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ENA. I've loved you ever since as she packed his trunk. He was * Makes me wish 1
I first knew you. I can't live young.  Youth knows no barriers. night,” he mused, as he
without you. Won't you Life had many lessons te teach him 1 m o lonesome
You dom't love me Jamie,” doubt It's no use, mother,” he argued, But never mind
ed the maid, “you just think you I'm going to make good in the city, Christmas. This city
When you go away yow'll meet some The farm’s too slow for me. Dad and it
other girl and forget all about me I can’t zet on He's always finding restanrant e als aren’t
No Nena, never,” he protested. something wronz. When I'm rich you uscd to be.’
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Two letters lay upon his table. He
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dress was in the old-fashicned hand he
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e turned to the other letter. Neuw
ang he bad drifred apart after he ha
gone to the city. ‘Lhis was her fir
wtter in many weeks, He had ofter
wendered why she did not write. He
letter brought the answer She hac
been very busy with the school work
He wondered at all she had written
I believe shes becoming a farn
canthusiast. What's all this about
school fair? Her school has won th
township prize for the exhibit
Her school garden is the best in the
connty, so the inspecter says. 1 shoul
worry
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Farm life was ver
interesting There had not been a
dull time all summer. She had spen
part of her holiday visiting in the se

tion She had helped the childrer
with their gardens. She had enjoye
the work so much and the childre

d heen so interested

She just loved it all—the

lambs an

colts, and ecalves, and little pigs, th
chekins and the ducks, the bi
kind-eyed cows. "he field

for a long time, Won't you had been so green in sprin
say_ you'll let me work for They had been golden at ha
you for the heme well vest. Now they were freshl
have some day? plewed and hrown and ridg
The September moon peep The leaves had fallen fron
ed over the tree tops and the trees. She and the chil
steeped hill and dale in mel dren had just come in fro
low light. Weird shadows lay one of their nature st
across the white roadway. A tramps.  They had playe
wandering breeze toyed with Babes in the Wood " ar
the leaves. Farmhouses where Hide and Go-seek The
the occupants already slept had gathered beech nuts an
made darker shadows here chased the squirrels, The
and there A si light knew most of the trees b
burned in a distant window name, and had studied tl
like a watchful eye A dog habits of the birds all sun
barked. Then all was silent mer
“Won't you say ‘yes' She had been telling he
Nena®"  Still she demurred father about the farm. &h
I de not know you yet had advised him to buy som
Jamie. How can I know that land a few miles ont of tl
I love you® And besides, 1 city and got started right
couldn’'t marry a farmer.' with some chickens and he
The well- groomed driver and an orchard She kne
pranced gingerly along. His it wenld pay. He had neve
sleek coat shone in the light heen strone Farm life wa
His alert ears we intent just what he needed, and sh.
on the roadway and bushes thought he would come. He
but turned back inquiringly mother was willing
when the low voices reached A smile slowly broke
him Jamie's face, and the
But I love you. How often Beautiful Effects May be Secured by the Use of Ferns in Shaded Corners that had been gathering fo
must I tell you befere S0u 1, 4y gorn bed there are ble:ding hearts, umbrells forns and iris. There is hardly o Bome that has weeks soattered in the sur
ve? She smiled. not some corner around it th t could be made beautiful with hnn- such us these. grow J shine of it. “Guess T kno
“Oh, a thousand times,” she Harper, Wentworth Co why she didn't write. It's s
said, “perhaps two thousand.” interestin= eh? 1 see where
Won't you make me happy to- wil come to live in town with me and  Then the old home scemed to pass T gt back to the land teo. Tt was
night, Nena Won't you say the leave the old farm b fere him. He saw his gray, old dad mistake ever leaving
word that will make the long days His mother sighed Always when sitting by the kitchen stove e He remembered the details of
bright when I'm away from you, sh ke of his staying home he day's work was done The lantern, drive one September evening mor
Sweetheart?  Won't you?®" | this excnse and g this in- w.th its eracked, smoky glass, was be- than two years before, His face gre
“1 can't to-night. Jamie not to- ducement. He never talked with his .10 the wood-box ready for the morn- serious again. He had heen wonder
night ather after the day whe he had ing. A pile of kindling wood lay be fully in earnest that night, when Nen
The moon climbed higher. A pull b oken the news I'm going to work side the stove. A pair of heavy plow had said: ‘“And couldn
on the reins quickened the walk to a in the city this fall, dad I'm tired hoots were placed so that they wenld marry a farmer.’ o recalled th
trot. The rubber tires spun noiseless- of the farm.” be dry by morning Two  thick, words perfectly w  he smiled
Iy over the smcoth roadway The old man had not urged him to woollen socks hung comfortably over “%inny,” he mused, “but dad alway
- tay. Like all his kind, the most inde- the oven door said you could never know what
CHAPTFR [T pendent people in the world, he would Poor old dad,” sghed, ] woman might do next.”
It is the old story. The wise man not do this.  He had W the day wish | home te-night You -
has asid ¢ is nothing new nnder coming for a leng time Ho had ¥s to blame when we dis- A}
the sun ywvers have often parted watched the growing discontent, and orhaps we'd get on hetter  “We'll sell the cows in the sprin
thus; the youth pleading his love, the indifference to the interests of the if I came back now." mother.  We can’t do the work an
maid half-consenting, yet unwilling to farm, ever since Nena Cl had  He seemed to see his mother knit- longer It won't he as goed for th
surrender come to teach in the corner school ting. She always used to knit when farm, but what's the use Somear
Jamie MeIntyre was going out into house he had been at home evenings. It clse will own it before long anyway
the world, as many youths have gone  She was a city girl She did not seemed so long now. Tt was only two i it go, fathe

from Ontarie farms. The call of the
oity was in his blood  Rosy dreams of
the future filled his brain

It did not matter that an ageing
father wonld be left alone to manage
the farm. It did not matter that real
friends had counselled him to stay. It
did not matter that his mother wept
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