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TWheat, oata, corn and cotton—will he

T STIHATED MONETARY YOELD

ONGE RILLION DOLLARS GREATER
THAN EVER BEFORE (N THE
RISTORY OF THE NATION

ASHINGTON,-~If America
Is walting for good crops
this year to bring about
the dawn of prosperity
gréater than she ever han
known before she wiil
have her fondest hopes
reallzed, The government's report of
wereage wnd probable harvests shows
beyond preadventure that the ylelds
of grain and cotton will be blg—some
of them record crops, But bumper
years In groln and corn and cotton
frequently have brought low prices,
1t will not be so this year. Outslde
of Amerioa the harvests of the world
will be smaller than usual. As a con-
gequence the agriculturists  In this
country will recelve a thousand mill-
fons of dollars more for the products
of their fields than they ever realized
in a single year before. The total
value of the four great staples nlone—

greater this year by mnearly three-
gquarters of a billlon dollars than they
have been In any vear of this coun-
iry's history.

Never before have the great corn
flalds of Amerlea yvielded such boun-
teous harvests as they are golng to

this year
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price was a little pnder 10 cents A
pound nand its total wvalue n little
mere than  $679,000,000. The indl
cated erop this year, according to the
government's experts’ reporte, will be
at least 12,000,000 bales. It Is likely
from the present outlook that this
crop will be marketed at not less than
14 cents n pound, $65 a bale, $780,000,
000-—over $200,000,000 more thian last
year with but a small Increase In the
yleld.

The wheat crop this year will be
at least 462,000,000 bushels, and ox-
ports say that it s not lkely to fall
below §1.10 u bushel for a long time
to come. That means $§729,000,000
worth of wheat will s0oon be on the
way to the elevators. Last year's
harvest was 660,000,000 bushels, and
it brought $620,000,000, so the Ameri-
can wheat farmer will have $109,000,
000 more to spend from that source
than he did the year before,

The reanson wheat s worth more
than a dollar n bushel, which used
to be a price that the farmers dreamed
of, 18 not because the crop in this
country Is especially short. It is but
a little helow the record crop of 1906,
But there has been a shortage In the

The government's estl- ywheat crop all over the world for
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mate 8 nearly three and o quarter
billlon bushels—and nine times out
of ten the government guesses con-
glderably under the actual figures
when all the records are made up.
The biggest yield of corn that thius
country has ever known was in 1908,
less than three billlon bushels, The
average price last year was n little
more than b0 cents a bushel. Corn
for December dellvery ls selling now
At 66 cents a bushel. Figuring the
value of tho present crop this price
would make Its value total the vast
sum of more than two billlons of dol
lars—2,000 millions of money. When
the fAgures of the government's eatl
mate of the buwper crop of corn came
out the other afternoon thore was a
hush in one of the big Wall streot
grain brokerage offices. Then a man
gpoke up: “Great heavens! there
fun't looge money enough in the world
to corner that crop.” Corn alone will
make the American furmer not far
from $500,000,000 richer this year
than he way last.

BUMPER CROPS SURE FOR
BOTH COTTON AND-WHEAT.

Tuke cotton, (oo, Last year's crop
was 11,581,820 bales. The avarage

the last two years, aud it looks as If
this yenr's yleld was going to be seant
also, Outside of America, Europe de
poends  largely on the vast wheat
fields of the Argentine for her bread.
Thirty per cent, less wheat was sown
there this year than last, and it Is
estimnted that the yleld will be &0,
(100,000 bushels less. All this benefits
the American farmer,

The Awmerican farmer will get over
$60,000,000 more for his crop of oats
this year than he did last, In 1908
the yleld was 788,000,000 bushels, and
It sold for $321,000,000 This year's
eastlmate Is 961,000,000 bnutn-!n, which
nt the minlium price of 40 cents a
bushel would bLring in the huge sum
of $386,000000. Only about a milllon
and a half bushels of oats are ex-
ported, NO[, all the rest goes o feed
horses and cattle by sny means. The
200,000 sutomoblles in thia country
have cut down the number of horses
and the consumption of oats porre
spondingly. This decresse has been
more than made up, however, by hu:
mian belngs eating more oats than
they wsed to. Many of the cereal

and thelr consumption in that way

culs i big ngure.
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breakfast foods are made from ouls,

To recapitulate the way the record
runa In this year's Increass In the
value of the four great staples, so |
that the eye can take it In at & glenes, |
here are the Ngures:

Reside these the crops of hay, al
falfa, polaloes, tobacco and the olher
products of the soll are elther no less |
or olge far greater than usual, Kx- |
perta esiimate that the added wealth
that these will stow away In the
pockets of the American farmer this
yoar will be not far from $100,000,000
Add this to the total of the three
groat cereals and ecotton, and the |
total s a thoueand millions of dnl'l!.rn!
—the vast snm by which the natfonal |
wealth will be Increased this year. |

The farmer will not get it all. He |
will pay out vast sums for labor, for
machinery with which to plant new
crops, for new bulldings in which to
house them and his other bolonglnan.l
for luzurles and comforts which he |
har gone without when crops were
poor and prices low,

Getting the crops to market will
bring the rallroad and steamship lines
n tremendous flood of added revenue
over the leaner years. The farmer
no longer storea his graln in the
flelds an he ueed to years ago, He
sends it first to the elevators that
rear thelr huge bulk besgide the rall
road tracka, There he holds It until
he gets the pried he thinks It ought
to bring. If he wants to borrow
money meanwhile the slip of paper
that the grain warehouse gives him
is good collaternl for all he wishes,
Then when the flood of wheat and
colton moves eastward and south-
ward to the ocean gatewnys, where
the great ships are walting to take
it meroas the seas, more money s put
into clrculation, milllons of it, Against
this time when the endless tralng will
begin to journey to the graln poris
on the lakes or Lo the cotton clties
on the gulf the money for the moving
of the crops s being heaped up now
in the great financial centers of ths
country

CONSUMPTION I8 KEEPING
UP WITH PRODUCTION,

America exports only about 2 per
cent. of her corn, Bhe gends seven-

Cotinn . F . 200,000 000 |
Cotton hy-producis ZT.D00, (W)
Corn " ‘ . 800 00N, 00N

Onin .. seneboavyvidd SOA S TAP 64,000 (00 I

Whent L 00 (0, () |

Totml 00, (00, (44 i
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Ezechuen rallrond (hat 'n now belng
fnanced by great European and
American Interesis will open up ter
ritory In Chioa that is larger In area
than Germany and Bwitzerland com
bined It has a poulation greator
than that of all the United States,
126,000,000 Weoestern Asin ia being
developed by a rallroad extending
from southonstern Europe to BHagdad
and the Persian gulf, Hitherto this
great terrltory has recelved its cot
ton goods by earavan from Aden and
the Red sea. The opening up of thegs
two great territorfes i& among the
things that are likely to keep the
price of cotliom up, no matter how
much s ralsed during the next few
yoars, Five years ago, when the gov-
ernment’s cotton erop report estimat-
Ing 12,162,000 bales was publighed,
the price of ecotton dropped to 6%
cents a pound. This year this same
production is regarded as very mod-
erate. Thirteen million five hundred
thousand bales is the record crop.
But the cotton fibre alone Is not all
that comes from the plant. Twenty-
five years ago the farmers used to
shovel the desplsed cotton seed intd
the bayous, bury it in the earth, try
to burn it—anyihing to get rid of it
Now the cottgn soed oll Industry of
this country Is worth $100,000,000 an-
nually, to say nothing of the other
by-products, cake meal and hulls,

FAILURE OF OLIVE CROP
GOOD THING FOR AMERICA.

L

Last year the Huropean olive crop
fatled. The devout Moslems of Tar
key and Asia Minor would not eat
buttier or lard, There was llitle olive
oll to be bhad. They bought cotton
sead oil by the shiplond. Now they
like it better than olive oil and they
don't eare whether that crop falls or
not.

Every line of industry throughout
the country feels the quickening im-
pulse of good crops and good prices,
It touches impartially the little sod
house far out on the Dakota prairie
and the palace of the millioneire on
upper Fifth avenue, The section hand
putting In new tles on the railroad
feels It, the tollers in factorles, the
clerks In cltlea—there I8 no life so re
mote that it is not affected when the
crops are abundant.

With this tremendous Increase of a
thousand million dollars In the value
of the products of the earth In the
United States this year there should
begin an era of prosperity such as
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twelfths of her raw cotton to forelgn
lands. The domestic consumption of
corn |8 more than keeping pace with
the huge Increases in  production.
Milllons of bushels go to feed aud fat-
ten the cattle and hogs whose beef
and pork, grown on the western
prairies and slaughtered in Chicago,
feed the inhabltants of every corner
of the globe. But one of the chief
uges of corn has sprung up during the
last decade and has grown inito an
immense Industry, Milllons and miil
lons of bushels are made Into glucose,
which is the basis of sugar. Most of
the eandy that America eats 18 male
from sugar that comes from corn,
The people of this country are con:
suming it in other ways, too—ways
that were unthought of a few years
ngo, when corn bread and muffins
were all that came out of the bakers'
ovens. An enormous number of brenk
fast foods are made out of corn to
day. Almost every month sees some
new preparation of this sort, Instead
of eating corn In some form once u
weok, as we used to do, we now con-
sume hundreds of thousands of
bushels every morning at breakfast,
disgulsed by baking and sugaring so
that most of its resemblance to its
original form and taste has been lost
The rallroads of America spend in
prosperous times nearly a billlon and
& quarter dollurs 4 yenr In new eqguip-
ment, in keeping the old in repalr and
for the vast quantity of suppliea that
they need. When the cars are full
and there are none idie they buy free-
ly. Factories of all sorts from one
end of the country to the other work
full time and overtime to supply their
needs., New llnes.are bulll, opening
up virgin tervitorles aod bringing
them nearer to the markets. Wages
are good and there is work for all,

EVER-GROWING MARKET
FOR AMERICAN COTTON.

It Is predicted that the price of cot
ton will not fall materinlly below 13
couts a pound for & long time to come
Coltton consumption is inereasing fas
ter than the lint is helng ralsed. The
steady Increase in population all over
the world, of course, makes an ever
growing market, Many of the millions
of Ching clothe themselves In cotion
cloth whose Nbres grew In the south.
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this country has never known before
—i perlod of plenty greater than any
other country on earth has ever en-
Joyed.

Quaint Injunction in Will.

The quaint testimentary Injunction
of nn 18th century gardener and bot
anist was last evening observed for
the one hundred and eightieth sue-
ceselye year at Shorediteh  parish
church, when what I8 known as the
“vogetable lecture” was preached by
the viear, the Rev, E. R. Ford. 1In
1729 Thomas Fairchild died at the age
of 61 years, and bequeathed L£25 to
the church wardens of Shoreditch,
stipulating that the interest should
be pald each Whit Tuesday for the
delivery by a selected preacher of an
address on “The wonderful works™ of
God in creation, or the certalnly of
the resurrection of the dead by cer
tain changes of the anlmal and vege-
table forms of creation.” Falrchild had
extensive gardens In the days when
“the Hoxton hamlet” was noted for Its
productions, and he ntroduced muany
varietios of forelgn fruits and flowers,
In the borough council's small public
inrllml in Hackney road, close to the
church, Is a tombstone recording the
injinctions as to the lecture.—London
Evening Standard,

French Conservatiam,

Conservatisma is not the most bril
Miant of the attributes of the French,
nor I8 Its most charming; but it s
the most reassuring, So long as it
continues to be what it has been In
the past, the strongest continuous
force in French publie life, the ques-
tion of the durability of the present
Republican reglme sinks Into losignl-
ficance, sinee it guarantees the dur-
ability of the traditional France—a
consideration of vastly greater impor-
tance. In the domain of private life,
algo, French conservatism, while It
approaches at certaln points danger.
ously close to what we call old-fogy-
ism, ia pot without redeoming fen-
tures. Nowhere is home life richer,
fuller, more wholesome, more replete
with beautiful, nnabashed expresgions
of mutunl support and affection; no
where does the Individual enjoy a
more genuine materinl well-being and
nowhere I8 he gulded by & saner and
sunnier philogophy.—J. F, Sanborn v
Atluntie,
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Angel Paradise

—

By George Edwin Hunt

(Copyright, by J. B Lippincott Co.)

Lonesome Linthleum ang | sat in
comfortable leather chalrs before the
open firoplace In the olub rotunda
The talk had been of Paradise—
Paradise, Arlzona, where Lonesome
had spent gome years a8 cow-punch-
er and miner before he made his
#tike, In his hand was a letter from
Big Bill Jernigan, an old comrade of
those days, now known as the Hon.
Willlam Jernigan, member of con-
gress from (he sovereign state of
Montana, Lonesome wias reminiscent,
and when oLnerome i# reminlscent it
behooved hls friends to keep silonce
and glve heed. 1 knew my cue, and
this story was my reward:

The Hon, Willlam Jernigan! Think
of It! Old longlegged Rig Bill Jerni-
gan! Well, there's heaps worse at
Washington, DId I ever tell you aboul
the time BIl and | made facos at each
other? No? It happened at Paradise,
You remember what Saturday was at
Paradise, Town [(ull of punchers and
miners, the punchers and miners full
of Hquor and devilment, and the bar
tenders full of business. Bil and |1
had been up all night, bucking Three
Fingered Pete's faro game, and were
far from well. Bill made the bels and
I played look-out for us, Things broke
bad, and along about ten o'clock in
the morning we quit and were stand
ing at the bar. BRIl had a grouch on
more than a foot thick, and at that
I think mine had his beat a block, So
it was just perfeetly natural that noth-
ing elther of us sald would suit the
other. | expressed a desire for corned-
beef hash and red pepper for break-
fast, and what BIill said about my
gastronomie f(deas was scandalous,
Then Bill said he =aw a fellow In a
stock company In Denver the winter
before that was a better actor than
Edwin Dooth. 1 neéever knew Edwin |
Booth, but 1 resented Bill's slur on
his memory most deeply. Finally Bill
sild he could rope, throw and tie
more stoers In ten minutes than any
man In Arizona, and that settled it

I

Stood There a Moment, Calmily Sur-
veying Things.

I retorted some acrimonious, Bill was
not polite. Diplomatie relations were
busted, and one of usg called the other
n llar. 1 don't remember which one
it wag, but that makes no difference
now.

The room was full of the boys,
some playing cards and some at the
bar, where Three Fingered Pete and
Dutch Henry were serving drinks.
When Bl and I stepped back and
dropped our hands to our guns, they
all respected our feelings and aoted
according. Dutch and Pete flopped
to the floor behind the bar. Seven or
olght of the boys broke for the safe.

Now, make no mistake—but you
won't, because you knew those boys.
They wasn't afrald; you couldn't
scare those fellows. But they had
sense. If Bill and 1 had a difference
of opinlon, that was our business, not
theirs. And If we wanted ito settle
it by shooting holes in each other,
that also was our business. So they
ducked.

I knew there wasn't any use trying
to fool around and shoot Bill In the
leg or arm, I'd seen Bill shoot when
he thought he had to shoot, and under
those clreumstances 1l shot straight
and quick, mind you, mighty quick.
S0 1 declded the only thing that
would leave me behind to herd the
eluglve maverick and eat the base
born hominy and hog wa# to beat him |
to it, and | had a snenking notlon that
1 was just a little blt quicker on thtsi
draw and pull than he was

We stood there maybe ten seconds

=it peemod to me lHke an hour—look
ing each other In the eye, both (‘ﬂl;y'
mad. Well, my nerves would have |
twisted up in lttle knots In about five
seconds more, pud | would have prob- |
ably done something foolish and Bl |
would have potted me, but just before
I blew up a \utm- at the salpon door
sald: “Hello!" wpoft and sweet, and

“retardo” on the "lo."

Now, If that had bheen a qul‘l'n|

volee nelther of us would have paid
any attention teeit, or else we would l
have both turned n and Meked the
everlasting daylights out of him for |
interfering with two gentlemen who |
were trying to settle a selentific differ- ll
ence—according to how mad we were |
But It wasn't, On the contrary, quite
the reverse. | saw Blll's glance waver,
and 1 knew Bl couldn’t shoot o man
that wasn't looking, any more than he |
could wear a stiff collar; go, my curd- |
oflly belng =ome aroused, | turned
toward the door.

I almost hate to tell you, It was so
lovely. There on the to) step, Junli

| his wife’'s health.

P was  talkin'

Inalde the screen door, wis the sweel.
ost, ¢leanest, prettiest girl baby you
ever saw.  All dressed up In a white
lawn sult, with a blue sash, while
hall-hose that showed her dimpled
knees and fat lttle legs, white shoes,
and a white bonnet with a lace frill
around the fromt, tied under her dim-
pled chin with a blg white ribbon.
Gee! but she wan the pretilest little
thing that ever struck Arizona, bar
pone. | took one look and sald:
“Angel, angel!” You see, | wenl dafly
al once,

“Hello!" she repeated as she looked
round the room. “it §s & game? Oh
I see, | spy!"” Then she paddled over
to the end of the bar, pointed one fat
Httle finger at Pap Johnson behind
the fcebox, shouted gleefully: “I
spy!"™ and ran to Bill Jernigan. She
slapped old Bill on his chap-covered
legs and sald:

"One, two, frea for you! Now you
are it!  All the res' is home froa”

Then she threw both arms around
Bill's left log and walted for the boyw
to come “home.” You ought to have
goen Bl He looked at me sort of
dazed like, then looked down at the
baby, then looked away far off some-
where, and said In a faint whisper:
“Well, I'm darned!”™ And If he sald it
once he sald it 20 times. Just stood
there Hke a human hitching-post and
phonograph ecombined and sald:
“Well, I'm darned!”

