. THE FARMING TON ENTERPRISE

8YNOPSIS,

grow tlrell of my work as & college
: h\s(ruc’:oc and bu) n hew Enghr&d (arm
an

my

bonrd at Bert T('mnlel. Bert helps me lo
hire o er. Hnrd
Cldar, the carpoater. estimates tho re
and chankes Recessars om the house.

How would you like to start
in to work such a place as this
man had saddled himself with,
having ‘no more knowledge of
farming than he had? WIill he
know how and where to take
hold?

CHAPTER U I—Contlnued.

“Fine fgain!” (’r!(‘d L "A long,
+ room with two fireplaces, and a double- |

faced bookcase coming out at right
angles between them, with two setties
below It, one for each fireplace! Bet-
ter than I'd dreamed!"

“Snit yerself,” said Hard.

My front dootway had once been n
thing of beeuty, with two little panel
windows at the sldes, and above all,
on the outside, a beavy, hand-carved
broken pediment, like the-top of n Gov-
ernor Winthrop highboy.- Hard looked
at it with admiration gleaming o his
eyes. “I'd ruther restore this than all
the rest o' the Job,” be sald, and his
ugly, rum-soaked lttle face positively
shone with enthuslasm.

“Go shead." safd I: “ounly I want the
Dew steps of brick, widely spaced, with
2 lot of cement showing between. I'm
golng to terrace it here in front, too—
-2 Frass terrnee for ten feet out.”

“Thet's right, thet's right!” be ex-
-claimed. “Now T'll go order the lum-
ber an’ bring ‘yer the estimate ter-
morrer.”

“Seems to me the usual proceeding
wonld be the other way around!” I
gasped.

“Well, yer'want me ter do the job,

-don't yer? Or.don't yer?' be sald
brusquely.

“Of course, of course!” I amended
bastlly. “Go ahead!”

Hard climbed into a broken-down
wagon, and gisappeared. “Don’t you,
warry.” sald Bert. “T'll see he treats |
yer right.t

“It isn't that” I sald sadly. “It's
that I've just remembered I forgot to
include any painters’ blils {n my own
-estimate.”

Bert looked at me in a Lind of
speechless pity for a moment. Then
be sald slowly: “Wal, I'll be swlzzied!
Walt titl I Yell maw! An' ber always
.gucL!n up fér & college education!”
"Just for that, I'll show you!” cried
1. “I mever trimmed zn apple tree !n
my lfe, but I'm going to work on this:
orchard, and 'I'm going to save it, all
myself. It will be better than yours
1o three years.,”

“Go to it" laughed Bert. “Come
back fer dlnmer. though. Neow I'll
-drive over ter the depot an’ git yer

freight. They telephoned this mornin'
it had come.”
“Good!"” I efled. "You might bring

me a bag of cement, too, and a gallon
‘of carbolic acld.”
“Ye ain't tired o' life so soon, be
er?”
“No,” said 1, “but I'm gaing to show
ou rubes how to treat an orchard.”
Bert went off laughing, and present-
Iy 1 saw him driving toward town with

“Well Yer Want Me to Do ths .Jab,
Don't Yer?”

i .
bis heavy wagon. I walked up to the
plateau feld to greet Mlke, As 1 crest-

the ridge the field lay before me,
?e great, lone pine stondlng sentinel
‘at the farther side, and half of it was
frail, young green, and half rich, shin-
ing brown.

“She plows tough, sor,” suid Mike.
as the pantlng horses paused for
breath, “bat she'll harrer down good.
Be the seed pertaters come yit?"

“Bert has gone for-them,” uld I
“Let me hold the plow onea.

“It aln’t: lo azy as it IWLS," ll.!d
Mike.
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“I'li do it it I baven't o rlb left,”
sald: I grimly.

Mld I did it My drst full furrow
lookied like the track of a snake under
the‘lnﬂuence of liguor, but I regersed
the ' plow and came back fairly

TS
ﬂkmk;ht. 1 was beglnning to get the

ang of it. My mext furrow was re-
spectable, but not deep. On this re-
turn trip the sweat was starting from
my ‘forehead, and the smell of the
"horses and of. the warm, fresb-turned
earth ;was strong {n my nostrils. I
dldn't look at my pine. I was proud
at what T had done, and my muscles
' gloried in the toil. Again I swung the
plow around, and drove it across the
:field, feeling the reluctant grass roots
: fighting every muscle ofymy arms.
I “There,” seid I, triunkibantly, “you
plaw all the rest as deep as that!”
“Begobs, ye'z all right!” cried Mike.

