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We advanced to meet them, and as

IglaOcedatmy wife, and then at the-

rmple female, I was enviously stmek

with their resemblance to a couple of

strange dogs approaching each other

warily. I fully expected to see the

Stout lady sniff ; ahe had that kind of

a nose.

“How dp yon do,” said she.—-Itaa-

yra, TCokstromZ I presume thia is Mr.

and Mrs. Upton?”
Stella nodded.

"We are neighbors.” she continued,

with an air which said, “You are .very

fortunate to have us for neighbors,”
“We live in the first place toward the

village. This Is Mr. Eckstrom, and my <

daughter, Miss Julia.”

“We can hardly offer our hands,”

said Stella. "Will you forgive us?

You see, we are making a garden, and

it’s rather messy work.”

“You like to work In the garden

yourself, I see,” said Mrs. Eckstrom.

“I, too, enjoy it. I frequently pick

rose-bugs. Ipick them before break-

fast, very early, while they are stilt

sleepy. I find it Is the only way to

gave my tea roses.”

"The early gardener catches the rose-

bug—i’ll remember that,” Stella

laughed. “Perhaps you would care to

see the beginnings of our little gar-

den?”

We moved down through the orchard

and surveyed the pool. I suppose it

did look bare and desolate to the out-

sider, who did not see it, aS we did,

with the eye of faith—the bare soil

green with grass, the lip ringed with

Iris blades, the shrubbery bordered

with a mass of blooms. At any rate,

tire Eckstroms betrayed no enthusiasm.

“Mr. Upton spaded all that lawn up

himself, and we made the bench to-

gether,” cried Stella."
"

“Well, you must like to work,” said

Mr. Eckstrom. “It’s so much simpler

to sic a few men on the job. Besides,

they can usually do it better.”

Stella and I exchanged glances, and

ahe cautioned me with her eyes. But

politeness was never my strong point.
“Sometimes,” said I, “it happens

that a chap who wants a garden lacks

the means to sic a few men on the job.

Under those conditions he may, per-

haps, be pardoned for laboring him-

self.”

There was a slight silence broken

by Stella, who said that we were go-

ing to get some goldfishes soon.

“We can give them some out of our

pool, can’t we, father?” the other girl

said, with an evident effort to be neigh-

borly. “We really have too many.”

“Certainly, certainly; have Peter

bring some over tonight,” her father

replied.
“Oh, thank you!” Stella cried. “And

will you have Peter tell us their

names ?’’

“Their what?” exclaimed -Mrs, Eck-

strom.

“Oh, haven’t they names? The poor

things!” Stella said. “I shall name

them as soon as they come.”

“What a quaint idea,” the girl said,

with a smile. “Do you name all the

creatures on the place?"
.

.
“Certainly

”said Stella. “Come, I’ll

show you Epictetus and Luella.”

This was a new one on me, but 1

kept silent, while she led us ground

the house and lifted the plank which

led up from the sundial lawn to the

south door. Under It were two enor-

mous toads and two small ones.

“Those big ones are Epictetus and

Luella.” she announced, “and, dear me,

two children have arrived to em

since morning! Let me see.”

She dropped on her knees and ex-

amined the toads carefully, while they

tried to burrow into the soil backward,

to escape the sun. Our callers regard-

ed her with odd expressions of mingled

amusement and amazement —or was it

A son and daughter-ln-law, she an-

nounced. rising. “They are Gladys

and Gaynor.”
A polite smile flickered on the faces

of our three visitors and died out in

silence. Stella once more shot a glance

at me.
~

We turned' toward the house. “If

you will excuse me for a few mo-

ments. I willmake myself fit to brew

you some tea.” said my wife, holding

open the door.

"That is very kind, but we’ll not re-

main today. I think,” Mrs. Eckstrom

replied. "We will just glance at what

you have done to this awful old house.

