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CHAPTER 1 sweetheprts 'In the old days 6t “fhe
I Woodtraf? schoolhouse down the rod
A Malden's “Humph!® and before the fteful thme wher
: dennle went “off to school” and Jim
] by ron ks dinv's work " 0
THn Brnught from b lny's - work afl | began to support his mother, They

the fragranees of next venr's mendows,
He had been feeding the erops, Al
things have oppesite poles, nnd
geents of the furm are no exceptinn
to the rule. Just now, Jim Irwin pos
sessed In his clothes and person the
olfactory pole opnosite (o the new-
mown hny, the frogrant bhutter snd
the scented hreath of the Inwing kine
—perspiration nnd top-dressing,

He wung not quite so keenly eon-
sclong of this as was Jennie Woodruff,
Had he been so, the glitimer of her

white plgque drogs on the heneh under |

the basgwor | would not have drawn
him back from the gate. He had come
to the house to nsk Colonel Woadruft
thout the farm work, and having re
celved Instructions to take g teim and
foln In the rond work next day, he had
gone down the walk between the hoils

of fonr o'clocks nnd petunins to the Inne. |

M the

Turning th 1 (0 e Bpw

through the dusk the wlilte (dress un
der the tree pnd drawn by the greoalest
nttrnetion koown in noture, hod e
etitered the Woodra® geounids and

strolled hnek.

A brief hello hetraved o
ance, and thuat efqunlity which
stlll persiets In theory hetween the
work people on the Ameriean farm
and the famlly of the employer. A
desultory murmur of voices ensyed
Jim Irwin sat down on the
not too close, be It ohserved, to the
plque skirt, . ., . There cnme into
the voices a note of deeper enrnests
ness, betokenlng something qulte aslde
from the rippling of the course of true
love running smoothly, In the man's
volce was a tone of protest and plead.
Ing. & o .

“L know you mre” snld she,
after all these yenrs don't you think
Pou should be at least preparing to
be something more than that?"

“What can 1 do?" he pleaded.
tied hand (lm_l fouts = 5 o
have. . . .

“You might have” sald sne, =hut,
Jim, you haven't . ., ., and I don't
see any prospects, , ., M

“T have bheen writing for the farm
papers,” sald Jim; “but , , M

"But that doesn't get you nnywlhere,
you know. . . You're a great
(deal more able and intelligent than
Ed, and see what a fine positlon he
has In Chiengo, . . 2

Il aecquning.
goeinl

"'m
I might

“There's mother, you know,” sald
Jim gently,
“You can't do anvthing here” sald

Jennie, “You've been n furm-hnnd for
fifteen years and you always
will be unlese you pull yourself loose,
Even a girl can make a place for her-
self If she doesn't marry und leaves
the farm. You're twenty-eight yeuars
old.”

“It’s all

wrong!™” sald Jim gently.
“The farm ought to be the place for
the best sort of career—I love the
goll 1"

“I've been teeching for only two
vears, und they say %11 be nominated
for county superintepdent If 'l tolee

It. Of course 1 won't—It seemns silly—
but if it were you, now, It would be
u first step to a life that leads to

gonething."

“Mather and I con live o my wnges
—nand the gnrden and chickens, nud the
cow," sald Jim, “After 1 recelved my
tencher's certificate, 1 fried to work

out some way of dolng the same thing |
wiges, TI|

on a country teachet's
couldn't. It deesn't seem right”

Jim rose and after pacing back and
forth sat down ngain, a little closer
to Jennle. Jennle moved away to the
extreme end of the bench, and the
shrinking away of Jim as if he had
been repelled by some sort of negative
magnetism showed either sensitive
nege or temper,
© ®3t geems as If It ought to be pos-
sible,” sald Jim, “for a man to do
work on the farm, or In the rural
schools, that would make him a livell-
hood. If he Is only a fleld-hand, It

onght gsible for him to save
6!3"% %"53‘; a farm.”

* “Pw's land ly worth two hundred
dollags a0 acre” sald Jennle. “Six
months of your wages for an acre—
even If you lved on nothing"

“No,” he nssented, “it can't be done. |

and the other thing can't,
There cught to he such conditions that
# teacher could make a Uving."

