





AGRICULTURAL COLLEGE

The Nova Scotia Agricultural College located at Truro
offers opportunities to young men and women to obtain
training in Agriculture and Home Economics. Former
graduates to whom this magazine may come are urged to do
all they can to interest the young people of their acquain-
tance, who expect to live and work in the country, in the
courses offered.

The courses are as follows:

1. Two years of a four year course leading to the degree of
B.S.A. This course may be finished at Macdonald
College, Que.

2. Three months Farm Course giving practical information
to those who can only get away from home for a short
time.

3. Three weeks course for young women in Home Econom-
ics.

4. Correspondence Courses in Home Economics.
5. Home study Courses in Agricultural subjects as follows:

Soils, Fertilizers and Lime.
Field Crops.

Horticulture.

.Animal Husbandry.
Poultry Husbandry.
Cooperative Marketing.

g. Agriculture.

R

For further information, write to the Principal, Agri
cultural College, Truro, N. S.

“Patronize those who patronize us”




GREEK TO ME

’LL quite frankly admit that I know very little about agriculture
I couldn’t, on a bet, tell you the value of and demonstrate that
value in the use of more lime to get a greater yield of fodder nor

could I suggest or advise how you could inecrease the revenue per
acre of a farm....but....I can certainly tell you about the fit, finish
and value of men’s clothes....that’s my business and 1'm conceited
enough to think I know it.

And may I say to you that I do not know of a man, in the Mari-
times, who can give you a better fit in a suit or in an overcoat than
:‘_.[‘Iim' Stewart, our clothing man, who handles ‘Fit-U” clothes in

Turo. ;

‘While in Truro why not make it a point to visit Gordon Isnor’s
store, 57 Inglis Street, you’!l like our values and our service,

REMEMBER “FIT-U” CLOTHES ARE SOLD IN TRURO
' ONLY AT GORDON ISNOR’S STORE.

Refreshing in Warm Weather

Invigorating in cold. Convenient as a
dessert and always the ideal delicacy.

fookﬁ(/ T

Brookfield Creamery Ltd., Truro, N. S.

With Compliments of

W. A. FLEMMING

Farm Produce, Feed and
Fertilizers

WAREHOUSE, BRUNSWICK ST.
TRURO, i 5 Nova Scotia

‘““Patronize those who patronize us.”
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= START FARMING -

WITH

THE MARITIME FARMER

AND CO-OPERATIVE DAIRYMAN
Published Feortnightly

Official Organ The Farmers’ and Dairymen’s Associa-
tion of New Brunswick, The Nova Scotia Farmers’ As-
sociation, the Nova Scotia, New Brunswick and Prince
Edward Island Fruit Growers’ Associations, The Mari-
time Stock Breeders’ Association, The Maritime Bee-
.Keepers’ Association, The Newfoundland Agricultural
Board and The Maritime Live Stock Board, Inc.

All articles on Farming and Stock Raising are ‘‘first hand”’
written from actual experience by men on the job.

Interesting matter for everyone of the farm household.
Subscription 50c a year, Three years for $1.00.

ADDRESS
THE MARITIME FARMER

23 CANTERBURY ST., SAINT JOHN, N. B.

... Barber Shop ...

All Styles of Ladies’ and Gents’ Haircuts may
be Shown by the Barber.

Hot 0Qil Shampoo, Face
Massage and Shampooing
are Given Here.

While attending college look your nicest at depression

prices. Students of this Agricultural College are
always welcome at

David A. MacFetridges’

Bible Hill Barber
55 MAIN STREET BIBLE HILL, N. S.

‘““Patronize those who patronize us”
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Wik Al FIERIZA0E

(WATERPROOFED)

Our ““NUFELT?”’ HATS, which became so pop-
ular almost overnight, are now greatly improved
by a process that makes them waterproof, with-
out changing the appearance of the felt.

NUFELT Hats are packed full of style, and now
you need not be afraid of shrinkage if caught in
a heavy rain storm. They are ‘“Weatherized.”

See them at your dealers everywhere. They are
outstanding in style and value.

Eastern Hat & Cap Mfg., Co. Ltd.

TRURO, Nova Scotia

“Patronize those who patronize us.”’
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AU REVOIR

For most people life goes on day after day in more or
less of a sober routine. This monotony of work tends to
cause a lack of appreciation of the importance of each day.
We do our work in a perfunctory manner looking forward
to the time when something special or wonderful will happen,
and frequently the special days come and find us unprepared.
The Great Teacher said ‘“Take no thought for the morrow.”
Back of that is the idea of taking special thought for today.
Certainly in one sense if today’s work is done there is no
need of thinking about tomorrow. The student who does
his work thoroughly each day need not worry about exami-
nations. The fact that today’s work has been properly
done, ensures that the right preparation has been made for
tomorrow. The farmer who cultivates the soil thoroughly
today is ready to seed.tomorrow and when the seeding is
done properly today the harvest will come in due time.
It is today that is important.

Preparation for life, then, consists in living each day to
the full. Just now the outlook for young people is not so
bright and encouraging as it has been at some other times.
Does that mean that you need not do the work today?
Farfromit. We cannot tell what is ahead and therefore it
becomes doubly important to do the work of today thor-
oughly in order to be prepared for whatever may come.
I cannot envisage a world in which character and skill will
not be needed. In fact as I try to see into the future it
seems to me these qualities will be needed more than ever.

Today a class graduates from a set period of instruction.
Tomorrow a new period begins. New days come rapidly
and they always bring their obligations and opportunities.
I can only hope and wish for the graduating class, as well as
for all others, that each day will find you at your task doing
it earnestly and courageously. If this is done tomorrow
will take care of itself.

DR. J. M. Trueman
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THE HIGH COST OF LOW PRODUCTION

The title is used because of the inability to find one
more suitable. It is intended to mention that low produc-
tion and low standards for production increase the costs of
farm produce. The Nova Scotia farmers’complaints are
‘“no markets and prices too low’’. There is very little said
by farmers about methods. The fact is, there is a ready
market for farm produce in Nova Scotia at prices equal to or
above Canadian averages. Itis difficult to reconcile farmers
to the fact that there is a market in Nova Scotia and that in
order to feed the population, quantities of farm products
must be imported. Each year a huge sum of money must be
sent from Nova Scotia to pay for imported food stuffs.
The high cost of production in Nova Scotia is the handicap
to an increased production.

The cash which must be sent from the province to pay
for food stuffs is lost for local trade. In times of depression
the diminished sales of lumber, coal and fish makes it extreme-
ly difficult to earn the cash to pay for the imported food.
The money, ora greater part would remain in the province
if the food required to live was produced in Nova Scotia.
Also we would increase the value of the revenue by the value
of the increase in production. The farmers would have
more cash to spend.

