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! l've Bpent one. wpek among the
' peru ancl taw-briers down on that

"'eoyu to mllk pul hay to’ :et up all at
ltfme. l naver knaw a praachar could

the fnm. Anil it Imuld surprise
msr tl:,ar can tdk t.o 8 kieklng cow,

| remar
| and are spien;lldfjudsal ot yquth That nlght

NO 10

|m the garret, where that prayer or ‘skimmed
milk, or both; soured .on my stomach and 1
was 80 sick I felt sure I would wake up a
corpse the mnext morning. There I was up
there all alone, with nothing to make my last
hours pleqll'a__,_n,t" but some rats playing with
ears of seed eorn,’ and mice jumping half- |
hammer thru some dry pea pods.
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when 1 rexm'v'ea my celleid collar and“gently
folded my. Sunday breeches for a-pillow, little
did~]1 know of the mamf receptlon that was
waiting! mr n‘fe in the pemon of abeut 1800 bed- |-
[ bugh - in ‘all. stages and st'ﬁtions of life. No
sooner had 1 atretched Jny tired llmbs put on

"hl;lut 13~ounce.qutlt than' these ‘bugs all made

sh for me. 1 sprang, o!: my bed, jumped
up in 2 chair ‘and” swattqd them over . their
heads %lth one of my' socks jevery time ‘they
tried. to’ climb the chair legs. A.bout WO
o'clock in th morning these bugs gave it up [
and retired beh;qd the cracks and ceiling and
I practiced awnll& onw féw melancholy notw
of snoring, nnd to. complete my dying,
as that old mlnh;.r ﬁnurmt«! me ?me time
abont four oc]ock‘":-and qumad over three
hours of l1abor’ ‘oﬁt ‘of m berore I could get|
my eyes to worki'ng cdod on their stems. ‘
Now I tell you, myﬂt thlnk a lot more of
a preacher if you dnn‘t ever Im‘rk for him any,
but only see hlln wlten he comes to church
and hear him ll.'nqll throm his nose - that

“Heaven Is My Hoglm” woe L ,-

newspaper ln.‘lllm.ﬂon,' "ﬁe.t.to Tho mm.

Now I havg heard it sa.ld that “Death lovei

Nowallthetﬂh!honntmmohoythn.t'

the cuckleburs and saw-briers don’t have any
more respect for a boy's bare shing than a
politician does for the truth.

“GOOD-BYE OLD BROGAN, 6OOD. BYE:

Many of the old customs and: tmnga which
| werd highly: prized md euenﬂﬂ;a «tln wall--

old easy durnﬂa. ,oconnq;a ‘ivaapon of llfal

-

wartara-—the hom.o-made shoe.
. How tenderly my - tuaushts cling to ..t.ha._
memory of the old brogan! . I made ‘its ac~
quaintanee early in life, and it iervu a8 A
"liflk ‘to connect my barefooted days with the
present.

The first pnir of shoes I ever had were
home-made brosm. lml; T thought thau no-
ble companlons. I was as proud'of thqe shoes
as a girl is of her first beau. I'wore them
for years and years, and I -suspéov if you :
would go and search im my father's oud
moke—houu todny you'd nnﬁ them there yct. y
nearly as good as ever. ~ A bronn shoe m.'
never known to wear ‘out, but metlmu a
telllow. outgrew them and theyhad to 'be hld_

‘I‘ho homﬁ-mlde lhoe was & _most mpder-

vrmht article, and was made: wﬂth-
atlhdthohﬂ;hﬁnzhandotﬂm 'Hlordlt-
fered in ooutrutlon ‘only’ In -size, a8 ‘they -
weui mnde ght and would accommodate
ynur tl: ton* ﬂthn ﬂtht 'or lott.