Ttwas certainly an eyesore before you

bought it”

“I liked It all gray and weathered/

Stella answered. “In fact. I didn’t

want It painted. But apparently you

have to paint things to preserve them.

Still, the Lord made wood before man

made paint.”
"He also made man before man

made clothes,” said I.

A polite smile from the girl followed

thin remark. Her father and mother

seemed unaware of it. They gave our

beautiful living room a casual glance,
and the man took in especially the

books—ln bulk.

“You are one of these literary chaps.

I bear,” he said. "I suppose you need

all these books in your business?”

“Well, hardly all,” I answered,

“gome few I read tor pleasure. Will

fvo smokeF CJ ~

1 offered him a cigar.

“Thanks, no,” said he. "Doctor's or-

ders. I can do nothing I want to.

Diet, and an that. Bally nuisance,

too. Why, once I used to—”
• • the girl, “don’t you

want to see If the car is ready?”

The look of animation which had

come over the man’s face when be be-

gan to talk about his health vanished

-again. lie started toward the deer.

“Let me,” said I, springing ahead

of him.

The car, of course, was waiting, the

chauffeur sitting in it gazing vacantly

down the road, with the patient, stare

of the true flunky. I came back and

reported. With a polite good-by and

an invitation to call and see their gar-

den the guests departed.
Stella and I stood In the south room

and listened to the car rumble over

the bridge. Then we looked at one

another in silence.

Presently she picked up what ap-

peared like a whole pack of calling

cards from the table, and glanced at

“John,” she said, “it’sbegun. They’ve
called on me. I shall have to return

the call. Are all the Test like them,

do you suppose? Are they all so dead-

ly dumb? Have they no playfulness
eff mind? I tried ’em out on purpose.

They don’t arrive.”

“They’re rich,” said I. “Almost all

rich people are bores. We bored them.

The old man, though, seemed about to

become quite animated on the subject
of his stomach.”

Stella laughed. “I’m glad we were

In old clothes,” she said. “And aren't

Epictetus and Luella darlings?”
“By the way,” I cried, “why haven’t

I met them before?”

“I just discovered them this noon,”

she answered. “You were working at

Hie time. I was saving them for a

surprise after supper. I’m glad Gladys

and Gaynor brought no grandchildren,

though. *lt would have been bard to

name so many correctly right off the

bat, and it’s terrible to start life with

a wrong name.”

“As Mike would say, it is surely.”

I answered. “That Is why they were

careful to call you Stella.”

“Do you like she whis-

pered, creeping close to me. “Oh, John,

I’m glad we’re not rich like them”—

with a gesture toward the of call-

ing cards—“l’m glad we can work In

the garden with our own hands and

play games with toads and just be our-

selves. Let’s never be rich!”

“I promise,” said I, solemnly.
Then we laughed and went to hear

the hermit thrush.

CHAPTER XVII.

Autumn In the Garden.

I spent considerably more money in

July and August Some of the items

would be regarded aa necessities even

by our rural standardsTsome my farm-

ing neighbors would deem a luxury, if

not downright folly. I was a green

farmer then; I am a green farmer still;

but as I began to get about the region

g little more that first summer, espe-

cially at haying time, I was struck

with the absurd waste of machinery

brought about by insufficient care and

lack of dry housing, and I began to do

some figuring. All my rural neighbors,

even Bert, left their plows, harrows,

hay rakes, mowers, and even their

carts, out of doors in rain and sun all

summer, and many of them all winter.

A soaking rain followed by a scorch-

ing sun seemed to me, in my igno-

rance, a most effective way of ruining

a wagon, of shrinking and splitting
hubs, of loosening the fastenings of

shafts even in iron machinery. Nei-

ther do rusted bearings wear so long

as those properly protected. I began

to understand why our farmers are so

poor, and I sent for Hard Cider.

