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CHAPTER VI—{Continued.)

Tom had come ont upon the porch.
For a time he stood, Hstening, then
quickly stepping down Into the yard,
he gazed toward the dalry house, into
which, accompanied by a negro wo-
man, had gone a eglim girl, wearing a
gingham sun-bonnet. The girl came
out, carrying a jug, and hastened to-
ward the yard gate, Tom heard the
gate-latch click and then stepped
quickly to the corner of the house;
and when out of gight he almost ran
to overtake the girl. Bhoe had reach-
ed the road, and she pretended to walk
faster when she heard his footstaps.
She did not ralse her eyea as he came
up beside har.

“Let me carry the jug, Sallle.”

“No, I can carry it."

“Glve It to me.”

He took the jug and she looked up
at him with a smile.

“How's your uncle, Sallie?”

“He ain't any better.'

Her uncle was Wash Sanders.
Twenty yvears had passed since he had
first fssued a bulletin that he was dy-
ing. He had liver trouble and a strong
combination of other allments, but he
kept on living. At first the nelghbors
had confidence in bhim, and believed
that he was about to pass away, but as
the weeks were stretched into years,
as men who had been strong and
hearty were one by one borne to the
grave, they began to lose falth in
Waeh Sanders. All day long he would
sit on his shaky wverandah, built high
off the ground, and in answer to ques-
tions concerning hig health would ans-
wer: “Can’'t keep up much longer;
didn't gleep a wink last night. Don't
eat enough to keep a chicken alive.”
Hls cows appeared glways to be dry,
and every day he would send his
nlece, Sallle Prultt, for a jug of but-
termilk. He had but one Industry,
the tending and scraping of a long nail
on the little finger of his left hand.
He had a wife, but no children. His
nlece had recently come from the plne
woods of Georgia. Her hair looked like
hackled flax and her eyos were large
and gray.

“l didn’t think you could see me,"”
sald the girl, taking off her bonnet
and swinging it as she walked, keep-
ing a sort of time with it.

‘Why, you couldn't possibly come
and get away without my seeing you."

“Yes, I could if it was night."”

“Not much. I eould see you in the
dark, you are so bright.”

“¥Fm not anything of the sort. Give
me the jug and let me go on by my-
self if you are goln’ to make fun of
me,"

She reached for the jug and he
caught her hand, and walking along,
held it

“I wouldn't want to hold anybody's
hand that I'q made fum of,” she sald,
striving, though gently, to pull it
away.

“I dldn't make fun of yow, 1 sald
you were bright and you are. To me
you are the brightest thing in the
world. Whenever [ dream of you I
nwake with my eyes dazzled.”

“0Oh, you don't, no such of & thing."

They saw & wagon coming, and he
dropped her hand, He stepped to the
right, she to the left, and the wagon
passed between them. B8he looked at
him in alarm. *“That's bad luck,” she
sald.

“What 87"

“To let anything pass between us.”

“Oh, it doesn't make any difference.”

“Yes, It does,” she lnslsted. “No,
you musn't tanke my hand again—
you've let something pass between
ua."

He awkwardly grabbed after her
hand. She bheld it behind her, and
about her waist he pressed his arm.
“Oh, don't do that. Bomebody might

seg us."

“Living lesues” are lssues that rise
up to trip politiclans.

dometimes It {s as well not to run
after things, but to wait until M
come along.

Young men of understanding are
femiliar with the word lingerie,

Men wao are thinking of running for
office had better go slow,
o~ S ’ r g
L,

“I don't care If the whole world
sees us,"”

“You say that now, but after awhile
you'll eare”

“Never as long as I live.
I love you"

“No, T don’t."

“Yes, you do.”

“You might say you do, but you
don't. But even If you do love me
now you won't always."

"Yes, as long as [ live,”

She looked up at him, and her eyes
were full of beauty and tenderness.
“Your mother——"

“None of that," he broke in. “I am
my own master. To me you are the
most beautiful creature in the world,
and "

“Somebody’'s comin’,"” she said.

A horseman came round a bend In
the rond, nnd he stepped off from her,
but they did not permit the horseman
to pass between them, He did not
put his arm about her agaln, for now

You know

Warlt
they wera In sight of her uncle's de-
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solate house, They saw Wash San.
ders sitting on the verandah. Tom
carrled the jug as far as the yard
gate.

“Won't you come In?" Sanders eall-
ed.

"I ought to be getting back, [ guess."”

