FARM AND DAIRY

'f.‘DVERSlTY is the trial of principle. Without it

a man hardly knows whether he is honest or not.

— Fielding.

When to Lock the Stable

By HOMER CROY
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Reverend Sadnaw was presented by
Judge Woodbridge to answer Mr
Ford ard back up Mr. Kiggins

“Brethren and sisters,” greeted the
Reverend Sadnow sadly, taking his
posit squarely behind the table,
both hands out of sight in his sleeves,
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speeches in honor of the man who
came here a stranger and we took
him in. A bronze tablet may be
erected on this very spot to commem
orate our great victory. Our schools
will be the best, our factories the
busiest, our fire department the most
up-to-date in the whole state of Mis
souri. There is one person to whom”
—Mr. Kiggins thought a moment and
back to the word with pride
to whom most of the
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“It's Clem Pointer!"

the worms of to-morrow, but we can

live this hurried hour so that when

« down on the couch and draw

the counterpane over us we can go
to that unknown void from which
pilgrim returns without a tremble
the quiver of an eyvelid.”

One little gleam of hope flickered
through the clouds. If the good citi
zens of Curryville would vote favor
bly on the morrow and all should get
to work at once building a bigger,
better, brighter Curryville, taking
care to see that the church was re-
roofed, they possibly might get some
thing done before the breath faded.
Still it must be remembered that
flesh was grass and that Sodom and
Gomorrah were destroved in the twink
ing of an eye and that no time was
to be lost
the church

Mr. Knabb tried to bolster up Mr,
Ford’s attack, but those against the
condemnation were fighting uphill.

Mr. Kiggins was allowed a few
minutes for rebuttal

“To-morrow will go down in his-
said Mr. Kiggins from behind
the table. “In years to come it will
be a holiday and there will be

especially about fixing up

tory,”

vance of two men, called out at the
top of his voice:

He'd say ‘No!' "

Rick stepped aside and there was
Clem hesitating in the light, his face
wrinkled into a dozen smiles. At his
ide was Brassy

Mr. Kiggins’ finger stopped in mid
air and pointed to the wrinkled and
smiling man, as if he could not move
it away. Every head in the audience
turned; a boy close down in front
stood up and soon the whole audience
was standing, all staring breathless
nd open-mouthed. The silence held
while the smiling man bowed and
waved a friendly hand in his old
familiar gesture

Rencie’s high voice was the first
to break the silence: “It's him,” he
screamed

Hulda carefully® laid her bordered
fan to one side, leaned over and faint-
ed on Mrs, Kiggins’ shoulder

Reverend Sadnow came to his feet,
pulled his hands out and lifted one
on high. ““The dead hath arisen,” he
boomed in his deepest bass.

Mr, Kiggins walked to the edge of
the platform and bent far over. “It's
Clem Pointer!”” he exclaimed as if
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bréaking the news to the others
‘Just like he allus was.”

CHAPTER XVIII
JUST LIKE HIM
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the court broke and t}
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Gradually he
body was speaking to him
familiar look
igure It was talking to him
last his eyes came to a focus o
and he saw that it was Doctor
dyce

“We're glad to welcome you bacl
the doctor was saying. “Althc
vou have made me suffer much
brought much sorrow upon me, al
forgiven. Without the comfort of M
Mendenhall's strength, T don’t kr
how I could have stood it. She has
been such a help-

This was salt to the wound

Doctor Fordyce watched the effect
of his words. As he turned aside he
smiled slichtly. He was satisfied

T'he people thronged arourd Clem,
asking a hundred questions and satis
fied with one answer., Where had he
been? What was the matter? How
was he feeling and did he know about
the fire in the livery barn?

Judge Woodbridge worked his way
down the aisle. “Isn’t he a sight for
sore eves?”’ he asked Hulda, stand-
ing delightedly near her. “Clem’s an
awfully nice boy. He’s oil to this

it hasn't run right since he

a far-away

Hulda beamed and in response slir
ped her hand into her brother's &'m
Judge Woodbridge, after a smile,
equally divided between Hulda and
Clem, edged down to the platform
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