FARMER GREAT &

 OPPORTUNITY

Demaﬁd for Canadian -Cattle
After the War.

‘The.oppoctunitios that Western Can-
ada offers to the taxmer bave time and
sgaln.been placed befors the public
through these colummns, The cheap
price at which the very best lands can
be purchased, and the advantage that
18 to bo had In securing ore of the fres
homesteads of 160 acres has appealed
to a great many, and they have em-
braced them. Many, in fact most of
those Wwho bave done 80 are todsy giv-
ing testimony to the good fortune and
the timely forethought that led them
10 go to Western Canada, and embark
in an era of farming that has placed
them away beyord the pinch of want
and given them ressan to look Into the
future with a ml:us that . they
had not bad the in the past to
forecast.

Not only bave they been able to se-
cure good lands at low prices and on
casy terms but If they deslred they
tave been shla to add to this 160 acres
of l1and free, on conditions that are
casy. A resident in the Lloydminster
district in Saskatchewan who had
been farming in the States for some
time, took up s homestead in 1910, and
commenced breaking with 4 oxen.
Two years ago be boaght an adjoin-
ing quarter section and now bas over
100 acres under cultivation. He says,
“is my circumstances improved, I sold
the oxen and mow have afx head of
horsés, twelve head of cattle, and bave
always a bunch of hogs on hand.

“On an averags 1 have had ylelds of
25 bushels of wheat,’s5 bushels of vats,
2nd 40 bushels of barley to, the acre,
and last season from a field of 28%

acres, 1 threshed 1,040 bushels of "

wheat. 1 bave made a success’ of
mixed farming and would have no besl-
tation in advising all who contemplate
muking & new home to come.(o this
district. 1 sell eream to the Govern-
ment Creantery here, and find at all
times a good market for live stock and
other produte™

This is but a modest statement of
what s modest ran can do in Western
Canada, and coald- be repeated ot hun-
¢reds of others.

Scores' of eases could be recited
whero much mars has been accom-
plished, and it ts belleved that with
moderate investment at the present
time, the cattle industry of Western
Canada will. pay farge Interest.

The Minister of Agricuiture of Sas-
katchewsn, In & recent address, ven-
tured the prediction that tho Sas-
katchewan farmer who developed his
Jand along the Hnes™of general stock
breeding would make much more mon.
ey and find a far bigger return for his
¢forts in ten years' time, than the
man who devoted his energles purely
and primarily to grain raising. This

was the coming galden age of appor-'i

tunity for the stockmen and it was up
1o tho Saskstchewan man to get o
on the gromnd floor and prepare him-
@et for the cuming demand.

The cloge of the war would undoubt-
edly sce B great demand for live stock
in Europe and it was only reasonable
to suppose that this demand would
have to be filed almost wholly by
American stockmen, both in Casada
and the United States. Europe was
slowly draining #s rural distriets not
only of its beef and dairy animals but
was also ustng the fmer breeding ani-
mals and ;the- end of the war would
sce a condition of affairs which would
render necessary almost the repopuld-
tion of the domestic animal kingdom
In that continent.

The of Western Cana:
dian stockmen, fherefore, lay in belog
prepared ‘for this demand when' it
arose. In yiew of thess facts which

must be patest to erery student of

economic conditions as related to the
stock Industry, ke hoped to see within
the next three years the stock ralsing
industry in Saskatchewan given an, fm-
mense impetus focward, which’ would

actly $G41 of my preclous _saviogs,

‘| gome.

he [ of

The supper came frst. I hedd't

8YNOPBIS.
i s eaten such & supper slnce grandmother
I grow tired of my work as a collegé | dled. There were brown bread Joes—
Faseclictor and buy & New England fa7m | onlg rival of Rhode Island Johnnseake

The practical thing for this
would-be farmer to do would be
to rent his newbought farm
and become an earnsst student

, At the nearest ageicultural col-
fege... Wili he be like most l
other teachers and persuada
himaelf that he knows it all be-
foro he has really learned any-

sides,

more.”

and  callco-covered

Three days later I closed the den!
and hestened back to college. Profes-
got Grey of the college botanical de-
partment assigned his chiet assistant
at the ganlens to my case. He took
me to Boston, and in ove day spent ex-

‘while I gasped, helpless In my igno-

vance. He bought, it appeared to me, | —
parrels of secds, tons. of fertilizers, | § XH
thousands of wheel hoes for horse and )

map, millions of pruning saws and
spraying machines, hotbed {rames and
sashes, tomato trellises, and I koew
pot what other nameless implements
and 1mpedimenta.