“They do," “if
an live at home

gald

du

they
cations, I

i the ecounlry

.. " Wer pal

y, 1 think. *“You murry!"™ Then
nfter remalming silent for nearly &
minute, ehe uttered the syllable—with-

{ which this narrg-
been writlen

out the utterdnece o
tive would not have
“You marry! Huomph!*

Jim Irwin rose from the bench
tingllng with the Insult he found I
Ler tome. They had been boy-and-girl

W———

the |

bencli— |

*hnt \

had eveon kissed—und on Jlm's side,
lonely us was his life, cut off as It
necessurlly waus from ol companion
ghip save that of his tiny home and
his fellow-workers of the fleld, the
tender {ittle love-story wis the sole ro.
mance of his life, Jennle's “Humph 1"
rétired this romance from clrenlation
he felt. It showed contempt for the
Idea of his muarrying, It relegated Him
to 0 sexless cutegory with other de
fectlves, and badged him with the cell

hacy of n sort of Twentieth-century
monk, without the honor of the priest.
Iy voeatlon, From another girl |t

would hiave been bad enough, but from

. Jennle Wondinff—and especiully on

| that quiet summer night under the
Inden—it wus lusupporissle,

| “"Gomd nlght," gald Jim—simply be

| wnuse he could not trost bhoself Lo
RN Iore,

“Good nlght” replled Jennle, and
sut for o lovg time wondering fust
how deaply shie hond anintentlonnlly
wollndid the feellngs of her 1‘:-."‘--|'I-;|
neld-hand}  decliing  thet i he was
driven from her forever, It wouold

solve the problem of terminating that
old ehilldish love affule which stil) e
glsted I otvupying
all of In Lier memory: and
finnlly repenting  of the unpremoed]
tated thruse which might ensily have
hitrt taoo deeply so sensifive a8 man as
Jim Tewlin, But glrls are not usunlly
&0 made na to feel uny very bitter re-
| morse for thelr mule vietims, and go
| Joennie slept very well that night,

o sulte of rooms
its Own

Jim Irwin was bony and rogeed and
homely, with # blg modth, and wide
ears, and o formd stooped with lubor,
He lad fine, lumbent, gentle eves
which Hghted up big face when
gmlled, He was not uely,
possessed ehirm, Thiut s why lttle
Jennle Woodrof® hoad asked him to
help: with her lessons, outher oftener
thin wis necessury, In those old days
In the Woodraft schoolbouse when

L
Jhn Tewin

“You Marry!
Jennle wore her hair down her bnck.

Humph!™

But In spite of this homely charm
of persodality, Jim Drwin was set off

|'from his fellows of the Woodruff
neighborbood, He was different. In
loenl purlonee, he wos an off ox, He
waus g odd as Dick's hidtband, He run

In a gung by himself. He had nlways
liked to read, nud had piles of liter

ature In Nis attle roow which wos
good, because It was chesp,
Very few people know that chenp

Hteruture I8 very likely to be good, be-
cauge It Is old and unprotected by
copyright, Jim had Emerson, Thoreau,
an Encyclopedia of English Literature,
some editions of standard poets In pas
per covers, and a few Ruskins and
Carlyles—all read to regs.

In fact, Jim had a good Ubrary of
publications which ecsn be obtalned
gratls, or very cheaply—and he knew
thelr contents, He had & personal
phllosophy, which while it had cost
him the world In which his fellows
lived, had given him one of his own, ln
which he moved as lonely ns a cloud,
and as untouched of the llfe about
him,

By every test of common life, he
was a fallure. His family history was
8 badge of fallure, People desplsed a
man who wis 80 lncontestably starter
thun they, and yet could do no better
with hlinself than to work Io the fields

,-lu

alongside the tramps and translents |
‘ und hoboes, Bave for his mother and
thelr cow gnd und flock of |

fowls and their wretel

le rented

house, he was & trummp hime

D in B
d him n hims
fr mpon his school t 1 ¢
upon Emerson, Thorean, Huskin and
the poets, and the agricultural reports

nd bulletins,
| All this degraded—or exalted—him
| to the position of en intellectunl farme-
| haed, with a sense of superiority and

