on a strike, the boys
to wonder if we
back to get the

soon
weren't

meals ready,

would begin

wmomee Garmichae

A s

their clothes done up, and ever so many

other things; and, besides, he talks as

BY ANISON NORTH.

though the girls never helped outside a

bit. Well, T don’t know about that, as
especially ‘‘farmers’ daugh-
enough farm work to do,
such as gathering fruit, and, often, help-
ing to hoe and many other chores about
The boys need not think the
If, some-
times their sisters are sick, they have to
help in the house, they are sure to have
heaps of work other places, even if it is
Then he also says that
Well, it is,
but boys are much stronger than girls,
Well, I'll close,
hoping some of the other cousins take up
the subject, and give a lecture to the

most girls,
ters,”” have

the barn.
girls always have a snap.”’

a rainy day.
boys’ work is much harder.

and are able to do it.

boys. ANNA V. ROSENBERGER.
Plattsville, Ont.

Dear

Useful as Boys ? **
knows very much about girls.
think he was so green.

are selfish. I suppose he thinks

field and help them in return.
think Eddie

time they have.
work they

8says girls never go out im the field. I
went out in the field all summer, and I
pitched up bundles of peas that my father
could hardly lift. My father is good
and strong, too, so, Eddie Cooke, you
had better watch what you are saying
about girls.

I have five brothers and three sisters.
I am the third youngest in the family.
My youngest sister and I got our pic-
tures taken on horseback after I had
been raking. I am sending it to you,
and if you think it worth while, you
may put it in ‘“ The Farmer’s Advo-
cate.’”’ I wish Eddie Cooke could see
how the girls around here work out in
the field, then he might get a better opin-
ion of them. VIOLA EVENS.

Randolph, Ont.

Dear Cousin Dorothy,—Your last ‘‘ Ad-
Vocate '’ enclosed a letter from ome of
your correspondents, giving his opinion
on the subject of boys and girls: as to
work.

We do not. agree with him as to his
opinion of girls as to indoor and out-
door work. We think that girls can do
indoor work which they have practiced,
better, or as well, as the boys can do
outdoor work which they have practiced.
We also think a girl can do outdoor
work which she is not accustomed to
as well as a boy can do indoor work
which he is not accustomed to.

And if you set a boy at washing dishes,
he will break more dishes in one day
than a girl will in a year. But if a girl
is taken to the barn to work, she may
not be strong enough to lift the bundles
of hay, but when it comes to milking
cows, she can milk three to his one.

Schoolgirls are not up to so many
mischievous tricks as boys, so make bet-
ter students, and progress more rapidly,
but may not be as clever.

TWO KENTUCKY GIRLS.

The girls win by numbers in this de-
bate. I wish we had room to print all
their letters, which are very forcible and
convincing. C. D.

During a certain battle the colonel of
an Irish regiment noticed that one of
the men was extremely devoted to him,
and followed him everywhere. At length
he remarked :

‘““ Well, my man, you have stuck to me

well to-day.””

‘Yes, sorr,”” replied Pat.

" Shure it was me mother said to me,
savs  she, “Just you stick to the
colonel, Patrick, me bhoy, and vou’ll be
all roight Them colonels never gets
hurted.” "’

Cousin Dorothy,—I read Eddie
Cooke’s letter about ‘‘ Can Girls be as
I do not think he
Why !
éven my brothers laughed heartily to
He says girls
they
should all work, and let him do nothing.
My brothers used to like to milk the
cows and churn, because they could take
& book and read while they were doing
it. My mother would go out to the
My! 1
Cooke has a very poor
.opinion of his sisters, if he has any, or
of his mother either, to talk of the easy
He never thinks of the
have to do to keep the
house decent and mind the children. He

cluding that of translation into
foreign languages, including
the Scandinavian

CHAPTER 1IV.
The Raising.