“Might come In and rest awhile”

Tom hesitated a moment and then
pasaed threugh the gate, The girl had
run foto the house.

“How are you getting along?" the
young man asked as he began slowly
to tramp up the steps.

“Porely, mighty porely. Thought I
was gone last night—didn't sleep o
wink. And I don't eat enough to keep
a chicken alive.”

“Wouldn't you like a mess of young
squirrels?" Tom asked, as he sat down
in a hickory rocking chalr. Of late he
had become interested In Wash San-
ders, and had resented the neighbors’
losa of confidence in him.

“Well, you might bring ‘em {f It
ain't too much trouble, but I don't be-
Hleve I could eat 'em. Don't eat enough
to keep a chicken allve.'”

He lifted his pale hand, and with
his long finger nall scratched his chin,

“What's the doctor's opinlon?” Tom
asked, not knowlng what else to say
and feeling that at that moment some
expression was justly demanded of
him,

“The doctors don't say anything
now; they've given me up. From the
first time they saw that | was a dead
man, Last doctor that gave me medl-
cine was a fellow from over here at
Gum Springs, and 1 wish 1 may die
dead if he didn't ecome In one of finish-
in' me right there on the spot.”

There came a tap at o window that
opened out upon the verandah, and
the young fellow, looking around, saw
the girl sitting In the “best room."
She tried to put on the appearance
of having accidentally attracted his
attentlon. He moved his chalr closer
to the window,

“How did you know I was in here?”
she asked, looping back the white cur-
tain,

*1 ean always tell where yonm mre
without looking."

®"Are you goin’
agaln?"

“H 1 could even eat enough to keep
a chicken alive | think 1'd feel better,"
sald Wash Sanders, looking far down
the yoad,

"l mever did make fun of you," the
young fellow declared In a whaiper,
leaning close to the window. “And I
wish you wouldn't keep on saying that
I do." .

"l won't gay it any more if you don't
want me to."

“But I cant' eat and can't sleep, and
that settles it sald Wash Sanders.

"0Of eourse 1 don’t want you to say
It. 1t makes me think that you are
looking for an excuse not to llke me.”

“"Would you care very much if I
didn't llke you?"

“If 1 had taken another slug of that
Gum Springs doctor's stuff I couldn't
have llved ten miputes longer,” gald
Wash Sanders.

And thus they talked until the sun
was sinking Into the tops of the trees,
far down below the bend in the river.

to make fun of me

CHAPTER VIIL

At the Major's house the argument
was still warm and vigorous. But the
evening was come, and the bellcow,
home from her browsing, was ringing
for admittance at the barn-yard gate.
The priest arose to go. At that mo-
ment there was a heavy gtep at the
end of the porch, the slow and pon-
derous tread of Jim Taylor. He strode
in the shadow and in the gathering
dusk recognition of him would not
have been easy, but by his bulk and
helght they knew him. But he ap-
peared to have lost a part of his great
stréength, and he drooped as he walk-
ed.

“Where is the Major?" he asked,
and his voice was hoarse,

"Here, my boy, Why,
teouhle?”

"Let me see you a moment,” he sald,
halting.

The Major arose, and the glant, with
one stride forward, caught him by the
arm and led him away amid the black
shadows under the trees. Mrs. Crance-
ford came out wupon the porch and
stood looking with cool disapproval
upon the priest. At a window she had
sat and heard him enunclate his
views. Out in the yard Jim Taylor
sald something in a broken volce, and

what's the

the Major, madly bellowing, came
bounding toward the house.
“Margaret,” he cried, “Loulse is

married!"™

The woman started,
sound, but hasteneq to meet him,
took him by the hand. Jim Taylor
came ponderously walking from amid
the black shadows., The Englishman
and old Gid stole away, The priest
stood calmly looking upon the old
man and his wife.

“John, come and sit down,” she
sald. “Raving won't do any good. We

uttered mot a

must be seemly, whatever we are”
She felt the eye of the priest. “Who
told you, Mr. Taylor?"

“The Justice of the peace, They

were married about an hour ago, less
than half a mile from here,”

She led the Major to a chair, and he
eat down heavily. "She shall never
darken my door again,"” he declared,
striving to stiffen his shoulders, but
they drooped under his effort,

“Don't say that, dear."

