' WAS a farm house of the colonial
time, built befbre the architects
were about. It was broad at the
bottom, but broader at the top,
with eaves where the swallows
could nest in communal force. And
the eaves reached down so low to
the ground that I have myself
ridden off the rear slope from the
big chimney and dashed Into a
snowdrift—and none the worse for
it. There were snow piles in those
days! Almost to the eaves them-
selves! And under those eaves—
God bless them!—there were warm hearts; and
there were also doughnuts in huge piles, and
pumpkin ples in rows; and there were other com-
forts, for no one had then discovered bacteria, and
we were In no.danger from eating good food.
When we got cold outdoors we could go Inside
and be warmed internally. The house was painted
red, for that was the warm color, like the fire in
the chimney, and 1 know no other reason why all
old-time farm houses were of that color. Only
the front was white, and there were green blinds—
I think it was the fashion, and the timme never
was when anyone would be out of fashion—in-
novators and radicals excepted. Fashion, you
must know, is simply doing what others do, and
not bothering vour head about it, and believing
what others believe, with just as little trouble
to yourself. It is a beautiful way of keeping us
all alike, for what might come of it if no two ever
did the same thing, or believed the same thing,
or wore the same coat, or, for that matter, loved
the same person? The old-time people had a rea-
son for the catechism. It was a good one. It kept
them all together, like a regiment. Nowadays
there are some who would even throw away the
dictionary and spell the Lord knows how—just as
each one pleases,

Over the double door reached the big arms of a
great butternut. Do you know there is no tree in
all the world so homeful as a butternut? Its arms
are like those of a father, and it has not a stingy
trait about it. Then you should lie, as I have, in
September, and hear of a night the nuts falling
off, one, or two, or three at a time on the roof.
Rat, tat, tat, until our dreams were full of the
joys of the morning; or, for that matter, even of
the puddings, which should come of it when the
meats were enough to fill a big bowl. Yes, indeed!
a butternut pudding, with a plenty of cider, is
good even in dreamland. To the back of the house
was an orchard, where Spitzenbergs and Pearmains
grew. Some of the trees leaned so that we could
walk up them, and sit with the birds. I, when a
boy, knew a robin so well that she built her nest
within five feet of me, while I whistled and talked
to her. To the side of the orchard stood a flne
grove of basswood, in which were fifty hives of
bees, In two long houses—two rows in each house.
There .is nothing so wonderful in the world as an
apple orchard in blossom. It is fit for worship.
The trees are friendly and hearty. Thelr arms
come low down to the ground, as if reaching after
us. What wealth of blossom! There is no sugges-
tion of niggardliness. Ah, even now I see the
old grandmother in her chair, when the petals
came down in a great shower and lald lovingly on
her white hair. And the blessed mother beside
her also. Nature loved them. There was a sweet
fitness, and when we boys came to their side and
brought the ripest Pearmains and Lady Sweets,
and otherwise fdentifiled them with the fruit,
it was out of our hearts. But how shall I ever
get to New Year’s at this rate, for I am not yet
half around the house, and my soul will not let
me hurry on. To see things and hear things when
they happen is well enough ; but, ah. to have them
in one’s self and be able to call them out of the
memory, that is worth the while. 'Tis better than
any phonograph.

There was an offset In the turf, just beyond
the harvest pear; and this was where the little
mother had her pinks, and popples, and bachelor
buttons, aad cinnamon roses, and johnnie-jump-
ups. It was a place of marvelous beauty, and of
marvelous work—of that I can testify. But it
was delicious in the early morning, before the day
was on 8 gridiron—and again after sund »vn. You
should have seen the little mother and Gramny
Willlams, or some other one, going about this
treasure Island in the midst of the world. *“Ah,
this!” and “Ah, that!” *“It smells like a fresh
.young babe,” said Granny Willinms.” “Indeed,”
sald the little mother, “but I had not thought of
that ; but, as likely as not, for it has a sort pinkish
yellow color.™ Then she would snuff at it. like
any professor examining a new chemienl mixture,

All the time she was gathering In her apron
dropped rose leaves and poppy leaves to press be-
tween the leaves of the big Bible.

