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SYNOPSIS

Joe Weston, fourteen years old, decides
t® make a success of his father’'s run-
down farm. Ile reads the latest scientific
books. Mr. Bomerville, o merchant, agrees
to halp him.

Joe’'s father is peseimistic. He sneers
ot book farming and book farmers. Mr.
Somerville, struck with Joe's business
ability and ambition, backs him in prize
eompetitions.

Passersby on the road linger to watch
Joe operate. The sneers that were In
evidence at first soon give way to lcoks
of surprise. Joe 1s showing them some-
thing as a farmer,

Joe's father's pessimism gradually
fades away. He watches Joe work. He
secs him perform wonders with the soll.
He soon s as enthuslastic as Joe. His
sonversion pleases Mr. Bomerville.

Joe's corn is the wonder of the country-
mlde. With money he recelved from a
eommission merchant for his product he
starts a bank account, which he proudly
exhibita to his father.

Thera I8 a constant demand for the corn
Joe I8 raising. In the prize competition
Joe makes 188 bLushels on an acre at a
cost of 1130

It is announced that Joe Weston, the
book farmer, won the flrst corn prize for
his county. His father says, “Som, I'm

powerful proud of ye."
J same lund that he had used the
last year. He had sowed it
down in rye as a winter cover crop
and to prevent washing of the soil and
at the same time to afford a winter
pasture for the stock and pigs. The
rye was to be turned under when the
ground was first broken in the spring.
Mr, Weston had planted six acres in
oats, but proposed to let them mature
after baving been grazed by the stock
during the winter.

In his spare time Joe now hauled
leaves; but, since there was stock on
the place, the leaves were not applied
direct to the land. The cows and
horses were bedded in the leaves, and
a covered pem was built back of the
barn into which the leaves and bed-
ding from the stalls were thrown each
day.

“Aln't no use in buildin' a fertilize’
pen, Joe,” objected his father when the
subject was first mentioned. *Just
piteh It out there under tue eaves, au’
the rain and water 'll help rot it.”

“Yes, and over half its value will be
running off in waste water toward the
creek,” sald Joe. “The water will take
most of the ammonia and a heap of the
nitrogen and phosphoric acid and such
out of it. No; le's keep it dry until we
are ready to apply it; then it will not
lose its strength. There's a govern-
ment bulletin on the care of barnyard
fertilizer. Haven't you read it?"

“No; I ain’t had time yet. ['ve got
80 much to learn an' so much to read.
An' you know readin’ is mighty hard
work for me. [ ain't had as much
schoolin’ in all my life as you've had
a'ready.”

Joe felt sorry for his father, who
seemed so keenly conscious of late re-
garding his own limitations. Joe
sought to make him feel easier.

“Well, it isn't strange you haven't
read it—there are so many of them—
but 1 have, and that's what it says

CHAPTER XI.
Joe's Father Studies.

OE went ahead with his prep;
arations on his own acre, the

“Now, | see by this here bulletin,” said
Joe's father.

about taking care of the Cfertilizer.
Folks lose from 25 to GO per cent of the
value letting it stay out in the weath-
er.”

“All right, then; let's fix a shelter
for it.”

“And I'll tell you what, pa,” suggest-
ed Joe. “Let's go through that pile of
bulletins and pick out the ones that
will help us right now—read some one
every night. While I study my lessons
you read as much as you can on the
bulletin. Then when I get through
with the school books I'l) read aloud
¥bat you've been reading, asd we'll

I talk about it as we go along

“That's just a fine idee!” <

“We'll sort out that plle tonight and
make a start.”

Accordingly after supper Joe and his
father went through the armful of
government bulletins and picked out
about a dozen to form their course of
study until summer, After they had
finished the one on barmnyard fertilizers
they took two evenings to review and

dliscuss it.

“Tell you what, Joe,” said Mr, Wes-
fon the second evening, “that there bul-
letin has given me lots of idees. Now,

| we all know one of the biggest ex-
{ penses in farmin' right is this here
commercial fertilizer. Seems to me If
we could find somethin’ to tuke its
place we could save a whole lot.”

