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FARM AND DAIRY

EO right and God's recompense to you will be the

power of doing more right.

Robertson

et

The Spirit of Progress

By AMBERMAN GROVER

¢6)E you a born ijit, Joshua Sim
B kins?" Aunt Mary Simkins

placed a hand on either hip
and gazed at Uncle Josh over the
steel-rimmed spectacles

Unc awvoided her eye, but
grinned dly

“Wal, I dunno as I be,
This here farm don't look like
actly, considerin’ what it was when
I tuk it

“When we tuk it, you mean,” cor

rected Aunt Mary,
tive emphasis
“Wal, when we tuk it
remember them bogs out
der where the corn is growin'
now? Didn’t we dr iin em by
the newest methods
paid fer it by the
reckon
gainer by that
alaverin’ feller that
into doin’ it

with sugges

D'ye
yen-

“Yes, an’
newest methods, too, 1
The biggest
smooth  p

talked ye

Uncle Josh scratched his
head meditatively and let his
eye wander over the rich wav
ing cornfields.

“I ha' my doubts,” he said
slowly Then he turned and
brought down his fi.t with em
phasis

“I tell you what, Mary Jones
what we need is the sperrit o
progress t's progress that
keeps this old world a-movin’
an’ unless we keep up with her
we're goin' ter wake up some
mornin’ an' find ourselves left
behind, trailin’ along in space,
like enough with no place to
rest the sole o' our foot, an'
th’ world a-spinnin’ away out
o' sight.”

Aunt Mary waited until he
had finished. Then she sniffed
audibly, and stern lines gather

ed around her mouth

“Joshua Simkins, ef vou ain’t a
bom ijit, then thar never was one.
Who's been palaverin’ to you now
Ef some idly-tongued varmint should
come along an' tell you it was bet
ter to hop on one foot than to walk
on two, | believe to goodness you'd

go hoppin’ 'round on one foot, you'd
say it wag to save shoe leather, but

that wouldn’t be the reason. It'd be
just because the oily-tongued var
mint said it was better, an’ you

hadn’t brains to know any

different.”

enough

Uncle Jc scratched his head
slowly but mewhat defiantly this
time.

‘Wal, an automobeel ain’t like hop-

pin’ on one foot,” he remarked with
some spirit.  ““It’s jest the other way
You go on four wheels 'stead o' two
feet, an' you go like gee whiz when
vou want ter. I reckon it’s the best
way o' keepin’ up with the world yit

that is, until them flyin’ machines
is done. Anyhow, that there auto.
mobeel’'s comin’ next Saturday, an
ef you will be left behind, trailin’
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llong in space, you'll ha' ter be
Mebbe ye ¢'n keep me an’ the Sper
rit o' progress in sight, but more’n

likely
hours

in a few
sperrit o’

we'll be lost to view
You better git the
progress an’ jine us.”
Uncle Josh cut short any further
remarks by marching off to the barn
ind Aunt Mary returned to her pie
crust with a scornful sniff
Whatever could 1 ha’ be
in' of to marry sech an ijit

en think
as Joshua

It is the Surrounding

§vgn o the nursery company yeu
Yokome, Peterboro

ago th

" potwosn § b

no m

present such tively

mpa;

Simkins,” she sighed
is hard to understand,
hardest o’ all.”
Saturday came clear and cool. Un
cle Josh was up before day'light. He
had fixed the best place in the wagon
house for the ‘“‘Sperit o' progress,”
as he insisted upon calling his new

‘Some things
but a fool’s the

quisition and every possible pre
paration for its coming had been
made; but Uncle Josh could not
sleep. Not since he was a boy had

he experienced the delicious thrill of
joyous anticipation which now swept
every nerve, wave upon wave. He
could just feel the wheel in his hand,
and the fanning of the breeze against
his cheek, like the soft-brushing
wings of the spirit of progress
Aunt Mary had refused to discuss
e matter with him after the first
day, but not so the farm hands and
villagers They gathered in  little
knots at the store and at the tavern;
they leaned on fences and on hoe-
handles ; they paused in the midst
of milking or poised a curry comb
in the air while they discussed Uncle
Josh and his prospective purchase

or how expensive the house, without fhe Ereen fol
small

And Uncle Josh had never tired
of answering their questions. What
he had missed of sympathy and inter
est at home he had found in full mea
sure abroad. His waking hours had
been filled with delicious anticipation

his sleeping hours had been crowd
ed with delightful dreams in which
he and the “Sperrit o' progress’'went
whizzing through space to unknown
lands of beauty and delight

And now the longed for day had
come. He tiptoed out of the house
just as the first faint colorings of
dawr. appeared in the east, and drew
a long breath The road over which
the “Spe would come
stretched and still between dark

progress'

reaches of woodland until it lost it-
self in widening curves among the
hills to the east. Uncle Josh sat

trees and
dreams.
from the

down on a bench under the
lost himself in a maze of
He was roused by a voice
kitchen
hua Simkins, be
in breakfast "
Uncle Josh rose and walked slow
ly into the house. For the first time
a doubt had disturbed his anticipa-

you a-comin’

tions.

