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S8YNOPSIS.

Btandish and the Woman,

]
o liev themselves 1n love, spend o
wotk am man and wife in 8 hotel
unb*'r: ww York under nssumed
r& oman awakens o the faot
thalr"engagement G, Biandiah ' proests
e nt off. Sta \

otlon.  Wanda Kelly,
at the Hotel Keswick, Wanh-
Dolitiea) 'boss Gf ‘the house.  He Droposss
the house. L]
and s refused
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“l told you," repeated Tim. "She
is Wanda Kelly.”

Thers was a dead pause. Blakd at
last broke it

“"There's about fortyfilve million
women In the United Staten,” he mut-
tered dazedly, "and out of that whole
Iot, you had to go and—and fall in love
with—"

“What's your objection?” bristled

one of reasons her determination to | Tom. “You don't even know her, yet.”
- Sharesnman Frans 8BS [ T don't, bey?” retorted Blake.

Btandish, t insurgen Then, checking the impulss to tell

ting the llnmm # In | yig gon the story of hls verbal tilt
lerests of t ral # ma 4

ne n seok nua.. 1o fiand. | with Wanda, he added:

- Mgy Bl ) g he S| “Maybe I don't. But 1 know her

) s ecandidate for | kind. She's after a rich man's son.

trign to win Btand- | ghe's an ensy-mark hunter. And she's

threatens to dig
ake finds put aboul

be
the
npeaker of m F
tito S paat? o
e Mtel” Ho secursd AN
i securen
m“'"m ik the .Jm or"m. Waman
use the story as n club
W o ‘;l“ the Mullins bill
3 ake and hin father have &
0 Blake Jarh = (vhp tosecure
ayn
mame of lhn‘“’of-nnu. Heo iells Miss

hat he In to have o talk wit
l‘..ﬁnd lh‘a?’ﬂfll- conclusion the Int-
tar will up & number the fe

one
warn the Woman, He offers Minsy Kelly
for that number, At the conclusion
terview  with Binks, Sta
a rk wire enlla
b Q few minutes later Robertson lel
elly to call Plass 1001 and get his
Rian Sl iten o v i BiaEe o
ally re o give Jim e the
numbor called by StAndINn.
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- CHAPTER X.~Continued.

“Well,” answered Tom, trying not
to show his irritation st Blake's tone.
"I—tba fact is—I want to get mar.
m.ll =
: blazes you do! Is that a boast
or & confession "

“l don't quite understand you,”" sald
Tom stiflly,

“I mean,” began his father, I mean
~—oh, never mind all that. Who's the
girl?”

‘“Before | tell you," evaded Tom, “1'd
like to get your views on the proposl
tion In general.”

© . "In gen " repaated Blake. “Son,
- marriage never a proposition In
general! Because overy woman (s an

- axveption that proves no rule. You
can't clussify ‘em any more than you
cean classify a nest of hornets that
you happen to step into. Hell's full
on. Bo's Heaven, 1 guess. But
ther class got to either place by
following mny ‘proposition In general’
me," ho demanded, hia philosoph-
mood changing In & flash to one
alinost sayage Intentness, "“4s this
girl the sort who ¢an help you In get-
: want to put you?"
I tell? You've never told
you Intended to put

;
{

“Then I'll tell you now. There's no
need fin- #hlling any farther

v « I've made you a
lawyer. You'll have one
as assistant district attor-
e an distriet attorney.
ey-general, After that

In thé cabinot-—just to
thinge—"
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sre's only one thing left,” sald
almost In awe, as his father hes-
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fed Blake grimly. "“"Well,
) be left when we get
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for me. Thia girl
marry--can she help you?
; you—right up
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.
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repeated Blake, raystified,
“Yes. Wanda Kelly, the yhone op-
erator downslalra”
“What?" exploded Blake,
Then he collapsed In ‘the nearest

“Keliy ?"

“Well" demanded Tom, Instautly on
the defensive,

“Ie—it's a bum joke,” growled
“Maybe it'd go betfpr with the
banjo. Stop guying me, boy, and tell
me who the girl really le.”

