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All over the country there has
been the liveliest interest among
! boys and girls in scientific farming.

- In “Joe, the Book Farmer,” there
is simply and delightfully told what
| one boy, who made a scientific
3 study of farming, accomplished.
],h Intensive cultivation as practiced by
\' this young student worked wonders
"4 with the soil.

—= ». Besides Joe, who is the central
2/ fgure, there are introduced by the
;f author several other familiar and
! ¢ quaint characters in country life.
{

|

to city and country folk alike.

CHAPTER I
Joe, the Book Farmer.

W, 'tain’t no use. A poor man
ain’t got no chance in this
danged country. If 1 had
J' enough money to move on
I'd go to Oklahomy.”

Tom Weston thus delivered himself
after taking his years crop of cotton
to town. When he finished “‘settling
up” for the twelve months' advances
of provisions, clothing, fertilizer and
feed for his two scrawny borses, with
10 per cent interest on the whole
(& amount, in addition to the three bales
of cotton as rent he had to pay for

kkL\the dilapidated farm he occupied, he
y

The story is of absorbing interest
"
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¢ -~ was still in debt.

{
{
Tom Weston had never owned a foot
} of land, and he was forty-six years old.
His father had never owned a foot of
land and died in debt at the end of a
long life, the scant proceeds of his mis-
l directed labors going always to others.
Q Joe Weston, fourteen years old, Lad
the same unhappy prospect stretching
down the years for him—a slave in the
chains of circumstance, and nothing
but toil, always for others. For his
portion, existence and the privilege of
toiling.

Joe had come to town with his fa-
ther on settling day. He hoped that
when. Mr. Weston finished with the
d Somerville Mercantile company, or the
i company finished with him, there
{ would be money enough for a pair of

real store trousers and a new hat and

“-a- @ pair of stout boots with bright cop-

per bands on the toes. For four years
l now Joe had worked in the fields with
his father, and Mr. Weston had prom-
| ised him the shoes and hat and clothes
% this year for helping.
1
i

—
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In the spring Joe dropped the cotton
seed in the furrow. When it came up
he handled a hoe and Lelped “chop
out” the surplus plants. Then came
on the bitter fight with weeds and crab
grass to give the little cotton stalks a
start. The last year Joe had been
given a light plow, and Le plowed the
cotton. Then, along in the middle of
— P September, he and his mother and lit-

' : tle sister Nell helped pick it.

After all the cotton had been picked,

7 * ~:inned and sold Joe was allowed to go

"9 school, from November until the last

4 of February, for in March the plows
were started to going again.

“Why don't you diversify a bit, Mr.
Weston?” Inquired John Somerville
kindly. *“You’d be better off if you did.
Instead of planting all cotton, why not
try some oats and corn, an acre or so
of yam potatoes, raise a couple of pigs
for meat, put in a good garden and ecut
your expenses down?"”

Then it was that Mr. Weston made
the remark about moving to Oklaho-
ma. A shade of impatience flitted over

. Mr. Somerville's face.

“You're dead wrong there, Tom,
There's more In the man than there is
in the land. The trouble s with you.
Tom, not the country or the land. You
are just too lazy to learn improved
methods, and you are no different in

1 that respect from thousands of other
5 farmers in this country. You won't
?‘\t\leam anything.”

;& “Y-a-a-s, I've hearn a heap about this
here book farmin’, but I ain’'t never
seen nobody gettin’ rich at it.”

“Nobody around here has had sense
enough to try it,”” retorted the mer-
chant.

} “If we don't know nothin’ about it.
how we golin’ to start?” inquired Wes-
ton, thinking he had Mr. Somerville.

“There's an agent of the United
States department of agriculture and
‘ the state commissioner of agriculture

over at the courthouse right now for

the purpose of conferring with you
s farmers of this county. I'll bet there

are 300 farmers in town today, and not

twenty-five will have interest enough
o go and listen to these gentlemen.”

“Aw, shucks! What does a little dood
from Wash'n'ton or up to the capital
know about farmin’? I've done forgot
more than they’ll ever know.”

ity “There you are; you don’t know what
they know, and you don't want to
*  know. That's the way you pig headed
; farmers are.”
| Weston merely scratched his chin
{  and looked stubborn.

“Go over and see what they've got
al to say, at any rate,” insisted Mr. Sem-
i erville:

l “Naw; I ain’t goin’ to waste time on
! 'em talkin’ a lot of fool truck out of
k- .bocks writ by just such sissy farmers
« #as them. I reckon they'll be recom-
“  mendin’ us to tle pink ribbons on our
. pigs’ tails an’ buy feather beds for our
hosses an’ cows?’' He guffawed at
what he thought was his wit
_“Well, go around and see.
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laugh at them if they do advlse tool
things like that.”

“Naw; ain't goin’ a step. Aln’t got
time. Jim Sullivan told me he was
goin' to get a jug of the real old red
eye on th’ noon train, an' me an’ him
is goin' to drown our sorrer.”