“That's just the thing we want to
do—instead of paying the fertilizer fac-
tories for it, do our own manufactur-
ing.”

“Sure, an' make the profit ourselves.
You know and I know the commercial
fertilizer is gone In a year. Maybe a
little of the phosphate stays in the soll
for the next year, but not enough to
do any good. Got to buy again next
year.”

“That’s so0.”

“Now, I see by this here bulletin
we've just read that an experiment
showed that seven ycars after a plece
of soll was treated with barnyard fer-
tilizer it showed effects of the stuff as
against a plece of the same land treat-
ed with commercial fertilizer, That
showed no trace hardly after the sec-
ond year.”

“Looks like the thing to do is to fig-
ure the way to get more barnyard stuff
and build the land up so it will stay
built,” commented Joe.

“That's just what I mean, son. Stop
the outgo for the commercial chemical
stufl."”

“How are we going to do it?”

“It's goin’ to be slow work. In the
first place, we've got to have more cat-
tle, an’ we've got practically no money
now. But we can do this: Winter is
on, an’ folls will sell cattle cheap rath-
er than feed 'em. We ought to be able
to pick up a dozen or so half starved
little calves for next to nothing. We
can get credit at the bank for a hun-
dred dollars, an’ I think we better put
it in calves.”

“Say,” observed Joe, *“that's a per-
fectly fine scheme. I know where 1
can buy two five-months-old calves now
for $2 aplece.”

“An' I'll start tomorrow to bust up
slx or seven acres more an’ put in
more oats. It's late, I know, but they
will make all right. That will glve
winter grazing and stuf to feed on an’
straw to bed 'em in an’ turn under
later. We can pull them calves through
without much cost until grass comes
out; then next summer put every foot
of ground we can in pea vine hay.”
“Peas are fine for the land—collect
nitrogen from the air and store it on
the roots in those little bumps—‘no-
dules’ the book calls them,” said Joe.
“Then the leaves that fall from the
pea vines help put humus in the land
along with the decaying roots.”

“So with the oats and pea vine hay
and fodder we will be well fixed to
take a big herd of cattle through next
winter, and what nubbin corn we
raise.” said Mr. Weston. “We'll koep
the cattle up at nigut, bed 'em in
leaves an’ straw, compost it, and we’ve
got a good start on fertilizer. In two
years more we ought to have those
calves in prime fix for beef cattle and
get $50 aplece for 'em.”

“That looks mighty fine,” assented
Joe. “Besides, the oats being grazed
by the cattle will help the oats, and
the land will get the benefit of what
fertilizer is dropped there then, and
that will amount to a heap.”

“Then,” continued Mr. Weston, *1
figure that this next fall, instead ot
selling our cotton seed, we ought to
swap it to the oil mill for cottonseed
meal and hulls, There's a heap of fat-
tening stuff in the meal, and it forms
about a fourth of these commercial
fertilizers and furnishes nitrogen. Mix
the meal and hulls and feed it to our
cattlee. We get the benefit of the fat-
tening for the beeves an’ then have the
rest of it with the nitrogen In it for the
land.”

“Say, you were late getting started,
but you sure are farming like an up
to date farm w!" enthused Joe.
“Tryin" to e up for lost time,
son. We'll have somethin’ yet, you an’
I. Well, as 1 was sayin’, in this scheme
we practically get our beef cattle for
nothing, get the benefit of permanent
fertilizer for the land and ought to
make a profit of 60 or 75 per cent on
each animal.”

“It looks good,” judicially admitted
Joe.

“It is good, and it's horse sense too.
Why, if we just broke even on han-
dling the cattle it would pay us, for
the good we will get in fertilizer for
the land and to stop the outgo for
chemical stuff each year. But we'll
make money on 'em, big money.”