Not long after this the *° bids,’’ as
we called them, to the raising of
Jamieson's barn were sent out. There

. had been much talk of the immense
proportions which this prospective
barn was to assume, and every Sun-
day night for weeks,
which the foundations were being
laid and the timbers gathered had
been the rendezvous for all the young
men of the neighborhood, who sat
about on the logs and lumber piles,
gossiped, and made eye-measurements
with much sagacity until ‘‘ meetin’-
time *’ in the little church at the

corner (dignified by the name of
‘“ Oroway Centre ’’), had arrived.
The passing of our wmeek little

preacher’s white horse
the signal for ga general departure,
and, as a rule, the lads, each with g
marigold in the button-hole, arrived
at the church when the first hymn
was given out, sidled bashfully into
the back seats, and as bashfully out
again, to reappear in brave company
in the semicircle which awaited the
coming of the lasses from the church
door. - The courage which the lads
displaved in this proceeding was re-
markable, yet the waiting semicircle
had come to be something of an in-
stitution at our church, like the col-
lection or the benediction; and, in-
deed, among the young people it had
? i

was usually
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some the ncws was hail
there would be at least
plenty ol men to do the work, and
no danger of hitch for want of the
necessary muscle. By the others, the
scattering of such far-and-wide in-
vitations was condemned. The men
would be running over one another,
these averred, and, what with the
noise and confusion, Bill Gilliland
would have more than his hands full.

By
satislaction ;

But the excitement among the men
was nothing to that which prevailed
among the women, especially among
those who were Mrs. Jamieson's im-
mediate neighbors. Everyone was
anxious lo help, and while Mrs.
Jamieson’s cellar was being rapidly
transformed into the semblance of a
veritable pastry shop, Mrs. Jamie-
son’s kitchen was filled with the
whisk of skirts and gabble of voices,
while poor meek little Mrs. Jamieson
timidly gave way to the onslaught,
assenting to everything, and humbly
taking unto herself the office of
stoker and oven-tender by the hot
stove.

“I declare to gracious !’ my
mother exclaimed, after g solitary
visit which came to a hasty termi-
nation, ‘‘ If Mrs. Jamieson ever gits
through this raisin’ with all her wits
it’ll be a wonder ! Sich a kitchen !
—full o’ women, 'n’ flies and laughin’
—'n’ some o’ them mad ! TI’d hardly
got in the gate when Maria Hall
came up to me grumblin’ that Aman-
da Might was goin’ round, as she
said, with her head up, like a steer
in a corn-patch, orderin’ everything,
‘jist as if Mrs. Jamieson wasn't
there pokin’ wood into the stove.’

Fer my part, T wouldn’t mind comin’
under Amanada Might, fer she knows:
but it's the confusion that 'ud make

ed with

the glad blue and green of the «

Sum-
mer.. It .perhaps detracted ,,m]m,lg
from my pleasure that, from Lithe g
time, 1 could hear the silvery notes
of a meadow-lark coming up Jike a
thin quaver of liquid music from g
neighboring meadow, ag though tq
remind me that, even though 1 \epe
in the midst of all this life angd
bustle, not far off were the great

solitudes, peopled only with the birds

and the shy little beasts and l‘uzzy
creeping things that I loved. I founq
myself waiting in the intervals for
that silvery song, and for a long
time not once did I miss it. I doubt,
much if anyone else heard it even

once, but then, perhaps, no one elsa
that day could have understood my
Paradise.

Then, presently,

Gay Torranc '
came, in a white frock frilled tq the'@#*

waist, with blue ribbons on hen
shoulders and on her flaxen curls,
She was late in coming, because, gag
usual, the frills had to be ironed,
and then it had taken Mrs. Torrance
a very long time to make the bows
‘“set ”’  properly. Mrs. Torrance
loolfed very tired, but very proud,

too, whenever she looked at Gay,
who began dancing around as she
ever did, as light of foot as any

fairy.

1 did not get down off my lumber
pile when Gay came, but I remember
watching her and thinking that she
laughed a great deal too much, and
that she was very silly when she
kept running around after Dick Car.
michael and Hud Jamieson, tugging
at their jacket tails, then running off
to be ““ chased.” I was g little dis-
gusted with Dick for chiming in with
her foolishness so readily, and
thought that he was much more in-
teresting when he was
walking fences or climb-
ing trees; bhut I content-

ed myself by thinking
that, after all, T must
be a rather superior lit-
tle girl, since T felt so
above running around

like a baby and tugging
at coat-tails

Nevertheless, 1 could
not help seeing that
everyone noticed Gay.