This was rather discoucerting. But
the die was cast, and I came to a sud-
den realizatlon that seven years of
téaching the young iden how to punctu-
ate isn't the best possible trainlng for
tunnlng & farm, and if T were to get
out of my experiment with a whole
skin I bad got to turn to and be my
own chlet laborer, and bereafter wy
own purchbaser, as well,

All that night I packed and planned,
dnd the pext morning I left college
torever, [ slipped away quietly, before
the chapel bell bhad begun to ring
avolding all tender good-bys.- I bad &
stack of experiment-station bolletins fo
my grip, snd duriog the four bours I
spent oo the train my eyes never left
thelr pages. Four hours 18 not enough
to make a man a qualified agricul-
turist, bat 1t is sufficient to make Mm
humble. I landed at Bentford statfon,
hired a hack, and drove at once to my
farm, and oy first thouglit on alight-
ing was this: “Good, Lord, 1 never
renlized the frightfal condition of that
orcbard! It will take me a solld week
to save apy of it, and I suppose I'll
have to set out a lot of new trees be-
gldes, More espense!”

“It's a dollar up here” sald the
driver of the hack, in a mildly insidi-
ous volce. )

T paid him brosquely and he @drove
away. I stood In the middle of tie
rond, my sditcase beslde me, the loog
afternoou  shadows coming down
through my dilapidated orcbard, and
sorvered the scene. Miiit Noble bod §
So bed my enthustasm. Thbe!
bouse was bure and desolate. It hadn't|
been painted for twenty yeurs, at least,
1 decided. My trunks, wbich I had
sent ahead by express, werd standing
disconsolately on the kitchen porch.
Behind me I heard my borse stamplng
in the stable, and: saw my two cOW8
feeding in the pasture. A posteard
trom ome Bert Temple, my nearest
neighbor up the Slab Clty road, had in-
formed me that he was milking thet
tor me—nand, I gathered, for the milk.
Well, it be dldn't, goodness knew who
would! I never feit so lonely, 8o help-
less, 60 hopeless, in my life.

Then an odd fancy strock me, George
Meredith made his Living, too, by read-
ing manuseripts for a publisher! The
pleture of George Meredith trying to
reclalm &' New Englend farm as an

“All

That Night

—there's Mike Flon.

neither.

yalier.

put 1t in the ] t of the
provinces of the Dominion.—Advertise
ment. ~ . N
—————
ﬁ ?.6;1:. Tty

Freddle wanted his ple first, and be-
ing the youogest of = family of five
e got it *Yom eat backwards,” was
bis mother's eomment as she placed
it before him.. - N B

The young philpsopher fell into 8
brown study, from which he was only
eroused by the sight of more ple, now
brought in for the elders. N

“Mother,” he sald, “what's back-
_wards? If I put my shoe on wrong, I8
that backwards?”

'Yes.' ¢
“If I eit this way™—and he deliber
ately turned his back to the tablo—

“fs that backwmnls?™ .
“Year - - .
“well, 1 wasn't sitting like that
whep I ate'my pla.” N
—_—

Recomemending Himself.

“Is jt good form for a politician to
recommend himsell 20 highly?” .

“It's a delieates question. A man
paturally feels same hesttation about
praising himself. Still, when b wants
to- see the peopls get & good public
gervant, what can he do better than
recommend someome in whom he has
pertect confidenca?” .

PerscnaHy Considerate.
Kitty—Reggy Soft is conttnimlly
patting himself on the back, {sn't he?
Peggy—Yes; the dear boy 15 80 kind
to’dumb antmals.

restored my splrits, though
just why perbaps it would be difficult
to make anyone but & tellow English
tostrucfor tnderstand. 1 suddenly
tossed my suitcase Into the barn, and
began & tour of nspection over my
thirty acres. - P
There was tonle in that tuen! That
brook ran south close to the road
which formed my eastern boundary,
along the entlre extent of the farm—
gome three hundred yards. As I fol-
lowed the brook into the maples and
then into the sudden bushed quiet of
my little stand of plues, I thought how
all this was mine—my own, to play
with, to develop as a sculptor molds
his clay, to walk In, to read in, to
dream in. Think of owning even 2
hatf-acre. of ploe woods, stillest and
coolest of spots! A single great pive,
with  wide-spreading, satorm-tossed
branches, like & cedar of Lebanon,
stood at the stone twall, just inside my
land. .

plpe.