The food and farm produce imports to Nova Scotia
includes approximately an equal amount of ¢reamery butter
to that now manufactured in Nova Scotia, all the factory
cheese consumed, quantities of poultry products, beef,
pork and canned goods, fresh early vegetables and fruits,
flour and mill feeds, also there must be added a large number
of horses. The exports include apples, small quantities of
potatoes, strawberries and blueberries and a few lambs.

The large acreage of occupied land not producing any
surplus farm products for sale is an outstanding condition in
Nova Scotia. It would appear correct to say this occupied
farm land with barns, live stock and implements, should
produce the food requirements for Nova Scotia or at least
a large proportion of the present imports. A large number
of farmers in Nova Scotia produce a saleable quantity only
in the ‘““pasture”’ months.
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The occupied land not producing a surplus for sale is a
serious handicap to farmers who are anxious to increase
their income by better farming methods. This can be illus-
trated by a farmer living in a district where production is
extremely low desiring to increase production on his own farm.
The costs of handling and marketing in low producing dis-
tricts is much too high to allow the farmer a margin of profit.
The purchase of pure bred breeding stock cannot be carried
on as a community organization. The progressive farmer
must alone pay the costs. Cooperative purchasing and
selling cannot be carried on successfully without production.
A farmer who has nothing to sell cannot buy. Also the
farmer who produces the surplus for sale must pay more
than a reasonable share of taxes, church, school and com-
munity expenses. Why? Because the farmer who produces
products for sale is the man with the cash. The man not
producing saleable products has no cash. The extremely
small volume of farm products produced is one of the chief
causes for high costs of production. When all occupied land
is producing a saleable surplus, the burden of costs will be
more evenly distributed and will at least partially remove
the handicap of high cost of production.

It cannot be expected that all the occupied land will be
producing in the near future. The problem is more compli-
cated than might at first be anticipated. The increase in
the production of farm products in Nova Scotia is compli-
cated by the attitude of the people who now occupy unpro-
ductive land. It is difficult and sometimes it appears
almost impossible to increase production in some districts.
The first requirement must be a desire to improve methods
by those who occupy the land. Farming is a skilled occupa-
tion, the more unproductive the soil the more skill and
experience required to make such soil produce crops. The
actual situation is a paradox because the land which requires
the most skill to make it produce is occupied by those who
are the least interested in Agriculture. If the desire is devel-
oped the results of the attempts to make soil produce are
handicapped by the inability and the lack of experience.
The very disappointing results which often result from inex-
perience have discouraged those who have attempted to
improve land. The conditions now associated with unpro-
ductive land are not favourable to any rapid improvement
in Agriculture.
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The matter of an economical distribution is important
but extremely difficult where production is small. Let it
be assumed a farmer previously occupying unproductive
land becomes interested in general farming and with other
products raises hogs. In the fall this farmer has ten or
fifteen hogs on his hands. The local market is over supplied
by those who raise only one hog for sale. What can a farmer
do with ten or fifteen hogs with no local market and the
abbatoir or wholesale market for live hogs fifty or more
miles from his farm. The cost of moving ten or fifteen hogs
to an abbatoir istoo much per hog. The value of the hogs
will not stand the expense. If all the occupied land in a
district produced hogs, transportation could be arranged
at a minimum cost. What can progressive farmers do in a
backward district? Must they wait for their neighbours to
become interested in Agriculture? The high cost of the low
production of hogs prohibits progress.

The lack of an economical cost of distribution of farm
products is not the only cause for low production. This
can be shown by the slow progress made in producing cream.
There is available to practically all farmers in Nova Scotia,
a cash market for unlimited quantities of cream. Practically
every district in Nova Scotia is served by cream trucks.
The Nova Scotia creameries will collect and pay cash month-
ly for any quantity of cream at a price above the Canadian
average creamery prices paid for butterfat. Notwithstand-
ing this available cash market, much occupied land does
not produce a surplus of cream except in the few weeks when
pastures are at the best. This shows there are other than
the distribution factors responsible for retarding an increase
in production of farm produce, more especially so, when it
is realized many who occupy land not producing are in need
of cash. This condition can only be explained by the lack
of ability and lack of the desire to grow feed on the land
occupied.

The economical production of all farm products must be
the result of growing feed on the land. All farm produce is
feed in a marketable form. In Nova Scotia production
must depend on feed from pastures, clover hay, turnips and
many mixed grains, in some districts corn and alfalfa can be
grown. Mill feeds can be purchased to supplement home
grown feeds. Mill feeds cannot be economically purchased
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if it must be the basis of the feed. Mill feed can only be
used profitably as a supplementary feed. The increase in
home grown feed must be by improved methods of culti-
vation. In Nova Scotia there are many acres of land which
can be improved by Dbetter cultivation methods and by
making use of conditions available without expense e.g.
natural drainage, use of marl, clean seed and better conser-
ving of manure. Soil improvement must be the basis for
an economical increase in the production of farm products.
Other improvements must be secondary.

The serious handicap of low production will retard agri-
cultural progress in Nova Scotia especially in the backward
districts. It can be expected that production will show
greater progress in districts where production is now com-
paratively high and farmers are progressive. In every
district in Nova Scotia there can be found one or more
outstanding farmers producing a surplus of products for sale.
These progressive farmers demonstrate the possibilities of
what can be done under the great handicaps caused by the
surrounding non-productive land and other economic
conditions not directly controlled by the farmers.

Nova Scotia will have more cash to exchange within the
province when the food required for the population can be
produced on the farms within the province. Those who
look to the farm for a living cannot expect to earn extra-
vagant incomes. There will be no opportunities to accumu-
late wealth in money. A farm with tillable soil, well manag-
ed, will provide a good home and the uncertainty of the
necessities for living will not be a constant worry to disturb
the peace of mind.

W..J. Bird

Catch, then, O catch the transient hour,
Improve each moment as it. flies:

Life’s 'a short summer—man a flower—
He dies—alas! How soon he dies—Johnson.

As the sword of the best tempered metal is most Iflexiblg,
so the truly generous are most pliant and courteous in their
behaviour to their inferiors.—Fuller.

If you wish to reach the highest, begin at the lowest—Syrus.
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LEEUWENHOEK

Antony Leeuwenhoek was born in 1632 amid the blue
windmills, low streets and high canals of Delft, Holland.
His family were burghers of an intensely respectable kind,
engaged in basket making and brewing.

Leeuwenhoek’s father died early and his mother sent
him to school to learn to be a government official, but he
left school at sixteen to be an apprentice in a dry goods store
in Amsterdam, which was his University.