“But 1 do say it—ungrateful little
wretch,”

The priest stepped forward and rals-
ed his hand. “May the blessings of

our heavenly father rest upon this|

household,” he said. The woman look-
ed a defiance at him. He bowed and
was gone., Jim Taylor gtood with his
head hung low, Slowly he began to
apeak. “Major, you and your wife are
humililated, but I am heartbroken.
You are afflicted with sorrow, but I
am struck down with grief. But I beg
of you not to say that she shan't come
home again. Her marringe doesn't
alter the fact that she is your daugh-
ter. Her relationship toward you may
not be go much changed, but to me
she I8 lost. [ beg you not to say she
shan't come home again'

Mrs, Cranceford tenderly placed her
hand on the glant's arm. He shook
under her touch. ,

“I will eay it and I mean it. She
has put her feet on our love and has
thrown herself away, and 1 don't want
to see her ngain. I wo think she ig the
completest fool I ever saw in my life.
Yes, and we loved her so. And Tom—
it will break his heart.”

In the dusk the wife's white hand
Wis gleaming—putting back the gray
bhalr from her husband’'s eyes. “And
we still Jove her so, dear,” ghe said,

“What!” he cried, and now his
shoulders stiffened., “What! go you
uphold her?"

*0Ohb, no, but I am sorry for her, and

Wit, Wisdom and Philosophy

A lover who thinks most of himself
sometimes kills the girl

It 18 easy to spenk well of the dead,
for nothing more to our disadvantage
can come from them.

It Is not uncommon for women, com-

pelied to stay closely at home op se

count of small children and housshsld
cares, to outlive their husbande,

Men who want a play spell always
think of their health.

It 18 easy to repair a house, but a
man who fg broken is difficult to mend,

All lovely heads of halr are fayor-
able to hats off in public gatherings,

The summer resort is & poor place
to go for sentiment opposed to an-
nezation.

| |alone has one gualification for a sue-

I am not going to turn against her
slmply because she has made a mis
take. She has mcted unwisely, but
she has not disgraced hersell,”

“Yes, ahe has disgraceq herself and
the reet of us along with her, She
has married the dying son of a con-
viet. 1 didn't want to tell her this—I
told her—"

This was like a slap in the face, and
for & moment she was bereft of the
cool dignity that had been so pro-
nounced a characteristic of her quiet
ife.

“If you dldn't tell me before why do
you tell me now?" was her reply. She
steod back from him, regathering her
scattered reserve, striving to be calm,
“But it can't be helped now, John,”
Her gentle dignity reasserted {tself.
“Let time and the something that
brightens hopes and softens fears
gradunally goothe our affifetion.”

She had taken up the Major's man-
ner of speech. "“Mr. Taylor, I have
never intimated such a thing to you
before” ghe added, “but it was my
hope that she might become your
wife. There, my dear man, don't let |
It tear you go."

The glant was shaken, appearing to
be gnarled and twisted by her words,
like a tree In a flerce wind., “I talked
to her about you,” she continued,
“and It was my hope—but now let us
be kind to her memory, If indeed we
are to regard her slmply ag a me-
mory."

“Margaret,”" sald the Major, getting
up and throwing back his leonine
head, “you are enough to inspire me
with strength—you always have. But
while you may teach me to bear a
trouble, you can't influence me to turn
coutiter to the demands of a just re- |
sentment. 8She shant put her foot In
this house again. Jim, you can find a
more sultable woman, sir. DIid you
hear what hecame of them after that |
scoundrel married them? Who per- |
formed the ceremony? Morris? IIO“
must never put his foot In my yard
again. ['ll set the dogs on him., What '
became of them, Jim?"

“I didn't hear, but [ think that they
must have driven to town in a buggy.”
“Well, it really makes no difference
what became of them. Are you going, I

Jim?"

“Yes, sir.”

“Won't you stay with us tonight?"

“No, I thank you, It's better for me
to be alone.” He hesitated. “If you
want me to I'l] find out tonight where
they've gone."

“Oh, no, do nothing of the sort, for
[ assure you that it mnkes no differ-
ence. Let them go to the devil”

“John, don't say that, please,” hlas
wife pleaded,

“But I have sald it. 'Well, if you are
determined to go, good-night.”

