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The Hired'Man~t
There's a bired man Up. in Maine

wlxo gets up withi the Sun. One
hundred and fifty acres. depen.d on
him-and nlot in vain. There are
also three cows, two horses, and a
litter of tiny pigs which Put their
trust in him-and win out.

A summer camp of fiftY City peo-
pie swarm over ýhe place, and lie
usually has to repair thé damage.
Several of the campera try farming
every third day.

This hired -man lives with his
wife and five daugliters - oldest,
twelve-.in what was once a chicken
coop. It is StiR attached te the barn,
but last spring the hired man cleaned
it out, hammered in some boards,
and his wifè did the rest. Now it's
a romairtic two-roomn cabin, neat as
a pin.

Have you ever tried farming? It's,
fun to ;et up at 4.30 or 5.30-once in
a while. Sometimes the air is white
and brilliant and the liglit lies like
snow on every blade of grass. It
makes onc breathless with its early
glory. A handful of birds are tun-
ing up; the skies are deepening into
blue; there's a mist floating a foot
deep over the sloping fields.. Then
is the time to get into the garden.
Everytbing is sopp)ed with dew, each
leaf that brushe8 the band is fresh
and wet, and ini the vast silence-no
sound in ail the miles around save
scattered- bird music-there- is a joy
in bing close to mother earth. Her
soul is moist and brown and fragrant,
her depth and breadth are fuit of
strength. And then suddenly on the
very topmost spray of a blossoming
pear tree a bobolink breaks intp
song. The music is se glad it lifts
bina up bodily and sends him wing-
ing into the sky, the song ascendinÉ
in wild lisps with him.

Tliere's a difference at eleveh
o'clock. Baking sod, broiling sun,
smotliering heat, and a sense of suf-
focation. Besides, the oid earth is
tough and it takes terrific whacks of
a hoe te loose her up. The arm
gets numb with a cramp and the
back seems to crack and break.

So the would-be farmer disaippears
and is found later in an easy chair,
a pa il of icy weil water at one aide,
a novel in his hands.

One hundred and fifty acres are a
vast territory on a hot day. Eight
hieads of live stock are a great cal-e.
Fifty city people can make life a
burden. And a famiiy of five little
girls in a two-room cabin cannot be
overlooked. Se every one-and es-
pecialiy the every-third-day farmersf el t very sorry for the hired man.

"It's a shame," said one, "that
some men have to work soeliard.
1It's a mule's life."

"Oh, weil," said another, clieerily,
puiling at bis pipe, "some day
there'11 be machinery to do ail the
drudge work."

This was verv comforting, indeed,
But out in the hayfieid the hired
,man with his scythe was slashing
great wads of grass. His whoie
body swung back and forth with the
shining blade in a perfect rhythim,
and on and on lie went througli daz-
zling sunshine. Now and then lie
wiped the drip from bis forehead.
"Some. day" didn't seem te interest
him or comfort him-he was actuallv
interested- -in the work at hand
and he had le do it. He did it.

And this is tlie atrange thing
ahout it. That hired man was thc
cheeriest mnan on the farm. In the
eariy spring when the camp leaders
were on the verge of'despair-for
they liad the liugeÏ'ask of renovating
a deserted farm-he said:".ThIàliere job's got to be donc,ain't it?",

"Yes--but how? Where cari we
hegin? How can we ever do it?"'

We,"said the hired man, «'if%
irbsgt to be done it wili be donq.

ï11 starýt with the old barn and cieati
it out." i

The job was done. And s0 al!
stummer the job was donc. IMe
'wasn't a genus-be was a simple

man-sinjple as Lincoln. But lie was
ail there; lie knew how to energize
every particie of lis being; lie was
strenuous.

It tocvl three weeks of conversa-
tion in passing,- te get him in a cor-
ner toeinake bina speak. It was laie
in the afternoon and he sat on the
woodpiie. His face was Indian-like
witli sun and wind and tliere 'was
tliat liquid liglit about lis eyes that
speaks of the open andi the earth.

"«It's a bard life, farming," said
one, "«isn't it?"