3

found one all right, all right.”
“That's absurd. You don't know—"
“Absurd or not,” snapped Blake, “it's
got to stop short! I'm not going to
let you throw yourself uway on a girl
lke that. If it comes to a show-down,
I' withdraw my support from you.

b | And then what can you do? Hey?! An-

awer me that. Here I've glven you
the softest wnap there is—a big salary
for loafing around an office a few
hours m week. How much could you
make by your own law practice if once
1 také my hand from under you?
You haven't got an earning abllity of a
thousand dollars a year. And you
know it. Suppose I try that; and sce
it she's so blooming anxlous; then, to
mAarry youw."

“l understand,” sald Tom bitterly.
But you're wrong. 1 dido't nsk your
consent. 1 just told you what my
plans are. That's all,”

“It's enough, 1 guess.”

“look here, dad. You spoke Mst
now of coming to a show-down. Also
you clalm I'm no good without your
backing. If 1 can't make a living on
my own hook, It's high time for me to
begin to learn how. If all the educa-
tion and money and training you've
gpent on me have fitted me for noth-
Ing except to be a political eatspaw
for you, t's time I started along a
fresh line. You've outlined my posl-
tion pretty clearly. And I'm going to
make my own way—with the girl 1
mean to marry."”

“Oh, you poor wall-eyed fool!" sigh-
ed Blake.

“If I'm a fool,” flared Tom, "1 In-
herit "

“Of ull the sensclesa come-backs |
ever heard,” commented PBlake dlis-
gustedly, “that's about the fatest and
sllllest. However, we understand oach
other at last—"

“I suppose,” broke In Tom, with
sulky contrition, “I needn't have said
that. I'm sorry”

"You neodn't be, Maybe you were
right. Perhaps It wasn't such a punk
come-back after all. But, of course,
it's tough for & man to see his only
son throw himself away on a—"

“Btoady, dad! [ won’t stand for that:
sort of talk about her. Not even from
you."

"Whether 1 say it or not,” grumbled
Blake, "you know what I think, BSo
what's the difference?”

"“When you ohange your mind,” an-
awered Tom, fighting hotly for =elf-
control, “you'll have less to take
m.ln

He jammed on his hat, flung open
the door—and confronted a man and
& woman who were entering.

The woman—tall, slender, strikingly
bandsome—darted forward to where
Jm Blake stood seowiing at his son.
And at sight of her the scowl changed
to a Ught that few men had seen—or
suspected—in the grim old politician's

“Hello, Grace!” he exclaimed in de

| light. “Gee, but you come like & bunch

of sunshine after a Welah-rabbit night-
mare! Stand still and let's look at
you!
Tom. He's got other people to kiss.”
CHAPTER XI.
Bafore the Storm.

“It's good to got A welcome at last,”
laughed Qrace. “Mark's been as cross
a8 & bear”

“l haven't declared Robertson,

“You have!” she insisted. “And just
becausc the traln was a few minutes
Iate. Oh, well—a fow houra, then.
When 1 got in you were stamping up
and down the platform surrounded by
a blue hase; like Ajax defying the—
rallroad. Really, I was ashamed of
F¥ou, If it hadn't been for the lovely
flowers you got me—".

“What was the delay? asked Blake.

“I don't know,"” she answered, laying
aside her wraps with Robertson’s awk-
ward If enger ald. “The englne mads
too strenuous an effort to get out of
Baltimore. And It broke down. How
are you, dad?™

“Oh,” grunted Blake, "as well as a

No, don't waste time kissing|.

hope to make himeelf worthy of such
o wonderful son, ="

“Tom!"” eried Grace in jolly reproof.
“Thore's been another explosion!
What was It, this time? Tell ms!™

“Politics,” answered Hlake before
Tom could speak. “I'm a wicked, hope-
lass, corrupt old guy. And Tom's Just
discovered it—for the thousandih
time. It's hurt his feeling something
terrible.”