Ia feeling of degradation. It made

|

Jennle "Woodruff's “Humph!” potent |
to keep him awake that night, and
send him to the road work with Col-
onel Woolruff's team pext morning
with hot eves and a hotter heart,
Colonel Woodruff's gray percherons

seemed to feel the unrest of thelr
drlver, fur they fretted and actually
executed a clumsy  prance as Jim
Irwly pulled them up #t the end of

the turnplke across Bronson's Slew—a

pedt-annrsh which  mnopually  ofered
the men of the Woodruff districr the |
opporthnlty 1 1d the male equivie
lent of 4 sew ¢lirele whille working
out  thelr rood  tixes.  Columbus
Brown, the putlinaster, prided bim-
well on the Bronson Slpw plke ous
It . 1 in iglneer-
Ing.  Th i cons=isted In houling,
tir L 1l CRTTVA vel out on
the low Q11 swlilel cnreivd the road

i wirsh, and then watehlng
I K 3 THERe next sgmmer,

“Hanl gavel from the essr gravel
bel, Jdir culled  Columbug Brown
frivm il pWest epor in the middle
of the t It "Tuke Newt here to
help Lomd™

Jhn suiiled s b ual glow, gentle
smile ar Newton [lronson, seventeen,
undersized, tobgeco-stalned, profane

nnd prowd of the fact thut he had once
henren way from Des Moines to
Furibnult on frofght truins,
of unxlety to Ws father, and the sub-
Ject of many predictions that he
would come to no good end, Newton
wis out on the road work beeause he
was llkely to be of little use on the
furm, Clearly, Newton was on the
downward road in a double sense—
and yet, Jim Irwin rather liked him.
“The fellers hove put up a Job on
you, Jim" volunteered Newton, as

lis

“Fellers Have Put Up a Job on You,
Jim‘ﬂ‘

they began
grovel,
"Whut sort of joh?" asked Jim.
"They're nominating yon for teach-
er," replled Newton,
“Since when has the positlon

filling the wagon with

of

tegcher been gn elective office?” asked |

Jim.
“Sure,
Niwton.

it ain’t elective, answered
“But they suy thet with as

muny brains as you've got sloshing |

around loose In  the nelghborhood,
you're n cundldate thot can break the
dendlock o the school board.*

Jiimn shoveled on sllently for n while,
and by example urged Newton to earn
the money credited to his father's as.
sessmient for the duy's work,

A slide of earth Just then hrought
town i sweet-clover plunt growing
runkly beslile the top of the pit, Jhn
Irwin pulled it loose from its nnehoes
nge, and after looklog attentively al
the roots, Juld the whole plant on the
bank for sufety.

“What do you want of that weed "
nskell Newton,

Jim pleked it up and showed him

the nodules on [ts rocts—<little white |

knobs, smaller than glohends

“Ever hear of the use of nitrates
to enrich the sofl ¥

"A) (M 314

used on the

lewn dnsy spring s’

"Yos," sold Jlm, “vour futler
st oy Lils lawn, We don't pug It on
aur tedils In lown=—not yet: bt £ N
wiren t lor those white specks on the

elover-rootds, we shonld bhe obllged
Ho=id they do bick eust”
“How o them white specks
us fromw needin' nitrates

“It's a long story,” Jm,
seg, hwifore there were any plints big
enough to be vislble—if there lind
been any one to ses them—the world
was full of 1ittlé plants so small that
there may be billlons of them In one

Lo

keaep

suld “You

of these [ttle white specks. They |
knew how to take the nitrates from !
the ull-— :

“alers eluculated Newlon, “Nitrates

the air! You're crazy!"
“No,” sild Jim, “There ure tons of
nitrogen In the alr thut press down on !
your head—but the hig plants can't
get It through thelr lenves, or thelr
roots, They never hud to learn, be-
cause the little plants—bacterin—Ilo-
cited on those roots and tapped them
for the sap they needed—began to get
thelr board and lodgings of the big
plunts, And In payment for thelr hotel
hills, the Hfttle plants took nltrogen
oug githe glr for both themselves nnd

thelr 1|-|~!:~ ,

“What d've mean by ‘hosts’?™
"Their hotel-keepers—tha big plante.
And now the plants that have the
Hotel poote for the Laeterln furnish
Bty ogs only for the es bt
| 1 ( " fillow. |
¥ ' i it
1
i dowt El of
cor
“Gpe " ® I you conld gt
fo tene) 'd g0 nga
“It would Interfere with yon potl
playing."
“What business In that o' yours?