At the age of twenty-one he left the dry goods store,
went back to Delft, married and set up a dry goods store of
his own there. For the next twenty years little is known
about him, except that he developed a most idiotic love for
grinding lenses. He had heard that if you very carefully
ground tiny lenses out of clear class, and looked at small ob-
jects through such lenses, these objects looked much bigger
than they appeared to the unaided eye.

During the twenty years of his obscurity he went to
spectacle-makers and got the rudiments of lens grinding;
he even visited alchemists and soon learned their secret ways
of getting metals from ores, and a little later he mastered the
craft of gold and silversmiths. Leeuwenhoek was a most
pernickety man and was not satisfied with grinding lenses as
good as those of the best lens-grinder in Holland; they had
to be better than the best, and then he would fuss over them
for long hours. Next he mounted these little lenses in tubes
of copper, silver or gold which he had extracted himself
over hot fires, among strange smells and fumes.

Now this self-satisfied dry goods dealer began to turn
his lenses on everything he could get hold of, including
the skin of a whale, the scales of his own skin, ox eyes, wool of
sheep, the hair of various animals and the legs, etc. of
insects.

Leeuwenhoek seldom said anything about what he saw
through his lenses, he never made a drawing until hundreds
of peeps showed him that, under given conditions, he
would always see exactly the same thing. He spent more
time than anyone can believe making such observations,
but Leeuwenhoek did so with much pleasure and took no
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notice of his neighbors who laughed at him and thoese who
said, “why take so much trouble and what good is it?”’
His idea was not to cater to such people, but to the philo-
sophical. He worked for twenty years under such circum-
stances and without an audience.

About this time, in the middle of the seventeenth cen-
tury, great things were astir in the world. Here and there
in England, France and Italy, rare men were very skeptical
about anything that passed for knowledge. They would no
longer take Aristotle’s say-so, but would trust only the
perpetually repeated observations of their own eyes and the
careful weighings of their scales; consequently in England
a few of these revolutionists started a society called ‘“The
Invisible College”’. One member of this College was Robert
Boyle; another was Isaac Newton. In the reign of Charles
IT this College changed its name to the Royal Society of
England, and its members were Antony Leeuwenhoek’s
first audience.

There was one man in Delft who did not laugh at An-
tony Leeuwenhoek, and that was Regnier de Graaf, whom
the Lords and Gentlemen of the Royal Society had made a
corresponding member because he had written them of
interesting things he had found in the human ovary.

Although Leeuwenhoek was rather surly and suspected
everybody, helet de Graaf peep through those magic eyes of
his, those little lenses, the equal of which did no. exist in
Europe or the whole world for that matter. What de Graaf
saw through those microscopes made him ashamed of his own
fame and he wrote to the Royal Society telling them of Leeu-
wenhoek. Shortly after this Leeuwenhoek had a letter from
thefRoyal Society asking him to tell them of his discoveries.
He answered this letter with all the confidence of an ignorant
man who fails to realize the profound wisdom of the
philosophers he addresses. The title of this letter was
““A Specimen of Some Observations made by a Microscope
Contrived by Mr. Leeuwenhoek, concerning Mould upon
the Skin, Flesh, etec.; the Sting of a Bee, etc.”” The Royal
Society was amazed, the sophisticated and learned gentlemen
were astounded by the marvellous things Leuwenhoek
told them he could see through his new lenses. The secre-
tary of the Royal Society thanked Leeuwenhoek and told
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him he hoped his first communication would be followed by
others. It was, by hundreds of others over a period of fifty
years.

Later, Leeuwenhoek turned his attention to water; one
day he placed a few drops of water under his lens and great
was his excitement when he saw little animals swimming and .
playing around in the water. Leeuwenhoek’s day of days
had come! Just imagine peeping into a fantastic sub-visible
world of little things, at creatures that had lived, had bred,
had battled, had died, completely hidden from and unknown
to all men from the beginning of time.

Did Leeuwenhoek write to the Royal Society to tell
them of his discovery? Not yet! He turned his lens on all
kinds of water, but found that pure rain water was free from
such animals. However, on keeping pure rain water in a
container for four days, theselittle animals began to appear.

Leeuwenhoek’s letter to the learned skeptics of England
describing his discovery, was received with great enthusiasm;
they wrote back to him, begging him to write them in detail
the way he had made his microscope, and his method of
observing. ILeeuwenhoek explained his measurements, his
calculations, ete. and soon the day came when the Royal
Society had a microscope with which they could also view
the sub-visible world.

That was a great day for Leeuwenhoek. A little later
the Royal Society made him a Fellow, sending him a gor-
geous diploma of membership in a silver case with the coat
of arms of the society on the cover. ‘I will serve you faith-
fully during the rest of my life”’” he wrote them. He wasas
good as his word, for he mailed them those conversational
mixtures of gossip and science till he died at the age o
ninety. :

Of all the causes that conspire to blind
Man’s erring judgment, and misguide the mind
What the weak head with strongest bias rules,
Is pride, the never-failing vice of fools—Pope.
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. EDITORIAL :

e

This college year of 1932-33 may, or may not, be differ-
ent from preceding years. This being our first experience,
we cannol say definitely. Of one thing we are certain, how-
ever, the same procedure has been followed in selecting a
viectim from the verdant Juniors to write an editorial.
Truth to tell, the writer would feel more at home in a high
chair, than in this unaccustomed seat. So to satisfy our
thirst for vengeance, our theme will be the high ana mighty
(?) Seniors. Because we are greatly outnumbered, we
realize that we must proceed with caution.

In college life there always seems to be the inevitable
line of demarcation between the Seniors and Juniors, but in
the A. C. this year we feel that this has been reduced to the
vanishing point. The Seniors have generously shared with
us their joys and sorrows—and girls. The chief joy, was of
course, the Saturday night hops and what could our mammoth
and common sorrow be but a chemistry test?

Of course there is a dark side to every picture, but know-
ing that ““Discretion is the better part of valor”’, we will let
that severely alone. Jolly good fellows, every one of them,
nor will their fathers ever have to write them as a man who
was travelling in Europe wrote his boy: :

‘“Dear Son:
I visited a rock today, from which the Spartansused to
throw their defective children.

Wish you were here,
Dad:’

The depression has struck our Library shelves. They
look like Mother Hubbard’s cupboard. The thief called
Time has entered and left a dreary waste behind him.

Surely we a-e entitled to a library of good books. Read-
ing is the finest kind of recrestion. It turns a poor man
into a millionaire, for the time being. He can travel abroad
and reap the benefit thereof. His soul soars up and away
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on the wings of fiction, poetry, travel, while his body rests
at home. Reading history is but going in reverse. So, if
the Governmental millions are not otherwise engaged, we
should like a hand-out to take away the reproach of our
empty shelves.