A little down ghe slope lay the wegetable garden
of my father, full of long, narrow beds, all turned
over each year by the spade and the spine. Oh,
Lord! but yet I have the memory of it in my back.
Why had they not thought of gardens to be fur-
rowed by horsepower? But they had not. I think
because they were yet too full of Old England,
and a Yankee was, after all, the most imitative
creature in the world. He shook his fist, and
wagged his tongue like the great bell at Moscow
at the world Englishman, hut for all that he was
himself English, both in his stomach and in his
head. He not only spaded his gardens, but he
took his snuff like an Englishman, and he built
his fence after an English pattern. What else
could explain why he had so many little yards
about our house, and built our house close down
by the road? As if we were crowded Into a littie
island, and had not room enough to turn around
in. We are more independent now, and really
are getting some notions of our own. But then
our house stood only a stone's throw from the-
highway, and there was a littie box of a yard In
front, and this was full of locust trees and honey-
suckles, and there at night the honey mothg would
come and play high-spy In the blossoms. George
III. cur great gray cat. would sit down to look
at one that came too near—for what was it?—a
bird or a butterfly? And like all of us, he was
a bit of a naturalist. He liked very much to classi-
fy the world, but never hesitated to put the cholc-
est specimens in his stomach, which is, I see, the
way with other scientists. They will eat a
megalothoporoid as quick as a pig.

But you should have seen the “sturtions,” as they
grew in rows all about the vegetable heds, for our
father also had an e,\\e to beauty. Did he not set
hollyhocks all about his corn fields? Then, when
the great stalks of crimson and gold stood up in
summer, and the folk that went by to church
stopped to look with admiration, he sald, “Truly,
one shall not live by bread alone.” And he liked
best those neighbors who looked the longest, as
the little mother liked best those who ate most of
her goodies. The saffron, and dill, and the rue
and rosemary, and carraway, and fennel, and the
mints, grew by the brook that ran down back of
the house and garden; and, Indeed, there were
also more of these herbs that stood always. in the
place of a family doctor. Indeed, you may look:
but it was not so bad an exchange. And as for
the notions, they may have been no worse than
the guesses of the profession nowadays.

There is no good living where there are no
brooks, and this was a brook of the first water.
It bubhled out of a rocky hollow, some little secret
cavern, an® then it laughed and tumbled for half
a mile before it got over its fun. The little mother
iIn summer would walk with us there., and she
would sometimes say, “Now, let us go father over
to the glen, where the bigger brook is, and the
ferns, and the witchhazel and the yellow birch,
und the beechdrops.” Oh, it was glorious fun!
But aft ,night, after woik, the dear father would
come early from the fleld, and say, “Now, let us
all go for strawberries.” Then—ah, but how can
I tell you such deliclous joys! You know nothing
of wild strawberries. much less do you know the
delight of creeping about the meadows and down
by the stumps-in the pastures, while the bobolink
whistles, and the brooks gurgled, as we gathered
the long stems that lay lovingly against the grass.

Where are we? < had no.business out of season
and in midwinter to take you through snow banks
to pick strawberriés.” But ’tis such tricks the mem-
‘ory plays. We will get at once back to the house.
The front door, as you see, opens just in the mid-
dle in halves, and from that the hall runs back as
gtraight as a Puritan’s nose, right through every-
thing, till it 1ands in the big kitchen. And the two
halves of the dgar swing open separately. I know
not why it was, unless it were an inheritance from
ploneer days, when it was well to be able to look
out and parley a little before opening the way for
an Indian rush. So, at any rate, all the doors in
those days were cut across the middle. In the big
yard was the woodshed, and that was full of piles
of wood as dry as tinder. It was the comfort of
winter, and the very right arm of a successful
home. From the woodshed we all went, kicking
first the dirt from our boots, into the great living
room, where w+- were all together. Over this door
was twined w:th care a great bittersweet, and
all over the stone curb of the well was a wild
white-flowering clematis