“Sit dow,

over

cative ese
gettin’ fer 1t2"

farneee in winter.”

“Somebody ought to get amusement
out of this!" I sald aloud, as I set off
for the barn, gathered up my sultcase,
and citmbed the rond towsrd Bert
Temple's. B

It I be a hundred, I can never
repay ‘Temple, artist in canliflow-
rs and Dest of friends In my bour of
need., Bert and hls Wife took wme in,
weated ‘me 28 A human, if lielpless,
felow being, not as a “elty man” to be
seeced, snd gave me the best advice
and the best supper a man ever bad.
eantime asauring me that my cows

country,” sald Mike.

milkin'""
“Trae, troe

tarmer ye'd be?"

“Mry. Temple,” sald I,
| eaten ‘brown bread Joes since I wes &
boy. 1 didn’t know the secret existed

Ars. Teiple beamed over her a

bosom.

lanned.”

The pretty daughter bad
to her Cacsar, by the nickel oll famp,
but she had one ear toward us, and I
cought o corner of her eye, too—an
extremely attractive, not to say provo-

“Fifty a month,” said
cludes milking the cows and tendiog

You wuz a mile an' &

o
Sulloways. Thet makés -g fer the
Mike cepllé | ‘medita-

tively. “But what be yer # jnpin’ the
place- for, Mr. Upton) Is‘it.a real

ming

“Hello, Mike,” sald Bert, “this
Jobn Upton, who's bought At ble's
place, an’ wants a farmer nf'Esab
Qener. I told him you wuz the.
sor, sit down,"” sal( Mike,
offering n:chair with an expanstve and
boépltable gesture. “Sure, let’s talk it

“y

K
s

thing? must hev come from Essex or Mid
sex counties,” ehe said, “If you'v
brown brend Jocs before.”

CHAPTER Il After supper. Bert took me in hal
N — “First thing fer you to do's to g
H My Farmer Comes. farmer and cqrpenter,” hecsald. i

for the title of the lost ambrosla of
Olympus. Tuey were 8o hot that the
butter melted over them Instantly, and.
crisp outside, with dellclous, runny 1g-

“1 h:\ven;i

“THE FARMI IGTON ENTERPRISE "
Il \GION B

*tTeN, P'm & sort of & Htcrary fet
fer,” T confefised. ‘But it's you I want
to be the :real ilterary. teller, Mike,

Mike put back his heed and roared.
“It's.a pome yer want, i it7” he cried.
“Sre, it's :an oration I'll give ye. m
grow ye the real home rule pertaters.”

“ell,” ‘sald I, rising, “do you be-
gin tomorrow morning, snd wilt yoar
son help for a tew weeks?’

“The mornin' it is,” sald Milke, “and
Joe along.”

1 paused by the side of the girl. “All
Gaul {8 divided into three parts” I
Taughed.

She looked up with a pretty smile,
but Mike spoke: “Sure, but they give
all three parts to Nors,” be sald, “so
what wae' the use o' dividin’ 1t? She
thinks shé's me mithier instead o' me
daughter!”

“Pll put you to bed ln a minate”
sald Nora; while Mike grinned proudly
at ber.

“I'm golog to Hke Mike,” sald I to
Bert, as we walked back vp the read.

“1 knoo yer wonld soon ez I.scen
yer,” Bert replied. “The only folks

.| thet don't like Mike is the folks thet

m}_ﬂe

;

kin git yer both, If yer want I shotil
an' not sting yer. Most noo folks i it
come here gits btung. Seems llke Beat-
ford thinks thet's why they come!”

“I'm clay In- your hands,” sald L

«wall, ser don't exactly know me
intimately,” sald Bert with n laugh,
wuso yerd better git a bit o' granlte

1
Packed and

into yer system. Neow, ez to & farmer
He_ lives 'bout
a quarter of a mile trom your corner.
He'll come an’ his son'll help out with
the heavy work. e'll walk deown
an’ see him neow, ef yer like

I liked, and in the soft, spring eve-
ning we set off down the road.