“Why do you boys quarrel so fool-
ishly?" she demanded. “Nelther of
you ever quarrels with me. I'm going
to be an arbitration committes and a
dove of peace, all In ons, and settle
your grisvances—when I get time.”

“And, speaking of time,” put in
Mark, “I ought to be at the Capltol
this very minute. Coming?” he asked,
turning to Blake and Tom.

“In & little while,” sald Blake, “You
two run on. [ want to speak to
Grace.”

Tom led the way from the room.
Mark, following, paused an instant on
the threshold.

“By the way, Grace,” he called, over
hin shoulder, “wa've asked Standish to
come here. It wouldn't do for us to
be seen conferring with him at the
Capitol or anywhere olse in public,
If he gets here before we're back, ask
him to wait, won't you?"

His wife's back had been turned to-
ward him and she was leaning over &
table arranging flowers in a vase, Her
voles as she replled was quite Indif-
ferent.

“Certainly,” she agreed. “Confer
all night if you want to, so long as
you don't do it loudly enough o keep
me awake.

Robertson closed the door, leaving
Orace and her father alone together.
Noting Blake's scowl, she asked:

“How Is the Mullins fight coming
on?"

“Twenty-fourth round,” he replied.
“Both men groggy.”

“You'll win, though!’ she said; and
there was scarce & note of Interroga-
tion in hér volce,

“It's & way I've got,” bluffed her fa-
ther; loath that the daughter, whose
fulth In his powers was BO gecure,
should know of the stralts in which he
was laboring. “Btandish s doing his
best to block us. And he thinks he's
done It. A lot of other folks think so,
too. But I'm fixing up a mine to
spring under him tonight. And after
the explosion I guess the alr will clear
for the Mullins bill. But that wasn't
what 1 wanted to speak to you about.
It's Tom."

olll\om?’l

“Yes. He's In love”

“Is that all? Oh, I see. The quar-
rél was about that. He came (o you
for sympathy and—"

“@Qirl, there's four things no man
oan get sympathy for. I don't know
why, but he can't: having his umbrella
stolen; getting his best hat sat on; a
toothache; and falling In love. Dut it
happens. Tom didn't come looking for
sympathy, He just handed me an ul-
timatum, And it didn’t ultimate.
That's where I want you to help me.”

“Who is she? Do I know her?"

“You've probably seen her here at
the Keswick, though I don't suppose

“What Was the Delay?™ Asked Blake.

you've noticed her. You wduldn't be
likely to. She's Wanda Kelly.”

“Not the phone girl? asked Grace in
dismay.

“You win. Real nice, ain't {t?
Makes an awful hil with me, after all
Yye done and planned for that hoy, to
have him tumble Inte an affair like
this."

“Don't worry!"” she reassured him.
“There are other ways of convineing a
man—aespecially a  lover—than by
storming at him. You know all about
politics, dad, and you can whip voters
and congressmen Into line. But Tom
needs a different line of attack. And

man may hope to be who never can'he's golng to get it. From me.”
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MUCH GOOD IN HEARTY LAUGH | ference in the physical results be-|in this connection. A Chinese gentle

it Promotes the Circulation of Blood
In the Carotid Arteries and Con-
tracts the Muascles.

A British sclentist who has been
making a study of laughter has pro.
a list of things that happen
A porson gives away to sudlble
‘On sach slde of the throat,
there ls an artery call

E

tween Joy and sorrow,

In reallty laughter I8 not an easy
thing. 1t results In a great, although
Involuntary, effort—an effort as great
a8 though one were lMfting & great
welght—and In both cases the muscles
of both the throat and stomach con-

Now, when laughter Is very hearty,
when It I
whole body s convulsed, and this
menns that avery muscle s contract-
¢d. Here ts where people “double up”
with laughter, Whether it is laugh
ter or crylng, the same thing hap
pens, If it I8 an excesslve omotion—
that {6, the blood congests the tear
glands, and these glands ovarfiow,

| forclug out the tears,

Cheap Shirts In China.
Chinese and Japanese skirt material
cheap and attractive, and the iow
price of labor enables the native tal
ors o place excellant shirts on the
sl most reasonable prices

