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stock, too?” asked Ann. very meekly, tion of farmin'. He's all th’ while 

"Good Lord, no!” cried Elam, in takin' up new flap-doodles an' rig- 
disgust. “He’s got pasture an’ fod- maroles, from new-fangled sAos to 
der a-plenty. Th' lurk of that man 'noculation of clover fields. He makes 
is past all understanding. I don’t his money by flim-flammin' other 1 
see. how he does it.” farmers into buyin’ his costly stuff.

Ordinarily the third person pre- which ain’t no good an’ never was. 
sent, feminine gender, would haw He’s a scoundrel, that’s what he is, 
said nothing at all, for it was not though a mighty lucky on
He^diT'not *° °d'T ta<,VtCe 11° Jl3 h \ “Hc‘* makin8 money,” answered 

needed was a streak of good lurk “lie’s steatin’ it, that’s what he 
once in his life ! But the daughter is ! He’s____”

“'ÆuF*1issr
suggested Best farmers, indeed ! Elam

“You don’t know what you’re talk- ,.v°kci over ,his added

sas sssily Wha, hv linked in logic. "What , . **k Ï *"b *J“*. >,0,inlr

Ht.H” K'i’kUT,
f-s LAM Youngs laid th. whip on unjust-also it fails to rain on the rvVwm Uh ^Tt's^just M7 d-—e yOUmC u.p to ^hen you go down town,

n his shaggy grey farm team as lucky as well as the unlucky. And luck, that’s what it is, to have enough t°U uly r,ghl herc, fr?m now on
was his custom whenever he now there had been no more than a fodder while th’ rest of us are short WOn 1 hav5 ,v,,’u makm . UP to that

had occasion to drive by the Brook _____________________ " >oung smart / lee, throwing yourself
side Farms. In this way he acknow- -̂--------------- :------------------- - —. a* his head just because his father’s
•edged a well nourished contempt for BEaMTnUjS* ’ K°t a lot of money. I won’t have any
his arch enemv, Jerry Jamison, and ItXSy °f mY family talkin’ to those Jami- 
•'II that was his It also served to . ,'Jv j* sons. I’U—’’
kick up a cloud of yellow dust to • ^/xt H# 5' ^8* ^ut rest was lost as Elam
obscure the well-kept fields, the fine V . _ stamped his way out into the yard,
buildings, and the gener.,1 atmos- -/job I muttering to himself all the way to
ph.-re of rural thrift from Flam’s en- 1. ATjV • ^' %-tke •■am, where he cursed his ill luck
vious eyes t- 7 *fV*. l[om start to finish while he did the

Vow. we must take Elam’s word CLts. ' t-isUSb ‘A®I chores
for it- he was always unlucky. No 
thing the unfortunate man ever did 
turned out as he had planned in the 
beginning. No matter what he tried 
to do, or what pains he took, the evil 
« nius of his unlucky life always 

ged by some subtle and fiendish 
ingenuity, to bring about a dismal 
and complete failure. Did Elam but

and drown them I should. ■■■■■
th" — are

— the
managed to break through his fence- younger generation. In spite of her-
•ad,rsrn,x*™1™ Tol k, ,rr*u“—-r~H—7
un to expectations ; the seasons were the ‘^ir?J Tt^/ddT^n™ t£we<*,n°ül« hî7 *?, °" 'v,th manv, Pleasantries concern

dry or too wet, and so on, as long boen ueed "* «■••"tifully m they have in thin caee. Now 1* the seaaon to plan as.,she walk,‘d along the roadside
as anyone would listen to F.la a’s ptan,in* «rouiHl your home path on her way home from the vil-

Sr TtaMi. 'z,rAjr, £s« sur dï«"<^ p 5 zthrough the dustcloud behind the the August sun. the valley flats were enough without vou women naggS’ Vn(5m!hns^wWb'“hk P'ayeîd ,he hcr0

F®. sv %jxrz. 16^g. ïÿî Sfsn ,„• mrh^:i:;Ix. Z S&. ? ar jts? s. 1p te-.S'K.s aü: ss&œswsîttsf irtr„Sœ did - * —.««s te:
that s what he was! Everything the town. “Seems as if we ought to do is ” ?" ,h*brakp and broughtpkd^",;r,t”d^ 5rH® îa^ifc, av^s’1,hs ■& i?7 * *“*,hr

lap, Th** two farms were almost had to go. Hang such luck, anvwav ! daughter. ' , as
,;ll,k.'' in ,but you No «In since Hit June. Nothin, to "tVc woul.i if you would only trv "i,.,,. t .

,r„c ;„v ™'s -"X-r.Flams farm was like so many—ah, °ur herds.” lowed Elam. “I’d sooner die in the oùûkfcud d'd not Ç**st.

IW& îteJrs ,rrrv ,m,m ”"i"« ««M- "r ^
dooryard, calves were tied to the startled heart did beat ever and ever
shade trees. The barn buildings were s0 ,ast ■

tgL'ing, weather-beaten, and woe- 
■«-gone. The fences were unkept, 
the brush uncut, the orchards un- 
tnmmed. A vénéra I atmosphere of 
loneliness and failure hung like a pall 
over the place There was not a 
-ingle modern convenience in house 
°r barn. Imagine a farm just the 
opposite of this, n place of cheerful 
ness and prosperity, and vou will 
know Brookside The white house, 
peeking out of a grove of handsome 
maples, seemed to welcome you with
in. The purring hroo1- gurgled ad
ditional cheer from beneath the old 
-tone bridge bv the red hams. The 
fields Lav in order and neatness 
Everything spoke of thrift, of ease 
and plenty, of success and

rains alike on the ju*t and the
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^HE question for each man to settle is not what he 
would do if he had means, time, influence and 

educational advantages, but what he will do with the 
things he has.—H. W. Mabie.
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Elam, The Unlucky
By DON CAMERON SHAFER

(Farm. Stork and Home)

I pyramids at 
I very great.

Vnderstand me, there was no ac
tual feud between the two families, 
nor could it be truthfully called an
tagonistic business rivalry, inasmuch 
• is Jamison did all the business 
Youngs all the antagonizing, 
they did not notice each other be- 
vond a curt nod when they chanced 
to pass on the highway and never 
visited back and forth as neighbors
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non? other than John Jami-

m
you I“ju mp in and let 

home,” pleaded her hero.
“No, John,” she shoo

“Come 
ing to ha
thers disagree upm 
thnds of farming?”

It isn’t that. John,” she answered I 
— - sadly, and in truth it wasn’t “Onlv i
IM —o"1/-” But .he hateful words J

would not come I
Sp To hide her confusion— I am not
pH rertain but it was actual shame- ,

Helen hurried nn along the pathway. | 
determined to do her duty as she saw 
1,1 leaving John standing, nonplus I
sed. beside the purring machine 

In less than a minute the car flash- I 
ed by, and then, just as she, woman 
like, was about to cry after him, n I 

(ContinuelI on payr 24)

me take

1k her head

now, Helen, you aren’t 
te me just because our 

n the proper
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An Ideally Located Vegetable end Fruit Gardensweet con-

dinner An ample garden euvh ae tbi# 1* both pleeeuroblf and probUible.


