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Winnipeg, October, 1909.

The Hﬁr@d‘ Man R

There’s a hired man up in Maine

who gets up with the sun, One
hundred and fifty acres depend on
him—and not 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-
ple swarm over the place, and he
usually has to repair the damage.
Several of the campers try farming
every third day.

This hired man lives with his
wife and five daughters — oldest,
twelve—in what was once a chicken
coop. It is still attached to the barn,
but last spring the hired man cleaned
it out, hammered in some boards,
and his wife did the rest. Now it’s
a romantic two-room cabin, neat as
a pin,

Have you ever tried farming? It’s
fun to get up at 4.30 or 5.30—once in
a while. Sometimes the air is white
and brilliant and the light lies like
snow on every blade of grass. It
makes one 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.
Everything is sopped with dew, each
leaf that brushes the hand is fresh
and wet, and in the vast silence—no
sound in all the miles around save
scattered” bird music—there is a joy
in being close to mother earth. Her
soil is moist and brown and fragrant,
her depth and breadth are full of
strength. And then suddenly on the
very topmost spray of a blossoming
pear tree a bobolink breaks into
song. The music is so glad it lifts
him up bodily and sends him wing-
ing into the sky, the song ascending
in wild lisps with him,

There’s a difference at eleven
o’clock.  Baking sod, broiling sun,
smothering heat, and a sense of suf-
focation. Besides, the old earth is
tough and it takes terrific whacks of
a hoe to loose her up. The arm
gets numb with a cramp and the
back seemsito crack and break.

So the would-be farmer disappears
and is found ‘later in an easy chair,
a pail of icy well water at one side,
a novel in his hands.

One hundred and fifty acres are a
vast territory on a hot day. Eight
heads of live stock are a great care.
Fifty city people can make life a
burden. And a family of five little
girls in a two-room cabin cannot be
overlooked. So every one—and es-
pecially the every-third-day farmers
felt very sorry for the hired man.

“I's a shame,” said one, “that

some men have to work so hard. |

“It's a mule’s life.”

“Oh, well,” said another, cheerily,
pulling at his pipe, “some day
there’ll be machinery to do all the
drudge work.”

This was verv comforting, indeed.
But out in the hayfield the hired
man with his scythe was slashing
great wads of grass. His whole
body swung back and forth with the
shining blade in a perfect rhythm,
and on and on he went through daz-
zling sunshine. Now and then he
wiped the drip from his forehead.
“Some. day” didn’t seem to interest
him or comfort him—he was actuallv
interested in the work at hand

and he ha'_d lq do it. He did it.
And ‘thns is the strange thing
about it. That hired man was the

cheeriest man on the farm. In the
carly spring when the camp leaders
were on the verge of despair—for
they had the huge task of renovating
a deserted farm—he said:
“This here job’s got to be done,
ain’t it?”
“Yes—but how?  Where can we
begin? How can we ever do it?”
“Well,” said the hired man, “if ~

man—simple as Lincoln. But he was
all there; he knew how to energize
every particle of his being; he was
strenuous,

It took three weeks of conversa-
tion in passing to get him in a cor-
ner to make him speak. It was laje
in the afternoon and he sat on the
woodpile. His face was Indian-like
with sun and wind and there ‘was
that liquid light about his eyes that
spgalss of the open and the earth.

It s a hard life, farming,” said
onfb‘ﬁsn’t it?”

. Guess any job’s hard if you do
it ‘nght,f’ he answered. bt

. “Yes, hard in a way. But farm-
Ing—it takes it outiof 4 man—you
drudge all day and ‘4ren’t worth a
rap at night, and you have to_be at
it rain or shine anr¥ eveflastingly. sIt’s
drudgery.” "

The hired man’ Yooked at wus
sharply*and then chuckled.

:‘I ain’t that kind of a farmer,” he
said. “I reckon nothing’s drudge
work when your heart and your
brain and your spirit are in it”

“In hoem}g’ and , raking, planting
and mowing?