“If we keep planting peas and @ll-
ing the ground with the roots full of
nitrogen and planting cover crops in
winter and grazing it and turning un-
der stubble and putting rotted leaves
and straw and cornstalks and stable
cleanings mixed in this land In five
years we'll have the richest place in
the county,” continued Mr. Weston.

“Well, I'm going to go hunting for
scrubby half starved calves,” said Joe.
“I'll ask all the boys at school if they
have any to sell for cash, and you go
and get the money from the bank.”

““All right, and first thing we know
we'll have a fertilizer factory here
that will be payilng us biggest sort of
profits!” sald Mr. Weston.

Joe was on his way to school a few
days later when he saw a boy about
his own age approaching him on a nice
bay pony. The boy was evidently a
city youth, and, seeing Joe, he rein-
ed up.

“Hello!” he remarked, In a friendly
tone. He was a nice, manly looking
boy, but very thin and pale.

“Helle, yoursel®Y’ answered Joe,
stopping and sizing him up. Joe liked
his looks, but thought he was remark-
ably puny in appearance.

“You're Joe Weston, the champion
corn grower, aren't you?’ he said. Joe
nodded. *“I saw your picture in the
papers, but I thought you were a hea
bigger than you are. I've wanted t
meet you.”

“Much obliged,” said Joe. *“Who are
you?”

“Excuse me for not telling. I'm Tom
Ralston. Father bought that big old

plantation 6t Major Dean's down thie
read about two miles. We've only been
here a couple of weeks.”

“Where you from?"

“Up north. I'm just over a spell of
typhoid and awfully weak. Then
mother is not strong, and we wanted
to get away from the hard winters up
there, so father bought this old house
and plantation for a winter home. He
can't stay here all the time, but he will
come down and hunt and fish whenever
he can get off. He's about worn him-
self out working. Owns a big factory.”

“Well, I'm glad you all have moved
in the peighborhood, and hope you'll
like it. Ever lived in the country be-
fore?”

“Never have, but 1 think it's fine,
what I have seen of it!"’ said Tom, with
enthusiasm,

“Come over and see me some time.
It's easier for you to come to see me
than for me to go to your house; you've
got a pony, and I have to hoof it or ride
one of the work horses.”

“Sure will, and thank you for asking
me. It's kind of lonely until one gets
acquainted. How far you going?”

*'Bout a mile, to the schoolhouse.”

“Hop up behind me, and I'll give you
a lift. This pony rides as easy as a
rocking chair rocks. Come on!” He
extended his hand. Joe placed one foot
in the stirrup and vaulted up behind
him. The pony was indeed a fine one.
By the time they reached the school-
house the two boys were well started
on a friendship. Several of the boys at
the school crowded about as they
rode up.

“Say, fellers!” called Joe. *“This is
Tom Ralston. His folks bought the old
Dean place and just moved in. He's
been mighty sick with fever an' ain't
strong yet, but he wants to get ac-
quainted. When you get a chance go
over and see him.”

“Wish you would,” added Tom.

“Some of the gang will be over Bat-
urday, sure,” announced Reddy Hay-
wood. “Pleased to meet you. Won't
you ’light an’ rest your saddle?” Reddy
was doihg the elegant as host for the
school.

“No; much obliged. Got to go to
town and do some errands for mother,
but I'll come over once in awhile at
recess and see you fellows. Glad to
have met you, and so long!” He wav-
ed a farewell, and the pony sped down
the road.

The boys talked him over and decid-
ed he “would do.” Several expressed
the opinion that he looked sort of
“sissy” and feeble.

“If you'd been in bed nine weeks
with typhoid you’d look just as bad,”
retorted Joe. *“An’' if I hear of any-
body imposing on him until he gets
strong enough to take care of himself
they've got me to whip. He's a
stranger an’ a Yankee boy, and the
decent thing Is for us all to act like
gentlemen an’ make him welcome to
our nelghborhood like we’d appreciate
his doing if we moved up in the neck
of the woods where he comes from.”

“Joe's right!” exclaimed Reddy Hay-
wood. When these two leaders of the
school agreed on a matter it was set-
tled in so far as that crowd of boys
was concerned.