The men all had a word
for her, and the women
all praised her beauty,
while scarcely g one
seemed to notice me,
the little gray-clad fig-
ure with the straight,

- - s black locks and the elfiy
{ L o »\w\;\\ ot black eyes, sitting so
= ,/\\' \\\ N ~ B TR N Rl Y ¢ quietly on the lumber-
R > Tl NN Wy " QRN SRS S ; ‘
o o W R e S e
“~~-'~_-\ oy AR I s 24P ;{]{W/i_(l AN More than once, it is
< = W H-;M EIRIY ol 0 XS poe s al ...&M i\ true, 1 overheard some

‘*“ Now then, men, ready.

come to be thought something of a

belittlement to a young man if he
had not his “‘ girl ”’ and his place
in the phalanx at the gate. ‘‘ Guess
he can’'t get anybody to go with

him,”” was an imputation as much
dreaded among our boys as the ap-
pellation of thief or pickpocket.
However, all this is neither here
nor there, for it is of Jamieson’s
barn we should be speaking. Many
were the tales of it brought by our
lads after these Sunday-night visits,

and retailed with much gusto, first
to the favored lassie on the way
home, then to the parents, hers and
his, later. Such foundations, such
timbers, had never been seen in Oro-
way 'Township—such plates, such
beams, such rafters ! And many

were the speculations as to how they
would “‘go up,” and whether Bill
Gilliland, the ‘‘ framer ~ whose con-
tract the building was, would be gble
Lo carry the aflair through without
accident.  Should he manage to do

80, it was unanimously conceded, the
event would be the crowning success
of his life.

When the ‘“ bids *’ were at last is-
sued, talk ran wild again, especially
when it was learned that the men
from Atterill, ten miles away, had
heen ‘“ asked.”’

Yeo-heave ! *

me addle-headed ! I'm as anxious
to help Bell Jamieson as anyone, but
I'll do it in my own house in peace
'n’ quietness.”’

So saying, she uncovered a basket
which she had brought with her, dis-
closing a supply of eggs, butter, and
all the other necessities for the cake-
making which employed her for the
rest of the afternoon.

When the momentous day came, we
were all in good time at the Jamie-
son homestead. Just to peep into
the cellar, with its shelves laden with
cakes, pies, and tartlets, and beauti-

fully trimmmed with ‘- valances *’  of
white paper cut Into patterns, was
to me as good gas a glimpse into
fairyland: while, to watch the wo-

men and girls arriving at the house

dressed all in their * best,”” and the
men gathering in dozens about the
stone foundations and the lying tim-
bers, while the horses tugged at
beams and their owners whoa'd ang
haw’d, was certainly hetter than ga
fair, and almost as interesting as a
circus.

Ever a little shy  among many
people, however, | p

climbed up on a
lumber-pile by the gate and sat there
sm,ﬁin[_{ and enjoying eéverything, th(;
animated scene about me, the sup-
steeped finlds beyond, and everywhere

¢+ tne women who kept
continually coming out
at the gate to
see how things were progreSSing', say
to my mother, ‘‘ What ! Is that
your little girl ? How dark she is !
And how straight her hair ! Not g
bit like you,”” or some such words.
Mrs. Might, too, remarked to my
mother within my hearing that she
liked to see children dressed ‘‘ sensi-
ble "’ like me, and not ‘* fol-de-roled
up to the neck like that Gay Tor-
rance.””  But such notice as this was
very different from the attention Gay
was receiving
[ tried to imagine myself in a
1_'r|ll<'d dress with blue ribbons; but
Imagination could not endow me with
fairy ringlets and dancing blue eyes,
and so 1 presently found myself wish-
ing that I had been pretty like Gay,
and wondering if beautiful people
were always petted and favored and
loved more than homely ones, and if
always and always their way would
be the happicr
For the first time in my life, thene
amid the bustle and the laughter and
jesting T began to foel utterly, miser-
ably alone. The feeling was such
as sometimes comes to one who has
been thrown into a great city alone,

uncared for, far from home fmp
friends, and who, wandering alongg
strange streetg, looks in through
the windows into brilliantly-lighted
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