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FARM AND DAIRY

been using only my first and middle
names here and in writing my books.
1 believe every word that my father
has said about his reforming, and K
want to stand up here before you all
and say that I am sorry I left home,
and that if my father will take me
back I'll go with a happy heart.”

Brassy's eyes were fastened on her,
his soul drinking in the words. When
she turned toward him he rushed up
and clasped her in his arms.

“I don’t know whether to say some-
thing or not about Doctor Fordyce,”
she faltered, tucking back a strand
of hair. She was feminine even in
her moment of suspense. ‘I hate to

GIVE to the world the best you have and the best
will come back to you.—Madeline S. Bridges,
e o0
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(Continued from last week)

OCTOR Fordyce was
D seize the opportunity. Edging
over he stood protectingly by
Mary’s side. “Well, why don't you
%o on?” he demanded. “Why do you
keep staring at Miss Mendenhall so?"”
“Miss Mendenhall "’ gasped Brassy.

quick to

him out,”

voice.

pathy was swinging to Doctor For-
dyce and he knew it
called out a voic
shuffling of feet grew heavie

“That’s right,” backed up another
“Throw him out
Somebody stepped in the aisle and

attack” a person, but I feel that you
should know something about this
Doctor Fordyce. He has known all
along who I am and has threatened
to tell—to tell what my father has just
told you about himse. He has used
this as a club over my head and I
foolishly have said nothing. Now that
I have my father back I don't care
what happens.”

Again her face went on his shoulder
and Brassy’s thick -hand patted her
tenderly.

There was no holding the crowd
back as they came surging around
father and daughter to offer con-
gratulations, while Doctor Fordyce
” stood alone in the corner, moody and
sullen

“So you used to travel with a cir-

“Sure, throw
and the

“Yes, Miss Mendenhall. 1 resent a seat was dragged aside as if to 1 A |
it. 1 do not propose to have a drunken make room cus, did you?" asked Mrs. Kiggins
outcast come in here and stare at a Before anyone realized it Mary ‘I want yod to come over and visit
voung lady in that way." Mendenhall was on her feet and us. I know you got a lot of good

The audience stood in hushed sil-
ence, trying to keep up with the
changing scene. Brassy's face work-
ed convulsively for a moment, then
he backed toward a chair and cover- a

ed his eyes drew instant
Fordyce climbed on a bench the
better to exercise his  power.

“Frierds,” dropping his tone to one
of entreaty, “that is an example of
the men who are opposing me. w-
ards, every one. They are attacking
me when J am trying to do something
to build up Curryville. Truly ihgrati-
tude is sharper than a serpent’s tooth.
My good people, stop and think for
just one moment what you are doing.
Here is something tu remember,
Crowds act hastily and do things that
they bitterly regret afterward. You
will remember vou thought you had
enough evidence to convict me that
night when—1I hate to speak it—when
the mob came. A pair of twisted and
bent spectacles, belonging to Mr
Pointer, were found in my room at the

ther

them

standing on the edge of the platform,
“Friends, I wish to say something,”
she began, and all eyes swung to her.
Her voice was not loud, but there was
suppression
attention
know why the speaker before Doctor
Fordyce could not go on
know why I was stared at so by this
same person, and I think in me rests
the solution of the whole affair.”
She paused and the audience stared
eagerly and listened breathlessly.
“It is because this man is my fa-

No one moved: there was not even
the shuffling of feet
significance had

“He is my father

cried many a night since on account
of my foolish stubbornness.

stories. I love to meet circus people.”

Clem wormed his way through the
maze of arms extended to shake hands
with him and reached Mary's side
She faced him and their eyes met,
but she*would not be the first, to give
in. She would be feminine, so stared
coldly for a moment, then lowered
her eyes.

The meeting turned into a recep-
, all struggling for a word with
He ought to have been per
fectly happy, but he was not
stead he was miserable. It was the
first time in all his life he had been
miserable in a way that he couldn’t
put his hand on the pain.

Judge Woodbridge and Mr. Ford,
who had been talking in the corner,
came bustling up and seized Clem,

in her manner that
“I think I

I think I

But the full

not yet burst on

He had no idea

1 was here, and that is the reason he one around the shoulders and the
was so surprised to see me. Over other about the ankles.
some hot words I left home. T have ‘“You've saved Curryville,” an-

nounced the judge, “and you're the
higgest hero this city ever saw, and

T have

hotel by a boy. When I told you that
Clem had forgotten them the day he
came to my room ard I gave him
the monkey you did not believe me,
A watch<charm belonging to me was
found by the river where the sup-
posed crime had been committed
When I told you that T had given it
to him and that he had dropped it
vou refused to believe me Both
statements have since turned out to
be true, To-morrow you people who
wish to act hastily to-night will be
ashamed of yourselves. Now, dear
friends, is it fair to take this un-
known mar’'s word against mine?"

Not.a word was spoken by any one
in the audience, but still it could be
seen that sympathy was running to-
ward Doctor Fordyce.

““This man comes in here, no one
knowing who he is, and attacks me in
public. The word of a tramp is taken
before mine. I have tried to build up
this town and am just on the eve of

eslublilhing a ne; era here, when vo: A Large

allow this outsider to come in and  sq egitor of Farm dad while & fow days with Ti family on the
smirch my character.  Not content farm of Mr. Jas. » r.o..'m— Oounty, during ‘A Fucceeded,
with that, he must stare at and dis- with the help of Bareoe bare shown, in B b pores.

comfit one of our young ladies. What
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shall we do with the scoundrel? Shall o iiors of Parm Dairy Killed ‘Porcupines ‘conalden.
we throw him out?” Doctor Fordyce able damage &'h --‘-.r‘n l!.h“ 3 —c'-"n-nh'“h‘bnul
held up his hand in an appeal. eating off the heads of the grain. el Jod to expedition.