I went back again down the slope
with all the joy of a small boy and
descended upon the orchard. 1had a
couple of bulletins on pruning In my
pocket, with pictures ‘of old trees re-
: morselessly hended down. I toak n
tresh look at the pletures, reread some
of the text where I had marked it,
and tackled the first tree, cavefully re-
peating to myself: “Remove only a
third the first year,-“remove only a
third the first year."

This, T declded, qulte naturally dld
not refer to dead wood. By the time:
I bad the dead wood cut out of that;
first old tree, and all the water sprouts
removed (as I recalled my grandfather
used to cail them), which dldn't seem
necessary for new bearing wood, the
poor thing began to look naked. On
one side an old water, spout or sucker
had achleved the dignity of a limb
and shot far {ato the air. I was up
iz the tree carefully bending this back
and ont when Bert came driving by
with bis wagon heaped to overfiowing.

“HI™" he called, “yer tryin’ to kill
them trees entlre!” -

1 got down and came out to the road.
“You're a fine man and a true friend,
Mr. Temple” sald 1 “bit I'm going
to be the doctor for this orchard. A
chap's got to have some say for bim-
self, you know,"

“Well, they ain’t much good, Any-
how, them trees,” sald Bert cheer-
fully.

We now fell to unloading the wagon.
We opened\up the woodsheds and
storehouse behind the kitchen, stowed
in the barrels of seed potatoes. the fer-
titlzers, the various other seeds, the
farwm {mplements, sprasers, and so on.
The hotbed frames and sashes were
put away for fature use, as it was too
late to need them now. The horse hoe
! jert had not been able to bring on
! this trlp. Next we got my books and
furniture futo the house or shed, and,
tired, hot and dirty, we drove on up
the rond for inner. As we passed the
upper field, I saw that the plowing
was nearly done. The brown furrows
had already lost thelr gloss, 88 my
liands bad already lost their whiteness.

“Well, Inn a farmer now!" said I,
survering my soil-caked boots and
grimy clothes.

“Yer on the- way. anyhow.” sald
Bert. “Bat yerll bave ter cultivate
thet field hard, seeln’s how it oughter
hev been plowed last fail.” «

That afternoon T went back ta my
orchard, got out my shiny and sbarp
new doubled-edged pruning saw, and
sawed HIl both arms ached.

As I worked, I thought how this
orchard must be trimmed and cleaned
up @rst, bot how the fine planting
wwenther was upon us, too, and I ought
to be getting my garden seeds in, if I
was to have any flowers. 1 thonght,
also, of all my manuscripts to be resd,
A nervous fit selzed me, and I worked
frandealls.

That night ¥ managed to keep awake
till eleven, and got some work done.
I nlso rose at a compromise hour of
six in the morning, and worked another
hour, almost catching up with what
should have been my dally stint.” Bat
I realized that hereafter I could not
work on the farm all dey, I must give
up my mornlngs fo my manuscript
reading.

“Well,” thought I, “I'll do it—as
soon as the orchard is finlshed.”

As soon gs the orchard was finlshed!

11 stood amid the litter I had made on

the ground, and reflected. I had com-
pleted the prellminary trimming of
one row and part of a second. There
were still over two rows and a half to
do. And the worst trees were in those
rows, at that. After they Twere
trimmed, there was all the-litter to
clear out, and the stubs to be painted,
and cement work to be done.

“Good gracious!” thought I, “if I do
all that, when will I plant, when wiit
I maL' my Inwn?'

.

Bnye you ever watched a small boy
pleking ‘berrles? ! He ‘never ipicks a
bush clean, bot rushes after this or
that: big. cludter ot fruit which strikes
the . eye, covering. balf an fcre of
ground while you. perhaps. are strip-

fillsi quicker than his. Alas! T fear
Ing,fny frst senson on the farm, or
&t dny rate ‘during the first month or
two. There was little “efficiensy” in
my meumds-hm. ok, much deugm.

ping a single clump of bushes. And '
he 15 usually amazed when your pall:

I was much Hke that smell boy dar-.

