bacon home-cured, and sometimes dressed chickens to
the butcher shop.

Immediately beside our store was the Farmer’s Store,
some sort of a loose co-operative, whose proprietor
worked in his shirt sleeves, protected by brown paper
cuffs, but on Sunday wore striped trousers, and a Prince
Albert coat and took up the collection in the Methodist
Church, with a flower in his button-hole all the year
round; (geraniums covered the bleak stretch from
November till May).

I bought my first set of “good” dishes from him, blue
willow pattern. We bargained a bit first, according to
custom, but on my third visit he wrote the price on a
piece of paper, shading it with his hand, as he would a
match on a windy night, and let me see the magic
figures. I had a feeling that this was a special price to
me only, and for this moment only, and that was surely
good salesmanship. I thought of it today, when wiping
the last vegetable dish, complete with lid, the other fifty-
four pieces having taken the unreturning way.

The suave proprietor had many good stories to his
credit. One of these concerned the mean woman of the
district who sold him a four pound stone in the middle
of a crock of butter, receiving twenty-five cents a pound
for it, and received it back the same day in a caddy of
tea at sixty cents a pound. The story is a legend now
and has been told in many forms, and no doubt has
happened in many places.

Wes and I had about four dollars between us when
our trip was over, but the rent was paid for the month
and the down payment was made on the furniture. The
local furniture dealer charged us 2 per cent a month
interest, just to make us hurry with the payments, and
no doubt kept a watchful eye on the furniture. We felt
rich and secure in our four little square rooms above

3