“Father,” said the little priestess, “‘tis as well
to cultivate the beautiful and enjoy it. Why
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snould it all be shut up in books?” *“It is so,
said my father. *“God made the world, and he
put the flowers here as well as the potatoes. 1
have no patience with those who do not follow
God.” *“To be sure,” said my little mother *“and
the weeds are here to teach us diligence and pa-
tience.” “But the quack,” said my father, “that
might as well be left out.” *“And the burdocks,”
said she, “are excellent for beer, and the leaves
are good for draughts.” “Perhaps, if we could
see it,” said he, “all things are good.” *'Tis for
us to make the best of everything,” said she. And
as our Jim came up, she put her hand on his
arm and on mine, and then said slowly: *’'Tis a
world in which we can make beautiful boys and
girls—If first we ourselves are right. What more
could we ask?” ,

And the birds, ah, but you should have seen how
they nested about that house. “They will eat all
the cherries,” sald my Uncle George, and he rapped
his cane lustily on the floor of the porch. But our
father smiled and said, “Let us count them all
into our family, and plant for them also when we
plant.” So he put in a few rows of peas more,
and said, “They are for the orioles.” And a dozen
cherry trees down by the fence were for the robins.
and for the cedar birds who have a cherry tooth.
Then he went up to the wood's edge, nearby the
big beeches, where there were wild cherries, and
into these he put scions of finer sorts; “for the
birds, my boys.” So the robins, and the bluebirds,
and the wrens, and indigo birds, and the gold-
finches, and the catbirds, and all other sorts of
thrushes and finches, and I can’t tell you how many
more, came to us; and they filled the trees with
nests, and they paid for all they took in song and
helpful labor. And a robin built its nest in the
window seat of his bedroom and sang to him in
the morning, while he lay in his bed. Ah, yes,
they worked well together, my father and the
birds.

The barn was not far away. *“’Tis not decent,”
said the little mother. “There should be shade
for the cows and the pigs and the hens.” “You
are right, little mother,” sald my father; and he
brought a load of willow sticks; and he planted
them all the way around the barn and Its yard.
And these grew and throve mightily, and at last
they were a great grove, that hung all over the
barn and hid it. The little mother said, “Did 1
not tell you?'—and then she drew the breath coolly
through one corner of her mouth, as she surveyed
the transformation. “Indeed, you did, little moth-
er—you said it—and no one would have done It,
had you not.” And the hens cackled their delight,
and the cows at night lay down facing the moon,
as it sifted in between the leaves, and all day they
were nicely comforted from the sun. And when
old Daisy went to the tub to drink she would look
up between sips, as if to say, “The Lord be praised
for this shady yard.” A true barnyard Is a de-
lightful place, full of peace and love. Lilah, the
collie, comes and puts her head through the gate
once an hour, and, surveying matters, says, “Yes,
all is as it should be; all is correct,” then she goes
back to run along where Jim and I and our father,
are at work in the orchard. Or If it be—and it
really is—or it ought to be, New Year’'s day, she
looks in at the kitchen window, and waits till we
open the door that she may curl up by the fire.
But George III gets up on his hind feet to the
door latch and rattles It, and then walts till we
let him in. A tmue cat is half human. Ah. if
but—Iif they could once get articulation, what
"would come of it?7 It is well that .they cannot
. for they would rout out and dispossess half or
more of the human sort. So with quack and
thistles,- and talking cats, and collle dogs, we
should be made either wiser or killed off.

“Come,” sald my uncle George, “let us make our
New Year’s call!” In those days it was not yet
forgotten to be neighborly, and once a year we ah
expected to look in on each other, and break
bread, or at least cut cake. And we sat down to a
bit of gossip and exchanged news; and when it
‘'was over everybody knew all about everybody
else, and therg was no need at all to print it. Baut
I shall tell you nothing at all about it. It was our
own business and we were simple folks, and you
who live today.have your big notions and your
new ways and you laugh too easilv. So our New
Year's day went by in its own homely way, and we
had our calls; and we went home at night and
rubbed our hands and our stomachs and were con
tent. Not one of us envied your telephones ane
telegraphs and other knick-knacks—or ever gav:
them a thought. Bless the Lord. enough is enouel
and it Is not likely you have any more -idea «

+ what will be about a hundred years from no

Indeed * think they will call you savages. Pis
but what a world of concelt it is

[ROUBLE BREWING
* THROUGH FRANCE

HER PROPOSAL TO BUILD TEN
CAPITAL SHIPS STRIKES THE
" CONFERENCE DUMSB.
-

N DIGACCORD WITH THEORY

Strong Inclination in American and
British Circles Not to Take the
Proposition Seriously.