“Leave that stuff alone, Tom,” said
the kind hearted old merchant, who
had known him from his boyhood.
“That is one reason why you are about
down and out now.”

“Dad, let me go to the farmers’ meet-
Ing.”

Both men looked around. Joe had
been seated on a sack of beans at the
end of the counter and in the shadow
of the desk. His father had forgotten
him, and Mr. Somerville had not no-
ticed that he was about.

“Ain’t got time. Me an’ Jim Sulli-
van's goin' to leave as soon as the train
gits in,” began his father.

“l don’'t mind walking five miles
home this evening. I do want to go to
hear those government people, daddy.”

“I ain't got no quarter to spend for
your dinner, Joe.”

“I don't want no dinner.”

“That's all right; Joe's going to take
dinner with me,” interrupted Mr. Som-
erville.

“Oh, all right, then, but you needn’t
think yer goin’ to try any of that fool-
ishness and newfangled lum-de-dums
on my place.” There was a streak of
stubborn meanness in Tom Weston.

“My place, Tom,” corrected the old-
er man gently, “for which you have
falled to pay all the rent this year and
owe a balance on last year.”

“Well, 's long's 1 got it rented”— be-
gan Weston.

“I'll tell you what I'll do, Tom; I'll
Just let you off one bale rent and take
four acres for Joe and me to experi-
ment on if we want to.”

“That's a trade,” grinned Weston.
“But how about the time he takes fool-
ing with you-all's projects? His time
belongs to me.” Mr. Somerville looked
at him in cold scorn for a moment, then
at the eager, bright face of the boy.

“Dad, ain't you never goin' to give
me a chance? I go round dressed In
your castoff clo'es, I work like a nig-
ger, an' now when 1 want to learn
somethin’ an’ try to make more at
farmin’ than you have you don’t seem
to want to let me.” His eyes fillled
with tears.

“Weston, of course he's your boy and
you have the legal right to his services,
but you are making a serious mistake
in the position you are taking.”

“I'm standin’ on my rights!” dogged-
Iy responded the other, trying to brave
out the scorn he saw in the merchant’s
face,

Mr. Somerville looked at Joe, who
was rather an undersized, wiry chap,
with a good head and a square, fighting
chin.

“Are you In earmest, Joe? Do you
really want to study and learn or are
you just talking?"

“Just give me a chance—that's all 1
want—and TI'll show you!” answered
Joe,

“Very well, then, Weston. What do
you consider Joe's services worth to
you during the crop year?”

“A hundred dollars,” answered Wes-
ton, at a venture, trying to put the fig-
ure high.

“I'll just take you on that Come on
back to the desk and sign up an agree-
ment.”

It was done in a few minutes, the
document providing that Joe’s services
were sold to John Somerville for one
year from date for $100; that said
Weston bound himself to interfere in
no way with any experimental or
planting operations carried ou by said
boy and J. Somerville and to turn over
four acres fronting on the public road
to sald boy and release all rights to any
crop the said Joe Weston might make.

“Now, Tom Weston, I think for the
last fifteen years I've heard you com-
plain that you ‘couldn’t get out of debt’
and the wonders you would perform
if you ever did. Accoxling to our
books, you owe us $160, part of it three
years old, My contract for Joe calls
for $100. I'm going to do better than
that and pay you $160. I've wiped off
the books. You don't owe me a cent.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Now, listen! You and Joe are even.

I'll bet you a hat that I can take a
fourteen-year-old boy and on four acres
of land farmed like sense and industry
and the books say, we will make more
profit off these four acres than you will
make off the twenty you pretend to
cultivate,

“Come on, Joe, the farming firm of
Weston & Somerville is now going out
to learn something about ‘book farm-
mg!I "

Mr, Somerville would have won his
bet about the farmers at the agricul-
tural lecture. There were less than
twenty-five who had come to hear the
experts, but the county superintendent
of education had managed to corral
about twelve boys of various ages in
the room.

Joe and Mr. Somerville were inter-
ested from the start, for everything the
lecturers said was perfectly plain and
seemed the essence of practical com-
mon sense. At noon the two gentle-
men were glad to accept the invitation
of Brierfield's largest merchant to go
to his home for dinner. Joe was intro-
duced to both of the visitors. They
were young men and graduates of ag-
ricultural schools. He and the state
superintendent of agriculture got to be
great friends.

“l was a chap just about like you,”
sald the official, “and I didn’t have

much chance, but I just made up my
mind 1 would learn, and the rest was

In the afternoon the president of the
board of supervisors announced that
the board understood that a “Boys’
Corn club” was to be organized, and
he was authorized to say that the
board had appropriated a hundred dol-
lars in gold, fifty of which was to be
paid to the boy under eighteen years
of age who on a measured acre pro-
duced the greatest yleld of corn at the
least expense, twenty-five to the next,
fifteen to the next and ten to the next.