'<Guess any job's bard if you do
it right,» he answered.i

"Yes lia~rd in a way. But farin-
ing-it takes it otUJ,ýof A* man-you
drudge aIl day ami Sren't worth a
rap àt niglit, and ou býYe. te be at
it rain or shine an evetlaàtingtY-. dt's
drudgesry."

Tire. hired man' Iboked at us
sharply'aria then cbuckled.*

«'I ain't that kind of a farmer," hie
said. "I reckon nothing's drw.lge
work wbeù _your heart 'and your
brain and your spirit are ini it."n

"In hoein g and. raking, planting
and mowingr

"Say," le iurmured, "didn't it
ever strike you as there'. different
sorts o' people in this world? Tliat's
my way of thinking. One is' born te
the law, and another te the churci,
and aruother to carpentering. One
boy loves to play with tools and an-
other with beetles and another witli
books. Well, sir, I reckon I was
born a farmer.»

"Whatl You love farming?"
"ýReckon I do." He "wried" up

bis face and Iauglied. "I'd ratier
run a dlean furrow down a field than
do anything I can think ef There's
a feilow Up here what's a poet, ain't
there ?»

"He'd like te be, anyway," sçnme-,
one suggested.

"Look at me. Say," le burst out
witi a roar, "I'd anake a queer fist
writing poetry, wouidn't I?"

"He would miake a qucerer fist
working a farm."

"Ther you got it," bie cried,
"tbat's itl A man's born into tome-
thing-bumble or higb. I haven't a
doubt some fellows can work in a
raiiway gang better than anything
cIsc, otiers can break stones, and
otliers be presidents of the United
States. And liere's my way of
thinking-let a fellow follow bis
bent, and tien go at it witb bis heart
and his brain and bis spirit, andhl
know the joy of being alive. Just

i like that bobolink yonder. -Tbat's
wliat l"

No onc felt sorry for the hired
man after that. He is still on thc
job. He's a specialist and knows lis
business, and, more, le loves it.

There are many such as lie in
humble places who love their work
and sing and whistle and laugi it
tlirougli. The job is nothing; what
they bring to the job is everything,
what they take fromn the job 'is
everything. They bring their hearts,
their minds, their souls; they take
strength, joy, progress. They growr
on their littie patches in the broad
world like fruits in intensive agricul-
ture. They attain ieight in a nar-
row space. Eacli iecomes a man.

A Christian's day is worth more
tlian his pay.

The Wolf's Tootli as Masct.-A
singular revival is taking place in
Paris for wearing the tooth of a ývolf
or badger Set in gold as a mast:ot.
An old superstition connected the
wearin f such ornaments as provo-
cative of goood fortune. Tbe customn
of wearing a tliumb ring is also being
resuscitated, and at this present time
a charming young actrcss on the
English stage is demonstrating the
vogue, partly, no doubt 'because it is
in keeping with the period in which
she is livinz in the play, and partly in
recognition of tic fashion Paris is
patroflizîflg.

FOR CILDRIEN
you cannot get a .soapý too good or topu olrth
use of children and young infants. Much of the ch..fmg
and soreness ofthe Ï*in de o 6-1g ~hi" ly
scented and colored soas

Baby's Owii Soap'is an 'abslite,ecssi lu~
the nursery. Made from carefully refiuxed and *it
vegetable ois, it gives a rich-creamy tiexÏ,L~ie
preserves the sof t, -szooth 'texture of the akin.

Bby s w
ALBIENT SAP& LM,.B f.

èavine Bab4lit Owa.

W E E L Y r xS R E S S a n d M 8 ,au u

WESTERN on E MONTHLY, W iip --748
begular Price, fi - W$17

SNAP OFFE.R
BOTH FOR ONE-,YEAR-

600
THIS OFFER DOHS NOT AMPY TO THOBE LMVIN
VITHIN THE CITY-0F VKNNIPG LIMITS OR IN THE
UNITE STATES 0F AER3CA. IT HOLDS.COOD%

HOVEVER, TO GR#AT SRITAIN&

190
wurmnonoNi ONL, Wlnhlpsg.

Fiai mdlossi$L.00 for vhloh usdithe, WeskIy Prs PMos
and PrMair mui,, WbIMlo, ami tiiW8tem lIse ontil,
to the. foliowlng aidreformeour. .


