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F A RM E TCHINGS.
711E FARM IIOJ1SR.IT is tiat a modern building. It is nat even

the fresh-painted, glaring, unslîadcd newv
flouse of tie average Onîtario farm of
to-day. For it wvas ' raised' sixty years

ago, wben Farmer Mytîbeer, thoen a younîg
Imati, brouglht lus bride up fram the more
clo'oýely settlcd precincts of Little York ta t*iis
uuisettlcd and alrnost tracklcss portion of the

prvne. The tlîickly wooded land, richly
lnedand free from stones, iw!th its northerin

slielter of hilîs and gentle slope toward thîe
wvsîer, and the presence of thc prctty blue
ruffled inland lake, wlîose caunterpart may be
tb.-und a score af tinues repeated tbrougliout
the pravinîce, determined luis choice, and tie
first axc-blowv rang out a clîeery propliecy of
tiie ncw home.

Tîventy ycars of pioncer struggle, wben the
xc and the plough wcrc ever busy ; wvnen the

young wvife spun and wvovc bier days and mnontbs
inta basy middle age. -*

Twvcnty years of lifels prime, wvitb bours of
leisure no'v ; with little festivities, wveddings
and good-bycs, and a graduai tlîmnning of tic
houschold group. There wvas a pulling down
of barils ta build greater; the flower gardon
was more carefully tcndcd; the young people
liad their lawn and tennis courts ; the cedar
liedgc grev taîl and tbick. But the littUe log
bouse remained. Il It wvill last aur time,"' said
Farnier Mynheer. Wbcn mother and nie aie
gone yau children can do as you like about
buildin' another.."

Twcnty years oaf life's decline. It is an aid,
oId couple now wvbo sit out upon the stoop.
The cbîldren arc mnarried and in new homes ;

Ssartie within cal, others in the far Nortb-wcst,
Ia country as likcly ta get at as the North~

Pale wvheni I was young," says Farmer Myn-
lîcer, <' but tbings bas cbangcd since tho£e

Teflower garden is full of swcct aid-

fasbioned bloom, stili lovingiy tendcd by trem-
bling withered bands. Great barns and stables,
%vide fields of yehlowv, bcavy-headed grain, en-
viron the old log house. Thc blue lake shows
here and there a whbite sail, wbile a steel track
encircles its shoares, and the shirBl wvbistie of
passing trains break the stillniess.

Farmer Mynheer lets bis oId dlay pipe go out
wliilc be looks over the stretch of yellaov fields,
ail abum witb drowsy August beat, beyand the
grea barsadw -travelled road, ta the rip-
pling lake ; then be lays lus knotty, trembling
lîaîîd on thîe sait ample lap beside hinu.

IlSixty years since 1 brung yau lucre, a bit of
a scevezteen-vcar-ald girl, and me anly twventy ;
but you wvere a brave one, Lucy, and nuy axe
w~as strcnng," bie says.

Tlien the oid, aId couple seem greater titan
niunarchis, and the little log lîouse botter thant
a pialace.

ON TUE SE. F.IIDER.

A bevy of gay girls wvalk up the lane. Tlîcy
let dowii' the bars and cross tie fresh-cut

%tulble field, where thîe slîacks of grain lie
loosecly waiting the approach af the stackcrs.
Thry reaclu thîe shore ai a swaying ycllow sea, a
rilpnang forest of lueavy-headed gold tlîat bonds
henteath thue breath of tieïr merry laugluter.
Tlîey pluck the full-lipped grain and thrust it in
amang tlueir ribans.

The big nuawirig machine cames s1owvIy ta-
wvard tîem, the sturdy borses plariting tbeir feet
î'rnîly yet cautiousiy down in the stiff-stenîmed
ground, tl- ciatter of tic revolving, knivesand

of~h rio falling grain saiding musically
flirough the %vide field spaces.