Just behind the barn he built me

a lean-to shed, about seventy-five feet

long, open toward the east, and shin-

gled rainproof. It cost me SSOO, but

every night every piece of farm ma-

chinery and every farm wagon''went
under It, and the mo wing machine was

further covered with a tarpaulin. For

more than a year my shed was the

only one of the kind In Bentford, and

that next winter I used to see machin-

ery standing behind ininis, half buried

In snow and ice, going to pieces for

want of care. I verily believe that the

New England farmer of today is the

most shiftless mortal north of the Ma-

son and Dixon line—and he hasn’t

hookworm for an excuse.

My next expenditure was for a ce-

ment root cellar, which scarcely needs

defense, as I had no silo on the barn,

and it would not pay to install one for

only twd cows. But the third item

filled Mike with scorn. I had been

making him milk the cows out of doors

for some weeks, taking a tip from one

on him tosee thatliei washed his hands

properly and pub qn one of the white

milking coats I had purchased. His

utter contempt for that white rig was

cpinldal, ~but when I told him that I

was going to have a cork and asphalt
brick floor laid in the cow shed he

was speechless. He had endured the

white apron, and the spectacle of the

tuberculin test (the latter because the

law made him), but an expensive floor

to the Darn was too ranch. He gave

me one pitying look, and walked away.

The floor was laid, however, and

when it was completed, and the drain-

age adjusted, Hard Cider trimmed up

the supports of the bam cellar door

and the two cellar window frames be-

hind, and built In substantial screens.

Then I showed them to him, and told

him he was to keep them closed under

penalty of bls job, and he was further

to sprinkle chloride of lime on the ma-

nure once a week.

“Well, I never seen screens on a

bam before,” said he, “and I guess

nobody else iver did. Shure, it’s to be

spcndln’ your money azy ye are. Are

yez goin’ to put In a bathroom for the

horse ?”

Bert was almost as scornful of the

screens as Mike, though he understood

the X'ork-asphalt floor, haVing, in fact,

unconsciously persuaded me to install

it by telling me how the cows of a

dairyman in the next town had been

injured by slipping on a concrete floor.

My floor had the advantage of con-

crete, but gave the cows a tooting,

barn In. Bentford before, however, nor

any chloride of lime used. This was

too much for Bert. But Mrs. Bert was

interested. After our screens bad been

on ten. days and the barn cellar had

been limed, Mrs. Pillig pointed out that

the number of flies caught on the fly

paper on- kjtchen door had de-

creased at least 400 per cent “And I

think what’s there now come down

from your place,” shp added to Mrs.

Bert. The next thing we knew, Bert

was talking of screening his stable.

Truth compels me to admit, however,

that he never got beyond the talking

stage.

in [Ilf? laCu "t tUI

our garden expenses were a mere song,

yet we had begun to plant and plan

for the following year as soon as the

pool was done. We knew we were

green, and we did not scorn the advice

of books and still more of our best

practical friend—the head gardener of

one of the large estates, who knew the

exactions of our climate and the con-

ditions of our soil.

“Plant yftur perennial seeds in as

rich and cool a place as you can,” he

told us, “and expect to lose at least

three-fourths of your larkspur. When

your foxglove plants are large enough
to transplant, make long trenches in

the vegetable garden, with manure at

the bottom and four inches of soil on

too, and set in the plants. Do it early

in September if you can, so that they

can make roots before our early frosts.

Then you’ll have fine plants for bed-

ding tn spring. If you buy any plants,

get ’em from a nursery farther north

if possible. They have to be very

hardy here.”

We went through the seed catalogues

as one wanders amid manifold tempta-

tions, but we kept to our purpose of

planting only the simpler, more old-

fashioned blooms at present. In addi-

tion to the bulbs, which came later,

we resolved to sow pansies, sweet Wil-

liam, larkspur, Canterbury bells, fox-

glove, peach bells, oriental poppies,

platycodon, veronica, mallow (for back-

ing to the pool especially), hollyhocks,

phlox (both the early variety, the di-

varlcata, blooming in May, and, of

course, the standard decussata. The

May phlox we secured in plants). All

these seeds were carefully planted In

the new beds between the pool and the

orchard, where we could water them

plentifully, and Stella, with the in-

stincts of the true gardener, babied

and tended those seedlings almost as

if they were human. Without her

care, probably, they would never have

pulled through the dry, hot weeks

which followed.