“You can just add as prizes from
my company a complete outfit of
clothes for the first prize—entire suit,
hat, shoes, underwear, shirts, collars
and tles; a palr of shoes and a hat to
all of the next prize winners.” Mr.
Somerville's announcement was greet-
ed with applause.

“Mr. Chairman, the Planters’ bank
will add fifty in gold, twenty-five to
be added to the first prize, $5 each to
the next prizes, and a fifth prize of
$10 to be created,” chimed in the pres-
ident of the bank, who had followed
Mr. Somerville in to see what his best
customer was doing at the farmers'
meeting.

“Now, there’'s something else,” sald
the state commissioner of agriculture.
“The state will give to the winner of
every prize a handsomely engraved
certificate of merit, bearing the signa-
ture of the governor, myself and the
secretary of state, with the great seal
of the state on it. This is a testimo-
nial you can frame and keep always.
And in addition the winner of every
first prize in each county will have the
records gone over in my office, and the
winner of the highest record in the
state will receive a free trip to Wash-
ington.

“An agent of the national depart-
ment of agriculture will collect the
boys at various points. They will be
taken to the capital as the honored
guests of the nation—the champion
corn grower of each state. They will

Joe Marched Down to the Desk and
Signed.

be shown every attention, the presi-
dent will receive them especially, they
will stay a week at the best hotel in
the city of Washington, see every in-
teresting sight there and be brought
back home at no expense whatever.
This trip would cost anybody else at
least $300. That is the grand prize for
all the boys to strive for.”

“The rolls of the Boys’ Corn club of
this county are now open to recelve
members,” sald the secretary. Joe
marched down to the desk and signed.

“I'm going to have one of those
prizes, too,” he said, his eyes snapping
with determination.

“We must have at least fifty boys in
this county,” said the superintendent
of education, “‘but the sooner they join
the better it will be for them, for they
can prepare their ground this fall, and
that is one of the main things. The
lists will remain open until March 1.”

“I'd be mighty glad if you would glve
me a list of the books I ought to have,”
sald Joe to the state commissioner
when the meeting adjourned.

“All right, son; here's a list 1 had
prepared. [I'll request the department
at Washington to send you their bulle-
tins on the subjects of corn and cotton
growing and truck farmicg, and what
ever the government issues is an au-
thority you can céunt on.”

“Here, just duplicate that order for
me, will you? I'm a bit too old to join
the boys’ club, but I'm joining by
proxy. Joe is representing himself and
me, too,” laughed Mr. Somerville, “I'm
really very much interested.”

As Joe and Mr. Somerville went
down the street the merchant stepped
Into a bookstore.

“Let's go in here and get started. 1]

see the first thing on the list 18 a
book for a beginner. That sounds
sensible, like it was a start from the
bottom. We'll get two coples. You
take yours home, and I'll study mine
here.”

“Can’t start any too soon for me,”
answered Joe. '

“Well, here's the books. Now you
come to town next Saturday and spend
the day with me, and we’ll compare
notes on what we've read. When you
g0 home have your father point out the
four acres we are going to cultivate.
Don't matter whether it is poor or not.”

“I'd rather he’d give us the poorest,
meanest land there is on the place. 1
don't want him coming around after-
ward saying we had any advantage on
the land,” sald Joe.

“That's right; the poorer the land the
bigger our demonstration will be. Get
it laid off, and anything that suggests
itself to you, why, just go ahead and
do it. I'm going to give you a check
book, and when you need to spend
any money write out a check for it and
sign it ‘Weston & Somerville” 1 will
instruct the bank to pay it.”

“All right, sir, but I am not going to
spend anything I can possibly help.”

“Now, let me tell you something right
here; don’t ever be afrald to spend
money if it is going to pay you to do
80, If you can see where a dollar
brings a return spend it quick. The
thing to do is to spend wisely—that is
Investment.”

“Well, 1 think the first thing 1 want,

then, 15 enough hog Wire Tencing Tor
those four acres. BSeems to me I've
never done anything much except chase
hogs out of our flelds.”

“You are starting right, Joe. That's
good sense. I'll send the wire out
Thursday and a man to stretch it and
put it up. You get the posts ready.”

“All right, sir.”

“And after you get the fence up go
ahead now and use your judgment as
to what next to do, from what you get
out of the book. Well, here's my bug-
£Y. The driver will take you home.
Good night, partner!”

He shook hands cordially and vanish-
ed into the store. Joe, his precious
book held tightly in his lap, was soon
whirled home behind the Somerville
trotter and made up his mind that some
day he was golng to have a horse and
buggy exactly like that when he got
to making money farming.

CHAPTER II.
Joe Begins Experimenting.
T HE next day was Sunday.

Tom Weston was red eyed
and surly from the effects of
the liguor he had drunk the
night before with Jim Sullivan and
moped about the house, snarling and
snapping at his wife and little Annle
and Joe.

As soon as breakfast was finished
Joe took his preclous volume about
agriculture and slipped off to a shel-
tered nook behind the barn. He pored
over it until dinner time; then he closed
his eyes and reviewed in his mind the
essentlal points of what he had read.