Iﬁm
the low
specific

ey

man who dresses In forelgn style had
& native tailoi’ come to his house and
muke shirts for him to order. The man
made at least one shirt a day, and re-
celved 140 cash a day for his work
and his food In addition. As the food
okt not more than 110 cash, the total
cost a day did nol. exceed 250 cash,
which, at the present rate of exchange,

actually exocessive, the [(Amounts to less than 10 cents United

States currency, As the shirts which
this man made are excellent in every
way, there Is litile Inducement for the
Chinese 0 buy ready mado shirts from
abroad, for similar arrangements can
be made In any part of China, the cost
varying slightly.

Bad, Worse and Awful,

Within an inch of space In his latest
story, Bernard Capes treats us to
these three comparisons:

“His face was as white as a drained
'w‘n

“He gave a scream llke & runover
woman."

“He staggored back with a sob that
was wrenched from him like & hook
trom a fiak's throat.”

| *“Say!” ejaculated Blake. "You've
(taken a threeton load off my mind.
|By the way, do you know anything
about this Kclly glrl?™

“I've gpoken to her once or twloe.
What about her?”

“She lin't a fool. She's rather pret-
Ly, too. She's got a strangle hold on
Tom, with the Idea that the same
strangle hold will choke some of my
cash out of my pocket It won't. Tell
Tom so. Bo long! I've got to chase
over to the Capitol. We'll all be back
in a little while for our confab with
Standish. You'll keep him hare If he
comes before we get back?"

“Yes," she replied a little wearily.
“I'l keep him here,”

CHAPTER XII.

The Foriorn Hope,

For a minute or o after her father
had left her, Grace Robertson busied
herself in laying away her hat and
furs and In putting a stray feminine
touch here and there to various detalls

of the room's disarranged appolint-
ments.
But another woman could have

seen how very mechanieal all Grace's
movements were. Al avery step in the
hall outside the sulte, she paused and
seemed to brace herself as for some
ordeal. When at last the electric buz-
tor announced a caller, she moved
with perfect calmness to the door, as
though to admit a stranger. But at
slght of the figure on the threshold
of the opened door, her hard-won com-
posure changed to a frigid stiffness.
For the visitor was not Standish.

It was Wanda Kelly,

“May | come in, Mrs. Robertson?”
asked the girl nervously, glaneing be-
hind her as she spoke. .

A cold inclination of the head gave
the desired permission. Wanda en-
tered, laoked about; then waited while
Grace closed the door,

" “You know me?” nsked the girl,

“I think so0,” roturned Qrace, in no
measure unbending, “You are Miss
Kelly, aren't you? The phone girl
downstalrs?"*

“Yes. I got one of the boye to mind
the switchboard while I came up. Is
—i8 any one In there?” she continued,
glancing toward the door that led to
the inner rooms of the suite.

“No one," snld Grace. “Why do you
aek? Is your business with me so
very private?”

“Yes. Bo private that I don’t know

how to begin.”
*8he paused. Grace would give her
no assistance; but stood watching the
younger woman with the air 'of one
who coolly waits for a dead-beat to
bring the conversation to the begging
point,

“l don't know how ta begin" Wan-
da fritered once more.

“Indeed?” querled Grace.

“You haven't heard anything?"
asked Wands. “They haven't told
you? Your father hasn't told you any-
thing about me?"

“Please be more explieit.”

“You have heard!" exclaimed Wan-
dn. “And yet you can stand there as
If nothing had happened.”

“Nothing has happened that could
cause any of us real nervousness.
This boyish folly of my brother's—"

“Your brother's? echoed Wanda In
a bewilderment whose genulneness
Grace could not doubt. “"Have they
dragged him into It, too?" ’

“Misa Kelly,” sald Grace, “we seem
to be talking at cross-purposes. Will
you kindly come to the point? What
Is it you think I have or haven't
heard 7

“About their scheme to wreck Mr.
Standish—"

“Mr. Standish!*

The exclamation was out before
Grace was well aware of it. But she
managed, none the less, to give the
quickly spoken words a turn of ecivil
inquiry, and her face did pot change.