“T¥al, then., ¢z to carpenters,”. Bert
went on, “thar's good carpenters,.an’
bnd carpenters, an’ Hard; Cider How-
ard. Hard Clders ferqotten #fpre
about carpent'rin’ then mdst o e rest
ever kooo, and he ain't fergot much,
But he aln’t hendsopne, and
he looks upon the apple falce Rhen it's
Maybe yer don'

looks.

&

an’ I kin keep Hard Clder sobyr. while
he's on your job.. He'll treatyyer-falr,
an’ sce thet the plumberg do.%

We walked on, turned the (¢
my brook, and followed the
along past my plnes till we cijme to &
small settlement of white cotfages. At
one of these Bert knocked.
admitted by a pretty, blueeyed Irlsh
gir), who bad a copy of Caesar’s “Com-
mentories” in her hand, into a tiny par-
lor, where an “airtight” stove stood
below"a colored chromo of the
and Child, and a middleag

roer at
road
Veywere

rgin

“Sxiﬁ'm'

man eat {n his shirtsleeves, SmgIng a

Joorr.

a0,

i
gone huck

“Well, now,"” Mike was sxying, “sure
1 con run a farm, but what do T be

1, “which lo-

“Sure, T got more than that on e
inst place and no cows at alL."

“Ye're & llar, Mike,” spid Bert.

“That's o Sghtin’ word ia the ould

“This aln't the old country, avd yer
got forty-five dollars” Bert grinned.
“Besldes, ye'll be close to

can't see & joke. Mike has a tolerable
pumber o dislikers.”

“Well, I've got my farmer,” sald I,
“and now 1 suppose I've got to find
a housekeeper, as s00n as the house Is
ready to live fn, Nora would.sult me.”

“I reckon she would, “buf she
wouldn't suit Bentford.”

“In other words, I want an oldish
woman, very plain, and

You must ‘write me a poem in pota-. |’

Wo would appreclato your coming to see us before you buy for we
feel o.nn‘dent that we can save you money.

Scotty, “The Ford Man”
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IMPORTING TAILOR '
. » THE EXPERT OF HIGH GRADE .
iminess and | evenin) overcodta T, design ~ g
pernonally. o0 Take “Tadtest motes e &wﬂfaﬂﬁz‘fﬁ"’m‘mﬁ”
221! Broagway Market Bidg., Cor. Brosdway and Grand River. Detrolt, Mich.
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USED FORDS
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Therg 1s no getting away from ithe fad that we have the best se-
lection |of cars in the state of Michigan and that our prices are the
lowest. .
1913 Roadster .....evtn $175
- 1914 Touring .... ....$200
| <
i 1915 Roadster ... ....$280
1915 Touring ..:-.ov......$360
Delivery Cars at/......... .$275
One 1918 Coupelet, just lately mew with starter, wire wheels, new
nonsidd tires, ete. :
. i
BUY RIGHT

widow."
“with a young son old enough ter
help on the farm,” Bert added with &

n.

“1 don’t suppose you know.of just
such o comblnation?”

“Reckon T dew, You leave it to my
old lady.”

“3r. Temple,” sald I, “seems
I'm leaving everything to you."

“wa), ocow, yer might do & beap
sight worsel” sald DBert.

1 went up to my chamber when we
got back, and eat dowp beside my
1ittle glass lamp and did some figuring.
Added to my alleged salary gs a man.
uscript ‘teader, along with what 1
hoped 1 could plek up writing, I reck-
lessly calculnted my avnual income AS
a8 possible $3,000. Out of this I sub-
tracted -$600 for Mike's wages, 2360

1

to me

815 WOODWARD AVENUE. DETROIT
n :
V — =\

Detroit’s Leading’ Dealérs in

for a ot

14bor, $75 for taxes, and §300 for addl-
Hons to my “plant,” ag I began to call
my farm. -

Then 1t oceurred to me that T ought.
of course, to sell my farm produce for
a handsome profit. Bert had gone to
bed, 5o I couldn’t ask bim how much
1 would be ifkely to reslize. But with
all due conservatism I decided that I
conld safely join the golf club. So t
d1d, then and there. Whereupon I feit
better, and, picking out the manuscript
of a novel from my bag, I went brevar
1y at the task of earning OF 1living.