First of all, that plants must have
food, just as human being do; that lack
of enough food or proper food made

puny plants, just as it does with peo-’

ple; that the principal source of food
for plants is the humus or decaying
vegetable matter in the soil. F
this largely comes the nitrogen, the
phosphoric acid, the potash and oth-
er essentials to plant life, absorbed
through the thousands of tiny roots of
the growing plant above.

Also, he learned that the soll becomes
barren and exhausted and devold of
these essentials with continued culti-
vation; that the crop takes these nec-
essary things from the soil year by
year, and something must be put.back
Into the land or it will become sterile,

“The wise provisions of nature are
seen,” said the book, “in the annual re-
newal of the soil. The grass, weeds,
trees, shrubs, all take from the soil in
the summer, but they pay back the
debt with interest in autumn, when the
grass dies and the leaves fall to the
ground. They are beaten into the soil
by the winter rains and by the mnext
summer have decayed and have given
more to the land than the plants that
bore them have taken away.” -

“And I never knew before,” said Joe
to himself, “what makes newly clear-
ed ground so rich and give such large
crops. Of course it is the humus from
the leaves that have been dropping all
the years.”

After dinner he began to devour the
book again. By dusk he knew that, in
order to get the largest amount of
plant food to the plants to fatten them,
as it were, a deep plowing or breaking
and loosening of the soll was essential
until it was light and mellow. This
allowed the -tiny rootlets, each with
hundreds of minute hungry mouths, to
have a wider range in search of the
life giving juices in the soil and there-
by furnish the strength to make larger,
more virlle plants. The stronger the
plants the more fruit, the better and
larger fruit they made as a reward to
the planter for this care.

“Daddy,” sald Joe, Monday morning,
“please come on and let’s pick out the
four acres Mr. Somerville and me are
going to work.”

“All right. I'll give you part of that
fleld across from the oak grove. It's
8o blame poor it won't sprout peas. I
want to see what you all are going to
do with that.”

“Come on down, then. Let's lay it
off. I know how poor it is, and the
sooner something is done to it the bet-
ter.”

A tare line was secured, and the plot
of four acres, two of the acres abut-
ting on the road, was marked with
stakes. It was poor land, distressingly
poor, as the stunted dead grass and
scantily nourished weeds attested. It
was part of an old field that had been
cultivated for sixty years,

“l1 don’t guess you'll do much with
that,” announced Mr., Weston, with a
triumphant grin.

“It’s pretty bad, but we'll do the best
we can,” sald Joe. “I don't reckon
you've got any objection to my cutting
enough locust wood posts from the
thicket back of the hill to fence this?’

“Not If you trim the tops and limbs
for firewood and have it hauled up to
the house.”

“All right, sir.”

Just then old Uncle Jeff Washington
and his boy, Abe Lincoln Washington,
came shuffling down the road, both of
them with their hands in thelr pockets.

“Want a job, Uncle Jeff?’ inquired
Joe.

“Who? Me?

“No; you. You heard what I sald.”

“Well, suh, hit sorter 'pen’s on whut
de job 1s.”

*“Getting out some locust fenceposts.”

“Who fer?”

“They are ‘fer’ the king of Siam;
but, as a matter of fact, I am having
the work done, if that's any consola-
tion to you”

“Yasser, I reckia I'll take de job nex’
w*k-ﬂ

“You'll take it now or not at all.”

“Well, ef hit's er hurry job, den I
reckin I'll hatter take hit now. I
wucks fer er dollar en two bits er day
en mer viddles.”

“Not for me. I've seen you work.
You kill too much time. I will pay
you b cents a post, and you must trim
the branches and tops for firewood and
furnish your own rations.”

“Wh-who gwine pay fer all dis?"
Joe pulled his checkbook from his in-
side pocket.

“When I write a check the Farmers’
bank will pay It. You'll get your mon-
ey all right.”

“Dat’s all I wanter know.
ter dem locus’es.”

“Hold on a minute. Do you want to
hire Link here out for a few days?’

“Whut doin’?” :

“Helping me. I'll give you 40 cents
a day for him and give him his dinner.
It isn't any bharder work than I am
going to do.”

“Yasser, Mr. Joe, I rents 'im ter you.
Link, you do whut be tells you, en ef

Lead me

you don" do hit T gwlne ‘ter take He
hide offen you. Does you heah me,
boy "

“Yasser, I heahs you.” Abe Lin-
coln's glance at his parent was sad
and reproachful. Abe was fat and
lazy and hated to work.

“All right,” sald Joe. *“Uncle Jeff,
g0 get your ax and start in on that
locust thicket. You know where it ls.
Want the posts eight feet long.”

Uncle Jeff ambled down the road to-
ward his cabin. Link, a big, over
grown boy two years older than Joe,
stood awkwardly waiting for orders.

“Come on, Link,” said Joe, walking
into the grove of oak trees, leaving his
father in the road eying him curious-
ly. Mr. Weston was dying to know
what Joe was going to do next, but
wouM not ask.