As ¥ had planned to put my nrdel.
coldframes along the south wall of the
kitchen, I declded to make my tem-
porary seedbeds thera,’ Mike assetited
to the plan ns a good one, and I. hud
him demp me 2 load of manure, W
I brought earth from the nenrest I
in the garden, spaded up the
mixed In the garden earth and Arg
ing, and then worked and rework:
it with a rake, and finally 1\1!!1 ’.y
hands.

Ab, the joy of working nrth
your naked bands, making rendy
planting! The ladfes I bad soen.f;-n
thelr gardens always wore glogs.
Even my wmother, I recailed, fn gz-x
little garden, had always worn glo
Surely, thought I, they miss someth!
—the cool, molst feel of the loam, fue
very senmsations of the seeds thi
selves, At four o'clock I had my .bcd
ready, and 1 got my seed pnckets,
sorted them In a tin tobaccd box, and
began to sow the sceds. The dizge
tlons which I read with scmpulous
care always eaid, “Press the myxh

And Pumped Water onﬁly Hands.nnd

e

down firmly with a board” I wﬁz
working with a flat mason's trosvel;

I got up and found a boards It wus( g
balf 5o easy to work with, but I W5
taking no chances!

Mlke and Joe were unhitching ﬂo
horse from the harrow as I finishy
The great, brown siope of the vnge—
table garden, lylng away from the
house toward the ring of southern hills,
was ready for planting. There was
my farm, thence would come m§ prg
its—If profits there should be. ut
just at that moment the lHttle strfy of
sonked seedbed behind me was mdh
lmportant. It stood for the cclor b
wlith which T was golng to paint,
the fragrant pigments out of whid
should create about my dwelling,
dream of gardens.

“After all,” 1 thought, “a conothy
place 1s but half reallzed without fts
garden, even though it be primarlly;
farm, and the richness of cbuntry I
fng s but half fulfilled unless we'
come palnters itk shrub and tree
flower. T canuot draw, nor siag,
play. Perbaps I cannot dven-

But surely I can express nfyself
about. me, in color nnd: lands:
charm, and not be any the worse f!
er for that. I have my work; I 4
write: 1 shall be a farmer; I shalj§
a gardener—an artlst in ‘flowe
shall moke my house lovel§ wIthy
shall live & rich, full life. Surely

a bappy, a fortunate man!”. P

I put the watering pot back in!
shed, crossed the road to thelfid
wooden pump by the barn on a |§I .
den impulse, and pumped Wmeﬁ pn

my bands and head, for I was Qct.
Mike stood in the -barn door
laughed.

“yhat are yez doin’ that for?
asked.

1 stood up and shook the water
my face and hair. “Just to be a k
guess.” I laughed. 3

‘There are some things Mike coul 2t
understand. Perhaps I aid not cle: 21y
understand myself. In some dim Ay
an old pump before a barn and the
shock of water from its spout on’ my
head was fraught with happy memo-
ries and with dreams. The sight of the
pump at that moment bad weked
echo of their meod.

But as I plodded up the road inighe
Mey twlilight to supper, one of 58
memorfes came bask with haug:
clearness—a  summer  day,
tramp, the tender wiatfulness of
love shy at its own too sudd
sion, the plunge of cool water from n
pump, and then at twilight half-spalden
words, and words unspoken, s“cétcr
still!

The amethyst glow went off the Nus
that ring our valley, and a ffg } lie
peak faded Into the gathering dusliy A
light shivered off my spirit, too. j olt
suddenly cold, and the cheery fal, of
Mrs. Temple was the face of a si"@n-
ger. 1 felt unutterably lonely andde-
pressed. My farm was dost -Gnd
asbes. That evening I savagely turned
down a manuseript by a rather well-
knosn author, and went to bed with-
out’ confedslng what was"Rhe matter
with me. ; The matter was, 1 had
pumped‘up o ghost. ’
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LESSON FOR JUNE 18.
THE PHILIPPIAN JAILER.

LESSON TEXT—Acts 16:16-40.

GOLDEN -n:.\'r-a«uno on the Lor&
Jesuy eod tho ;hm ho soved, thou and

use.—Acts 15:3

Dean ‘Vaughn has salrl of this lesson.
that in it “we have an epitbme of the
whole history of the gospel.” The time
was A, D, 50 or 62 and the place was
Philipp!, an important city, as before
suggested. B

I. Tho Damse! Dellvered of Demona
{vv. 16-18). On their way to the pray-
Ing place where they had met Lydia,
tho disciples met this maid who “had a
spirlt, a Python." Greek soothsayers
were supposed to be inspired by Apol
lo, who killed a great snoke at Mt
Parnassus and left it to rot. The girl
was probably possessed of hysteria
and thus spoke strange words, and her
condition brought much profit to her
masters, who professed to interpret
her words. This evidence of evil pos-
sesslon awoke . syrapathetic response
in Paul's heart. “Her misery and
degradatlon wero a symbol of the
degradation, a4 xydia's sweet aad be.
nevolent Christian character was of
the transfiguration of wemanhoeod.”—
Stalker. Her cry after Paul was per-
haps that they wero the slaves of some
god, even as she was the slave of Apol-
lo. The Gadarene (Luke §:28) used
similar language. Paul did not at once
stop her (v. 8), perhaps to avold a con-
troversy, but his deliberation made
more prcfound the final deliverance
wrought. Worn out at last with her
erles, but taking no credit himself,
Paul spoke the name cf Power which
bad foretald Just such acts (ME.
16:17; Lk. 9:1; Lk. 10:17).

i The Disclples in Prison (vv. 13
24) Of no further commercial value,
the slave drivers sought revenge by
inclting & mob to aitack Paul and his
companions. So teday the liquor in-
terests would seck remuneration for
the loss of their “business” and
anathematize thelr oppoments, whila
the underworld tries to overthrow all
who seck to restrain them. Paul and
Silas were accused of “troubling” the
city, fr the trade has been interfered
with, It, indeed, went hard with them
thus to be unjustly set upon and final-
1y, tbrough ihe cconivance of the
Bpineless authcritles, to be Incarcer-
ated In & filthy dungeon. Stil), though
the majority was agalnst them, yet the
mob was not right (ccmpare 17:5; 18:
12; 19:28-29), and they had Cne oa
thelr slde who was sufficient (Rom.
8:28).

11, Deliverance and Salvation (¥v.

25.35), Christ before Pilate was ac-
cused of sedition, and these flogged dis-
ciples were likewlse innocent suffers
ers. (1) Prayer and praise (25-26).
Note | the circumstances—darkness,
torn and bleeding, aching backs and &
morrow filled with blackness. There
was no sleep for the disciples at that
midnight hour, but often strength ie
better galned in prayer than sleep.
“Praying, they sang hymns,"—Iz the
midst of that heterogeneous lot of pris-
cners they did not, could not, keep sk
lent. The result was attentive listen:
ing by the other prisoners and by &
loving Heavenly Father, who shook
the placo to evidence his interest
(v. 26).  (2) Tha jailed delivered. The
place was 5O s:gken that every barred
door was opered and the staples of the
stocks were 80 loosened as to liberate
every prisoner. (3) The jaller saved.
The brutal one I8 row the anxlous in-
quirer, and becomes a gocd type for
all tc follow who are out of Christ. (a)
He saw he was lost. He wag subject
to the same death 23 bis escaped pris-
oners. “Supposing” (v. 27) has dark-
ened many lves, and our greatest sor-
rows ore often imagined. Face to
face with death, the Jailer would
plunge Into an eternity for which he
was not prepered. Paul's clarion:call
brought the faller tc express his.anxle-
ty (v. 29), and it was not a trifling nor
skeptically indifferent man who ap-
pealed to Paul. He was brought face
to face with two holy men, with God
and with eternity.

Those to whom he came kuew the
facts, had falth, and could meet the
emergencles of life with confidence,

IV. The Humbled Maglstrates (vv.
35-40). The jailer evidences Joy, hes.
pitallty and a changed home, which
news must have reached the magls-
trates. Thelr carly command was to
“let thése fellows go.” Pahl here
riges to bls full dignity. Beateh open-
ly, condemaned without trial and ver-
diet, does not sllow them to cover
their crime and blunder by stealth.

The magistrates were lable to losy
of positicn, goods, and even life; and
hence willingly did sll that Paul re-

quired. .

Thue the imprisonment turned out
to the honor of the apostle and the
glory of Ged.* -

. Nor did Paul baaten at all in lesving
the city.

Aﬂer recovering strength to travel
¢ members of tha

At least he can plow—a llttl
And trim trecs—a llttle. B
walt until he breaks loose in
entirely differeat direction
then figure out just haw |
_his money % golng to last,

b
{TO BE CONTINUED.)

lnfant church they departed, taking
Timothy (17:14) with them.

- Thus God gloriously delivered thoss |

who labored amidst sore trials, and
there was esteblished in Philippt a
church which was.dear to Paul and
‘which was espectally kind to Paul, and
to which is directed oue of his mds!
tender epistles,

]
You|Can't Drink
and Hake Good

Modern Bullneu Sets Pace Too Fast
For Drinking] Man's Mind to Keep Up
He Is Not.In the Running.
Sclence proves by delicate  Instruments
of precision that a drinking man thinks.
sees, d_acts only ong-seventh
:..n?énckls the man who does not

Jto ‘51Days Absence

from youribusiness Is all that Is re-
quired to ellm!nate all ‘aleohollc polson
from. your aystem~3ut. sou Just whors
you were | before tak! ur Ay
Urink. The Neal Treatment banishe
forever all craving and appetlte for in-
toxleatin ng llguor.

The Nenl Tmunem is to & drinking
mmvﬁl high class purgeon fs to a
man With [appendicitis Fou ko forth
from the Neal

curse of drink—a new
Fuil mrornannn ent In platn seated
on

Detrtheal Ensbtute

Institute e fram ke o

TO RUPTURED PEOPLE]

Each day you wear onme of our
your. confidence ivcresses.
You learn to know that you can
depend upon it, and you are sur-
prised and delighted to find that
you can do work which you found
Lmpossible when wearlog otber
trusses.
Every Truss Guaranteed .

REISDORF TRUSS CO.
21 Weodw-r:ilﬁchwH 4th Floor

HOTRS: 9:00 2. m. to 5:00 p. m.

KODAKERS!
WE DEVELOP ANY SIZE
Roll Film

¥
order  service

0t-t0
MACAULEY'S

Bookstore, 78 Library Ave. Detrolt

Country ministers wili hold a cen-
ference at Michigan Agricultural col-
lego July 11:22 to cbasider problems
of tural leaderskip in connection with
the college summer school. Subjects
to be taken up include agriculture,
rural education, ' health, economlc
pmblems. and the church.
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0 days
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h, Spelling, Arithmetic.
rening Classes.
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751.763-755 Woodward Avenue,

Al .
sob of Office Positions Open

IN DETROIT, MICHIGAN.

ou td held one of these spiendid pesitlens in from
Wo teach Simplified Shorthand. in 70 days.
Book-keeping in 20 lessons. Duxophone Operating,
Positions secured all graduates. Day
Over 50¢7, of our students come from the smell
‘and villages outside of Detrolt.

Garvin Institute

Typewrit-

Small weekly puyments,

Detroit, Michigan

i
Men's and Ladles’ Papnams.

Cor,

s

All o

order.

Your Old Hat Made New
ned and re-blocked so they look like new.

Mills and Weber

| “PRACTICAL HATTERS"
Grand River and Washington Bivd.,

Time to Get Into New Clothes:
Here's the Place to Buy Them.
conp

and best values

A pl
wnow met every time we

We make sults ant}\crﬂx\ls from

and we give you a try-

The Ballantine Co., Tailcrs

Straw, and Felt Hats can be

Detroit

In here for the new Sult or Over-

Well show you the pardsomest styles
you ever

to do bu«mess when W

we get a_man into &

NTINE garment we've done him a

leasure

$25.00 to $50.00

our garments made in our own ehops
the same das you
fihen o Betraft comie in and see us,

219 WOODWARD AVE.
2nd Floor Annia Fur Sidg.

he city for your money.

ir Woodward,

SEND FOR SAMPLES

The Best Showing of

SILKS

Taffetas, Crepe-De-Chenes,

m.ne.l.ondm, and 8lik Failien at 307, leas than elss.

UNITED SILK -CO.

17 JOHN R STREET.

Dstrolt, Michigan

You've

hy Pay $25.00

FOR YOUR SUITS?

We Make a Specialty of All Wool

$10.00

Suits and Top Coats
A suit good enough.for any man—perfect
style and fit guaranteed absolutely to hold
thelr shape.

wouldn't wear a Ten Dollar Suit” and you
can rest assured the man who says that hes
never worn one.
Let us convince )ou of the honest wdue
! we ofter for slq‘

heard so meny men say: I

ESTABLISHED IN 1800

16 years of value glving- should
mesn much to you when yof come to
Detroit to buy your summer suit.
Our ‘pollcy Is absolute satisfaction or’
money Tefund

C. Ten Dollar Clothing House

105 Michigan Ave.,

Detrolt, Mich.