“"Good-night.,” Jim strode off Into
the darkness, but halted and turned
|about., “Major, If I can forgive her
| you ought to, he sald. “You've got
common sense to help you, but com-
| mon sense was never known to help &
man that's in my fix.”
| They heard the gate open, heard
the latch click bhehind him as he pass-
ed out into the road. Toward his lone-
ly home he trod his heavy way, in the
gand, in the rank weeds, picking not
his course, stumbling, falllng once to
bhis knees. The air was full of the
pungent scent of the walnut, turning
yellow, and in it was a memory of
Louise. Often had he seen her with
her apron full of nuts that had fallen
from the trees under which he now
was passing, He halted and looked
'about him. The moon was rising and
|he saw someone sitting on a fence
close by the road side. “ls that you,
Jim?" a volee called,

“Yes. Oh, It's you, 1s it, Mr, Batta?"

“Yep, just about, Hopped up here

MAY THE BLESSING OF GOD REST
UPON THIS HOUSKHOLD,
to smell the walnuts. Takes me away
back. They took It pretty hard, didn't
they 7"
“Yes, particularly the Major. His
wife has more control over herself."
(To be continued).

Man born of woman Is of few days
and full of bullets,
#ﬂ

The weather forecasts are entertain-
Ing to both sexes with new clothes,

The man who can drink or let It

cessful political career

A fruit jar is more llkely to tip over
if it is full,

The blackleg claims to be white

wivery man is great who ls on top of
his job.

A boy does not know how It Is he
thinks of so much mischief, but tha

FAR.M

Orchard and
Garden Not.es

devil does. i
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Living Obtained on the Farm

T

has no house rent to pay, no water tax,

the hundred and one calls on benevolent,

HE living secured by the man of the farm ls often entirely overlooked
when summing up the disadvantages connected with farm life,
what such living Is worth Is proper to investigate.

who hias to buy everything which enters into his daily

enough that a good part of his earnings goes for this purpose,

and

The man in town
living knows well
The farmer
and he 1= almost entirely exempt from
charitable and publie account, a

species of municipal tribute from which It Is utterly Impossible for the town

resident to escape.

On any well managed farm all the breadstuffs needed
for famlly use are obtained, also the milk,

butter, eream, eges, poultry, vege-

tables and fruits, and all of these of the very best are found on the farm. The
bill of fare at the farm home Is always good, quite often more varled and of
much more costly things than would be found on the table of the average

town resident.
home—the man, his wife,
that they could live as they do for less
well in town?
rent-—say $150 more—io the advantage

Now,

assuming that there geven persone in the average farm
four children and a hired man—I|g it supposable

than $700 per year if they llved as

Now, this $700 should In all fairness be credited, with house

of living on the farm, when the fact

Is that very little account is made of it by the majority of people.

The Penalty

of Ignorance.

I3 was one of those rare and queer specimens who in some manner had
dodged and neglected all the splendid educational advantages which
American offers its young people and av the age of forty-five could

nelther read nor write, save that he had learned to write his name In a sort

of crow’s foot fashion.

He was a worker and, having inherited some property

from his father, knew how to successfully raise hoge and corn and had made

himself quite well off,

One day a gang of tree peddlers got after im and
1¥aded him up with an order for almost $1,000 worth of

stufl—trees and

plants which could not possibly survive a single northern winter—he in his

Ignorance actually not knowing what he had obligated bhimself to pay.
When he did find out there was blood on the moon, but the apgents  were
gone, and his order, an lroncldd one 80 far as he was concerned, was in the

hands of a company which will pick him clean if they can.

If we were In his

place we would quir.' ralslng hogs and corn for 4 couple of years, attend the
country school and meanwhile apply [or the appointment of an administra-

tor 1o look after the business. While

it Is true that g sucker 18 born every

minute it is not often that one of this kind ls hatehed,

The Ameriean is a great fellow to
hang on, but many a man would have
elther snved or made a fortune if he
had kpnown enough to let go at the
right time,
a2 man hung on to a 5,000 bushel erib
of corn then four years old when he
was offered 75 cents a bushel for it
and was forced to sell it later at 40
cents; we recall a cnse where a farm-
er was offered $500 for a well matched
draft team and, refusing, was busy
digeging a hole to put the best horse
in Inslde of ten days; we have knotwn
scores of men to hang on to some pub-
lic office from which they might have
gracefully retired with credit and
honor until they were lgnominiously
kicked out by an irrittated constitu-
ency, “Hang on" is a good motto
sometimes, and often "Let go" is8 a
better one,

There is this season & volunteer
crop of winter wheat up in Miunesota
which is a curiosity. A field of spring
wheat jast year for gome reason or
other was not harvested, and, the fall
belng very favorable, the wheat grew
and covered the field with a thick
mat of volunteer wheat., Ordinarlly
this wheat would have been killed out
by the severe winters of that lati
tude, but a heavy snow covered the
field early in the winter and remalned
on until spring, and the field now
gives promise of yielding twentydfive
or thirty bushels per acre of No. 1
winter-spring wheat.