Interrognted Newt deflantly.
“Well, get busy with that shovel”

A source |

thie stuff the old man|

tisod |

FuERestad Tim, Who hna DeN working

| steadily, ‘driving out upon the fill oe-
oecasionnlly to unload, On his réturn
i moping the next lond, Newton
stiperlor  way, qulte

1 tow his workfel.

in the

al thing

W to yote

for

on £ tot
T | Hretar="  replled
Jl ided that
thy 1 XL
thi itlng for.™
will have

glve the

unless

1 soTh One

Ui of

won't vote for

I-'- riimartin," added

YAnd)" supplled Newton, “Hoakon

T uvs he'll stick to Hetman

P until the Hot Bprings freesoe
v

“And there yon are,’” suld Jim, “Yuu

tell voure: fathier for me thiat 1 think

munle—and that the whole
k& the same,”
" guld Newt,
I'm working

*T'l1 tell him
him to vote

smiled

Jim
wiined o peasant because the Amer-

grimly, He had re-
ledn rur
feally |

ul teacher (8 placed econom-
wer than the peasant. He
guve Newton's chatter no consldera-
tion, But when, In the afternoon, he
hltched his team with others to the
blg road grader, and the gang hecame
concentrated within talking dlstnnce,
lie found that the project of heckling
and chinfling him about his eminent fit-
ness for g scholpstle positlon was to

b the real entertalmment of the oc-
Casion,

| "lim's the enndidate to hust the
dendlock,” sald Columbus Brown, with
d wink, *“Just Hke Gorfleld In that
convention he was nom-

ely, Cont”
wius Cornelius Bonner, an
n, oo of 1 ted]l gehool

bogird, und the captaln of the road

grivder, e winked buck ot the path-
LR o

“Jw's the gray-éyed mnn o des
|II'|- he  peplied, “If he gels two

votes in thao boanrd."
You'd vute for e,
| o Ji,

| -1 anuything wance,” replled
Bonner,
‘ "Trey votlng with Eara Bropson once,

wouldn't you,
usked
Lry

| fur Prue Foster,” suggested Jim.
“Whe's done good work here,”
“Opinlons Aiffer,” sald Bonner, “an’

when you vy  anoything just for
winee, it shouldn't be an irrevocabile
shitlp, me. bye

"You're o reggonable hogrd of publie

servants.” sofd Jim ironically. ~ =I'd | Chmese Mode Is Given
like to tell the whole bourd what 1
think of thet," . Prominence in Pai.s
“Come down tonight,” sald Bonner | Stripge low the Chinese mode has
Jeeringiy. “We're have A | gwy pt over us by way of Paris.  Most
bonrd | wolhonse | we  the ngs speak of Chlhese
il bl Come | solors A hinese feellng, but It has
lown 005 alned for Lmnvin to ent us
vintion ng on- the coollp coants  developed (o all
boprd in't & man of attrnctive fabel the coolls
i 11 1 dlgebrd, | nove iri il Thise she tops
rthat kniws i farmin’ that | wi nidarin t ust to ho ineon.
thie mpl'vers, | down to the | sl 1 i il
=i hoallonse, Aeld- | poq nely  Frenc Ihe
land addriss Mg tome %0 popular that speciad
begash, THom oL 1 the hou of onthuslasts
Comnes, now, Jin Fame pre Dodng decornved ns o bockground
It vary the or 1 the Chinese eonts and hata
The entire Ilm 1301 \ on for
1] s | thos \ the new
uf & thing, und get
“All right, ¢ e, "IN come
andd téll vou ew  things—aml you E = :
AN oo ts you » gbout mnking the | RAGS WANTED—C1enn cotton

miction,"”

winiod at Herald office, Knit

(To be eontinued) ‘ underwaour, ete., not noceptable, 82-tf

VETERINARY

PR T.
of

G. KENNEY, D. V.

Ontario Veterinary

8.

Graduate Colloge A

Now Permanently

Located in Heppner 4

TREATS ANIMAL

ALL DISEASES k I

Office at Red Irond B

Livery

arn Phone Main 332

Sigshee Studio

Is now open and prepared to take
first-class Photographs

B. 6. SIGSBEE

PHOTOGRAPHER

Located on Main Street Opposite Star Theatre, Heppner
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Just Good

We cater to the trade of

those who apprecite good

work and demand their
money’s worth when or-
dering printing. We do
not try to underbid any-
one; we simply give first-
class service at a reason-

able profit and know

the man who charges you

THE HERALD

Printing

less gives you less, and
the one who charges you
more simply makes a
bigger profit than we do.
Whatever your business,
the demand for neatly
printed stationery guar-
antees a profitable invest-
ment. Prompt delivery is
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another claim we make.