Wilbur D. Nesbit puts the benefits of reading in a strik-
ing light:

“Who Hath a Book”

Who hath a book
Has friends at hand,
And gold and gear
At his command.

And rich estates,
If he but look,

Are held by him
Who hath a book.

Who hath a book
Has but to read,
And he may be
A king indeed.

His kingdom is
His inglenook,
All this is his
Who hath a book.

Of all marvellous things, perhaps there is nothing that
angels behold with such supreme astonishment as a proud
man—Colton.

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods;

There is a rapture on the lonely shore;

There is society, where none intrudes,

By the deep sea, and music in its roar:

Ilove not man the less, but Nature more—Byron.

Egotism is the tongue of vanity—Chamfort.
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VALEDICTORY ADDRESS

Read by R. J. Hilton at the Commencement Exercises
; on April 2§, 1933.

The first thing which I would like to do, is to thank you,
the members of the graduating class, for selecting me as
valedictorian of your class. I feel that it is an honor which
I do not deserve and with which I realize my inability to
cope. I am glad, however, to have the opportunity to ex-
press my own feelings (in part) and to have the sanction of
my classmates in what I say.

My friends, there is one thing about our little agricul-
tural college here which, to my mind, is one of the greatest
factors in making the atmosphere of the college life, the
cheery companionable type that it is. This is the very
smallness of the college. No doubt, the larger universities
include advantages in many ways over institutions such as
our own, but they are disadvantageous in many ways as well.
Here, with our small classes we learn to know each other—
not merely as classmates and by name, but to really know
each other as friends and comrades.

At this juncture I would like to speak briefly to the
Junior Class.

Juniors, your class is small in numbers, but as we have
seen by examination results, you are not lacking in intellect.
The situation was doubtless reversed at Graduation Day
last year when we as a Junior Class were nearly thirty strong,
but with no intellectual wizards among our ranks.

You have come through your premier term in good
standing and no doubt you are already looking forward to
the fall of 1933 when you will be grave old Seniors. You
have not an easy, entirely carefree row to hoe, if you would
gain the most from the course, but I can assure you that the
course is not the bugbear popularly supposed, and that,
under diligent application to your studies, the difficulties
seem to dissolve away, leaving a pleasant glow in their stead.

The Agricultural College offers you, first of all, an
interesting and instructive course, in the first two years of
scientific agricultural training. But that is not all it offers,
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It is splendidly equipped, for a small institution, for sports
and literary work and you will do well to avail yourselves
of the advantages of the Gym and Library.

In the adjoining College Farm you have an opportunity
to watch the application in a practical way of the principles
which you are taught.

As Seniors, next year, remember that you have respon-
sibilities which should be taken seriously and disposed of to
the credit of the College. Be sure that you profit by our
mistakes and benefit by our successes.

Members of the Faculty, we are concluding an associa-
tion of two years which I personally am loath to conclude;
and I feel that in expressing my sentiments here, I am
speaking for the class as a whole.

For two years, I say, you have been our guiding star.
You have followed with interest our progress through this
College. To you we are just another graduating class, with
whom, we hope, you have had pleasant associations.

But it is the faculty which constitute the College. The
associations on which we will look back in retrospect, will be
linked with memories of the different classrooms, and their
respective professors. For example, I expect the majority
of us will always associate the Chemistry lab. and classroom
with Professor Harlow, and vice versa. I cannot imagine
why!

And so, in completing our connections with you as our
instructors we would humbly crave pardon for any mis-
demeanors or annoyance we may have caused. May we
express thesincere wish that, although you are no longer our
instructors, you will always remain as staunch and esteemed
friends as you have shown yourselves to be in the foregoing
College terms..

This farewell address (if indeed it may be sotermed),
would be far from complete, if no mention were to be made
of our social friends in Bible Hill and Truro. We have all
made many friends during our sojourn here and these may be
divided into two distinct classes. These are the ‘“Locals”
and ‘“Others’’.
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By “locals” I mean of course, those who have permanent
residence here and on behalf of the graduating class I would *
like to express our sincere appreciation of the thoughtfulness
and kindness which seem to be inherent qualities in those who
dwell in Truro and thesurrounding suburbs.

By ““others” I refer to our many friends who, like our-
selves, are merely transient visitors in this town and who,
also like ourselves, are here in the great interests of knowledge
and education. Not wishing to presume too much, I will
leave it to each individual classmate of mine to express his
own feelings on the subject to them, under more appropriate
circumstances.

Fellow classmates, I have thought it more fitting to
leave the reference to our disbanding until the last of these
few thought expressions.

This is commencement! We should have a new out-
look on the world, as we go out to fill whatever corners are
being reserved for us in our varying situations. It is not
only a commencement or beginning, but it is also an end,
an end to the pleasant scholastic and social associations
with hwhich we have been surrounded during our college
life here.

Most of us are already laying plans for continuing our
college work at some other institution and I sincerely hope
that many of us will be together in some college in the future.

We have had a lot of work to do in the past two years
and I am sure we all have enjoyed doing it. We have had
many good times together and have, I trust, enjoyed college
life to the full. Some there are who excel in sports particu-
larly, some who are poets of note, a chemist.or two, and an
occasional poultry expert, and so on. ' The majority of us,
however, excel in nothing particularly and participate to
some extent in everything.

And so, classmates, as the time for parting arrives, let us
go out to face what is coming with heads held high and with
the assurance that our two years of college life together
have not been wasted but that they count as a helpful and
unforgettable factor in enabling each of us to attain his
ultimate goal.
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LIST OF GRADUATES

:{_n-n-lx

Albert R. Anderson

“A good laugh is worth a thousand groans
in any market”’

Anderson, better known as Andy, blew in from the
breezy Tantramar and has become a well-known personage
about the college and the neighbor.ng town.

He graduated from Sackville High School where he took
a prominent part in athletics, being on the Hockey, Football
and Track teams. After leaving Sackville High, he spent a

year at Mount Allison Academy, where he delved deeply into

the mysteries of commerce, but the call of things agricultural
proved too strong for Andy, so the fall of 1931 found him at

‘the N. 8. A. C.

During his sojourn at this institution he has made a
place for himself both in the college and in the hearts of his
classmates. Andy has a fund of droll humor which is the
delight of all who know him. He has also taken a promiment
part in athletics, being manager of the hockey team and also
? Valziant supporter of the soft-ball nine that never were de-

eated.

We feel sure that Andy will be successful in his future
work, whether it be beef-raising on the Tantramars or Pro-

fessor of English in some classical institution.

The best of luck Andy!

William Clyde Brown

“Be not the first by whom the new is tried
Nor yet the last to lay the old aside.”

Clyde is a product of Newcastle, N. B., and shows that
the grounding obtained in high school work at Harkins’ High
School is by no means slight.



