it 4 eve Joni]

L e pataive i ok RS in co-ihat palle 18 o
his blood, filled him with a guick glow, | there long ago when we were kids pad-
was ghut | dling around together. ‘It's grown strong-

away, all but himself and her and the |er, through four years of almost com-
hot sunlight on the shining chanre'|plete separation.

water.

He shook off that swift rush of emo-
{on, startled, astonished, a little dis- {have to ge]l each
He sat testing the strength|Don’t we?

let it lie passive.

For a moment all the worl

e mgtluimdﬁon' hi d looking out -over. the
Shat it ”J’hﬁ saw more there than the running tide.
“Then,” he continued, “if it seems
good to us to plan a future in which we
partners as-well as lovers, why

ing to grasp its substance.
was warm and soft,
shook it slightly.

“What a damned shame
so badly arranged,!” he sai
fix_'em to.suit ourselves, Mary.”

She looked at fll‘?l
unwinking gaze. er

ush that had tinged
faded into a pallor on which tiny v
stood out across the bridge iof her nose | We can’t, dod
She tried to with- | just by
uay, with al
nding of the clan,
«] | family nor
me as one of themselves,
tinued ‘25’."""":""3"»‘ know
symptoms.” | contin Y, on W any
one you know. Your people don’t know
F. e W on’t want to know them,

in pin-points of tan,
draw_ her hand.
“No," he said, * You can't
“Don’t be silly,” she whispered.
hate sentimental men.” .
“Am I?”

“Well, you're manifutinqm
The color came back to

rush.

“Perhaps you're rignt,”
Rod’s fingers relaxed,
that hovere:
failed of utterance.
was like cold water on him. He had
rather prided himself on his freedom
ﬁq‘m sentimental epiB,Oden: e YL Eare
s BRRs JoLte R be e o B
marry me in another breath,
a mind to propose formally, just to
see how ruthlessly you would turn me

“The ruthless turn-down would come
another source—not from
she answered somberly.

“You'd be marrying me,”
possesced himself of her hand, of both
hands, “not my family or my acquaint-
They don't count so much as
you think.
a time together, Mary.
only girl I know that's real, honest-to-
You always were,
if you have the same queer sort of feel-
ing about mie that I
“T expect T have,” she owred,

away.

wondering at the

Faint tremors

her cream

Rod’s grip tightened.
Ly get away,

on the tip of his tongue
Sentimental.

e been asking you to
I have

me,"*

Rod re-

We could have a whale of
You're the

I wonder

have for you?”
“hm

: e t a fool, or a liar, or inclicd to Le
joung woman, eveh if highly|P" ? ! 2 :
r\?t’:xl, " Clothes, -dafices h:n‘firn\ evasive, Rod. 1 don't care for you in
and men abaut r‘unurfiwd Tea. |8 cool, quiet’ calculating fashion, I'm

not made that way, any more than

you are.

glancing @

Juaintance-with those
He recalled with a touch

us?

ther for ten years, Mary had
set foot within Hawk’s ~ Nest.
had a swift, disconcerting vision
difficult it would be for her to|'Y:

equivalent,

—

. Office Supplies

Typewriter Paper, good quality bond, $1.30 per ream,

Better quality bond, $1.70 and $2.40 per ream.
Copy Paper, manilla, $1.00 per 1000 sheets.
Business Envelepes, $1.00 to $2.50 per box of 500.
Carbon Paper, 2 sheets for 5 cents, $1.00 per box.
Onion.Skin Paper, 85 cents per ream.
Stenographers’ Note Books, 10 cents each.
Adding Machine Rolls, 25 cents.

Blotting Paper, 5 cents per sheet,
Orders taken l;r

. Typewriter: Ril
Ordgna)wukenlmhouWI

for same, any size or style of ruling.

The Aca

4 ﬁfn.; Store
'WOLFVI N. 8. :

But, oh, Rod,
of unpleasant wisdom forced on me |
since you went away four years ago.

