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THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE, Founded 1866 1

That night Lucena sat up late nagging in the hash and pepper in the flour she I
her brain to produce a reply in kind to was preparing for the next moraine'!
Mr. Filbert’s verse. At eleven-thirty, muffins; and the big clock in thefil! 1
having chewed the end of a pencil into had donged out "One” before she ewen
splinters, she had ground out this much : closed an eye in slumber. By that time

she had planned a complete course of 
action. So she fell happily asleep and 
dreamed of tall flowers and lunch haal^j 

- dancing together in the most absurd 
fashion.

A bungalow apron, though not beauti
ful in itself, has more than one point of 
excellence, as Lucena admitted on the 
afternoon following the receipt of the . 
lunch-basket letter; for, in its shielding 
and concealing protection, she founds 
possible to assist in cooking and serving 
dinner in her best costume, a 11 unsus- 
pected thereby saving the time she wouIcf'Sp 

Oh, modest one, please read my lay have h d to spend in dressing.
So many things I’d like to say
About the sandwiches you make, ^n. removal of the last dish in
And all the lovely things you bake, clearing away the table after dinner, she
But never do I get a chance, had but to shed the apron as a locust
And hardly from you e’en a glance, does its shell touch up her hair a bit
So now I take this way of telling and assume coat and scarf to be equipp#)
The thoughts that in my heart are f°r the evening s outing, 

dwelling.
The lunches you arrange so neatly 
Make me esteem you most completely.”
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L tfou live or die.

8 "I’m glad you like my gingercake;
Some more to-morrow I will bake,
For that’s one thing that I can do 
Though I can't write as well as you.”

After this outburst the Muse forsook 
her entirely, and although she tried very 
hard to put two finishing-off lines to it, 
she was forced at last to let it go at that.

Two days afterwards, this lyrical 
gem shone out of the returned lunch 
basket :
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And then, in the flush of her newly- 
discovered courage, she walked calmly 
away before Drusilla’s astounded eyes 

„ , , . . . . merely observing easily, “I’m going out
I o Lucena, this was poetry of rarest wJth Mr. Filbert for a while. I’ll attend

essence. But after a season of futile t0 tj,e Wishes when I come back."
struggle to make a suitable poetical
response, she abandoned rhyme and took And truly, there was a score to settle 
to nlain free verse with Drusilla when she did come back,you

\ a • « i , i i f if . can believe my statement. The latterAnd now, indeed, had Lucena fallen • *7. . f. . u „ rr;upon her romance, a homely one, but «fimng up light dough sponge with in-
satisfying to her simple heart Through dl8nant ,cne/gy’ Pou"Ced .uP?n 38
the plodding work of the day she had a soon as she showed her head ln the kltchen' 
bright spot to look forward, to in the "I don’t know as I’m entitled to any 
moment that brought Mr. Filbert’s notice,” opened up Drusilla, bitingly 
lunch basket back to her eager hands, "but if it isn’t asking too much, would 
like a homing carrier dove, and no you please give me a little hint as to 
heroine of high romance repairing to what this caper means?”
some hollow tree for secreted letters from ... ,, ., T _ . ..an ardent lover ever thrilled with sweeter . Drusilla, said Lucena quietly rt
expectancy than did this humble heroine isn 1 wot3!? weh,1.eJ° *
as she raised the lid of that plain brown an?ry; There, isn ‘ a>°Ut,, *
willow basket each evening. that I am not ready to tell you. I«

Little did bustling Mrs. Fifer dream of been out to a picture show with Mr.
the love story that was being woven im- Gilbert After that we took awalkand 
mediately beneath her nose, with her had a talk: and about the week afte 
best boarder and her cousin-in-law as next there 11 be a adding; that's all. 
weavers and the brown lunch basket as “That's all!” Drusilla dropped her 
a shuttle, until the fabric was too nearly long-handled spoon and slumped despair- 
completed for any effort of hers to ravel ingly into a chair. Oh, indeed! Are

you telling me, Lucena Cottle, that you 
On a beautiful evening in May when and Mr. Filbert are going to be married,

the moon was near to full, Lucena found knowing as little of each other as you dor
in the basket, instgad of a poetical tribute, Why, you aren’t even acquainted; you
a piece of forcible prose, which ran thus: "Oh yes, we are,” Lucena averred