In two weeks Tom had got strong
enough to stand considerable exercise,
with the dally borseback rides and the
fresh, invigorating air of the country.
He was very much possessed with the
idea of golng on a possum hunt.

“I can fix that all right,” assured
Joe. “T’ll sec old Uncle Jeff Johnson—
that old darkey who lives up the road;
he’ll take us. He's got some good
possum dogs. I'll tell him to come and
see you when the time is right, and
we'll go. Old Uncle Rube that works
here on this place of yours is a good

hunter too.”
I the Ralston place and was
explaining to Tom how he
could teach Tom to be a good shot.
when Uncle Jeff shufled around the
corner of the house.

“Mawnin’. young marsters! Hope 1
sees you well ter day?' he saluted
them, raising his hat. Uncle Jeff
prided himself on his manners, as he
belonged to one of the prominent fami-
lies of the county before the war.

“Very well, thank you,” answered
the boys. *“How’s your health, Uncle
Jemr?”

“Powerful porely, powerful porely. I
has de rheumatiz an' de dyspepsy, but
I'm thankful hit ain’ no wuss. Jes'
think of all de ailments I mout have
en ain't got. Dat's whut I'm thankful
fer.”

“Hope you will get better soon,” as-
sured Tom,

“Thanky, sub, en I hopes yo' injoys
de same blessin’.”

“How about the possums,” inquired
Joe,

“Dat's persackly whut I come up
hyar ter see yo' all erbout, Marse Tom.
Yo' wuz a-talkin’ erbout wantin® ter go
possum huntin’ en ter tas’e er baked
possum wid yam taters swimmin' in
de gravy on de side.”

“0Oh, yes; I'd love to do both.”

“Well, now’s de time.”

“How do you know, Uncle Jeff ?"

*Oh, I knows. De moon is in de fust
quarter, jes’ ernuff ter give er little
light en not ernuff ter th’ow er shad-
der. Er possum is er powerful cow-

ardly varmint, en he won't feed on er
bright moonlight night. His own shad-
der skeers ’'im. An' den hit's sorter
nippin’ en frosty, en er possum ain’
fitten ter eat less'n he be dressed en
put on top of er shingle roof fer de
fros’ ter soak in 'im all de night.”

“Oh, that's foolishness! Why won't
a refrigerator do as well? The object
is to get the animal heat out of the
garcass,” answered Tom.

*“Mout be foolish, but I wants ter ax
yer one queschun. Who started dis yer
business er eatin’ possums—niggers,
whut 'pen’s on de fros’, or w'ite folks,
whut has dese hyar freezeraters—huh?”

“I don’t know,” admitted Tom sheep-
ishly.

“In co’se you dunno. Hit wuz de
niggers, en dat's de way de niggers
fixes possums. Can't nobody but er
nigger cook er possum jes' right nei-
ther? I'd as soon eat er dawg ez er
possum cooked by any one else en on-
less de fros’ has soaked in 'lm.”

Joe had been an amused listener.

“That's a fact, Tom, about nobody but
a darky knowing how to cook possums
Just exactly right. Why, Colonel Ains-

CHAPTER XIl.
Off on a Possum Hunt.

HE next Saturday Joe rode one
of the work horses down to

worth, who lived down' the river from
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here, got to speculating In cotton and
made a whole lot of money. He under-
took to put on a great deal of style then
—had his house fixed over and sent to
New Orleans and got a French chef,
and the first entertainment was a big
possum supper to a lot of his cronies
from New Orleans. You just ought to
hear the colonel tell about it.

“That Frenchman didn't know how
to cook possums, and he brought them
in roasted and swimming in cream
gravy with a lot of chopped vegetables
all over 'em, a la something or other.
The colonel called him to the dining
room and asked him about it. Then the
colonel got so mad at his dinner being
ruined he grabbed a big fat possum by
the hind legs from the dish and slam-
med the chef over the head with it and
ran him down the front steps trying to
hit him again.

