
CANADIAN COUIER.

Granuiated sugar became so common for canning'
fruit and putting in the tea-even for cooking
cakes--that Dad Smiles predicted that a lot of folk
would come to a premature end fromn diabetes.
Whenever a, funeral was held at Ebenezer there was
a mile of rigs on the. road and haîf of themn were
top buggies, some with red wheels., Some of the
neighbours whose bush had got down to a 'thin
neck of firewood timber stopped trying to split
black-asii rails. When they wanted a new fence
they bought somesort of,.wire rigamaj.ig; and the
whoie vicinity of Tomntown became an experimental
station for at ieast seven sorts of wire fence, none
of which seemed able to keep animals f romn getting
into the wrong fields.

Dad Smiles tile-drained bis front fields; which
so improved bis crops that thec neighbours began to
do iikewise. They ail got rid of chess in the wheat
and began to keep down the deadiy Canada thisties.
Some of the young lads took a course at the On-
tario Agricultural 'College and came back with
shrewd devices for killing wild mustard, spraying
the San Jose scale out of the orchards, and prevent-
ing cholera among the hogs.

Wbicb wa& about the time that Ebenezer became
so prosperous an offshoot of Tomtown that the
circuit could afford a smart young college man for
preacher witl' a B.A. foliowing bis ntame. And
they began to lose faitb in the bowling revival that
hiadt done timie with the oid-fashioned country hoc-
down enliveningy tbe long winters.

Tomtown îtself got a lot of new features. The
oid biacksmith sbop grew into a carniage factory.
The corner store was rebuilt and another went up
on the south-east corner. Somebody started a bard-
ware store, wbere the farmers coid buy hay-forks
and castings and plows and binder-twine and wash-
ing machines. Somebody else put up a modern grist-
milI aIong the track with rollers instead of stones;
and Dad SmiIes predicted that everybody would
have dyspepsia now because the flour was too fine.
Nevertbeless Ma Smiles made whiter and better
bread than ever she had-done. And to keep tbings
evened up a smart young coon from college started
a drugstore at Tomtown; afterwards marrying the
young milliner wbo had flirted a good bit with the
butcher that sent his rig twice a week with fresh
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case, and i 't wouid look silly to be taking a trunk.,"
"My dear, they'd th-ink you a dream if you had

only one dress to your naine. Don't worry."
joe was smiling to himself at the eye-openings

that would happen to bis young wife-considerably
younger than himself. But hie reckoned it would
be more fun to keep bier in the dark tili she got to
Tonitown.

"Yes, but don't you know it's frightfully stupid
'for a town woman to visit, the country? 1 won't
have a thing to show them. Can't take them, to a
concert or a play or down to a cafe for ýsupper-"

"Yes, but think of the joy of sitting round the
old kitchen stove cracking hickory nuts on the end
of a fire-wood stick. And the pan of Northern Spies
.on the table; bread and milk before going to bed;
Up at dayiight to see the cows milked in the stack-
yard-by George 1 it'l bc such a change you'll think
you're the wife of a stock-broker."

"Oh, well, we won't stay more than a day, Joe.
We must get back for that concert. You must get
the seats before we go, too, or we'l neyer get good
ones."

Joe sniggered to himself wben hie bought the rail-
way tickets; and hie chuckied at the children baif
the way up on the train. It was a four-ho.urs ride
on a grey day; to Mrs. Smiles rather wearisome,
wishing they were on the way to New York.

"Now, I do hope they'li be on hand at the station,"
she ýsaid. "It will be just horrid to sit and wait."

"Oh, weil," hie said, "we can probably get a chan~ce
out with a sleigh, or'hire a livery rig or stay ail

"Oh, horrors! 'I'l take -the first train back."
"Now, don't bc foolish."
":Arc you sure you sent the letter ?"
"5 Ib Here we are. Here's Tomtown"-he

grabbed the luggage and Mrs. Smiies bundled the
children into their wraps.
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.1 doesn't it iook-just lovely ?"
,ar," said Joe, "we'd better step into the
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his wif e f ussed about the -station, peering out of the
windows, scoiding and fretting and fuming-de-
lightfuily. H1e had.trouble keeping bis lace straight;
especially when the children wanted to know ail
sorts of -things about Grandpa, the kind of boots hie
wouid have, and wouid hie have long, white whiskers,
with hayseeds in them?

"Sureiy that isn't motor lights on the road ?" she
said, quickly.

"Oh, pexrhaps," said Joe. "Likeiy one of the store-
keepers getting home."

But hie knew better.

i6C 0MB and look after the children, dear," he
'-said. "Ill run out and ask the man in the

motor if hie saw anything of a bob-sieigh crawling
aiong the road with a hayseedy old man on the seat.>'

He stepped out. Sure enough in from the road
came t'he lights of a motor-car. H1e knew whose
car it was. It stopped. Joe saw bis wife and chil-
dren at the window. But they couîdn't see under
the top of the car, Dad Smiles and lis son Tom
that owned the car-and suddenly te door opened.

"Come ont1" shouted Joe. "he sieigh's here !"
He grabbed the baggage and hustled them out.
"Here, Dad," hie said, in a toud voice. "Here she

is-the woman you neyer saw except in a photo-
graph. Here are the grandchilren you've never
seen. Emiiy, this is my father. Chiidren, kiss your
grandpa. Kiss Uncle Tom, too. Climb in, now"ý-
and hie heaved the grip§ into the tonneau.

Such a racket of sbouting and gasping and ex-
ciaiming and excitement of the engine, that the
whole family of the junior Smiies were just be-ginning to arrange themseives in the car when it
turned and shot away to the road, white the station-
agent stood grinning at the door and yeliing
-"Merry. Christmnas 1"

" Weli, upon my word, Joe Smiles !" laughed bis
wife, as they shot out to the road and went fuilspeed ahead aiong the smooth, snow-hard track ofthe town line towards Ebenezer. '"What in the
word- ?"

"Ha-ha-ha 1" roared Joe. "This is one on you,
Emiiy. This is--rch !'

Dad Smiles turned his white wbiskers back into
the tonneau,

"Yah," hie said, big busbwbacker voice as ever
bie had, "I guess this is a noo kind'v a bobsleigh
ail riglit. Let 'er out, Tomn. Gosh 1 we gota git
supper over in time to bey an hour'v grand op'ry
on the phonograph. By gum; we got a bull
sh'bang'v Caruso an' Melba an'-what's the
rest'v'm, Tom ?"

"Oh-Gorgonzola and Scotti and Sousay and
Paderewski and Koobelik-iord I I furgit the rest.
1 got'm ail mixed up with the records on my
pianola."

Tom twiddIed the steering-wheeî.
Joe just sat back and laughed and pinched his.wife and hugged the children, and generaily acted

like a big tomfool out for a sbindig.
And before Mrs. Smiles had coi-e to berseif the

car was in sigbt of the vast, red barn of the Sniiles
clan, witb a cement silo like a Marteilo tower be-
hind, a windmill on top; two buge brick bouses out
in front with lights giaring in every window froin
kitchen to parlouir. And Joe Smiles said to himself
that ail day Christmas when Dad's $300 phonograph
or Tom's $800 pianola wasn't playing, be would tell
bis wife ail about the way the old farm used to beat Christmas time only twenty-three years ago.

ýe get our xvealth easy and

iey are grappling witb thisý
prevention in the schools
in many states known ab

t srte ctis ùeyhave ar,
Mashl, hoe usies i

I place the biame where it
make sorne move in this
and useless fire.shouJld be