GRADUATION CLASS

Left to right: Back Row:—7T. C. Chiasson, F. Lacey (Vice-Pres.), C.S. Reid, R.J. Hilton, G. L. Cook, G. Longley (Pres.)
Second Row: A. R. Anderson, L.R. Burrell, A. T. Macnab, (Sec.), Chas. Douglas, F. D. Crosby, S. Wilmshurst.
Front Row:—H. A.Mac Donald, C. E. Thompson, D. Nairn, Dr.J. M. Trueman (Prin.) W. C. Brown, R. D. Gilbert, N. MacPherson.
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He graduated from this High School in 1931 and that
fall saw him in Truro attending N. S. A. C.

In the two years here, Clyde has distinguished himself
in studies, taking a particular and almost fiendish delight in
chemistry. In this, as in several other subjects, his name
appears at the top of the list.

Clyde is further distinguished by being the youngest
member of our graduating class. He is now making plans
to attend Macdonald College in the near future with but one
purpose in mind. This purpose is neither wine nor women
but—Chemistry.

Good luck Clyde!

Lawrence R. Burrell

“Let not your friendship be like the rose to sever;
But, like the evergreen, may it last forever.”

This blonde youth hails from Carleton, apretty little
village in the fair county of Yarmouth. This county has in
the years gone by produced many able men and Lawrence
does his bit towards maintaining the high standard.

Although a good conscientious student his ‘‘forte” is
athletics and along this line he has distinguished himself.
As Captain of the basket-ball squad he has led his comrades
to many a hard fought victory by his superlative playing at
“center.”” He is also one of the mainstays of the Hockey
and Softball teams and is an all round good sport.

His biography would be by no means complete if we
were to omit the part he plays in our Saturday night socials
where he is a prime favorite with the ladies both for his inher-
ent good looks and his dancing ability. His habit of flitting
like a butterfly from flower to fair flower has been the cause
of many broken hearts among the ‘“Normals.”

During his two years at this college Lawrence has made
1.n[%any fast friends and we wish him every success in his future
ife.

Good luck, old boy.
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Thomas Charles Chiasson
“A little body often harbors a great soul”

Tommy, as he is familiarly known to us all, finished his
High School education at St. Joseph de Moine, C. B. in the
spring of 1930. Desiring to continue his education he came
to the Nova Scotia Agricultural College and graduated from
the Farm Class in 1931. The same year Tommy returned to
take up degree work and is well up in the list of this year’s
graduating class.

v Tommy shows keen interest in all student activities and
his cherry smile is the life of the student body.

Tommy intends completing his course at Macdonald
College, Quebec, and his many friends at N.S.A.C. wish him
every success.

GEORGE COOK

“Be kind to all; be intimate with few;
-And may the few be well chosen.”

Our sturdy friend George hails fromi Milford, N. S.
Bornin 1913, he received his primary education at his dis-
trict school and later attended Colchester County Academy.
The call for further knowledge in scientific agriculture led
George to enrol at the N.S.A.C. in the fall of 1931.

During his stay in Truro George has shown himself to
be a man of sober habits and a diligent student. We have
benefitted greatly by his immense amount of practical know-
ledge of poultry husbandry and apiculture.

In leaving us, George, our best wishes will always
follow you in whatever path you choose.

Frank D. Crosby
‘“Red headed but serene.”

Crosby comes to us from Brenton, Yarmouth County.
Having graduated from high school of that place he has fur-
ther distinguished himself since coming to the A. C.
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Frank has earned a place for himself on the basketball
team where his ability to be in the right place at the right
time is a constant threat and source of annoyance to his
opponents.

In completing this sketch we cannot fail to call attention
to the fact that he is a great favorite Saturday nights where
his curly, red hair and dancing prowess, is in constant de-
mand, and, we fear, has been the cause of his frequent ex-
cursions to Smith’s Avenue.

So long and good luck!

Charles A. Douglas

“Every fault is forgiven
the man of perfect candor”

From Scotsburn, N. S., the outstanding dairy district
of the province, comes this bonnie lad.

Charlie received his High School education at Pictou
Academy, graduating from there in 1928. That fall he made
a trip to the Canadian West where he worked in the harvest
fields. Upon returning home he worked in the lumber woods
until the spring of 1929, when he entered the Scotsburn
creamery, where he was employed until the fall of 1931,
when he came to the N. S. A. C.

Here he has been an industrious student, popular and
well liked. He takes a special interest in the social events,
being always present at the Saturday evening socials and
other dances. One always knows him there, for he is the
fellow who does not dance the last waltz. He says he got in
that pickle once, and now steers clear of it. Charlie takes no
active part in sports. To those who really know him he is
perhaps the most humorous and witty student on the cam-
pus.

Charlie has always been an industrious student, paying
strict attention to his work. Dairying is the chosen option
of this ambitious fellow which he intends to further pursue at
0.A.C.

We extend to him the best of wishes for success in his
future work.
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Reginald Gilbert

“The man with the smile
Is the man worth while.”

From Gagetown, N. B., comes Reg, who first saw the
light of dawn in 1913. After completing his High School
education at Gagetown Grammar School, from which he
graduated in 1931, Reg enrolled as a member of the degree
class at the N. S. A. C.

Reg was not long among us till we found him to be a
diligent student, taking pride in doing everything as efficient-
ly as possible, with the result that he is now numbered among
the best students of the class of ’33.

Reg’s ability and interest in athletics led to his appoint-
ment as a member of the Sports Committee. His pleasant
disposition won for him a host of friends, who were, by no
means, limited to students and faculty. We must confess,
however, that his greatest interest was found within the
college walls. All who have had the opportunity of knowing
Reg, cannot forget the pleasing manner in which he did
G—R—E—T—A person on any occasion.

In leaving us, Reg, you have our very best wishes for
success in your future work.

Robert James Hilton

“A tower of strength that stands foursquare to
every wind that blows.”

Bob, our Valedictorian, hails from Carleton, Yarmouth
County. He landed at Truro in the fall of ’31, bringing with
him a matriculation certificate from Carleton Academy,
"co&lsiderable farm experience, and a wealth of general know-
edge.

During his sojourn here, his scholastic ability has been
shown by his success in the examination room, and as a de-
bater. He was one of the three chosen to represent the
College in outside debates. His athletic ability was dis-
played on the softball diamond both years and as Center
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on the basketball team in his senior year, while his executive
ability made the Exchange and Alumni departments of our
magazine outstandingly successful. It will suffice to say
that his manly grace and dry humor won him many friends
on both sides of the river.

We have every reason to believe that Bob will make a
record. He leaves with the best wishes of the class of ’33.