—Weused to walk down to see them

every morning after breakfast, when

Stella watered them, dipping the water

from the pool and sending Antony

and Cleopatra scurrying. Antony and

Cleopatra were the goldfish which the

Eckstroms, true to their promise, had

sent us. The poor things were un-

named when they arrived, but their

aspect—the one dark and sinuous, the

other pompously golden betrayed
their identity. Stella called a few days

after their arrival to convey our thanks

—carefully waiting till she saw the

Eckstroms driving out in their car!

Their curiosity having been satisfied

regarding us, and our thanks having

been rendered to them, further inter-

course lapsed. We have never tried

to maintain relations with those of our

neighbors who bore us, or With whom

we have nothing in common. Life is

too short. - Not only did Stella water

the seedlings religiously, but she kept
the soil mulched and the weeds out,

working with her gloved hands in the

earth. All the seeds came up well

save the phlox, with which we had

small luck, and the Papaver Orientalls,

with which we had no luck at all. Not

a seed came up. and not a seed ever

has come up"tn our soli. We have had'

to beg plants from other people. Even

as the gardener predicted, the tender

little larkspur plants mysteriously
died. We ringed them with stiff paper,

we surrounded them with coal

ashes, we even sprayed them with

bordeaux and arsenate of lead.

But they still were devoured at

the roots or the tops, or mys-

teriously gave up the ghost with

no apparent cause. We started with

two hundred, and when autumn came

we had just thirty left.

“Still," said Stella, cheerfully, “thir-

ty will make quite a brave show.”

“Ifthey survive the winter,” said L

gloomily. "I’ve not the patience to be

a gardener.”

“It is a good deal like reform,” Stella

replied. —w ‘—"'c
'

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

BRITISH PILE UP

SHELLS AT BASRA

End German Dream Of Proposed

Terminus of Berlin-Bagdad

Railway Line;

CAPTURED SHIPS HI TIGRIS

Simple Possession of the River Tigris

Is Sufficient to Control the Popu-

lation for Many Miles

Inland. "

General Headquarters Mesopotamian

Expeditionary Force, Basra.—The cul-

mination of Germany’s immediate east-

ern aspirations’ was”the" creattonof

Basra as the Persian gnlf terminus -of

the Berlin-Bagdad railway system,

writes Louis Edgar Browne in the

Chicago News. The Germans In their

wildest dreams could hardly have im-

agined Basra as it Is today. It is the

headquarters and main base for Brit-

ish operations in Mesopotamia. The

term “base” has come to mean a place

where thousands of troops are en-

camped in glistening white tents, care-

fully arranged In rows and blocks with

military precision; mountains of food

stores for the men and fodder for the

animals; hospitals and headquarters

and dispatch riders dashing about as

though the angel of death were after

them.

Basra is all that and more. Never

was there a more unique campaign

than this one, where there Is etery

contrast between east and west. ——

The Tigris is all Important in the

campaign. It is fickleness personified,
It floods, subsides and spreads cholera

with absolute impartiality. Hardly two

engagements out of all the furious en-

counters that have marked the steady

progress of British troops up the river

have occurred more than eight miles

from its banks. The British objective

has been to take possession of the riv-

er. The Turks have tried only to hold

It. Simple possession ot the rlvfif Is

sufficient to control the population for

many miles inland. -;j

British Ships Everywhere.

