1130 (14)

FARM AND DAIRY

October 31, 1«

3T is only the great hearted who can be true friends;
the mean, the cowardly, can never know what
true friendship means.—Kingsley.
LI BN

Off the Track at Hilton

A Thanksgiving Story by Emma Rayner
(Farm and Fireside)
CONTINUED FROM LAST

go and bring him home. If
's a lawyer in Boston, that
shall be cleared. He
shall be home for his usual Thanks-
giving dinner yet. Why mother would
break her art if he didn’t ¢at them

6
ther
boy's name

cranberry tarts and punkin pies. The
worst is 1 shall have to be away to
iwht 'l fix it so she doesn’t

but
suspect.”
Was that

Certainly

a tear the darkness hid
Elijah’s roughened cheek
was wet. His toil-worn hand trembl-
ed as he carefully folded the news-
paper and tucked it away well out of
sight in his pocket

Half an hour can be a long
under some circumstances It was
just thirty minutes from the time El-
jah sat down to supper until he stood

time

with the door-knob in his hand It
was the longest thirty minutes of his
life

I reckon I'll run over to \\.«1‘-\\
I'racy’s and look at that sick cow,
he said. “Seems awful unneighbour-
ly to leave a lone woman to tend a
sick cow. You won’t be real Jone-
some if I'm not back before morn-
ing

He carefully veiled the anxiety in
the question. He need not have fear-
ed.  Margaret's face visibly bright-
ened

“Not a bit. I should hate to have
you unneighborly,” she said. “‘Don’t
you try to come back to-night
I'here’s sure to be something you can
do

El drew a deep breath as he
shut the door I'he smile died from
his lips He did not need it now, It
had done its work., It had been a

hard fight, but he had not dashed the
light out of mother’s gladness

suspected a thing,” he
hurrying away into the

She never
told himself,
darkness

Inside that closed door
fell into lines of pain
mm up nervously

a faded face
Margaret

To think he found a way out for
me himself,” she said. “And he did
not suspect, He won't know I'm vone

till to-morrow. 1'll leave a note to tell
him I was called away. And I'll put
everything ready to his hand for din-
ner. Please God I \hnll be back by
night—with Charlie

The evening had closed in dark and
stormy when Margaret stood on the
wayside platform waiting for the
train, The shrieking of the wind had
struck on her heart at every step of
the two miles she had walked. A glad
heart can defy a storm, but a sad one
hears sobs in the moaning night

Each minute of waiting, peerin
into the darkness of that long stecl
track, stole away a little more of her
hope. Sk h d felt so sure when she
started. No

What was (h< the
hinted at an elastic
Back to her
words when he

paper said? He
source of income ?
mind came Charlie’s
last said good-bye

WEEK

“I'm getting richer than you know

Look out for a city millionaire when

1 come back one of these days.”
“He couldn’t do wrong for money,” |

her sore heart whispered.  But it
iched the harder for the mémory ot
those words

In the handbag she carried she had
been careful to put her cheque-book |
There were three hundred dollars in

Everybody got out, Elijah with the
rest Impatience of the delay drove
him down the line to the scene of the
accident. Thus it happened that he
again missed the little woman who
reluctantly descended upon the light-
ed platform

The crowd

around the station held

terrors for Margaret Wynwood to-
night. Her eves turned longingly to
the darkness of the downward track,

and then her feet followed her gaze

She was fretting over the delay
There would be no chance now of
seeking out one of the partners to-
night, as she had hoped to do. She

found just one comfort. Father was
spared the pain of knowing

How could she guess that Ann
Tracy had found Elijah Wynwood’s
paper in her mail-box, and with char-
acteristic energy hailed a passing

teamster on the high road and
promptly sent it back How could
she divine that father was even now

chafing and fuming over the wreckage
out yonder where the lights moved
back and forth?

Elijah Wynwood had convinced him-
self that there would be no train to
Boston that night before he came
tramping back heavily The wind
blew cold, but his thoughts did not
turn to the warmth of the station
He would rather brave the wind and
be alone with his trouble.

One of th
borhood of Truro, N. 8.,
such as this are the rule in Nova Beotia
only know of but one brick farm house
strong leaning towards Holstein cattle.

the bank, egg-money, all her own. If
Messrs. Flint & Co. would not let
him come home any other way, they
could have it all

Hark! That was the rumble of the
train. It was stopping at Greenwood
Station above. She drew nearer the
steel rails nervously |

Greenwood  Station barely a |
mile across fields from Widow Tracy’s |
farm Farmer Wynwood had just
time to look at the sick cow and get
there to catch the train. He swune
on to the last coach and dropped
wearily into a seat . It was not the
run across the fields that had tired
him. It was the weight that lay on
his heart

He drew out the Hilton Courier and
read the fateful item through again
Naturally, when the train slowed uy

and waited

wils

he did not see the little, slim figure
that climbed the ste~s on the first
coach and disappe ared

“‘Hilton

Elijah drew back in his seat. He
was not anxious to he recognized

He had never
iround the sta- |

all Hilton had

acquaintances to-night
seen so many people
tion. It seemed as if
turned out

Ah. that explained it!