Frank Lacey
““He is a presence to be felt and known.”

During the past two years the old A. C. has seen much of
Frank for since his arrival in the fall of 31, he has played a
prominent and active part in the life of the college.

Frank was born at Tracadie, P. E. 1., and after receiving
his primary education at Glenaladale he entered St. Dun-
stan’s University, Charlottetown, in 1925. While there
Frank proved himself to be a diligent student and there also
he gained experience in college activities from which we have
derived so much benefit. He graduated in the spring of
1930 and from there he proceeded to Halifax where he became
a student of theology until shortly before he joined the other
juniors of 31 on commencement day.

Frank has been very popular among his classmates and
was elected vice-president of the class in ’31, a position which
he has continued to fill during his senior year. Frank tooka
keen interest in the college magazine as sub-editor and this
year he has been responsible , as editor, for its success. In
our debating society he has played a prominent role, taking
part in inter-class debates in an able manner. He has given
much of his spare time to the social enterprises of the college
and his place will be hard to fill.

H. G. Longley
“The world knows nothing of its greatest men.”
Paradise was the birthplace of this budding genius.

While receiving his early education there he was prominent in
club work, and won a trip to the Royal Winter Fair in 1930.
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Ambitious for knowledge he wandered into the N. S. A. C.
Halls in the fall of ’31, with a determined look on his face.
Graham has made many friends since coming to Truro. As
a member of the Social Committee, he has been active in
making the dances a success. His chief recreation has been
basketball, and he has been our mainstay on guard. Graham
plans to prosecute his studies at Macdonald next year.

Good luck, Graham, and may you continue the good
work!

Harry A. MacDonald

““An honest man’s the noblest work of God. ’

This ambitious fellow comes from Scotsburn, Pictou
County, the home of men.

Harry is one of those fellows who believes in working and
earning all he gets. Heis by nature quiet and reserved.
His opinions when given are well worth pondering upon. He
bhas made good in all his undertakings. In club work in
which he takes much interest, he was on the team repre-
senting Nova Scotia at Toronto in 1927 where he made a
good showing.

He completed his early education in the spring of 1927.
Desiring to broaden his travels still further in the summer of
1928, he decided to take a trip to the Canadian West. After
working in the harvest fields for a few months he returned
home. For three years following he has worked on the home
farm.

Coming to the N. S. A. C. in the fall of 1931 he has
proven to be a good student, popular not only among the
A. C. students, but also among the Normalites especially of
’32, although taking no part in sports, claiming that he was
here to study, not play.

We wish this sedate youth every success in all his future
undertakings, and feel sure that a man of his character, am-
bition and broadmindness will always win.
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Alexander Taylor Macnab

“We shall not soon see his like again.”

"Twas a portentous occasion when, in the fall of’31, Alex
first breezed through the portals of our institution. Heis a
graduate of Mt. Allison Academy and for the past four or
five years has called the little town of Wallace bhis permanent
residence. The earlier part of his education he obtained in
Halifax, Montreal, Calgary, Blairmore (Alta.) and in South
Amerlca having been born in the town of Truro, N. S.

Our group is far from complete when Alex is absent and
his curly head is a requisite beth at the ball games and the
dances. He is an industrious student and is prominent in all
of our sports, being one of the snappiest forwards on the first
basketball line we have hadfor years. He is well known
also, on the hockey team and is the Captain of our redoubt-
able softball team. Since the departure of our star guard,
John Copinger-Hill, Alex has served in the capacity of
manager of the basketball squad.

We will long remember his debating by virtue of the
humor and blushes which characterized it.

No Saturday evening social would be complete with-
out Alex and he is known to be not averse to the down-town
walk which so often follows these social evenings.

His many sincere friends and classmates will be hoping
to hear from him in the future from time to time as he is
secretary of the Graduating Class. We also wish him best of
luck in his undertakings both on his farm at Wallace and in
advanced work.

Cheerio, Alex!

Norman MacPherson

“A good name is rather to be chosen than great
riches.”

Mac hails from Frince Edward Island, that pretty Gar-
den of the Gulf. He Jearned his A. B. C’s in a little school-
house near Cardigan. Not satisfied with this rudimentary
knowledge he entered Prince of Wales College in the fall of
1929. Hearing the call of agriculture urging him, the fall of
1931 saw him struggling along with the rest of us.
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Mac has shown himself a good sport at all times. He
was a valuable and enthusiastic member of the softball team.

There’s one unpardonable fault in Maec, he seems to
have a weakness for blondes, and at our socials we could see
him enjoying the company of one of those fair ones.

We hear that he intends to go to Guelph next year and
specialize in Horticulture. Whatever he attempts we feel
sure that his charming personality and his determination
will see him there.

Good lpck, Mac! And don’t forget the old friends at
our dear A. C.

Dorothea Nairn
““A voice gentle and low, an excellent thing in women.”

To Truro goes the distinction of being the birthplace of
the only girl of the class of ’33. Dorothea who was born in
the eventful year of 1914, obtained her primary education at
Willow Street School, where she spent five successful years,
going then to Ayrshire, Scotland, where she continued her
quest for knowledge at West Ardrossan Academy. She re-
turned to Canada in 1930, when she enrolled at the N. S.A.C.

Since coming to the Agricultural College she has not
only proven herself a clever and diligent student, but also a
jovial and amiable comrade to all who have sought her com-
panionship. Being a true lover of nature she was deeply
absorbed in her studies and at the same time highly interested
in the various college activities. Dorothea’s outstanding
ability as a debater and writer won for her much well-merited
praise. The A. C. Gateway, our College magazine, is greatly
indebted to her for many contributions.

Concerning her future we are not in a position to say
anything, except that, judging from her progress at the A.C.
success will surely crown her efforts in any position she may
choose.
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Clayton Reid

“Bene Fac Quod Facies”

Clayton, who is, in no sense of the word, the shortest
member of our graduating c'ass, comes from Gagetown, N.
B. His High School education was obtained at Gagetown
Grammar School, from which he graduated with honors in
1930. An urgent desire for further knowledge caused him to
enrol as a degree student of the N. S. A. C.in 1931.

Since coming to the college, Clayton has shown himself
to be a man of character—a man who believes in doing his
duty regardless of what others may say. Clayton is truly as
good as his word. His motto, “whatever you do, do well”’
accounts for his constant improvement in his various studies.

Clayton’s pleasing disposition as well as his ability to
meet people is manifested by the fact that he has been an
active member of the Social Committee for the past two
years. His many appealing qualities made him a centre of
interest with many charming Normalites. Clayton, how-
ever, believes in undivided friendship and often speaks of
MARION in the near future.

As to what Clayton really intends to do, we cannot say,
but we feel confident that, with his pleasing personality and
sterling character, he will surmount all difficulties and attain
unlimited success.