It won’t do it
“Why not?”
we choose to say it will, who's to stop
We're ourselves,

lives is our own affair,
“Living our lives isn't just a matter I
of doing whatever a pasgsionate impulse ||
may urge us 6 do,” ghe answered slow-
“What do you suppose your family
would do and say when you ann6unced

've had a lot

It won't do!
Rod demanded. “If

and living our

3

.jed did
- | were concerned.
exterior

manded savagely,

B

know that

W are ghall be
d. Let’s | shouldn’t we?” ‘ ;
“Too soon, for one thmf," she said,

q

» | sta

at first.

'lrtlywouls

be a stmgfe
The words |Bull me up to your lev

wn to mine. They'd say you were
It | marrying out of your class, and they’d
nish you in 80 many subtle ways,
ou knewMarty Graham, didn’t you?
.| Have you ol;:;nk:h,im and his wife since

c

not matter

you want out of life that
as|we can’t get t er better thar .if
y o after it single-handed?” he de-

of that—whatever it b—m to work
as soon. as we come

noddedhln,t - mée?" bright,
She , lips parted, eyes ght,
channer

i straight, | ' You're twenty-two, Rod;
mﬂ'a q“im‘g: (I:I havek mwﬂt”ﬁ’mm to want
i o we know what we seem to wan

then shut tight, Tips compressed. .'I;‘I;: 20 badly indey Wik satich
les | tomorrow?

nd even i

i
k|

27
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]
-
gg il

g

class— “You know ve often won
h_i:mptmt;i,- i J¢ did—but now 1 know.” de_‘ed
(8.0 a_second ort’woher e

“Am 1 min

/

It was

The iar magic

g:ﬁeﬂler. We don’t
er. We krow.

as if ‘she

nineteen.
. How

ly us completely
we were sure,
You couldn’t
me make me a Nor-
rights, privileges, and
Neither your
friends would accept
Certainly not

Look,” she

will provide for

ng
the

repayment

le. You'd have to
vel, or be, dragged
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f ‘ o 8,
Ih%i‘!}'- “Perhaps not at all,”
"tose to her feet.  Rod- followed

across’ the porch, red her againgt
the wall,
“You do love me?” he challénged,
“Yes.”

“Then why don’t you marry me»

be- if they had a ‘He| “Because I do love you, Rod,” he

yond purely superficial thinking is ever | gaze : < ving | whispered. Can't see? It won't
sati with mere pleasantness. [I'm. do. Oh, I can’t e n. I haven; the
not a cow to lie down in a clover field | tried, to is liking Y t words. But the nm;xgwenble logic of
and chew my cud forever.” stressed that ity of self-contained- |into Mary. He X t it is cleaJ‘i;n-xgny mind. 1 knew we'd

“1 give you up,” Mary said, “You're | ness. She could think her own ts{out. He sat there holdi f t| come to this. lvev%n%ded < We can't
a discontented pendulum.” as if he were not there, She was thinking | persuading, reasoning, plea%u He had | will t go any farther. We'd both  lose.

“It's the fault of my education,”|them now. He wondered what they |a conviction  that = emotionallys some|'  “But I tell you G s a mut, A (To be  continued.)
Rod returned with mock humility. " were. He had a retentive mei ; he|flame in her leaped to the passionate | footless ass. a!‘ways' was,” Rod ¢

“Education is a mixed blessing | was tenacious of im| jons, k- | fire within himself, and that she re-|protested earnestly. “Don't his actions Souvenir folders, containing sixteen
sometimes,” Mary said in a tone that ing at. her, he wmm she were |sisted only. by some intellectual prove it? Would I grieve if the family bictures 'of ' Wolfills. and ' it
brought him to surprised attention. |thinking of the day they sat on. the|that was stronger than his own. got rather miffed over me marrpng the vicinity, on
“It “shouldn’t be bestowed indiscrimin- | log watching tae rapifis boil in:their|could master her heart but mnot Her [girl T wanted? Not much. I'm not|sale at The ACADIAN Store. Price only
atelyyon those who can’t live up to it, | pent channel; if she were thinking of wil}. ‘quite so dépendent financially as hg i8] 20 cents. :
who can’t gratify any of the cravings|that unpremeditated kiss. Ri ing it,| “What do ’
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