Washington.—Announcement by the
British spokesman that France has
asked before fhe naval sub-committee
of 15 for authority in agreement with
the other four naval powers to build
ten 35,000-ton capital ships struck the
arms conference with stunning force.

The proposal was wholly out of ac-
cord wi.h theories on which the naval
confrees have proceeded up to this
time that there was a strong inclina-
tion in British and American circles
not to take it seriously. The feeling
was said to rest in part on what Pre-
mier Briand said at the second plen-
ary session in regard to the American
proposals for naval limitation.

Mr. Briand’s reference to “princi-
ples” was construed at the time as
acceptance for France of the four prin-
ciples laid down by Mr. Hughes in his
proposals.

Paragraph A of the four principles
stated was as follcws.

“The elimination of all capital ship-
building programs, either actual or
projected.”

Paragraph B reads:

“That regard should he had to the
existing naval sirength of the confer-
ring powers.”

In view of these plain statements of
the purpose of the conference, and ap-
parent French agreement in those pur-
poses, officials of delega‘ions other
than the French have been wholly at a
loss to account for France's desire now
to add ten 35.000-ton “post-Jutland”
shins to her navy by 1935.

The proposal was bhelieved in some
quarters to be a trading proposition
to accomplish some other purpose not
clearly discernable except to the
French.

Would Issue Bonds.

Washing‘on.—The Southern railway
asked the interstate commerce com-
mission for permission to issue and
sell $30.000,000 in gold bonds to bear
interest at 6 1-2. per cent to mature
April, 1956. The railroad proposes
with the funds thus obtained to pay
$22 588 000 for redemption of out-
standing short-term notes. and $2.355,-
neo to extinguish a government loan.
The balance, the application said, will
be held in the treasury of the corpor-
ation as reimbursement for capital bet-
terment expenditures already made.

Governor’s Picture on Money.
Montgomery, Ala.—Gov. Thomas E.
Kilby. of Alabama, is the first living
American to have his portrait on an
official piece of United States money.
On the Alabama centenmnial half dol-
lar. authorized by act of congress,.a
profile likeness of Governor Kilby ap-
nears side by side with that of William

W. Bibb, Alabama’s first governor.

-

Asks Reduction of Ratee
Washington.—Railroad traffic exe-
cutives have heen requested by Sec-
retarv Hoover to reduce freight rates
nne dollar a ton on coal from easiern
nroducine districts to Atlantic ports
in order to allow American producers

to meet increasing compe’ition

Pine May be Sold France.

Memphis. Tenn.—Negotations are
aunder way for the sale by Southern
pine interests to the French Govern-
ment of apnroximately 240 000 000 feet
of pine lumbher. valued at between $7,-
000.000 and %8 000,000. according to an
announcement at a meeting here of
Southern Yellow Pine Producers.

One Killed; Many Wounded.

Cornelia, Ga.—Vernon Grant, deputy
sheriff, and two other members of a
posse weére shot, an allegéd blockader
was killed and another believed to be
seriously wounded in a bat'le between
liquor runners and a posse of officers
near View, Habersham county.

23000 Idle Mine Workers.

Scranton, Pa.—There are 23,000 idle
mine workers in Jdistrict number one
of the United Mine Workers and un-
less the coal’ business improves
rromptly, in the neighhorhood of- 25,-
000 will be added to this numhber with-
in a few days.

LS

Epidemic of Influenza.
Coblenz.—Many of the American
soldiers are in the hospital suffering
from influenza, which 1is epidemic.
There are at present 150 cases of the
disease. which is of a moderate type.

Who' can face poverty and misfor-
tune with cheerfulness and courage.

Who has a hearty appreciation of
the beautiful in human life as well as
in nature.

Who has learned how to neutralize
fear thoughts and worry thoughts by
their antidotes. :

Who has a contented mind liberali)
stored with the knowledge thut mcke:

HEALTHFUL U1G0R
IN STRONG BL007

Rich, Red Blood Built y
Pepto-Mangan——Liquidp by
- or Tablet.