Claude E. Thoinpson
“May His Tribe Increase’

Claude was born at Oxford, N. S., where he grew up
among the woollen mills, and learned how to spin yarns by
the yard. After completing his school work at Oxford he
went to the Provincial Normal College, and at the con-
clusion of the term at Normal he attended Summer Sct ool
at Sackville, N. B.

In the fall of 1927 he began teaching school but gave it
up in 1931 to join the boys at the A. C. where he quickly
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came to the fore. Inhis junior year he was President of his
class, Captain of the basketball team and an active parti-
cipator in all of the college activities.

In his senior year he held the position of President of the
Students’ Council and took part in all that went on, especial-
ly basketball, debating and softball.

Claude’s lusty ““Hold on therz"" has won for him a lasting
place in the memory of Prof. Barteaux and his Math. class.

He is still interested in the Normal College, as we are all
aware from his occasional conv_ersations with Dr. Davis.

Economics is the hobby and aim of this illustrious youth
and when it comes to ‘“Economy’’ what Claude knows is no-
body’s business. '

Best of luck, Claude, in your chosen profession.
Stanley Wilmshurst

“T'o know; to esteem, to love and then to part
Makes up life’s tale to many a feeling heart.”

Born at Herefordshire, England, in 1910, our friend
“Fat,” as he is commonly called, came to Canada in 1915,
when, with his parents, he settled near the City of Halifax,
where he remained till 1920 when he moved to Newport,
Nova Scotia.

Of worthy mention is the “Railey Farm’ of which the
Wilmshursts are the owners. This farm is today a centre of
interest as a fruit and dairy farm. The fine herd of Jersey
cattle to be seen on the property reflects much credit on the
owners.

Returning to our subject, ‘‘Pat,” after graduation from
High School in 1928, entered the Royal Bank of Canada,
where he made rapid advancement. Despite all success,
however, his desire for the acquisition of scientific knowledge
relative to the agricultural industry, compelled him to res1gn
his position as banker and he enrolled at the N. S. A. C. in
the fall of 1931.
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Since his entrance to the college, as a degree student, he
has proven himself to be an unwavering student and a gentle-
man in every respect. His honest ability is manifested by
the fact that he was chosen as Secretary Treasurer of the
Students Council and Business Manager of the Magazine
Staff—positions which he capably filled. His distinguished
personality won for him a wide circle of friends during his
stay in Truro.

While we are not in a position to say just what ‘“‘Pat’s”
plans for the future may be, we feel that his departure from
the college means an entrance to something greater.

AN IDYLL OF YOUTH

Have you my friend €’er felt the glory,
Romance of a summer eve;

Ever gazed and read the story,
Only true love can perceive,

In the eyes of one that loves you,
While you clasp her closely pressed,

And the fair hair you adore so,
Resting lightly on your breast,

Enboldened by the night about you,
Whisper love lore in her ear,

Words that of the world around you
She and she alone may hear.

And the beauty of the moment,
When she lifts lips to thine;
And about her soft warm body,
More closely doth thine arms entwine.

And gaze into her face uplifted;
Gaze into her deep, dark eyes;

Eyes reflecting back the beauty,
Romance of those summer skies.

Here my friend I'll go and leave you,
Leave you in the arms of fate;
With the parting strict injunction,
Be sure and don’t stay out too late.

— Anon.
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FARM COURSE 1933

The 1933 Farm Course opened on January 4th. Altho
the number registered was not large, it was made up of an
earnest, diligent group of young men, who were anxious to
make good use of their time.

This course gives plain detailed information concerning
the principles and practise of managing a farm.

The following men were at the College for three months
and received certificates on March 30th.

H. Bernely Cann, R. R. 3, Yarmouth, N. S.

Burnham'G. Cox, Stewiacke, N. S.

Lester Davidson, R. R. 5, Truro, N. S.

James R. Hornbrook, R. R. 1, Sussex, N. B.

S. G. Kirkpatrick, Shubenacadie, N. S.

Harold N. Lingley, Truro, N. S.

Robert Manuel, Halifax, N. S.

Lloyd Manuel, Halifax, N. S.

Lawson McConnell, R. R. 1, Tatamagouche, N. S.

Malcolm H. MacLeod, Loch Lomond, N. S.

D. S. Parlee, Lower Millstream, N. B.

James Potter, Shubenacadie, N. S.

Kenneth Barteaux, Annapolis Royal, and C. C. Me-
Namara, Kentville, attended during the month of January
for special work in Soils and Horticulture, and Hudson Jack-
son, Lorneville, Cumberland County, attended in March for
special work in Animal Husbandry and Agronomy.

SPRING

When Spring’s sweet spell has broken Winter’s hold
And warm spring suns have banished frost and cold;
Tis then the breath of air brings vibrant life,
And youth and love hold rein o’er wars and strife.

When fields that have so long lain brown and sere,
Gleam faintly emerald in the warm sun’s cheer;
The landscape is awake with cheery song
Of the carefree birds that twitter all day long.

The trees again are decked in vestment green,
The lakes calm surface is a silver sheen,
The very breath of spring floats on the breeze
And wakes to whispering the silent trees.
—Frank D. Crosby ’33.
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NATURE’S AWAKENING!

A lovely phrase read years ago, ‘“We are immersed in
beauty, but our eyes have no clear vision,” is one which
I have always carried in my soul. The food of a dreamer is
made up of poems, sunsets, moonlight and the song of Spring;
threads of rose and gold and silver mist woven into the charm
of magic pictures hanging in the inner sanctum of the soul.
They lift one out of the drab life of today to a higher plane
where the things worth while are possible. They enable one
to contemplate the scenes of beauty around us, the light of
the moon casting a soft mantle over the most rugged scene
will stir the soul to awakening. The whisper of the wind in
the trees and the lonely cry of a loon out on a lake will bring
a certain peace. How many of us can really see through our
eyes the world of beauty that unfolds before us, the beauty
of the bud as it bursts open to let the sunshine into its heart;
the happy quiver of a bird’s throat as it pours out its song
of ecstasy, the vista of dreams in colorful array as the first
blossoms appear, the musical tinkle of running water in the
nearby brook.

The actual loveliness is always present but rarely per-
ceived. The unseen melody—the rhythm of life and nature
—as though all life moves to an exquisite sense of time. If
we could see things as they really are we should fling our-
selves into life with a glorious abandonment knowing that
our wildest enthusiasm cannot more than brush lightly the
hem of the real beauty and joy that is always there. Happi-
ness, the elusive, is here before our very eyes at this season of
Spring, surging up to our feet, lapping against our hearts;
but we, alas, know not how to let it in.