'l lie driver's 1 "wboa! " brings thc big machine
to a pause. He desc'is lus horses anid cames

dowvn among the gay girls, who affect a wvorId
of interest i the intricate workiîîgs of cogs and
wvheels. Presently there ib a littie leap, a swirl
of ligbit skcirts, and the merriest of the group is
perched on the higbi, isolated scat, and wvith
reins ivell in Izand rides off aznong the bilvivy
grasses. The breeze catches lier tossy, î,nnv
hair ; her siender figure sways wvith the miove-
ment ; the lighit sumiier govn, and brighiti
ribbons forti an accentuating point above the
stretches of yellow grain. Ahove lier ks the
deep blueness of a nîidsummer sky ; ail arotind
bier to the cool verge of far-off maple bushi and
rippling lake waters extends the soft bending
sea of plenteous ye.llowv, wvhite the great suri
drenches the eartbi and wvater witb August heat.

Slowv and steady the sturdy borses step across
the great field, the careful farmier beside tbem.
W ith swish and clatter the ripe grain fails ; and
in a wvealth of gold the suntny-liaired, latugbing
girl moves on-a Canadian goddcss of plenty,
seated unconscious upon lier tbrcne.

"DR. ha ISSIVOOD.*

It is flot bis real namne. That bas either tiever
b,,.a knowvn or lias been forgotten in that far-
away past of which lie is the only surviv:ng
record. The memory of the oldcst inhabitant
recalls him only as a dispenser of lîarînless
medicines at a time in thc pioncer history of thc
province vOien country doctors wvcrc few. One
of bis favorite prescriptions wvas a bassivood
poultice--bence lie became ' Doctor' Babs ood.

It wvas at Kirkfield that wve made bis ac-
quaintaince, but Uhc old mnan is knowvn ail up
and dowvn tbe county as bie journeys from vil-
lage to village, froin farm to farm, collecting
imaginary rents. For it is bis delusion Uîat lie
is a wvcaithy property owner, and tlmat farm,
country store> and botel is lcased by bim ta
tenants, good or bad accarding to the grace
with wvbicl tbey bumour bis belief.

Wc wvere wvaiting in dt big country store
wben th,. odd old figure passid dcwn Uhe
street.

IlCorne in, Dr. Basswvood," called thîe genial
proprietor ; Ilyou r rcnt is ready. "

He caine blitbely up the step qind toak the
proffcred chair, a slender sbrunken figure
whose age it wvas impossible to guess, save
tbat it went far up ir.ta or beyond the niiieties.
Nose and cbin nearly meeting, toothlcss, muni-
bling lips, ligbt blue eyes, restless yct clear, a
few wvbisps of fine whiîte hair, a lîcavy stick, a
curiously compounded garli,-such an old, old
man. But the motley clotning wvas clean, the
face fret, fromn ail repellant lines, wlîile the
sbrewvd, kindly eyes, humorous moutli and ready
smilc gave the qucer old fellowv a vcry likable
persanality.

IlNow give us a sang, doctor," said some
one, after the rent in Uhc shape of a nickel or
two, liad been gravely accepted and transfcrred
ta bis pocket. The aId man's laugli bad a
quaver, but the merry look w.%.s ini bis cyes as
lie struck Uhc floor witb bis staff and broke out
into a Gaelic - Bannie Prince Charlie." Thf
voice w~as worn witb tie tenrs and la gbiter of
nca rlv a century, but thc-verve and bunmour re-
mainéd, wvbilc the wvords rang stirring and dis-
tinct from lais toothless nîoutb. The verses
wcre many, t'ie stait kcpt cnergetic time witb
the oft-repcated chorus in a scries of sharr,
raps, wvhilc the odd figure and bead swvaycd ii
rhytl'mic bend. A high quavering note, one last
souîîding rap, and the sang came ta an end.
Tbetn the bumorous old face turned to uis wvit1
a whimsical expression wbich seenied to itîdi-
cate that the amusement wvas flot ail on one
side.

A 1 month's rent in advance' wvas lus pay-
ment for tbe sang, and in excellent mood Dr.
Basswvood started down the village strect zo
'ook up a recreant tenant.

71JI9 COUNWTRY RIDE.