In the oak grove the dry leaves lay
more than shoetop deep. Joe took his
knife, cut & good sized bundle of young
sprouts and tied them together, mak-
fug a stiff broom. With this he began
to sweep leaves, and it worked ad-
mirably.

“Link, you take this broom and
sweep these leaves in plles. Make one
about every thirty feet. I'll be back
shortly.”

Leaving Link at work, Joe hustled
past his father and soon returned from
the barn with four large oat sacks,
Link had several good sized piles of
leaves ready. Joe held two sacks and
made Link cram them full of the dry
leaves, and, instructing him to fill the
other two, Joe swung the full sacks
upon his shoulders, marched across the
road and emptied them on his four
acres; then back and securing the two
Link had filled, he emptied them, the
others meanwhile in turn having been
loaded.

Joe Returned From'the Barn With Four
Large Oat Sacks. _

Mr. Weston grinned derisively. Joe
was really too busy to notice him. Un-
til noon the boys worked like beavers,
and by that time a third of an acre
had been covered with leaves over
shoetop deep. 'Bright and early_next
morning they resumed work after hav-
ing put in a steady afternoon, and by
the time dinner was ready one acre
had been covered. Another day cov-
ered another acre and cleaned up
about all the leaves in the grove.

That night Mr. Weston undertook to
have some fun at Joe's expense.

“Goin’ to tote leaves from that next
grove?” he inquired. The next grove
was nearly a mile away. -

“No, too far—won't pay.” This com-
mon sense view stumped him for
awhile.

“Daddy, I'll give you 10 cents a load
for what fertilizer there is in the barn.
yara"ll

“Ain’t none there—not over a load or
80. You can have it for that price if
you get it up.” Mr. Weston had never
thought of it as having any value at
all and never collected it or used it on
crops.

Next morning Joe and Link, each
with a hoe, began scraping the cow lot
and barn floor, going down after the
thick layer of well rotted humus form-
ing material that had accumulated for
several years and which Mr, Weston
had placed no value on whatever.
Eleven two horse wagon loads were se-
cured. Joe borrowed his father's wag-
on and scattered the entire lot on the
acre he proposed to plant corn upon.

“That’s my corn acre, Link,” he ex-
plained. “I'm going to try to grow
some corn here like it ought to be.
What's the most corn you and Uncle
Jeff ever made to the acre?”

“I dunno 'zac’ly, but hit wuz in de
neighborhood of fifteen bushels.”

Joe bought eight more loads of barn-
yvard fertilizer from a mneighbor at 20
cents a load, delivered, and put that on
his cotton acre.

Then he made an arrangement with
another neighbor who bhad a plow suit-
able for deep breaking and stipulated
that four mules were to be attached
to it.

“What'n the name of peace you want
that fer? Yer goln’ ter tear the bottom
plumb outer this field. Goin' ter plow
plumb down ter Chiny?" inquired the
farmer.

“Yes, I'm going to tear the bottom
out. I want that land broke fourteen
inches deep, cross broke and then har-
rowed.”

“All right; you're the doctor on that.
I'll charge you $8.”

“That’s a trade; hitch up. I want to
get it broken as soon as possible.”

The plowman was greatly astonished
at the amount of leaves on the two
acres and the amount of fertilizer
spread. Then he sank the Leavy plow
to the shank on the outer edge of the
measured lot; the four mules strain-
ed, and a great heavy ribbon of dirt

rolled over from the plow as it moved |

forward. Eight inches below the sur-
face the ground was sterile and poor.
Below that depth it was fairly good.
This was the dirt the light one horse
plows could never reach.

The great turning plow reversed

things. The poor dirt was thrown to

the bottom, and the comparatively
good soil was by the operation brought
to the top. The leaves and fertilizer
were covered and well mixed in.

Then a crosswise plowing at the
same depth, to break up the packed
soll and immense hard flakes, and a
harrowing to further pulverize it, and
Joe wrote his first check. The man
looked at the signature Weston & Som-
erville as though he thought Joe had
gone entirely crazy.

“What's all this here foolishness?’ he
asked, holdipg the check gingerly.

“You present that at the bank, and
if they don't pay it Mr, Somerville will
He's my partner,” announced Joe

“Well, I'm goin' to town now an’ see
about it, an’ If it ain’t paid there’s go-
in' to be trouble,” said the man trucu-
lently.

“Oh, don’t get excited about it. Wait
until it isn’t paid before you start any-
thing.”

“I'm goin’ right now,” repeated the
man.

“All right; I'll just go with you. I
want to get some seed, and I'll get you
to haul them out for me,” said Joe, a8
he climbed Into the wagon.

(To be continued.)
GREAT NORTHERN TIME TABLE

Arrival and departure of trains at
the Wilfmar Station:

No, 3 from St. Paul......... 2:10 a. m.
No. 18 from St. Paul..,,.,.., 1:40 p. m.
No. 21 from St. Paul.... . 9:10Dp.

