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young to bear much. I he next year 
a late frost killed all the blossoms.
But ihis year promised wonderful 
returns. Why, if nothing happened, 
they would average a barrel to the 
tree—and that would be— 
not safe to count.

He had driven slawly 
of the orchard At the corner, where 
the road turned north into the woods, 
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A Warming Frost
By WILLIAM H. HAMBY
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‘‘I am not Dutch," and she gave 
her brown head a little indignant 
toss. “Haven’t I told you that the 
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ted up by a tiny bit."
"All right then, Frenchy," and 

Fred Cole smiled teasingly as he got 
up from the breakfast table. “But, 
anyway, do you want to go ”

“Now vou are on the right limb of 
v familv tree. I feel real Frenchy

thirty-two hundred 
was fairly overru ining with blossoms 

There was more than the pride of 
ownership in the young man’s eyes 
as he ran them lovingly over the long 
sweep of his eighty-acre orchard, 
picking out here and there, by bark 
or blossom or size, the different varie
ties. There was more than anticipa
tion in the young man’s heart as he 
looked on his orchard in its first full
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But no. she was not in sight. His 
face was hot. and he drove rapidlv 
away, nourishing a sense of bring 
wronged, of being badly treated, 

vest. Deeper And, man-like, the more he thought 
usures of possession, of it, the worse she seemed to be 
anticipation of rich fi- in the wrong, and the surer he was 

nancial returns, was the joy of work that he was entirely free from blam-. 
well done. By s’ .11 and p itience and Not s itisfied with that conclusion, he 
knowledge he had grown that orch- went on piling up arguments until 
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andthis morning—and I do want to go. 
I just must have a new dress, and we 
will get it to-day."

The one who said, “When poverty 
comes in at the door, love flies out at 
the window," was a chronic pessi
mist. But even where love perman
ently abides, the mere swish of a 
prospective new dre«s often brings on 
an overheated condition of the family 
atmosphere— followed by a chil 
general downpour.

"No, Nina, not to-day," said Cole

“For goodness sake, when then?” 
she flared. “So far as I can remem
ber. I have had two dollars and fortv 
cents' worth of clothes in the three 
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aft; he grew resentful and 
and said those things which an angrv 
person i* ap> to say. which were half 
true, but wholly unjust.
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have equalled—a brute.

Cole drove away alone. At the cor- 
T, from force of habit, he looked 

k ; but no da intv little figure stood 
on «he porch, waving hand or flut
tering a handkerchief. Instantly a 
feeling of being abused, of resent
ment. swept over him. But in a few 
moments, as he drove along the north 
end of his orchard, he almost forgot
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