There was s thuling of fect and Ty et ol 1 il ghome ety S o 2 8 355 b
uneasiness, as if a ciant man was gy there was & law against the killing of porcupines but our lawyer advises us
making up his mind. Plainly sym. that this o not the oaee.
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we're goifig to ride
street on our shoulders.

Up went Clem, squirming ay
blushing. A shout roused the raftey

ylou down the

The Upw

and every e“l was mb’emd on  him SIVIINIIINNY
“Quit, boys, I'm no hero. I've g Tho
enough to be ashamed of, <o lot . Travel
go; and besides, ;nybodﬁ' else woulg Co
have done just what I have Hi 5
tone was firm. ‘‘Put me down. b yo “Al;‘le)xrl? )l'f:':‘
At last they hesitated and let hig of that wo
to his feet. is courage. Rar
“But we want to do something for met a better illu
you,” insisted Judge Woodbridg, during this summ

“And besides, we didn’t do
for you when you saved Miss Men,
hall.”

Mary dropped her eyes at temen,
brance that she, too, had not show,
herself grateful.

“Well, T tell you,” said Clem, req
ing his hand tenderly on the judgey
wide shoulders, “I'm not deserving,
but if you want to give me a unifom
for the fire department I'd be mighy
glad to have it.”

The judge reached up and pang
the hand with his own thick op
“Bless his heart, we'll get him |
dozen suits and a fire-engine
town with two railroads needs a fin
engine, doesn’t it, boys "'

The shout of anoroval left no doul

At last the reception broke up, and
out on the curb Clem waited f
Hulda. But when she came she wy
not alone. At her side was a sy

It was the case
down with a dres
prime of his manh
and hopeful of su
profession. Those
est to him said th
him utter one wor
cept once, when a
returned, when he
is too bad.”

Instead, in the m
with a brave look
he was able to say |
God for those yvear
the many lessons
he had never foung
such matters,

From his window
nificent view of tl
tins: from his b
none of this, But
of the room there
mirror, in which th

hing
den

protecting figure—Judge Woodbridge was his. It was sti
Hulda was looking up into the judgey se¢ him lying there
face while he kept a careful hand w, flection, while he his
der her elbow. of the stern, vigoro

strenuous existence.
Another case is
little, frail old woma
without relatives, aj
with rheumatism
said she must go
papers were brough
but firmly and resol

“Gee, how times change!'
bled Clem.

He fell into step with them.

““Yes,” said Hulda, answering hig
questioning look, “‘vou have surpriud
us, and 1 guess we have you.”

“Yes, indeed, Hulda,” said Judgl
Woodbridge, although the remark i

mun.

no way fitted in. But perhaps i to do this, saying |
was as good as any. her strength to se
There was a happier look wl knew He had never

reducd to that, - W
were in despair, shr
ing her by force,
spelt with a small |
to_her.

We must have fai
also have courage t
and struggle on: ¢
severe in the face of
age to do the right
cule; courage to per
Hi what the obstacles.

These lines are fav
valid hero:

“Did you tackle

Hulda's face than Clem had sem
there in years. Hulda patted thyl
judge’s arm in the easy familiar my
women have always used to expry
their happiness. Clem could not b
seeing that with all her splend
qualities, and her spotless home ke
ing that there was something vial
lacking in her life. She was n}
patting it on the arm, and at the s
Clem rejoiced until he saw Brassy
Mary standing at the corner
home-coming was bitter after all
Clem was on the point of tursis
down a side street, that Hulda
the judge might be undisturbed
their happiness, when Brassy reac
out and fastened on his coat
“Say, Mr. Pointer,
Brassy, ‘‘I've got somethin’ to
vou—some sweetly flowin’ syllables
pour into your ear. Do you thi
that a man used to luxury the wiy
am, and sleepin’ in the best ho
and on beds of downy whit
would be runmin’ any great risk
put up in the New Palace?”’
“If they hear you speakin’ that
about our best-known hotel you'd
about as popular as Doctor Fordyo]
answered Clem, atlhough there
no merriment in his soul

th
came your way
With a resolute hea
Or hide your face f:

ay,
With a craven soul
It isn’t the fact that
counts,
’Bm only how did y
You are beaten to ea
what’s that?
Come up with a sm
It's nothing against
flat,
But to lie there—th;
Itisn't the fact that y

counts,
But how did you fig

don’t bother about the hotel,
come right out to our house PR
night.” A

Brassy clasped his hand and t
to Mary. ‘‘Mary, want to i THANK Thee, Lon
duce to you the finest man ever o joyous day ;
on this little footstool. ~ When f For quiet night,
made him they broke the mold laid away;

that there’s not another one like
in the world. Mary, my day;
this is Mr. Pointer.”

Mary acknowledged the ini
tion gravely, suppressing her &
to throw aside all reserve.

“This is a pleasure, Miss Hag
said Clem, then a , #‘on my p

(Continued next wrek)

For springs to quench
daily bread ;

For kind smiles to 1
kind words said.

That I can hear, that |

see—
But most, T thank The
in Thee.

—Marg:




