THE FARMINGTON ENKERPRISE

© amser

-§YNOPSIS,
1
1 grow tired of my work as a college
fmstructor and buy a New England furm
on slxht, T Inspect m; 'm_and Ro 0
boeard at Bert Temple's. Bert helps me to
blre a carpenter and o farmer. Hard
Cider, thu carpenter, estimates the repairs
and changes necessary on the house, Mike

houstkueper, Al
of a new buarder.from New York, a half-
slck youns woman who needs the count

surprise

rook a eJ0y
PUNR, my LouscKeeper,
son Peter and his dog Buste
It 1 love her. We take a quiet walk by

Heré's a question for young
folks who are keeping company
If a fellow—who is susceptible
to the Influences of moontight,
soft music, the smelt of Hlacs,
the sly squeeze of a girl's hand
In the dark, the perfume of her
hair, the curve of her throat—
shoufd up and Kiss her, even
against his own better judg-
meat as a bachelor, is it a sure
sign that ke is in love and ready
for the parson, the ring and the
license?  Youwll enjoy the lit-
tle scene by the poo) which is
described in this installment. 77}
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CHAPTER Xl.—Continued.

John and Stelta have been up to see
the pool for the last time before she
leaves. They are walking hand in
hand through the wooda. They halt
o' wait for the thrush to sing,

And then. as we waited. our eyes
meeting, suddenly he @ far off
across the tamaracks, one perfect call,
and ellence sgatn. Her face was a
glimmering radiance in the dusk. Tler
band was warm in mine. Slowly my
face sank toward bers, and our lips
met—met for an instant when we were
not masters of oureelves, when the
bird song 'and the whispering plnes
wrought thelr pagan spell upon ©s.

Another jostant, and she stood away
from me. one hand over her mouth, one
hand on her panting breast, and fright
In her eyes.  Then, as suddenly, she
laughed. It was hardly a gpervous
laugh. It welled up with the famiitar
gurgle froin her throat.

#“John Upten,” she sald. “you are a
bad man. That wasn't what the thruth
sald at all.” .

“I misunderstood,” said I. recover-
1ng more slowly, and astounded by ber
mood. -

“I'l not reproach you, since I. &
philologist, misunderstoed for a second
mysel?,” she responded. “Hark:”

There was'a sudden sound of steps
and crackling twigs In the grove be-
hind us, and Buster' emerged up the
“path, hot on our scent. He made a
dab with his tongue at my hand, and
then fell upon Miss Goodwin. She sank
to her knees and began'to caress him,
very quickly, so that I could not see
ber face.

“Stella.” sald I “Buster has made a
frieng) of you. That's always a great
compliment from 2 dog.”

She kept her face burled In his neck

Her Eyes Looked Frankly into Mine.

an instant tonger, and then her eyes
Jifted to mine. “Yes—John,” she sald.
“apd now I must go bothe to pack Wy
trunk.”

“Lgt me drive you to the station fo
the morning,” sald I, as w2 emerged
from the grove, in this sudden strauge,
calm Indmacy, when no word bad been
spokb'n, and [, at least, was quite In the
dlrlc: as to her feellngs. .

She shrok ber head. “Nn, 1 go too
early for you. You—you muso't ry to
see me.” B

For just a second her voice wavered.

C . -

She stopped for a last look at Twin
Fires. “Nice hause, nice garden. nice
" she satd, and added, with a
little smile, “nice rose trelll: Then
we walked up the road, and at Bert's
door she put out her band.

*“Good-by,” she snid.

“Good-by.” T answerell.

Her eyes looked fraukly into mine.

| There was nothing there but smiling

friendship. The fingers did not trem-
ble in my grasp.

“I shall write,” said 1. controlling my
volce with dlficulty, “and send you
pictures of the zarden.”

“Yes, do.”

She was gone. [ walked slowly back |1

1 had kept my resolu-

“to my dwelting
1 lad kept it!

tion. Yet how stranzel
* What did it me:

No. Had she made me keep 1?7 Who
{rould s Al had been: so don— | -
$tho Kise, lier springinz away, her ab-

rupt, astonishing laughter.  Bnt she

bad not reproached me, she had wot

Loen el nor. still less,
atisurd. A thought it, perhaps.

Lut the mood of the place and hour.
and understood, That was fine, gen-
erous! Few women, [ (hought, wonld
he eapable of it. Stellal How pleas-
ant it bad been to say the name! Thea

Yeu

I hiad kept my resolution—and
felt like a fool, a bappy, bopeless fool!

CHAPTER XIl.

| Go to New York.
1 shall not here recount the events on
the farm during the weeks which fol-

towed Miss spefla's departure. They
il not particalarly interest me. My
whale psychiotogieal muke-up had been

violently shaken. the centess of atten-
tion had been shifted, and 1 was con-
stantly straggling «or a readjusgment
which did not conie. The post office
appealed to- me more than the peas,
iand 1 labored harder over my photo-

| graphs of the sundlal beds than over |*

the beds themselves. [ sent for a ray
filter and a wite-angle lens, spending

plank In front of the south door with
prioting frames.

I bad written to her the day after
she had departed, but no reply came
for a week, and then only a brief little
note, telling me it was hot in town and
conveying ber regards to the roses. I,
too, walted a week—though it was
bard—and then answered, sending
some photographs, one of them a snap-
ehot of a bird on the edge of the bath,
one of them of Buster sitting on hls
bind legs. Agaln she answered briefly,
merrily, conveslbg her especlal regards
to Buster, but ending with a plalntive
little postscript about the heat.

A few days later & box came ad-
dressed to Buster in my care. I opened
it In Buster's presence, indeed literaliy
beneath his nose. On top was a small
package, tied with blue ridben, and
labeled “For Buster.” It proved to be
2 dog biscult, which the reclpient at
once took to the bearth and began up-
on. Beneath this was a note, which I
opened with eager fingers,

It began:

Darling Buster: Your waggish epistle
recelved and contents noted. The limits
of tho cunlne Intelligence are probably re-
sponulble for your mistake in assigning
the term glumness to what you abserve
fn Master John. when it I3 really lack of
occupation. You see, dear Buater, hie has
got Twin Flres so far under way that he
docsm't work at it all the time, so he
ought to be at his writing of storles,
made up of big dictionary words which 1
am defining or inventing for him down
here In a very hot, dirty, dusty. smelly
town. Tell him that's all the trouble. He
has a reaction from his first farming en-
thusiasm, and doesn’t reallze that the
thing to do I8 to go to Work on the new
line, his ne. For it is his line, you
know, Buster.

Underneath this you'll find something
o give him, with my best wishes for sun-
shine on the dear garden. klss you,
Buster, only dogs are terribly sermy.

STELLA.

P. 8.—That [s & nice pool, lsn't it2

1 sat on the floor with the letter in
my lap, smiling happlly over it. Then
1 took the last package out of the box.
1t was heavy, evidently metal. Re-
moving the papers, I held In my hand
an old bronze sundial plate, a round
one to fit my column, and upon it,
freshly engraved, the anclent motto:
HORAS NON NUMERO N!8! SERE-

NAS.

My first thought was of its cost. She
couldn't afford it, the silly, generous
girll Sheé'd bought it, doubtless, at one
of those expensive New York antique
shops, and then taken it to an engpav-
er's, for further expense. I ought not
accept It. Yet how couid 1 refuse? T
couldw't. I hugged it to my beatt, and
fairly ran to the dial post, Buster at
my heels, Yes, I had no looger wny
doubts, T.wanted ber. I should al-
ways waot her. Twin Fires wus In-
somplete, 1 was incomplete, 1ifs was
Incomplete, without ber. '

i at six I stopped work, amnzed to
| find the plot of a story in my bead
Heaven knows how It got there, but
there it was, almost a8 tull-statured a8
Minerve when she sprapg from the
head of Jove. though considerably less

Thad 1 been strong? |1

hours In experiment and coverlog a|p,

glaclal. [ sven had the opening sep-
tence all ready framed—to me always
the most difficnlt point of story or es-
sny, except the closing sentence. Nor
aid tuls tale appear to be one 1 bad
Incubnted in the past, and which now
popped up nbove the “threshold” frdm
my subconsclousness. It wasa brand:
new plot, a perfect stranger to wme.
The phenomenon interested me almost
as much ns the plot. The tale grew
oven clearer as I took my bath, and
haunted me during supper, so that I
swas peremptory In my replies to poor
Mes, Pllig and refused to aid Peter
that evenlng with his geography.

“Tomorrow,” sald 1, vaguely, golog
Into my study and locking the door.

1 worked all that evenlng, got up at
midntght to forage for & glass of milk
und a fresh supply of oll for my lamp,
and returned to my desk to work tlil
four, when the sun asonished me. The

“You Mean My Farm,” | Said.

story was done. Instead of ‘zoing to
bed, nt dewn in the coal of the
young morning, the birds
were aatir, and tonk my bath in Stella’s
pool. Then I weut to the dew-drenched
pea vines and began to pick peas.

Here Mike found me, with nearly
halt a bushel zathered. when he ap-
peared early to pick for market.

“It's the early bird gets the peas”
said 1. . -

“It {s sburely.” be laughed. “You
might say sou bad a tiliphone call to
get up—orly these aln't tiliphanes.”

“\ike!" 1 cried, “a pun befote break:
fast!"”

“Shure, I've bad me breakfast,” snid

e.

Which reminded me that I hadn't.
I went in the bouse to get §t, rexding
over and carrecting my manusgsipt as
I ate. After breakfast I put on raxpect-
able clothes, tucked the manusceipt In
my pocket, and mounted the seat of
my farm wagon, beside Mike. Behind
us were almost two bushels of peas
and several bunches of tall, julcy, red
thubarb stalks from the old hills we
found on the place. Mike had greatly
enriched the soil, and grown ihe plants
in barreis.

“ell, I'm a real farmer now,” sald
I

“Ye are, shurely.,” Mike replied.
“Them's good peas, if they was planted
Iate.”

We drove past the golt links and the
summer lhotel, to the market, where [
was already known, 1 found, and
greeted by name ns 1 entered.

*I'll buy anyibifhg you'll sell me,”
sald the proprietor, “and be glad to get
it Funny thing about this town, the
way folks wen't take the trouble to
sell what they raise. Most of the blg
summer estates have thelr own gar-
dens, of course, but there’s nearly a
bundred families that don't, and four
boarding Louses, and the hotels. Why,
the botels send to New York for vege-
tables—if you can beat that! Guess
all the farmers with any gumption
bave gone to the cities.”

“Well,” said I, “I'm not farming for
my benlth, whlch hus always been
good. T've got more thnn o bushel of
peas out there.”

“Peas!” ctied the market man.
“Thy, I bave more demands for peas
than T can fill. The folks who could
seil me peas won't plant ‘em ‘eause
it's too much trouble or expense to pro-
vide the brusb. I'll give you eight
cents a quart for peas today.”

“This is too easy,” 1 whispered to
Mike, as we went ont to get the bas-
kets.

1 sold my rhubarb, also, and came
away with a little book in which there
was entered to my credit $4.10 for pens
amy $1.66 for rhubarb. I put the book
proudly in my pocket, for it represent-
ed my first earnings from the farm.
and, mounting the farm wagon agaln.
told Mike to drive me to the hotel.

As we pulled up before the veranda.
the- line of old ladles in rockers fo-
cused their eyes upon us.

“Share,” whispered Mike, “they look
like they was hung out to dry!"

T went up the steps and into the of-
flce, where the botel proprietor suavely
greeted me, asked: after my health, and
inquired how my “estate” was getting
ons
“You mean my farm,” sajd I

With some new maney In his
pockets and prospects bright, it
looks like our young friend [s
about ready to go get Stella.
Dossa’t It strike you mbout that
wayd

Uhicego—Judge K. M. Landls, In the |

lederal court, overruled the patition befor

Washington—Arguments were made[
o the federal reserve board by

London—Trench rats, the abomin-
ation of Tommies, sometimes prove

filed by Otto Cullman, asking tbat the

g0 Tunnel Co.

3 of banks in

About 100 benks

volved.

A Tip.
There was never an {ll thing made
better by meddling.—NRobert Louis
Stevenson.

A woman fiequently knows what she
wants, but canoot make up her mind ]
what {t 1s—Judge. -

A Distinctlon,

ern Wisconain and the north o,
Chleago Toleghone Co, be rostralned | oo of Mivbisan sapaarting. thelr
from paying $2,632,000 for the auto-, petition for transfer from the Minne-
matic telephone system of the Chica- apolis to the Chicago federal reserve

. dlstrict.

are

in-]

valuable when the Germans are shoot-
ing polson gases at the allled trenches,
a saldier on furlough said. The rats
become uneasy and can be relied on
to warn ot the approaching gas,

“Baggy” Chin and Wrinkles

that dishigure the Face.
Can be quickly corrected without
inconvenience.