"Dear Miss Lucena: calmly. "We know each other very
“Poetry is all right, but rhymes are too well.” 

arbitrary to work into what I am going to <-gut you can’t. I haven’t an idea 
say this time. I can’t lead gracefully ' how you worked the plan of going out 
up to a subject, as some can, so I 11 have together this evening, but however it 
to plank it out bluntly, and trust you’ll was that isn’t sufficient for you to have 
forgive me. ‘ . formed a real acquaintance. It’s per-

“I took a liking to you the first time I fectly rash to take up with a man that’s 
saw you one nipping cold morning, aimost a stranger to you.” 
bringing a heap of hot flapjacks to the . , We’ve had quite a
table. There was something in your u H

a pleasant sedateness—I can’t de- courtship. T’.
scribe it, but somehow, with the edge "I don’t know what you call a cou • 
of that little cap thing you wore dropping ship. How and when did it take place,
over your forehead, I thought of a tall, if I have the privilege of inquiring:
trim, quiet flower by a brook in the early Lucena laughed as she slipped into the
spring. You made me think of many old bungalow apron,
other pleasant things, also; and then, --jt was an straightforward and right," 
those lunches you put up for me each day! said she »and ;t came about through the
I simply couldn’t help writing that first medium’of the lunch basket.”—American
verse, and I was scared to death all the Cookery 
afternoon for fear you’d take it the wrong y"
way and give me a good slam; but the 
sweet way you answered it and my 
other verses got me to thinking of you 
steady, nearly all the time.

"Now, why can’t we have a little talk My little dog looks up at 
with each other? Mrs. Fifer doesn’t With his dear pleading eyes
own either you or me, so why not shake And asks for a caress,
the flag of defiance square at her and let How can I give him less than that,
her go the limit? I will, if you will. When just my lightest touch
I want you to go out with me to-morrow Brings forth such gratefulness! 
after dinner; there’s a fine play at the When I am lonely, close at hand 
Hamilton, and several good movie shows; The little creature lies,
we’ll go wherever you wish. And I’ll tell If sad my mood, he looks his sympathy
you the rest of my ‘thinks’ then. Will And watches with brown eyes
you do it? Put your answer in the basket For just one word of cheer, „
to-morrow morning. If it’s ‘Yes’, I'll When up he springs with wagging tai
be waiting on the front porch for you And licks the hand to him most dear,
soon after dinner. Tell Mrs. F. where I am to him his all in all.
you are going, or not, as you think best; That I am old it matters not,
but I advise having it out at once—like Age does not count and naught can dim 
a bad tooth. The loving gaze that falters not

"Think well over what I’ve said, for But sees in me the one so dear to him.
I am desperately in earnest and I don’t He never cares which way I go,
care who knows it. North, South, or West if he may follow o

, ■ . And when night comes, lie at my feet
Impatiently yours, And till the morn his faithful vigils keep;

Dutton F™t- iSS.’Sttt

In her amazed delight over this letter I wonder if in God’s great plan 
Lucena came near putting baking powder He may not bask in Heaven s own
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Have Your Cleaning 
Done by Experts !

Clothing, household draperies, linen and delicate 
fabrics can be cleaned and made to look as fresh and 
bright as when first bought.

CLEANING AND DYEING
IS PROPERLY DONE AT PARKER’S

It makes no difference where you live; parcels can be 
sent in by mail or express. The same care and atten
tion is given the work as though you lived in town.

We will be pleased to advise you on any question 
regarding Cleaning or Dyeing. WRITE US.

out.-

Parker’s Dye Works m
Cleaners &Dyers
TSIYongeSL, Toronto
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My Little Dog Trick.
Mercie Bartlett Macey.
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The Bank
For The FARMER

The Bank of Toronto places 
farm production and crop finan
cing among the first calls upon its 
resources.

We
Give

Service
A large number of the branches 

of this bank are situated in rural 
sections and in villages and towns 
which are supported by the farm
ing community. We understand

:;)i the farmer’s requirements and are 
ySll’S- prepared to assist him.ffprç
&

When your crop is sold this 
Fall, deposit the proceeds with us 

X and cheque against it. Money 
paid out of the pocket is hard to 
account for—a cheque is a receipt.
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“BANMONTO
Capital $5,000,000 Reserves $6,793,883

Safety Deposit Boxes to Rent 43
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