Dy'e suppose I'l be able to run
it, Mary he asked, as he sipped his
coffee

Aunt Mary gave him a scornful
glance

“A good time to think about that
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bors gathered around,
her out agin
her workin’s, ar’

“you jest
an’ give me a lir
then Tl try

The dapper ycung fellow at
wheel rap the ma hine smoothl
upon the road anc began to ex
most carefully and explicitly. |

Josh gave concentrated attent
At the end of twenty minut
drew a long breath and slappec
knees with his hand.
“Wal, that looks easy enc
young fellar; an’ now ef you

ood enough ter climb down 1 re kop
me an' the

Sperrit o' progre
wit_along pretty well together
The young fellow hesitated .nd
just then Aunt Mary reappear '
the doorway
‘Toshua Simkins,” she said s:
Iv. ““ef yer bound to run that '
vou let that young fellar stay n

the seat beside
take care o'

you, I ain't 4
no broken bones

Uncle Joshua scratched hi
thoughtfully, and some of the men
grinne

“Wal,” he said at last with
tance, “sence Mary Jane's

narvous 'bout me,
ter sat up thar; no use of gettin
all worked up.”

mebbe you

The young fellow climbed up with
alacrity, and Uncle Josh tool
wheel

‘Whoa, there!” he said soot

ly, as he pushed the throttle
over, and the engine began 1
pound vigorously. ““Seem to
notice her noise more wh

have the wheel verself, don
ve? Did she make so much
noise when you was runnin'

The young man modd: I
pointed to the speed leve

cle Josh put his foot uj
omewhat suddenly, and the
machine started on wi
jerk

“Steady there!’ saic
voung fellow, warningly N

take your foot off that and
throw your high-gear leve
ward slowly. Be careful to take
your foot off the other
though, or you'll break '
crank-shaft.”

Uncle Josh performed
feat successfully, and th
chine glided smoothly for
His eyes sparkled and he drew
a long breath as he
heel with botk

w, we'

er the

s ks the e " \p:rrl(' 4i,| progre
he voung fellow sat b
IO e Sespiiel wrounie, rousd e boms fully on the edge of his sea

s home. Particularly is the country home destitute e was feeling some of
of nd shrubs. And they re- nervous strain  which Undle

expenditure. Josh had ascribed to A

Mary.
I reckon; but it’s jest like you, Josh. The engine began to pick up

ua Simkins. How do I know whether
you c'n run it er not? I'll ha nothin’
to do with it
Uncle Josh
in silence and
under the tree

finished his breakfast
returned to his seat

Presently a little cloud of dust ap-
peared along the white stretch of
road

Uncle Josh rose to his feet excit
edly.

T'he cloud of dust grew
Froc it ik Do,
the steady beat of the

and spread.
Josh caught
ngine

By gum ! that’s her?”” he shouted
‘Hoo-ray for the Sperrit o' pro-
gress!" And with a bound he leap-

ed the low fence and was off down
the road

Aunt Mary, brought to the door by
his shout, returned to her work in
grim silence, when with a flourish
and whizz, the automobile swept
round in front of the wagon house,
ind stopped. ’

Uncle Josh was bedming. “Now,
voung fellar,” he remarked, the

farm hands and a few of the neigh-

and Uncle Josh looked
l:llnva .(Irvfullv
“Keeps goin’ faster the
woes, don't she?
keep it up?”
The young fellow pushed th

at the

long
How long w

tle back several degrees. ‘1
fast enough for you now,” bhe n
marked quietly, and a shade
appointment crossed Uncle

face.

“Pshaw! Let’s hit her up "
we come into the village. I w e
show them fellows what me the
Sperrit o' progress c'n do!”

It was only a mile on a st
road into the village, and the m
ran smoothly

Uncle Josh was jubilant b
meared the village store where = verl
of his friends and neighbors
gathered, he spoke to his com;
hastily without turning his he

“‘Say, voung fellar, how d've stop
xhy- thing? 1 want ter stop in front
o' the store. Quick, "fore sh gits
past 1"

(Continued newt weet)

Octobey

:!m
i OUR
EEEL L L LT r

The D

Poor Dre
feel like
coal ui
not sury
when fa
» colleg
d the E
oling for
t to
from

ken

often
yzing ou
might be

requir
nber of tl

it nece
to which
1 turr
to which will
t practica
gained
A college e
s the int
to increase