The boys all gathered round from
thelr safety corners, looking as sheep-
ish as if the teacher had caught them
chewing gum, but [ was too much in-
teresied In Angel to pay any atten.
tlon to them then, 1 always was fond
of dogs and children and things like
that, I knelt down, 0 as to gat some-
where near on a level with that little
white bonnet, and asked:

“Whose Mttle girl are you, honey?"

“Mammasa's,” was the prompt reply

“I'd bet a stack of blue on that,'"
said 1. “Bot what's your name?”

“Anna Loulse, thank you."

“You're welcome, Al right. I'i
belleve that, even. Anna Loulse goes
with me, but Anna Loulse what?"

“Nuffin. Jes' Anna Loulse."”

“And where ls mamma?"

“Oh, she's right over there;” and
she wnved her hand vaguely around
to embrace 'most three-quarters of thes
compass. Then she proposed breath-
lessly: “Le's play ‘Lunnon Bridge.'
It's the mos'eést fun!™

We told her we would like to but

| that we had forgotten how,

Bill then swung her up on the bar
and gravely asked her what she would
have to drink. She wanted soda-wa-
ter and we all took the same, although
some of the boys objected.

When the drinks were all in hand 1
got on a chalr and made an elogquent,
ornate and highly popular speech, in
which I said that never before had
I seen the wisdom of naming our
thriving munieipality “Paradise,” and
that at times it had seemed to me
the party or parties maming it must
have gotten mixed on thelr Scripture
or else have waxed sarcastic; but that
now a great light, the bright white
light of truth, had busted in on my
alleged intellect, and IHuminated the
inmost recesses of an ever aluggish
mind (“Hear, hear!" from the boys).
An Angel had come lo Paradise, | sald,
a sweet little angel straight from
heaven, or St. Louls, or somewhere.
Her given name might be Anna Louise,
as she told us, but if so It was a mis-
take. Angel she was, and Angel she
must be. And Inasmuch as she had
no other name, according to her own
glatement, a statement | presumed no
gentleman present would doubt (loud
cries of “No, no!"” from the boys), I
took the liberty of giving her the
name of the falr eity she had honored
with her presence, and proposed a
toast to "Angel Paradise.”

Well, you never saw a toast excite
such enthuslasm—certainly not one
drunk In soda-water,

As we finished the drink, the door
opened with some yiolence, and a chap
rushed in, clad in spats, a white waist-
couat, a stiff collar, a derby hat, and
some other useless outer habiliments,
His glance fell on Anpgel, and he
yelped: “Me ehild, me child!”

Angel stood there on the bar, wav-
Ing a chubby kand, and said: “Hello,
pop!"”

After he had calmed down, he in-
troduced himself as Mr. Hawthorne of
Boston, who was touring Arizona for
He explalned they
had stopped at the Cowboy's Retreat
for a few hours' rest, and Angel had
wandered away.

So Bill turned o Angel and said:
"Come, sister, get on my shoulder, and
it's us for mamma." Then he swung

| Angel up and strode out of the saloom.

Papa Introduced us to mamma and
explalned we were friends of his that
had found Angel and looked after her.
They were just starting for Tucson in
the hotel surry, and we were soon
forced to may good-by to our little
Angel Paradise. The blessed little
baby patted old Bill on the cheek and
sald: "l love ‘00" and then, seeing |

Jhmhvd disappointed, which I was, she

graclously sald: “"An’ ‘o0, loo. An' all
of ‘00, au she took us mll In with a
wave of the hand. And the last we
saw of her she was flirting mamma's
handkerchlef from the back of the
surrey as It disappeared o the dust
around the bend.

On our way back to Pete's, Bill
put his arm around my shmlldern and
aald:

‘Lonesome, I'm some fond of red
pepper on hash myself.”

I grinned a little and he went on:

“And Lonesome, come to think #
over, that lellow was a rotten bad
actor, anyhow,"

We hod reached Pete's and were

| just golog in when he squeezed me a

little:
“Furthermore, Lonesome, when )

about ropin' steers [ ex

cepted you In my mind all the time."

And we never did finish that fight