No. 9 from Bt. Paul.... «10:40 p. m.
No. 31 from Duluth..... « 1:40p. m.
No. 62 from Yankton........ 3:30a. m.
No. 32 from Bfoux City...... 2:00 p.m,
No. 2 from Coast... 4:40a. m.
No. 10 from CGrand Forks.... 3:45a m.
No. 14 from Fargo.......... 1:40 p. m.

No. 13 for Fargo..... ssnsses 2:30 p.m,
No. 9 for Grand Forks.......10:46 p. m.
No. 31 for Bioux City... « 2:00p. m.
No. 61 for Yankton..........11:156 p.m.
No. 32 for Duluth..,... .« 2:35p. M.
No. 10 for Bt. Paul... 3:60 & m.
No. 22 for St. Paul... 7:00 & m.
No. 14 for St. Paul..... 2:30 p. m.
No. 8 for Seattle....... . 2:15a. m.
No. 2 for Bt. Paul........... 4:46a. m.

Typewriter Supplies.

The Tribune Printing Company at
‘Willmar carries a full line of typewrit-
er ribbons in the famous Star Brand.
Each ribbon is accompanied by a guar-
antee to give satisfaction,

‘We carry the Multi-Copy line of car-
bon papers in many grades including
those put up in form of binders, which
place and economize the carbon
typewriter papers and carbon copy
sheets. Orders by mail are filled by
next mail.

We carry the Berkshire line of
sheets. If you have not used one of
these you don't realize what a great
advantage they give. Get a small sup-
ply for trial.

TRIBUNE PRINTING COMPANY.

The Old Wooden Warships.

A modern battleship is supposed to
last twenty years. As a matter of fact,
its real efficiency as a first class fight-
Ing machine is less than half that pe-
riod of time. Improvements are belng
made so rapidly and constantly that
ships are superseded often after having
served only one or two commissions, It
was otherwise in Nelson's time. The
Victory, for example, was launched in
1765 and was therefore forty years old
at the battle of Trafalgar, when she
flew the admiral’'s flag and was ac-
counted quite the finest line of battle
ship in the British navy. And her cost,
including her armament, was only
about £100,000.—London Standard.

The Bngest Family

In This Town Is the
Family of Readers of

— THIS PAPER

IN THE MATTER OF PROCEED-
INGS FOR JUDICIAL
DITCH NO. 8.

State of Minnesota,
County of Kandiyohi,

District Court,
12th Judicial District.

‘Whereas the hearing on the peti-
tion in the above entitled matter was,
by consent of the parties and by or-
der of the Court, continued until af-
ter the engineer appointed herein
should make and file his report and
until after opportunity given for the
objectors to file objections to such
report, and whereas the engineer filed
his report on October 29, 1915, of
which all parties appear to have re-
ceived notice,

Therefore, ordered that further
hearing on the petition is hereby fix-
ed to commence at 2 o'clock p. m.,
on December 1st, 1915, at the court
room in the Court House in the City
of Willmar, in said County and State.

Ordered further that the Clerk of
this Court notify all the Attorneys,
who have appeared in said matter, of
the time and place so filed for said
hearing, and further, that he cause
a copy of this order to be published.

Dated November 8th, 1915.

G. E. QVALE, Judge. 1t

(First publication Nov. 10-4t.)
Citation for Hearing .on Petition for
Administration.

Estate of Harry B. Stromert.
State of Minnesota, County of Kandi-

yohi, In Probate Court.

In the Matter of the Estate of Harry

B. Stromert, Decedent.

The State of Minnesota to all per-
sons interested in the granting of ad-
ministration of the estate of said de-
cedent: The petition of Ida C. Strom-
ert having been filed in this Court,
representing that Harry B. Stromert,
then a resident of the County of Kan-
diyohi, State of Minnesota, died in-
testate on the 26th day of October,
1915; and praying that letters of ad-
ministration of his estate be granted
to Ida C. Stromert and the Court,
having fixed the time and place for
hearing said petition: THEREFORE,
YOU AND EACH OF YOU, are here-
by cited and required to show cause,
it any you have, before this Court at
the Probate Court Rooms in the Court
House, in the City of Willmar, in the
County of Kandiyohi, State of Min-
nesota, on the 6th day of December,
19165, at 2 oclock p. m., why said peti-
tion should not be granted.

Witness, the Judge of said Court,
and the seal of sald Court, this 4th
day of November, 1915.

(COURT SEAL)
IDA A. SANDERSON,
Clerk of Probate Court.