A ste.tdy horse ; a bligb topped bug;gy, wlîose
occupants are two yaung wvonien- - a pretty girl
and one of graver years. A long counîtry road
stretclîes narrowly alieac of iliumn ; a long
country rond stretches bebind. On either %ide
~ange ripened grain fields, givinig luints ini sound
ind siglit of wvbirring muachuines and slow-
iloving borses. 'l'le younig w'onien chat or
arc silent, ini the easy L,>ifiden-.e of tlit %ex.
Aill the day is before tient ; ail the wvorld ;s
Llue anîd gold.

IIt is so inuch iiicer to bc witliout a ilnan
:iloiig," renmrks the pretty girl tciîtatively.

he graver one cordially arsscuts.
-Ot course mcii are all riglit somti.tamcs, but

tlicy neyer will believe that v.-ilen can get
along or bave at good time witbuut theni. i'-n
so glad ive got off alone to-day ; altboughi, to
biear Uncle Tonm, vjite would think wvomen wvere
no- ta be trut-ted wvitb a horse one bundred
yaru~s fram in th armi gate. Hello ! wbat's the
niatter wvith Ben ?"

Ben biad suddenly gone wvofully lamne.
%« Perlîaps he's tired," suggcsted lier com-

panian.
41 He can't be ; we've only gone ciglît voailes.

but we'll let hinu re.st for a few~ mainutes.
Ben restcd ini the middle of the road, whvle

the youiug wvonien discusd bi., sudden indis-
position. Mbon a geiîtle flip of the reins
st..<-ted li;m again, Ben was lamer tlîan befare.

1Ohi dear! 1b(ieve hc's eot a stone in bis
foot. Why, lie's turning pale with pain
poor Beni V,

& «Couidn't it be taken out?" asked f lie aIder
wornan.

"VYes, of course, anly it's a hind leg, and hie
miglît kick. If tliere wvas only a man around
110w!

Thîe yeilov ttds- and long roadwvay were
scailîned carefuity, but no man wvas in siglît,
save whcere in far back acres the glimpse of a
scîf-binder migbt be seen.

IlI suppose wçc might find out wvbat*s tle
matter, but a man would do it so niuicb botter,"
continued tbe pretty driver, bier whbite .forebead
puckered up into traubled little %wrinkl"-s. And
as B3en procceded slowly and lamely upon bis
way, tiiese two indeperident youîîg ivomen
searchcdl witb cager eyes in Uic boardcring
fields.

For a mile tbeir qucst wvas vain. Then
"There's one ;" tbey excLaimed, together, as

they reaclied a yellow-burdened fieid, at wvIose
fartier side a strong man's figure :-valked be-
side Uhe wvhirring machine.

Thie pretty girl skinmed thae fence li-litly
and mnade bier way across thi. stubble. Thf.2
whiirring mawer stopped in its passage down
the field, and presently botb maid and -nan
came towvard the roadway, uvhere tbe graver
wornan and lame Ben rested in ail tbe drencli-
ing nooîîtime sunslîinc of an Auigtst day.

" «Wnil- « e2> is it ? " queried the farmer.
<at nink t's tlîat one," answsered the waman,

%';itb an indicative forefinger.
1 Tiien I guess it's the otier,"* be rcspanded

placidly, and lifting thiat ' other' lie disîodged
a large stone whicb lay lienth tie boof.

He tank thecir praffercd tlianks easiiy, with a
caurteous lifting of the big straw liat ; but
there wvas a lurking amusement in the suri-
braoviled haniidsome face, and a laughi in the
eyes, tbat indicatcd a full appreciation of the
situation.

Ill'ni sa gladi we found a mari at iast," re-
marked the graver woman, as Blen started off
briskly.

14Yes ; tioulgli of course ive couid hiave donc
h tîurselves," said Uic pretty maid, as she turried
to ,vatch thec taîl figure !tridiuîg çaver ilie stubblc.
'< But wasn't h.e handsome, and wvauldi't Unele
Toni lauglu? "

FAITII FENTON.