Blood is strong and full of life-ofy
Ing wigor when there are plenty :.f }.f,“
cells in it. Anaemic people have Iirt-lii
strength because there are not Pmmrr;
red cells in the blood. It is thin .m:q:
watery. Weak blood makes faces pale
pulls down the strength and legves ‘th;
body tired, weak, and sickly, o

A course in Gude's Pepto-Mangan
restores weak blood to its normal
strength. Taken regularly for g while
it adds red cells to the blood. Then
with good blood, the strength and
vigor of health return. There is pleas-
ure in living, with good blood running
through the veins. Gude's Pepto-
Mangan is put up in liquid and in
tablet form. They are the same medgjc-
Inally. Physicians have prescribed
Gude’s Pepto-Mangan for years, The
name “Gude’s Pepto-Mangan” is on
the package. Advertisement.

SAW THING IN RIGHT LIGHT

Oid Mose Taylor Undoubtedly Had
the Situation Sized Up, but Who
Got the Dime?

“At the .€énd of a Georgia negro
meeting,” says an Atlanta man, “it
was decided to take up a collection for
charity. The chairman passed the hat
himself. He dropped a dime in it for
a nest-egg. Every right hand encoun-
tered that hat, and yet, at the end,
when the chairman turned the hat
over and shook it, not so much as his
own contribution dropped out,

“'Fo' de land’'s shke!” he cried. ‘I
has even lost de dime I started with!

“All the rows of dusky faces looked
puzzled. Who was the lucky man?
Finally the venerable Mose Taylor
summed up the situation,
“‘Gentlemen,’” he said solemnly, ris-
ing from his seat, ‘der 'pears to he a
great moral lesson round heah some-
wheah !I" "—Pittshurgh Dispatch,

A Feeling oif Security

You mnaturally feel secure when you
know that the medicine you are about to
take is absolutely pure and contains no
harmful or habit producing drugs.

Such a medicine is Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-

Root, kidney, liver and bladder remedy.
The same standard of purity, strength
and excellence is maintained in every
hottle of Swamp-Root.

It 1is scientifically ocompounded from
vegetable herbs. '
It is not a stimulapt and is taken im
teaspoonful doses.

It is not recommended for everything.
It is nature’s great helper in relieving
and overcoming kidney, liver and blad-
der troubles.

A sworn statement of purity is with
every bottle of Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-
Root.

If you need a medicine, you should
have the best. On sale at all drug stores
in bottles of two sizes, medium and large.
However, if you wish first to try this
great -preparation send ten cents to Dr.
Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y., for a

sample bottle. When writing be sure and
mention this paper.—Advertisement,

Not for a While.
He was a bachelor In the forties and
she was a sweet young thing of twen-
ty, but he loved her and was courting
her vigorously In all the ways an old
bachelor knows how to woo a young
maid. Then one night he decided he
would sing to her. Going to the piano,
he picked up some loose sheets of
music and began to play. Finally he
came to one which pleased him and
began to sing:
“Grow old with
Of_'"
But the sweet young thing had in-
terrupted him very foreibly. *“I won't
do it,” she tossed back impudently, “at
lenst, not for 25 years."—Brooklyn
Standard Union.

me— The best

Cuticura for Pimply Faces.

To remove pimples and blackheads
smear them with Cuticura Ointment.
Wash off in five minutes with Cuti-
cura Soap and hot water. Once clear
keep your skin clear by using them for
daily tollet purposes. Don't fail to ln-
clude Cuticura Talcum, Advertisement.

On the Other Hand.

The late Edgar Saltus, the prilliant
and satirieal novelist, said one day at
a New York wedding breakfast, where
the bridegroom was a millionaire of
forty-five:

“Our Rockefellers and Schwabs and
Russell Sages married in their first
vouth. Well, our successful men don’t

‘marry now as early as they used to,

but, on the other hand—"
' And Mr. Saltus looked round the

table with a bland smile,
“On the other hand,

oftener.”

they marry

Faken In Turn.
“Let's see, whom were we gdiscus-
ging?” “I forget! Who went out of
the dressing room last?"—London

Mail.
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life interesiing.
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