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FARM AND DAIRY

that secks even the bighest ¢ od for himself alone
will be disappointed.—G. S. sferriam.
e 82

Mr. Watson's Little Vacation

By HILDA RICHMOND

(The Indiana Farmer.)

'3 NNA, I see no way out of the
A difficulty but for you to
drive over to Sheldon and
look after that tax business,” said
John Watson turning from a pro-
fonged scrutiny of his swollen face
in the kitchen mirror. “I can’t go
out with this confounded rag on my
face and 1 can't go without it in this
keen wind."

“But | had planned to peel the
apples for the last apple butter,” ob-
jected Mrs. Watson, “and to do the
mending and wash out the baby’s
flannels, | was going to have a pick
up dinner and get.a lot of work turn
ed off because the day is bright and
sunny.”

“As far as that's concerned,” said
Mr. Watson loftily, “you don’t meed
to worry. If I can't wash out a few
flannel petticoats and peel a peck of
apples 1'll give up entirely. You
only want to make four or five gal
lons of apple butter, I heard you say
Women magnify their little tasks un
til they look like mountains. I'll do
the apples and call this my vacation.
All that worries me is that you can’t
adjust the taxes and this is the day
for the Commission to hold its last
session. Now do be careful, Anpa.”

Mrs. Watson dressed and kissed
the children good-bye during a per
fect stream of what to do and what
not to do from her husband’s lips.
The two older children she took with
her to deposit at the school house and
the baby, a little girl of two and a
half, was to keep Mr. Watson com-
any. The day before Mr. Watson
ad had a painful, but mot serious,
accident with some farm macLinery,
and while he was well and able to do
a day’s work the doctor warned him
not to go out in the wind without
the bandage on his bruised and
swollen face.

“First, the flannels,” said Mr,
Watson briskly as the buggy rolled
away. ‘“There goes the telephone the
first thing. 1 think Anna and the
neighbor ladies have the habit of vis-
iting a little too much over the tele-
phone, and that is what makes them
complain of always being behind.
“Hello I"" he called. “O, you, Smith?
Yes, this is Watso What's that?
Say, excuse me a minute! The baby
is pulling the cat’s tail and T can’t
ear. 1'm chief cook and, bottle wash-
er to-day. The Mrs. has gone over
to the country seat to loo't
some husiness. Yes, I'll Le home all
day. Run in and we'll talk about the
deal.”

Mr. Watson put the receiver in
place and shut the crying baby into
the little pen Mrs. Watson used for
her when she had to leave the room.
He hastily tossed the child a few play
things and then hurried to the
chen to n on the flannels.
Smith is coming over I'll have to,
The fire's

hurry,” be said. “Gee!

after son irritably.

dead out. And such wood! If I get
over this trouble I'll attend to the
wood.” He hastily cast a glance at
the weeping child and hurried to the
wood house. There gnarled and rot-
ten wooden limbs confronted him in &
most uncompromising array,” 1
clare 1 forgot 2'l about bringing
home that coal,’ he said aloud. “‘An-
na spoke of it several times, but I've
been so busy.” e

Back again into the house with
enough wood to last about half an
hour he filled the reservoir to the brim
with rain water before remembering

e- preserves hastily gathe

account of the weather,
“Women always have the idea that

you have to send word ahead,”

Joe Watson, “1 say, give visitors what

Ve and don’t make any

good enough for com-

pany.

]oh:‘ Wunonhm too' hl“n‘: watch-
ing ¢ e was fry to say
much thou('; he had often said the
same to his own wife, and finally the
little up gathered about the fear-
ful wonderful dinner the man of
the house had raked snd scraped to-

ether. had some cold fried meat
rom the day before, the scrambled
eggs, lukewarm coffee,, a dish of ap-
ple butter, bread cut in chunks, two
pieces of cold pie, a few ginger cook-
ies, a can of salmon served right in
ickles and
from the
store closet shelves and some mashed
potatoes, made nto cukes, and warm-
ed through in the oven.
ren ate with one eye on the clock,
and raced off unreproved with bread

the can, several kinds of

and butter in their hands, while the recei

grown people ate very little.