As the new life stirs beneath the surface of the warming
earth so also new faith, new trust and new hope stirs our
hearts. Easter brings a sense of joy in a reviving earth. Its
implications are of victory gained through trial and suffering
and adversity. We find them in our hearts at Easter and are
happy to sense them again, like strayed children finding the
way back to safety and to familiar chartings and well-
known landmarks. Mellowing experience teaches us how
little we know of life. There is a new feeling in the air.
Men’s heads are lifted; there is a springiness in their step and
they are eager to be off onthe road that leads to somewhere.
The mists, the gray days of uncertainty are behind us!
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Two roads stretch out, and only two, to where the path-
way ends; the one lies charted, broad and clear, across the
hills that make the year; the other twists and bends! ‘“Two
voices whisper—two alone, to every human heart; the one
says, ‘Wait! The hills are high! a cloud hangs down across
the sky!” The other whispers, ‘Start!’ Two roads—two
hearts—a goal to reach, before the year is done; step out
upon that beaten way; beyond the hill a brighter day, be-
hind the cloud—the sun!”’

.SHORE REVERIE

One night I stood by the ocean,
And gazed on the limitless blue,

‘While the wind was keening o’er me
And hissing the spray jets flew.

I stood on the stauch breakwater,
‘Which extends from Maitland’s shore;
Which has sheltered the ships of the sailor,

For a hundred years and more.

Through the gloom of the autumn twilight,
From the south the black clouds poured;

While o’er the reefs of a dangerous coast,
The thundering breakers roared.

Wild, tumultuous, rolled the waves,
As far as the eye could reach,

Pounding, pounding never ceasing,
On the sea-wall of the beach.

A feeling of insignificance,
Such as I never felt before;

As the ceaseless waves rolled inward,
With their never ceasing roar,

Came o’er me and appalled me,
With might fearful yet sublime,
As when one tries to measure
The infinity of time.

And I thought how the mighty elements,
Unless checked by a Master’s hand,
Could break man’s puny armour
And wipe him from the land.
: - Frank Crosby ’33.
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A TRICK OF FATE

The landlord tapped lightly on the door of No. 11. He
had a duty to perform, an unpleasant one, to be sure, but
one which, nevertheless, had to be carried out. Entering
the apartment in answer to a voice he found the tenant
slumped deep in a chair with his head held low in his hands.

“Mr. Rogers,” he began slowly, “I have come about—"

‘“Yes, I know, Slade,” the figure interrupted. ‘“You have
come about my bill. Iam sorry, I can’t payit Ishall move
out today and will pay you as soon as I get work.”

“There is no hurry about that, Mr. Rogers, only I have a
party who wishes to rent this place.”

“I’ll be out in an hour, Slade.”

“Thank you, sir,” said the landlord, and hastily left
the room.

Gathering his few belongings together,young Dick Rogers
considered this new phase of life. A few months ago he had
been one of Detroit’s gay, wealthy set. He had whiled away
his days with tennis, golf and yachting; his nights had been
a continuous search for pleasure in the numerous night clubs
and theatres. Then he had met Cecilia and had fallen deeply
in love. He would always remember the scene with his
father when he had told him of his engagement to this girl—
a worker in the Public Library. How that aristocratic
old gentleman had stormed at the idea of a Rogers marry-
ing a working girl, one so much below their station in life,
regardless of how lovely she might be. Finally he had told
Dick that if he continued to defy him under his own roof he
could leave at once and remain away until he had come to his
senses and given up all thoughts of such a marriage. Taking
him at his word Dick had walked out.

He had tried hard to get a job but there were few open-
ings in these days of depression and none for one untrained
in business matters as he was. Now he was without funds
and in the street and the future looked dark indeed.

Late that night, tired and discouraged, he sat on a bench
in the Square. Suddenly a low voice broke in upon his
solitude:
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“What is the matter, buddy?’

Glancing at his companion, of whose presence he had
been hitherto unaware, Dick perceived him to be a true
“‘knight of the road.” He was familiar with the type, as he
often had been waylaid by one of them with a plea for a hand-
out, “Enough for a cup of coffee,”’” they had termed the re-
quest. Now he was on the same level with one of these and
life held nothing for him.

I am in the same position as yourself,”” Dick replied,
“Broke and hungry.”

The tramp stared at him for a moment, his pale blue
eyes sticking out, ugly, terror-shot, like one patch of color
in the ghastly, yellow face. Dick saw that he was greatly
excited and in a state of collapse. He kept putting bhis hands
in his pockets to hide their shaking, taking them out again
and twisting them wildly and at the same time glancing over
his shoulders like a fugitive. Suddenly he clutched at Dick’s
coat and with a half-whimpering, half-whispering voice,
said: :

“I am mighty glad you came along, buddy. I've been
up and down this continent for over twenty years, from the
Canadian north-west to Panama. I’ve done about every-
thing thereis and never a fear to cross my mind until tonight.’

He stopped for a moment and mopped his heavy, color-
less face.

“Do you know P. J. Newbury?”’ he continued. “Yeah,
the rich guy with the big house on the drive. Well, that’s
my brother. Hard to believe, ain’t it? We both had the
same start in life. Now he is a big shot and I’m just a bum.
Today I got a letter from Farker, his lawyer. He wants me
to come to his office in the morning. My brother, who never
would have anything to do with me, is going to give me a lot
of dough so 1 .can live like a gentleman.”

He broke off with a harsh, nervous laugh ending with a
half-choke, then continued aimlessly:

“And I'm scared, see? Yeah, scared I won’t get there.
Something might happen to me; I might die tonight. After
all these years Bill Newbury knows fear in his heart at last,
can ya beat that? ’
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Here was something which Dick had never encountered
before. The irony of Fate; that he—Dick Rogers—who had
never wanted for anything before, should find himself in
reversed position with a common tramp. Here was a man
who had wandered through the world penniless for years
until his very name had been forgotten by his friends. All
his life Bill Newbury had envied those who were more for-
tunate than he, while he had begged for his living. and now
that the chance came to settle down and live a comfortable
life he was afraid—afraid of-whait? Here was an oppor-
tunity for him to blot out the story of his life so completely
that bis soul should not remember a single line of it. As the
red moon dipped into the dark clouds yonder so this man’s
past could be engulfed by the tide of months and stamp out
even the will to reckon or to remember. The sun would
shine tomorrow but his own life as he had chosen it had been
lived and never more would the fever of living burn in his
veins and now the mocking voice of hope was ringing in
his ears. The suspense was almost unbearable to this
care-free soul who seemed to entrust his secret so readily
to a stranger.

The tramp breathed heavily as a man who must face
an issue.

“Stay with me, friend,”” he begged, “Stay with me to-
night and come to the office with me in the morning.”’
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