“Yes," hurrled on Wandd. "They're
digging up the old scandal. They've
unearthed it all except the Woman's
name. They must get that before they
can go ahead. When they get that
name they'll use the story to ruin him
—and her."”

“Yea? returned Grace, her sweet
volce bare of emotion and her expres-
alon one of polita boredom. “And why
should you come to me with this
story? 1 am not interested In the
senmy side of politics.”

“Oh, all right,” said Wanda deapon-
ently. “If that's the way you take it,
It's no business of mine. But you're
Tom Blake's sinter and 1 couldn't let
you run into the trap without warn-
ing you. I've done It. And I've been
called Impertinent for my pa!ns. When
I first found out It was you who were
mixed up in the case, I sald to my-
self: ‘Let Jim Blake go ahead. Let
bhim hit out In the dark at the Wom-
an, and smash his own heart with the
blow. It'll be fair' Then, I got to
thinking It over. And—well, I found 1
couldn’t quite bring myself to pay off
my own debts by spolling anolher
woman's life. 1 guess I'd be a failure
at politics,” she ended with a little
langh of self-disgust. “That's all
Good-by "

“And g0, sald Grace slowly, "you
ceame to me—jusl o hLelp we? You
didn’t think for an instant that, out
of gratitude, 1 might help you?r

“Help me? How?"

“By making it eany for you to carry

out vour 1dea of marrying my brother?
Perhaps by using this scandal story as
a threat to foree me (nto helplng you ™
Wanda looked at her “or a full half
minute In blank silence, Then, turns
ing to the door, she sald:
“l guess | was a fool to butt In."
"One moment!” Interposed CGraes:
adding, as Wanda paused: “You—you
made certain Insinuations about mae,
Just now. You must prove them—you
must glve me your reasons for the
absurd supposition that 1 might know
anything about this Standish scandal.”
“Mrs. Roberteon,” replled Wanda

not in your class. 1 don't know just
how women in your station of life
manage such things., But It ms
rather tough that you ean’t find a way
to defgnd yourself without inmsulting
me, Let that go. You want to know
how I found out? T tell you. Barly
thls evening Mr. Standish learned of
this scheme to wreck him. He knows
the story couldn't be used without the
Woman's name. And Blake bluffed
him into believing the machine would
have the name before midnight. Mr.
Standish’'s first thought was to warn

“WIll Mr. Standlesh Explain to Your
Husband Why He Called You Up?

the Woman. Just as Blake had known
it would be. He called up your house
in New York—"

“What of that? I was not at home
this evening. I wams on my way here
to—" !

“But Mr. Standish didn’'t know that,”

“And,"” pursued Grace flercely, “just
because Mr. Standish chanced to call
up my husband’'s New York homs,
you've evolved ‘this fnsane theory.
What proof i{s there—beyond your un-
backed word—that he called up my
house?"

“The time-card at central. A list of
all calls Is forwarded every evening
to central and—"

“That proves nothing!" declared
Grace. "Nothing at all. Oh, it's a4 pret-
ty trick you're playing, Miss Kelly. A
very pretty trick. But it will fail. You
build it all on the statement that some
one called up the house of Governor
Robertson. Fifty people call up our
house every day. And on the strength
of that, his wife {4 to be inveolved in a
gtory of low Ilutrigue—Oh, it's out-
rageous!” .

“Will Mr. Standish explain to your
husbang why he called you up?"

“He dldn't call me up. Mr. Standish
could have had nothing to say to me.
He'll deny every charge you: make.
And my word will be believed ahead ot
2 blackmalling phone girl's, 1 need
simply say you tried to galn my help
by means of threals to—"

“You need slmply say 1t? Will you
Ewear to 1t?"
“Yes!" flashed Grace. “If the need

arlses. A woman's reputation isn't de-
stroyed so easily as you seem to think,
Miss Kelly." .

“And the country hotel proprietor?™
asked Wanda. “I forgot to say they've
sent for him. He can identify the
Woman who was registered as ‘Mrs.
Fowler'— He—"

“Do you suppose, for one moment,”
sald Grace, white to the lips, “that my
husband would subject me to the in-
dignity of being looked over like a
common coriminal? 1 need oanly tell
the truth—deny the whole malicious
lle—and—"

“Oh!" broke in Wanda, with reluct-
ant wdmiration, “you'res brave, Mrs.
Robertson! As brave as they make
them, You're putting up & glorious
fight. And [ can't help liking you for
it. Because I know—bchind the brave
front—you're sick with fear."

“You think—?"

“1 know it. And-—believe me or not
—you've got me sized up all wrong.
I—I'm not going to marry your broth-
er. But 1 don't want to see his sister
get into this iaess. Why don't ydu
trust me?™

“Really—"

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

No Uniform Welght for Sait.
The welght of a bushel of salt as
establigshed by the different states,

varies from fifty to eight pounds.

UGLINESS PUT TO ACCOUNT

English Club Admitted to Member
ship Only Those Whose Appearance
Was Unpreposaessing,

A century and & half ago Liverpool,
England, boasted an “Ugly Club”
whose motto was “"Tetrum ante omnla
voltum"—an ugly face before all
things. The club minute book covers
a period of 11 years. A member had
to be a bachelor with "something odd,
remarkable, droll or out of the way
in his phiz; as In the length, breadth
or narrowness thereof, or in the com-
plexion, cast of his eyes, or make of
his mouth, lips, chin, ete—of which
the majority of the soclety are to
Judge, the president to have a cast-
lng vote” ™ines seem to have been
the chief source of the club's rev-
enue, which was spent in food and
drink at the Exchange coffee house,
where they met,

On his admit to the “Ugly
Club"” a short ve skélch of the
new member was eotered in the min-
ute book, and among them we find an-

other claimant to the title of the

-

ugliest man on earth in “Jos. Farmer,
merchant,” whose description reads as
follows: “Little eyes, one bigger than
ye other; long nose; thin lanthorn
jaws, large upper lip; mouth from
ear to ear, resembling a shark's: a
rotien sett of irregular teetlf which are
sol off at great advantage by frequent
laughing; his visage long and narrow;
his looks upon the whole extraordl-
nary, haggard, odd, comie and out-of-
yeway. In short, possessed of every
extraordinary qualification to render
him the phoenix of ye soclety, as the
like won't appear agaln this 1,000
years"™

Baehful,

A buxom farm lass wos recently
called as & witness In - case In &
Yorkshire (Eng.) county court. The
girl happened to mention that her
sweetheart knew something about the
matter, *Oh,” said the judge, “then I
think we had better call him to court!™
The girl blushed furiously. *“It won't
be any good, sir,” she protested. “Ah'm
fair put to It to get him to court whes
we're alone, an Ah'm sure he won't &0

it befose all you gentlement™

her hand still on the door-knob, “I'm :

LITTLE THINGS COUNT

—_—

English Farmer Profits by Keep-
ing Detailed Records.

3
Ram Is Kept Separate Until Ewes Are
Gathered for Inspection, Thereby
Avolding All Over-Exertion In
Running Around,

By B. H. JAYNES.)

Nothing Is more dlscouraging than
a lot of lambs of various ages, uneven
in size, running with a flock of ewes
that would, had they bedn given the
opportunity, have lambed at the same
period. For the past month or two
the ram should have been in a lot by
himself and eating al the nice julay
grass he desired.

The value of such & grass plot can
hardly be over-estimated. It gives
the ram a tender bit of picking, caus
ing him to take sufficlent exerclse to
keop him in the best of trim.

Supplement this with an abundance
of fresh water, a little salt and a trifie
of oats, and we have a combinsation
guaranteed to give results in the line
of & big, strong, vigorous sire,

A practice that {8 common with
English breeders and which our
farmers must eventually follow is the
hard coupling of ram and ewes.

The American farmer turns his ram
with the ewes and trusts to luck t3
bring him a good crop. He does not
know whether the ram is safely set-
tling the ewes or .not.