John
Watson hoped that

his _sister-in-law

Beauty According te Nature One of the Blassings of the Country
A soene such as this might well be that of ronch to & millionaire’s country

calate.
from one of the front

with whom we spent & night
that it leaked. A t deal faster
than he poured in the water he en-
deavored to dip it out, but the kit
chen floor was soaked before the task
was finished. He mopped and mopped
but it was decidedly damp in corners
when at last he gave it up and again
rushed out to get more by

““No dinner ready!” cried the hun-
gry children rushing home at the
noon hour. ““We’ll miss all our play
time if dinner is late.”

““Hush! Both of you!” said Mr.
Watson sternly. “I've been busy this
morning. ‘““I’ll get you some hread
and butter right away.”

“Mamma_ always bad »
dinmer,” said little Rose,
cold to-day. Say,
pumpkin pie to-day

“I should uy“m"‘ said Mr, Wat-

n't 1 tell
had been busy ?” o

““There comes Aunt Molly and Un-
cle Joe!” cried little Fr “tson.
Goody ! Goody I""

Mr. Watson was forced to shake

nice hot
“It's awful
_P'npl. is there

tell them that
he_sincerely 3 th wd&l:u e
miles away. ‘“You seem to be hav«

Instead, it is the view that presented Farm and Dairy
X, windows of the of 3. . “Rasslife Huron

Oo., 1
can the city offer to equal it?
would offer to clear the table and
wash the many utensils but in a few
minutes after they left the
table the guests announced that they
must be movin;

“Consarn

hear? What's that
for hauling s Wil what of that! e

!

“You poor little chicken!” he said
kissing the blue cheeks. “I'll wrap
you in a blanket till I get the fires
started again. I'll bet a dollar that
this baby will have the this
:{ﬂht Gee Whillikins | ;uvu

that wet dress when she
spilled the milk at dinner! What on

:rt‘t":.lmlbhl 1's enough
n e & man to the insane asy-
The telephone jingled wildly se-

v Junuary 14, 1915
veral times, while he

into garments,
it e ¢ lanket. bt

sleeping child was breathing heavily,
and he was greatly worried. e
hed anxiously but knew

before dark. es

gotten entirely, but he was still striv-
ing to get to the flannels. With one
eye on bal the other xa
the disarray in the kitchen ard dining

S e S
wi it CT! - P
ing n‘:enpn hre: times he dipped

rvoir

and each time he remembered that
his wife had told him many times that
it needed attention but he had put
her off. All this time the telephone
kept on , or it did until he
took down receiver, but he was
too busy to answer.

“What in Kingdom Come is the
matter with your telephone, Mrs.
Watson 7"’ said a voice at the back
door and Mrs. Simms entered without
the ceremony of knocking, “Oh, it’s
you, Mr, Watson! I've been ringiny
and ringing the last hour and can’t
get a soul. I declare some days 1
threaten to have the phone taken out
entirely. I've wasted more time try-
ing to get you folks than it took me

ild- to put on my things and walk down
Rete.”

“The baby's asleep and 1 took the

ver down,” said Mr. Watson
lamely, “I'm sorry, Mrs. Simms.
Won't you sit down '

“No, 1 haven’t the time,” said the
lady stll provoked disturbed,
“I've only a few minutes. We're get-
ting ready to go to Susie's to-mor-
row and I wanted to (oIl Mrs,
that I would pot be at home.
was planning to bake her fruit cake
in our oven, but we got this chanee
to go to see Susie s0 I knew that
she wouldn’t mind."”

“Bake her cake in your oven,’sald
Mr, Watson. “I don’t understand."

“There’'s something wrong with
your stove, and she's been doing her

ing in our oven," elpllined’ the
uest. ‘1 don't mind it at all,” said
rs. Simms hurried as she noted the
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