“Freight train off the track. Three |
cars wrecked, Line may be cleared in |
1 few hours. If not, passengers will
be transferred to the train from Bos-
ton that will come early in the morn-
ing

| distance

e Down by the Sea

many attractive and comfortable farm homes in the mear neigh-
i# that of Davidson

Hill, here illustrated. Frame houses
In fact, in all of Colchester county we
Mr. Hill's speciality is dairying, with a
Photo by an editor of Farm and Dairy

Somebody had left a lighted lantern
on a pile of planks by the side of the

trac It showed Elijah a sheltered
nook in their midst. It did mo
It showed to a little woman sittin«

She
Father

back in that nook a man’s face
dxvu her breath with a gasp.

here! How old and worn he look-
ed. Could it be
hen she saw a paper sticking out
of a coat poc ket and understood
Father !

T'hat one sobbing, pitying word told

him why mother was waiting at Hil-
ton for the train
i § |hu\u.|n vou didn’t know,” h

said > m going to Boston to bring

him home

The cry was from Muruun"

“Why, mother A'ht’r Wk
you going so early "
I< Boston—to get you

jail
“‘Oh, Charlie!
to do it!

To think the T

The young, fresh face for
showed bewilderment. Then
into a laugh

“Did that story come here

it in a dozen places in Boston
“Look there!

Elijah pushed the Hilton ( our
into the young man’s hand W
4|I\Hh|u] so that he had not
“I'Il pitch into Editor F

this,” he said. “He isn’t much y
blame though for getting Charle
Wynward of Hilton, New Yc [

founded with Charlie Wynwood

Hilton, New Hampshire, That N
York Hilton is the plague of my li
Half my letters from the bovs he
have been sent there lately.”

“And they didn’t arrest you
Mother's voice shook
“T guess they didn’t. I didn't ne
to steal two hundred dollars. [y
made just that keeping the books ¢
a Boston firm in the evenings s
that a pretty fair record?”’
Elijah laid his hand on the
man’s shoulder. The other arm
lipped around mother protecting
hr;.mt s delicate face had g

vy white
"\\n'll set Fairleigh straight
fore the day’s over,” he said L
get home now. Mother’s tired.’

The train they had come in, wi
engine reversed, was filling, T
boarded it, all three together, As the

stepped inside, the sun, just v
the hills, shone out and sealed 1
gladness of a new day.—Farm
Fireside
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Variety Lightens Work
Inez de Jarnatt Cooper
The idea is prevalent that wom
hate housework, and much is be
said and written to confirm it; bu
a matter of fact, most women ¢
not. Some have got into the h
of complaining because they b
mistaken themselves for the o

worked women to whom sympath
next

words are directed. Ask the
housewives you meet what w

prefer, and seven of them
housework

To be sure there are women wh
do not like to do any kind of wot

hate housewort
who taught o

and these of course
They are of the stripe

term for thir wedding clothes—ud
hated it—who, as unmarried wom
worked—and shirked—in an off

and when at home, because employd

six hours a day, were waited on had
and foot by mother, brother, w
sister
TIRE OF MONOTONY
There are times when women
of their housework just as the ms
industrious men do of their wodk

but it is the monotony of whic
tire
inet or some other novelty
saver and her interest will be
ed and her courage renewed

Let her get a new kitchen
labee}

So am [.”
By the light of the lantern they
looked into each other’s eyes, Then

Margaret's hand stole into Elijah’s
His finwers closed firmly over it. One
rm went around her, And thus they
sat waiting for davlight and the Bos-
ton train
The day had

sounded
train from Boston

dawned,
the

and in the
whistle of the
Elijah and Mar-

waret stood up stiffly

“We'll be getting down the track
ready,” Elijah said

But they were not half-way there

when the first passenger from Boston
came along. His legs were young and
swift. He had not sat all night fight-
ing a grea

“Charlie

pain
! It’s Charlie !

Sometimes it is a change that
housewife wants and really J
and for this reason she should not
0o consetvative about having
ations made nor to claim the

ight

|

|

| new  innovations New |

| Homestead

| e e e

| When storing choice seeds satun
a cloth with spirits of turpentine #
‘[1[ ace it in the bottom of a (ruit
Pack the seeds in the jar and
| with another cloth wet with tu

tine Cover tightly with the

When needed, the seeds will be
perfect condition. The wecvils

other insects which destroy - reds

in this manner kept from hur
them
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