Too often the ram abuses himself,
to the detriment of the Iatter part of
the crop. Then, too, the exertion from
running around, as a ram in a bunch
of ewes usually does, undermines his
vigor.

Compare this with your English
farmer . The ram s kept to himself
all the time except when he s led
out to the ewes. He gets his sllowance
of graln and his bite of grass, no mat-
ter how hard pressed the farmer ls
for feed, for he knows too well that a
handful of grain given to the ram Is
as good as one glven to each of the
ewes,

When evening comes, the farmer
leads his ram out to where the ewes
are gathered for the inspection of the
ram. The lead {8 loosened from his
halter and he quietly procseds to In-

A Prize Winner.

spect the flock. One is found in heat,
ghe I8 served and the shepherd quietly
removes her while the ram continues
his fuspection,

When all has been served the ram
is removed and a record s made of
the ewes bred, the date and anything
else that may be needful.

The pure bred owner takes the éar
tag number of his ewe and her date
of bréeding is put down on his flock
record. The grade sheep owner
marks his ewes {n some conspleuous
manner.

For Instance, the first week he uses
red paint placed on the hip, the sec-
ond week on the back, the third on the
shoulder, etc. Different colors of painta
being used, if possible to know by the
mark on her back just when she will
lamb,

When lambing time approaches
there s no question about when a
ewe should lamb. He has the records.
A glance and he has the whole story
before him. A sharp contrast to the
former who has to “tell by guess”
about when a ewe is to lamb, and who
consequently looses a high per cent.
of his crop.

Is it too much trouble to do this?
Is it too much trouble to get your corn
planted or to harvest your oats when
ripe?

Your lambing season is your' har-
vest, It awaits you, but the time of
harvesting (giving birth to lambs) 18
uncertain, unless you know by your
records when to expect it,

Brother farmer, it is these little
things that count. They mark the
difference between the progressive
farmer and the shiftless or indifferent,
between the business farmer dnd the
work horse kind, between the money
maker and the loser, between succedas
and failure, We are all of us either
one or the other.

Rot of Tomatoes.

This disease often attacks plants
that are not sprayed. It ls first no-
ticemble as small, black or brown spots
on the leaves or stems of the piants,
occurring first on the lower and older
leaves; but with favorable weather it
spreads rapidly until the plant is de-
follated, and the spots on the stems
have coalesced into irregular, blackish
patches. If a plece of bark with these
spots be examined under & high power
microscope, innumerable small, cres-
cent-shaped bodles may bs seen
These are the frulting spores of the
fungus. Spray with Bordeaux mixture.

Selecting Pullets,

At the Maine experiment station, they
pelect the good layers by plcking up
the pullets which soonest show red
combs and begin to sing, as pullets do
when getting ready to lay, and put-
ting them in a flock by themselves.
By picking out these éarly layers they
got a flock which averaged 150 eggs
during thelr first laying year and a
flock of that kind Is good enough for
anyone.

Keep Drainage Grades Even.

In laying tile be sure the grade Is
made even enough so that the water
can flow through at a uniform rate.
This prevents sediment from being de-
posited, as will happen when a fiat
grade follows a steep one. Be sure
the bottom of the ditch is perfectly
level.

HOW ONION SMUT IS SPREAD

e— ——

Disease Is Conveyed From Field to

Field on Farm Implements—One
Remedy Used by Growers.

—

During the Iast five years this dim

ense has-spread rapldly, the smut prob-

ably being conveyed from fleld to field
upon farm Implements and with ma-

nure containing smutted onlon refuse,

as discarded onlons are usually de-
posited upon manure plies. In some

sections the losses resulting from this

fungus ha¥e been so great that the
growers, in some eases, no longer find
the crop profitable.

The severity of the disease In dif-
ferent localities s varlable. It ap-
pears at first in isolated spots here
and there in & fleld, and from these
spreads In all directions untll the
whole plece becomes affected, and the
cultivation of onlons upon it has to
be discontinued. Short rotations do
not materially diminish the amount ot
smut; In a particular fleld badly

Smutted Onion.

smutted the order of planting had
been clover for two years, corn one
year. A five-year rotation will not,
from the experience of growers, ellm-
inate the disease.