One stands on the army commander’s

pier and realizes that Britain does

control the seas. As far as one can

see, either up or down the river, there

are ocean-going ships tugging at an-

chor chains drawn taunt as bow strings

by the swift current. The ships are

anchored one behind the other in a

long column. They hail from many

corners of the earth and among their

cargoes one may find everything from

a big howitzer shell to a skein of em-

broidery for some Arab harem. The

ships are nearly all British. They fly

one of the varied designs of the Brit-

ish flag. It may be the white ensign

of the royal navy or the red ensign of

the mercantile fleet or the blue ensign

with India’s rising sun or the Austral-

ian flag with its four stars depicting

the southern cross.

Every day a few ships draw Into

midstream and with half exposed pro-

pellers thrash their way toward the

sea. They have before them a terrible

tossing about by the Arabian sea mon-

soon, but even at that they must be

thankful to the depths of their souls.

Basra is all that is vile. The very air

one breathes is rank poison. The tem-

the rlyer. It will go higher. The shore

Is a smelling swamp where dangerous

mosquitoes breed by billions. Heat

apoplexydiangs over every man’s head

like a sword suspended by a thread.

Cholera comes in the night.

Tried to Block Channel.

A funnel top, a jumble of topmasts
and a few shreds of loose cordage snap-

ping in the breeze bear mute evidence

of the way the Turks attempted to

block the river. British monitors were

pressing close upon the retreating Tur-

kish army, hurling high explosive
shells into its rear guard. The Tur-

kish admiral hurriedly threw three

ships across the river and scuttled

them. The middle -ship was a fine

German liner containing cargo. The

British contemplate salvaging her. The

others were smaller ships —one a light

ship and the other a small steamer.

The plan was admirable, but it was

engineered with characteristic Turkish

inefficiency, and the small steamer on

the right swung clear of the channel

and fouled the liner before she sank.

The Turks are a bit superstitious about

the Tigris and they declare the river

foiled their plans becalise it dld SSt

wish to bore through the river bank

to form a new channel, which It would

have done had the admiral been suc-

cessful. ¦

Anchored in the stream is great
black ship, with a golden star and the

letters “P. S. S.” painted on fcer fun-

nel. The letters translate “prize steam-

ship.” I have seen so many prize

steamships in the East that it seems as

though British captures of Germany's

mercantile marine must compensate

largely for her losses through Ger-

many’s submarine campaign. The

prizes still retain their German names,

probably for the purpose of identi-

fication, although they fly the red

ensign and are operated by government
crews. ? ' ' .

HOBO’S VEST HELD FORTUNE

.Discarded Garment Snatched From

Furnace in a Pennsylvania Hotel

Just in Time.

Bedford, Pa. —Twelve thousand three

hundred and six dollars, the savings of

a lifetime, which Tony Colombo of the

East side, New York, had sewed Ln his

vest, was saved from j. blazing furnace

in a local hotel by a narrow margin.

- George Regoverl, 'cellist in the or-

chestra at the hotel, while motoring

noticed a hobo pick a piece of bread

from the ground where a picnic had

been held several days ago. Regoverl

took the man In his car and carried

him back to the hotel. In the serv-

ant's quarters he was bathed, given a

new suit of clothing and then a meal.

Later he started on his way to New

York.

He/had been gone only a short time

when he returned hastily, cjying that

his savings of a lifetime were sewed

ifi the old vest which he had discarded,

and which the management of the ho-

tel had ordered consigned to the fur-

nace. A hasty search was made and

the money was found, as Colombo said.

ELOPERS GO WITHOUT FOOD

Fearing Wrath of Girl’s Parents,

Maryland Couple Drive 160

Miles to Marry.

Frederick, Md.—Fearing the wrath

of the girl’s parents, more especially
the mother, und egged on by the re-

membrance of an interrupted marriage

in Washington in June, Lacy H. Fitz-

gerald, twenty-one years old, and Ce-

cile B. Steel, seventeen years old, of

Vesuvius, V»-, drove 180 miles into

Frederick, and stopped their machine

only when the courthouse was reached.