“Say,” he murmured, “didn’t it
ever strike you as there’s different
sorts o’ people in this world? That’s
my way of thinking. One is born to
the law, and another to the church,
and another to carpentering, One
boy loves to play with tools and an-
other with beetles and another with
books. Well, sir, I reckon I was
born a farmer.”

“What! you love farming?”

“Reckon I do.” He “wried” up
his face and laughed. “I'd rather
run a clean furrow down a field than
do anything I can think of. There's
a fellow up here what’s a poet, ain’t
there?”

one suggested. .

“Look at me. Say,” he burst out
with a roar, “I'd make a queer fist
writing poetry, wouldn’t I?”

“He would make a queerer fist
working a farm.”

“There you got it” he cried,
“that’s it! A man’s born into some-
| thing—humble or high. I haven’t a
doubt some fellows can work in a
railway gang better than anything
else, others can break stones, and
others be presidents of the United
States. And here’s my way of

thinking—let a fellow follow his
bent, and then go at it with his heart
and his brain and his spirit, and he’ll
know the joy of being alive. Just
{ like that bobolink yonder. - That'’s
. what!”
| No one felt sorry for the hired
man after that. He is still on the
job. He’s a specialist and knows his
business, and, more, he loves it.
There are many such as he in
humble places who love their work
and sing and whistle and laugh it
through. The job is nothing; what
they bring to the job is everything,
what they take  from the job 'is
everything. They bring their hearts,
their minds, their souls; they take
strength, joy, progress. They grow
on their little patches in the broad
world like fruits in intensive agricul-
ture. They attain height in a nar-
row space. Each becomes a man.
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A Christian’s day is worth more

than his pay.

The Wolf's Tooth as Mascot.—A
singular revival is taking place in
Paris for wearing the tooth of a wolf
or badger set in gold as a mascot.
An old superstition connected the
wearing of such ornaments as provo-
cative of good fortune. The custom
of wearing a thumb ring is also being
resuscitated, and at this present time

iob’s got to be done it will be done. |

I'll start with the old barn and cleau
it out.”

The job was done. And so all
summer the job was done. He
wasn’t a genius—he was a

'a charming young actress

on the
English stage is demonstrating the
vogue, partly, no doubt because it is

lin keeping with the period in which

' recognition of the fashion
simple |

sheisliving in the play, and %art'ly in
aris is
patronizing.

“He'd like .to be, anyway,” some-

Bhe Western Home Monthly

" FOR CHILDREN

you cannot get a soap too good or too pure for the
use of children and young infants. Much of thechafing

and soreness of the skin 1s due to’

“scented and colored soaps. / 2

Baby’s Own Soap is an absolute .necessity in

the nursery. Made from carefully refined ‘and fragran

vegetahle oils, it gives a rich:.creamy lather, which
preserves the soft, smooth texture of the skin.

Baby’s Own

poisoning by highly
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Refuse substitutes—insist on having Baby's Own. ey
-  MONTREAL.

ALBERT SOAPS LTD., Mfrs. -
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WEEKLY FREE PRESS and PRAIRIE

FARMER, Winnipeg, -

-

- $1.00

WESTERN HOME MONTHLY, Winnipeg, .75

Regular Price,

-

[

- $1.75

SNAP OFFER

BOTH FOR ONE YEAR

$1.00

THIS OFFER DOES NOT APPLY TO THOSE LIVING
WITHIN THE CITY OF WINNIPEG LIMITS OR IN THE
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA,

HOWEVER, TO GREAT BRITAIN;

IT HOLDS GOOD,

190

WESTERN HOME MONTHLY, Winnipeg.

Find enelosed $1.00 for which send the Weekly Free Press
and Prairie Farmer, Winnipeg, and the Western Home Monthly,
to the following‘a_ddress for one year.
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