It mppears reasonably certain that
the disease I8 not generally spread by
the seed. K may, howeyer, ocoaslon-
ally be introduced with seed from an
infected locality. It is also certaln
that the smut is spread with plows,
weaders, harrows, rukes and hoes, by
spores clinging with infected earth to
the implements.

When eoll I8 known to be affected
one pound .of 40 per cent. formalde-
hyde to 26-33 gallons of water should
be applied with a drip attachment on
a seed drill at the rate of 600 to 700
gallons of solutlon per acre. This
has been used with success by sev-
eral large growers, In one Instance
the treated part of a fleld yieldéd over
500 bushels per acre, while the un-
treated plot yilelded omnly about 100
bushels of inferior onlone to the acra.

FARM MANAGER IS VALUABLE .

Splendid Opportunity Offered fo~ Col-
lege-Trained Men, With Bcientific
Knowledge of Farm.

(Hy WILLIAM A. FREEACOFF,)
The other day I ran across a busl-

ness man who owned a 700-acre farm.
He was looking for a manager.

1 was paying my last one $3,000 &
year,” he explained, “but he wasn't &
big enough man for the job. 1 want s
$5,000 man now.”

Thie farm hed many departments,
such as horse, dairy, frult, vegetables,
hogs and several others, a foreman
being placed at the head of each de-
partment. 1

The equipment was of the best: The
buildings were scarcely to be equaled
in the state. It was a farm on which
good work could be done.

Still, the owner dld not particularly
care to make money on the place. He
was rich enough as It was. His es:
tablisking of a 20-acre lawn was suf-
ficlent evidence for that

“I want things different,” he con-
tinued In his explanation. “For in-
stance, I have ordered the hortleul-
turist to pay no attention to the com-
mon commercial apples. 1 want ap-
ples on my farm [ am not able to buy
on the open market.”

This the keynote of the management
of such a farm. All the work ls ex-
perimental; everything goes to satls-
fy the owner's whim.

There are hundreds of such farms
being layed every year. There would
be more but for the fact that capable
managers are not to be had,

A splendid opportunity for college-
trained men, with a sclentific knowl-
edge of farming, is thus opened. But
it requires men with & good deal of
tact to handle a dozen foremen who
aro also college graduates,

These men will have a chance to do
much individual work: they may apply
their knowledge to' the utmost.
Searcely restricted by the lack of
funds, and not under the necessity of
making the farm as & whole pay large
dividends, they may devote thelr time
to breeding up herds, grains and fruits,

8mall Frult Matters.

During the fall and winter is a good
time to begin preparation for the set-
ting of the strawberry bed next
spring, or those bush fruits that
should be found In every garden.
Late fall plowing Is advantageous. It
tenda to the destruction of Insect life.
Fall plowed land 1s, a8 a rule, in &
workable condition in the spring
ahead of unplowed land.

The action of the elements will
make the soll more friable. Becauge
of these two points galned, the mols
ture, contents aund conserving power
of the soll will be Increased.

Protection From Rabbits,

Young apple trees can be easlly pro-
tected from rabbits and mlce by strips
of wire netting. These may be rolled
around a broom handle to make them
eylindrical and thus keep their shape
when sprung on the trunks. Netting
24 Inches wide s large enough. If
the netting is galvanized and If the
strips are made large enough to allow
for four or five years' growth, no fur-
ther attention need be given the trees
after once Inclosed. The cost is only
a few cents, but this |s insurance, as
the time lost in replacing a tree s to
be considered. .

Heavy Producing Oatas.

In some Ontarlo experiments the
varieties of oats producing an average
yield of qnore than 90 bushels an acre,
based on the results of five years, are
Baunner, New Zealand, Yeliow Russian
and Peerless. HSearboro produced the
largest yield of straw, beiog 437 tons
an aore. : v
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