A reader of these notes writes us
that he has a dead sure cure for hog
cholera. If he has he can wear & plug
hat, own an automobile and a yacht,
endow a college and take summer
trips to BEurope just as scon as the pub-
e get on to the fact. But, then he 18
like a hundred others—hasn't got any
gure cure; only thinks he has, His
theory may seem all right and work
in some caseg, but the first thing he
knows he will find it knocked inLo
smithereens, just as all the rest of
the so-called cures have been, Hog
cholera is llke original sin—can't be
cured.

There s a natural affinlty between
children and dirt. Every mother has
found this out, It i all right that it
ghould be so. We are made of dirt to
start with; have to dig our living out
of it while we live and return to the
bosom of old Mother Earth when we
are through with our trouble., Nearly
all mothers want to keep thelr chil-
dren clean and slick when nature Is
working against them all the time.
The best way {8 to let the kids have
all the dirt and water they want to
play with and then have a tub of wa-
ter handy to throw them into when
they get through. Dirt doesn't hurt
children a bit If you get it off them
every might,

It all depends upon the polnt of
view. The man who has an orchard
of young fruit trees and puts out
poison and sets traps to destroy the
rabblts which girdle and destroy his
treea is Jooked upon as a pretly mean

—

We know of & case where |

| There ia a type of ultra tender
heartedness and sympathy for dumb
animals exhibited by some people
which becomes a good deal of a nul-
sance. These seem to entively ignore
the fact that in order that they may
have meat to eat some one must take
the lfe of the animal furnishing the
meat. They go cracked over dogs
and are utterly indifferent to all the
horrors of a case of hydrophobia and
and all the other long list of mean-
nesses of which dogs ave capable,
They call the dehorning of eatile, the
cutting off of the lamb's tail and the
surgical treatment of all male anl
mals eruelty to the poor dumb bensts
amdd mest you with the most conclus
sive of arguments that if these sev-
era] processey are right the Almighty
made a mistake when he created the
animals. Man was placed upon the
earth 1o subtwne it. In this work of
subjugation he may do much by
kindness, but not all, Some things
must be done by force and Harsh
methods, and It Is useless to ignore
this fact.

The first and one of the most im-
portant of the irrigation projects un-
lertaken by the general goveronmeat
under the new law will be on the
sSalt river about fifty mliles from
Phoenix, Ariz. The dam to be bullt
at the mouth of the canyon where the
river emerges from the mountains on
to th2 plains will be 186 feet thick at
the base, 810 feet long aL the top, 250
feet in height and will contain 11,600,-
000 cuble feet of masonry. The resar
voir Ahus created will contain 1,020,
000 acre feet of waler, drain over
6,000 square miles of mounttain terri-
tory and irrigate over 300,000 acres
of now worthless gesert land in the
valley of the Salt river. When thus
reclaimeq the land will be easily
worth $50 per acre, as the soil {8 won-
derfully productive,

—_—

Given eufficlent rain to secure the
proper germination of the seed in the
spring, It Is entirely possible to ralse
nlmost any sort of vegetable or root
crop by continuous cultlvation of the

surface of the soll without another
drop of raln untll the harvest (s
ready and the erop matured. We

have seen this done with cabbages,
turnips, tomatoes, potatoes and sweet
corn by surface cultivation of the crop
every three days during a fifty day
midsummer drought, the crop seem-
ingly mever suffering for want of
moisture,

A strike was In progress In a man.
ufacturing town, and 500 operatives
wera out of work. About the first
man to realize the economic effect of
the strilke was the town milkman,
whose patrons pearly all reduced
their milk orders from two quarts to
one pint.

The tomato |8 much more easily
cared for and will produce a better
quality of fruit If tled to # good, stout
stake four or five feet high., It ean
then be readily thinned and pruned,
somothing almost Indispensable In the

man by the sports who are fond of [production of fine tomatoes.

rabblt hunting, and these same sports
are regarded as an unmitigated nul-
sanie by the farmer when they rald

place, scare his stock, tear down |

his
Ais fences and shoot bis pet squirsels
aad guall,
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