Advertisingls the Gultivation
That Makes Business 6r

—— e pp—

(First publication Nov. 3-it.)
Citation for Hearing on Final Account
and for Distribution.
Estate of Marie G. Sonstegaard.
State of Minnesota, County of Kandi-
yohi, In Probate Court:
In the Matter of the Estate of Marie
@G. Sonstegaard, Decedent:
The State of Minnesota to all per-

sons interested in the final account|de;

and distribution of the estate of said
decedent: The representative of the
above named decedent, having filed
in this Court his final account of the
administration of the estate of said
decedent, together with his petition
praying for the adjustment and allow-
ance of sald final account and for dis-
tribution of the residue of said estate
to the person thereunto entitled.
Therefore, YOU, AND EACH OF YOU
are hereby cited and required to show
cause, if any you have, before this
Court at the Probate Court Rooms in
the Court House in the City of Will-
mar, in the County of Kandiyohi,
State of Minnesota, on the 29th day of
November, 1915, at 2 o'clock p. m.,
:?y said petition should not be grant-

Witness, The Judge of sald Court,
and the Seal of said Court, this 29th
day of October, 1915.

(SEAL) IDA A. SANDERSON,
Clerk of Probate Court.
FRANK TOLMAN,
Attorney for Petitioner,
Paynesville, Minn.

(First publication Nov. 3-4t.)
Citation for Hearing on Final Account
and for Distribution.

Estate of Ole O. Bakken.

m, | State of Minnesota, County of Kandi-

yohi, In Probate Court:

In the Matter of the Estate of Ole O.

Bakken, Decedent:

The State of Minnesota to all per-
gons interested in the final account
and distribution of the estate of said
decedent: The representative of the
above named decedent, having filed in
this Court his final account of the ad-
ministration of the estate of said de-
cedent, together with his petition
praying for the adjustment and allow-
ance of said rinal account and for dis-
tribution of the residue of said estate
to the person thereunto entitled.
Therefore, YOU, AND EACH OF YOU
are hereby cited and required to show
cause, if any you have, before this
Court at the Probate Court Rooms in
the Court House in the City of Will-
mar, in the County of Kandiyohi, State
of Minnesota, on the 29th day of No-
vember, 1915, at 2 o'clock p. m., why
said petition should not be granted.

Witness, The Judge of said Court,
and the Seal of said Court, this 27th
day of October, 1915.

(SEAL) IDA A. SANDERSON.
Clerk of Probate Court.

(First publication Oct. 27-4t),

Citation for Hearing on Petition for
Administration.

Estate of Gustaf Danielson.

State of Minnesota, County of Kandi-
yohi, in Probate Court.

In the Matter of the Estate of Gustaf

Danielson, Decedent.

The State of Minnesota, To all per-
sons interested in the granting of ad-
ministration of the estate of said de-
cedent: The petition of Emma Dani-
elson having been filed in this court,
representing that Gustaf Danielson,
ther a resident of the County
of Kandiyohi, State of Minnesota, died
intestate on the 14th day of April,
1915; and praying that letters of ad-
ministration of his estate be granted
to Richard Danielson, and the Court,
having fixed the time and place for
hearing said petition: THEREFORE
YOU AND EACH OF YOU, are here-
by cited and required to show cause,
it any you have, before this Court at
the Probate Court Rooms in the Court
House, in the City of Willmar, in the
County of Kandiyohi, State of Minne-
sota, on the 22nd day of November,
1915, at 2 o'clock p. m., why said peti-
tion should not be granted.

Witness, the Judge of said Court,
and the seal of said court, this 25th
day of October, 1916.

(COURT SEAL)
IDA A. SANDERSON,
Clerk of Probate Court.
CHARLES JOHNSON,
Attorney for Petitioner
Willmar Minn,

(First publication Oct. 20-4t.)

Citation for Hearing on Final Account
and Distribution Thereof.

Estate of Swan J. Hallquist, Decedent.

State of Minnesota, County of Kandi-
yohi, In Probate Court:

In the Matter of the Estate of Swan

J. Hallquist, Decedent:

The State of Minnesota to all per-
sons interested in the final account
and distribution of the estate of said
decedent: The representative of the
above named decedent, having filed in
this Court his final account of the ad-
ministration of the estate of sald de-
cedent, together with his petition
praying for the adjustment and allow-
ance of said final account and for dis-
tribution of the residue of said estate
to the person thereunto entitled.
Therefore, YOU, AND EACH OF
YOU, are hereby cited and required
to show cause, if any you have, before
this Court at the Probate Court Rooms
in the Court House in the City of
Willmar, in the County of Kandiyohi,
State of Minnesota, on the 165th day
of November, 1915, at 2 o'clock p. m.,
why said petition should not be
granted.

Witness, The Judge of said Court,
and the Seal of said Court, this 16th
day of October, 1915.

(SEAL) IDA A. SANDERSON,
Clerk of Probate Court.
CHARLES JOHNSON,
Attorney for Petitioner,
, Minn,

(First publication, Oct. 20-4t.)

Order Limiting Time to File Claims,
and for Hearing Thereon.

Estate of Willlam Englund.
State of Minnesota, County of Kandi-
yohi, In Probate Court.
In the Matter of the Estate of Will-
iam Englund, Decedent.

Letters Testamentary this day hav-
ing been granted to Robert H. Eng-
lund, .