@/??Eiwﬁ'z;

A. F. TULL, President,

@

Shorthand or Typewriting attend
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DETROIT,PONTIAC AND MT. CLEMENS,

For illustrated catalog and full information, address,

For the best, most cfﬁci'ent training in Business,

163-169 Cass Avenue, Detroit.

“Hive Your Face Made Like It Used to Be?

We Remove Blemishes and Correet the
FACE AND FEATURES
moa® complste ¥ace Inatitute.

Ideat,
CLTATION FREE—Call,

00N
for taformatian and faxtroctire

To become dperaturs for the movie theatre, vaudeville, fi

and traveling shows.

%l Pratt-Facial-Institute

open

.
254 Jufterson Avenue E.

Write
MovI

MEN W, 4l 213 Woodward Ave.  Main 2034|
im exchanges, studlogy] PETROIT CHICAGO NET YORK|
for listing_and_infor yegaseing op gy Mours, 9 to 7 dally; Bundays 10 ta &
£ OPERATORS' SCHOOL [
. Detroit, U. S. Ag
TYPEWRITERS Al makes  like
N new $10 up, guary
anteed _two' vearsy
= Suve 25 10 60 per
T n. Oliver, Uny
g d, Royall
Remington.

Engraving Co.
Artists and Engravers.
Journai Bidg.. Detroit, Mich.
Engraving Dept., Open Day and Night

Dean Typewriter
Exchange
201 Elks Temple
Detroit.
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Pare-Gum
Pure-Gum
Pure-Gum
Pure-Gum
Pure-Gum 1
+ Pure-Gum
Pure-Gum

YOUR GUARANTEE.

1197-99 WOODWARD

Guaranteed Pure Gum Tubes

Tubes

33x4 Q. D. & S. S. Non-Skid
These are FIRSTS,

Send money order.

ALL GUARANTEED.

Factory Blemished Casings

0 Mile Guarantee.

21

28x3
SPECIAL—3500 MILE—SPECIAL 30x3
While They Last 30x3%
. 32x5%
Diamonds . 33x4
IR

Skid, . ..oooauns .. .$18.
FULLY GUARANTEED.

OUR REPUTATION IS YOUR GUARANTEE

We made our name famous in the automobile business.—Quality and service will
do the same for us in the tire business.

TIRES

ve can offer you some of the hest values ever offered fn new treshFIRSTS and FACTORY BLEMISHED
CASINGS and TUBES. 4

TUBES

§

Firsts 3500 Mile Guarantee

We can recgnmend the purchase of these Tires
We naver
Priccs

and Tubes as
offerad 2 mora completc assortment of sizes.
on some of them:

Nni
Non-Skid

W
Packed fn OHl Cloth Bags and Boxes.
Gray Tuhes 22,

Gray Tibes.

Good Value Tubes

These tubes are in perfect conditiod.

hey are new, fresh stock.

Plain Treads 5 Percent Lower.
?
Red and Gray Tubes

Red Tubes.
Red Tubes.
Red Tubes.
Red Tubes.
Red Tubes.

$2.39

All slzes in stock.

3

3053, $1.50} 20x31%, $1.75; 32x3%5, $2.00; 33x4, FA60; 34x4, $2.75.
b

Mail Orders Promptly Filled

1t tires are mot satisfactory, money will he&ef\mdaﬂ. OUR REPUTATION IS

AVENUE

Ogen Evenings and Sundays.

THE LOVELAND COMPANY

DETROIT, MICHIGAN
o Phone North 14.

ahd style

' If price concerns you most, you will b
clothes because they save ¥

values will compare, in ygur
with Bond's clothes selling at

Palm Beach Suits

u $10.

appeal to you,

Save

Better buy
the balance
on a Bond

why “you haven't worn one
long before this............

caol they are, you will wondcr$ .50
=2

one now and be comfortable’ for
of the summer. After you've tried
Palm Beach and found out how

TWO FOR FIFTEEN

Do You Buy Pﬁce,.o
Quality and Style?

uy Bond's
1f quality
ro other store’s $23
own estimation

From
-oour

oun

tailor
shops
direct
to the