“The colonel sald he agreed to pay
that chef a hundred dollars a month,
but any cook who couldn't fix a possum
right wasn't worth two bits a year. He
sent the chef back on the next boat
and sent for Aunt Venus, Uncle Jefl's
wife, and she cooked the possums next
d”.u

Uncle Jeft stood chuckling.

“I wuz dar. Yo’ jes’ oughter seed dat
Frenciy bounce down dem steps. He
wuz fat, an’ de colonel he wuz fat too,
a-makin’ a lick at 'im wid every jump
wid dat possum all smeared over wid
cream gravy! He wuz de maddest w'ite
man I ever seed. De guests ain’ quit
laffin twell yit, I reckon. Hit shore wuz
funny!”

“All right, have your way about the
frost, Uncle Jeff,” conceded Tom.
“Only I want to help catch a possum
and eat it if it is cooked right.”

“Now dat's de way ter talk. Yo'
leave de huntin’ ter me en Unk’ Rube,
an’ de cookin’' ter Mis’ Venus, en’ all
we axes yo' boys is ter furnish de ap
pertites en don’ founder yo'se’'fs.”

“We can furnish the appetites all
right,” assured Joe,

“Well, right atter supper yo' all put
on yo' ole clo’es, en me en Rube’ll git
de dawgs en de res' of de fixin's.”

Joe stayed to supper, and about half
past 7 Uncle Jeff sounded his horn as
he came up the front drive, accompa-
nied by four yelping dogs. Uncle Rube
came from the rear of the house carry-
ing in one hand a light, sharp ax and a
lantern in the other. Slung across his
back and that of Uncle Jeff were bun-
dles of very rich “fat” pine cot in
splints about the size of a finger and
about four feet long. Each carried an
empty sack wrapped about the cord
that held the pine splints.

‘““What are those pine sticks for?” in-
quired Tom,

“Torches,” answered Joe, who was
an old hand at the game. “Take four
or five of those long splinters, hold
them together in your hand and light
the other end and it makes the best
sort of a light—harder the wind blows
the brighter it gets.”

“Whar we better go, Unk’ Rube?” in-
quired Uncle Jefl,

“I spec we stand a better chance
over in dat big ole fiel’ by de creek.
Dey's some simmonses lef’ on de trees
yit down dar. I come thoo dar yes-
tiddy and seed whar possums been
feedin'. Den dey’s plenty black haws
down in de bottoms en choke berries
en red haws too. Dey's plenty-er feed,

‘en F bets we gita er posSum er §0,” -

““All right; lead on, le's be going
somewhere,” said Joe, with impatience.
Uncle Jeff sounded his horn. The dogs
leaped joyfully with frantic yelps and
sprang ahead.

The party cut through the stable lot,
down through the lower pasture and up
the long slope of the hill where the old
fleld lay on the other side. They walk-
ed single file into the mysterious night,
Rube with the lantern leading, then
the boys, and Uncle Jeff bringing up
the rear. As they reached the crest of
the hill they stood still 2 few moments
while the dogs ranged in front of them.
Directly one of the dogs broke into cry,
Joined by the athers shortly.

“Uh, huh! Hear dat? Done struck er
trail erready!” exclaimed Uncle Jeff in
triumph.

“Hot trail, too,” observed Uncle
Rube. “We'll git dat ole possum in er
mighty few minutes.”

The dogs were making the silemt
woods ring with their musical notes as
the two men whooped encouragement.
The trail led directly down the long
slope and into the sweet gum flats near
the creek.

“Makin’' fer de swamp,” said Uncle
Jeff. There was a pause in the trailing
cry of the dogs, and the long drawn
out notes gave place to short, excited
yelps.

“Treed, by granny—treed a'ready!
Come on!" called Rube, striking a trot
in the direction of the dogs and yelling
encouragement to them so they would
not desert the quarry and take up an-
other trail.

Dancing about the base of a tall, slim
sweet gum tree were the four dogs,
jumping up with forefeet on the trunk
and baying in a frenzy of excitement.