The couple had traveled without food

in an effort to obtain a marriage license

and marry before the mother of the

bride stopped the marriage.

“And,” sighed the girl, “I’mso hun-

gry.” a.

“Let’s get married first; we can eat

afterward,” suggested Fitzgerald, and

the couple left the clerk’s office. They

were married by Rev. L. H. Nummel-

baugh, pastor of the United Brethren

church.

FAYING HOMAGE TO VON HINDENBURG

German soldiers hammering nails'lnto the gigantic wooden statue of Gen-

eral von Hindenburg, newly appointed chief of Staff of the German army,

which stands in one of the principal squares in Berlin. For every bail a

donation is made to the Red Cross fund. - ¦— —--

SHELLS DIG BIG HOLES

These four French soldiers have

kindly consented to make a human

ladder, In order to show the depth of a

hole one of the. French big guns digs.

The picture was taken in captured Ger-

man lines.

TO SAVE “OLD MAN’S” HEAD

Rook In Franconia Notch Immortal,

ized by HawthorneLoaing
Its Contour.

Concord, N. H.—“The Old Man of

the Mountain,” as the profile rock in

Franconia Notch has been known for-

years, is losing its head and Gov. Rol-

land H. Spaulding and his council were

engaged recently, in considering means

of repairing the loss.

Through Rev. Guy Roberts of White-

field the governor’s attention was

called to the fact that winter storms

had moved the stone, which forms the

forehead of “The Great Stone Face,”

the name by which the rock was im-

mortalized by Nathaniel Hawthorne.

The great stone, which is in danger of

toppling over, would carry with it the

rock masses forming the nose and

chin.

A return of the forehead stone to its

original position and the construction

of a buckle arrangement to bind it

firmly to the head is proposed.

ARGENTINE CHIEF IS HERMIT

New President Is Not Likely to Be-

come Huge Success So-

daily.

Buenos Aires.—Hipolito Irloyen, the

new president of Argentine, may prove

to be a political success, but there Is

no indication that he will be a success

socially .—-, —— .
The Argentinians expect their presi-

dents-elect, their presidents and ex-

presidents to show themselves in aris-

tocratic circles, to give big balls and

receptions and generally to add to the

gaiety of the capital. President-elect

Irigoyen has been a disappointment in

this respect.
But for one short visit to Buenos

Aires in July, he has remained shut up

like a hermit in his ranch house in the

country ever since his election. The

people are anxious to see him. Pic-

tures of him have been printed but ev-

eryone knows they are fakes because

there isn’t a picture of Irigoyen in ex-

istence. -7==~r

STORK IS VERY GENEROUS

Leaves Three Sets of Twins Within

Few Days In One In- '
diana County.

Lawrenceburg, Ind.—The stork has

county the last few tlays. havlDg left

twin girls at the home of Mr. and Mrs.

William F. Kolb in Logan township,

twin boys at the home of Mr. and Mrs.

Raymond E. .Hines in Harrison town-

shop and twins, a son and a daughter,

at the home of Mr. and,Mrs. Clifford

J. Heaton in Centre township. The

Kolb twins weighed 12% pounds and

are the first born to Mrs. Kolb, who is

the daughter of Frank J. Barber/ coun-

ty commissioner. The Hines twins are

also the first children in the family.

Their mother is a daughter of Dr.

Charles S. Bauer, a physician, and the

Heaton babies are the third pair of

now have six children, three sons and

three daughters.

Slaughter Songsters.

Poughkeepsie, N. Y.—When residents

claimed that the clamor of starlings

and blackbirds murdered their sleep.

Mayor Wilbur hired 12 expert marks-

men, whose guns eliminating the

“sleep-killers.”

The Australian Commonwealth has

the sweetest tooth of all the countries

in the world, its annual per capita con-

sugar being 109 pounds.
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