It Is Ordered, that the time within
which all creditors of the above nam-
ed decedent may present -claims
against his estate in this court, be,
and the same hereby is, limited to six
months from and after the date here-
of; and that Monday, the 24th day of
April, 1916, at 2 o’clock p. m., in the
Probate Court Rooms, at the Court
House at Willmar in said County, be,
and the same hereby is, fixed and ap-
pointed as the time and place for
hearing upon and the examination, ad-
justment and allowance of such claims
as shall be presented within the time
aforesaid. £

Let notice hereof be given by the
publication of this order in The Will
mar Tribune as provided by law.

Dated October 14th, 1915.

(SEAL) IDA

CHARLES JOHNSON,
Attorney, Willmar, Minn,

Read the “Want” Column.

Twelfth Judicial District.
Gamble-Robinson , & COP

judgment against you for the
Ninety-five and 17-100 Dollars ($96.17)
with interest at the rate of six per
cent per annum since the 13th day of
October, 1915, together with Phintiff's
costs and disbursements herein.
Dated October 20th, 1915.
R. W. STANFORD,

Office, Old Post Office Building,
Wilmar,
(First publication Nov, 3,7t.)

EXECUTION SALE.

State of Minnesota,

County qt Ramsey, %"’

vB.
John W. Peterson, Defendant.
Notice is hereby givem that by vir-
tue of an Execution issued out of the
above named court in the above en-
titled action, I have levied upon all
the right, title and interest of the
above named defendant, John W. Pet-
erson, in and to the following describ-
ed real estate lying and .being situ-
ated in the County of Kandiyohi and
the State of Minnesota, to-wit: The

(4), Township One Hundred eighteen
(118), Range Thirty-three (33), Kandi-
yohi County, and will sell
at public auction to the bidder for
cash, on Saturday, the 18th day of De-
cember A. D.' 1915, at two o’clock p.
m., of that day, at the front door of
the Court House in the City of Will-

aforesaid real estate for the purpose
of satisfying the amount now due
owing upon said judgmen
sum of $241.66 with interest
sum since the 27th day of December,
1905, at the rate of 6 per cent per an-
num and the sum of 60c in
costs, and the expenses of said
and my fees upon the said execution.
Dated this 13th day of October, 1915,
PETER BONDE, Sherift,
Kandiyohi County, Minnesota,
N. D. and C. H. MARCH,
Attorneys for Plaintiff,
Litchfield, Minnesota.

(First publication, Nov. 3-it).
‘State of Minnesota, -
County of Kandiyohi, :

In Districf Court,
Twelfth Judicial District.
SUMMONS. -
Amanda Melvina Beadleson, Plaintiff,

VB,
Defendant.

James Beadleson,

THE STATE OF MINNESOTA TO
THE ABOVE NAMED DEFEND-
You are hereby summoned and re-

quired to answer the complaint of the

plaintiff in the above entitled action,
which said complaint has been filed
in the Office of the Clerk of the Dis-
trict Court at the Court House in the

City of Willmar, County of Kandiyohi

and State of Minnesota; and to serve

a copy of your answer to the said

complaint upon the subscriber at his

office, in the Bank of Willmar build-
ing, in the City of Willmar, County of

Kandiyohi and State of Minnesota,

within Thirty (30) days after the ser-

vice of this summons upon you, ex-
clusive of the day of such service, and
if you fail to answer the said com-
plaint within the time aforesaid, the
plaintiff in this action will apply to
the Court for the relief demanded in
the complaint herein.
Dated November 2nd, 1916.
) CHARLES JOHNSON,
Attorney for Plaintiff,

Bank of Willmar Building,

Willmar, Minn.

(First publication, Oct. 20-4t.)

Citatlon for Hearing on Petition to
Sell, Mortgage or Lease Land.
Estate of Marcella Jacobson, ward.
State of Minnesota, County of Kandi-

yohi, In Probate Court:

In the Matter of the Estate of Mar-
cella Jacobson, ward.

The State of Minnesota to all per-
sons interested in the selling of cer-
tain lands belonging to said ward. The
petition of Ida Alvig, as representa-
tive of the above named ward, being
duly filed in this court, representing
that it is necessary and for the best
interest of said estate and of all in-
terested therein that certain lands of
sald ward described therein be sold
and praying that a license be to
granted to sell the same.

Now, Therefore, You
you, are hereby cited and
show cause, If any you before
this court, at the Probate Court Rooms
in the Court House in City
mar, County of Kandiyohi, &
Minnesota, on the 16th of Novem-
ber, 1915, at 2 o'clock p. m., why the
prayer of said petition should not be

Witness, The Judge of said
and the seal of said court, this 14th
day of October, 1916. . . .
(COURT SEAL)

1

g
3

i

CHARLES JOHNSON, ¢
Attorney for Petitioner,
Willmar, Minn,

280 MODERN ROOMS
Located in Heart of Business Distries
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EUROPLAN; RATE FOR TWO PERSONG $1.00
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