CHAPTER {Il.

Joy In an Old Orchard.
The followlng morning was a balmy
and exquisite first of May and Bert
hustled me off

after break- |,

g .
; Have the best cars and the best prices.

| Buy Yours Now
etroit Auto Exchange

Detroit, Mich.

|

Willis Ave. W..at Woolward,

/

fast to meet Hard Cider Howard,
whom, by some rural wireless, he had
already sammoned.

As we walked down the road, I
glanced toward my lone pine, and saw
my borse and Mike's hitched to the
plow, with Joe drivink and Mike bold-
ing the bandles. Across the green pas-
ture, between the rond and the bay-
field, already four rich brown furrows
were shining up to the sun.

At the house we found awalting
strange-looking man, small, wrinkled,
ankeropt, with a discouraged mustache
and a nose of a decidediy brighter hue
than the rest of his countenance. He
was tappiog at the sills of the house.

“How about it, Hard? Cement?”
sald Bert.

Hard Cider nodded to me, with 2
keen glance from his little, bloodshot
e

es.

“Yep,” he sald. “Stucco over It
Brick underpinnin's be ez good €z DOO.
Go {nside.”

We stepped upon the slde poreh,
Bert handing me the key and I open-
ing the door of my new dwelllng with
a mecret thrill. Hard Clder at once
began on the kitchen flcor, ripping up
a plank to examine the timbers be-
neath. . N

We crossed the hall to the soath side,
whete there were two corresponding
rooms. Here, s on the other side, the
chimpey and fireplaces were on the In-
side walls, and the montels sere of 8
simple Hut very good colonial pattern,
though they had been browped by
smoke and time to a dirt color. -

“Xow I want these two rooms made
into one,” sald I. “I want ope of the
doors into the hall closed up, and 8
glass door cut ont of the south side t0
a pergola veranda. Can you do it?"

Herd examined the partition. He
climbed on o box which we dragged In,
and ripped away plaster and wood-
work ruthlessty, both at tbe top and at
places on the sides, ail without speak-
ing o word.

“Yép," he said finelly, “et yer dou't
mind 8 big cross-beam showln’. She's
golid oak. Yer door, tfough, 'l have
to be double, with & beam in the
middle.” )

“Fipe!” I cried.

the clght!” .
“Hev ter alter-yer chimney” he
added, “or Ferll hev £wo Areplaces.

“A real tarmer,” I answe
UWeil, T didn’t know.
sny yer wuz a lterary, felier, too, 3r.1
d becn teated, and both were sound. | Upton, and I have mes

doubts, o

-

\yer work.
o the

“Why?? .
Pve heard,

Therel After a whir] of ex-
pense and. figuring the profes- |
sor, calls his farm a “plant!
‘And he expects to “earn his (tv-
ingl” He may earn

at his “plant” may tell us some- £
thing ‘about that. &

H
2

“One to g0 1n by, |
one to go out. Guests please keep to |

it, but wilf 37
s got 1t? His first day's work - 2|

W

Thé Best Dr‘esséd Men

you see on the street are
earing Bond’s $15 clothes

=) —and they'xe proud_‘of'
g them. Time was whén a

good many men thought
they had to pay $25 or more
—or go to a tailor and pay
still more. Now the major-
ity come here. They find
values equal to any store's
$25 - Clothes, and Bond's
price is only $15. i )

- Raincoats

15

. No store in Detroit-can show you more good styles
bt a greater variety of patterns than, vou find here at
ond's. No store is better able-to it you, for we have
tizes here for men of every build. That is another ad-
“Vantage of owning our own tailoring establishment and
Le“ing direct to the wearer, We can easily keep up our
New York factory.” New patterns every day. New
stylés every day. Fifteen dollars every day.
New York

‘Here, $15 BOND S oo

‘Buys
$25 Values p i
Lo ... "7 U A DAYLIGHT STORE N

Corner Camgs and Monros

i - h

Next Door to Detroit Opera lﬁ!oﬁée, ’

" Detroit

Suits Topcoats

Evening Clothes

(MO B 2

W,