“Dar he—dar he!” cried Jeff in joy,
peering up in the darkness. “Way up
in de top. 8ee 'im?*

Tom could merely see an indistinct
blur against the starlight through the
bare branches,

“I guess 80. I see something™

“Climb or cut?’ inquired Uncle Rube,
unslinging his bundle of splinters and
taking two torches, which he lit and
gave the boys to hold. As the fat pine
sputtered and flared the light disclosed
two pin points of green light shining
from the dark object.

“Oh, yes, doggone yer! Grinnin’ at
us, is yer? Thinks we ain’ gwine git
yer, does yer? Thinks yer too sharp
fer us, huh? Gimme dat ax, Jeff. I'll
bhave dat tree down ’fore ye' c¢'d git
ter de fust limb climbin’.”

Uncle Rube swung the ax, and in
two licks it bit out an immense chip
from the tree trunk. Two mose Hcks
brought another, then another,

“Hole dem dawgs, now, Jeff. We
don’ want no chawed up possum. Dis
tree is trim'lin’ now; two more licks
‘Il bring hit down!"” cautioned Rube.
Jeff slipped the twine through the col-
lars of the four dogs. They were wild
with excitement, for they kmew what
was coming.

“Look out, folkses; tree's a-fallin’!"
eang Uncle Rube, and with a erash the
tall stem fell. Almost at the same
time Jeff was near where the top
struck the ground, scuffiing with the
dogs, who had got tangled with his
legs, and he was trylng to keep his
balance and handle the lantern at the
same time.

“Turn dem dawgs loose—turn ‘em

loose, Jefl! My Lawd ha' mussy, ef
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we ain’t let dat ole possum git erway.
Turn ’'em loose quick, befo’ he c'n git
far off!"

gled from the cord holding the dogs,
and they plunged excitedly into the
brush of the treetop, scuffling and snif-
fing in confusion. They lost several
minutes in that way, then broke into
full cry again, trafling up the hill, men
and boys following as best they could.
It was hardly five minutes after they
took the trail the second time, but the
party had traveled pellmell over & quar-
ter of a mile.

“Don’ tell me dat ole possum ain’
been hunted befo’ dis!” panted Rube.
“He's a-makin’ time like er deer.”

The dogs signaled that they had
tseed again.

“Now we got "im! I ain’ gwine take
o mo’ chances—dem dawgs kin have
dey fun en chaw 'im too, it dey wants.
I don’ puppose fer no possum ter make
Ine run merse'f ter death!” announced
Uncle Jefr.

This time the quarry had takenm te a
tall blackjack about as large aromnd
as a man's leg.

“I'll hole de dawgs, Unk’ Jeff—hit's
ter cut de tree—but I sho is
ter let dem pupples in soom's
nears d‘ mun’-”
right, jes’ so yer don’ let "em
loose en let de tree fall on 'em. Dem's
vallyble dawgs.”

Tom and Joe stood holding the
torches 80 Uncle Jeff could see to
swing the ax. Directly came the pre-
lminary crackling and swaying.

“Ready now!” warned Uncle Jeff as
he hit the final lick, and the tree ma-
Jestically swayed and fell with a thun-
derous crash. A second before it hit
earth Rube turned the dogs loose, and
they were in the treetop almost before
it had settled from the rebound.

Men and boys ran forward, holding
thelr lights aloft, and puzzled, too, for
there was the liveliest scrap going on
in those interlaced branches and twigs
they had ever witnessed. The dogs
were snarling and yelping and bark-
ing and biting. There were squeals
and bowls and growls, and every min-
ute er 8o a dog would dash out, flap-
ping a badly torn ear or bewailing
lustily a bitten nose.

“Why, good graclous erlive, ef dat
ain’ er gre’t big ole coon!” yelled Un-
cle Rube. “Whoopee! Sick ’im, Spot!
Go to 'im, Rattler! Sick 'im, dawgs!
Sick *im, boys—whoopee!”

The dogs plunged back to the fray.
The coon had about bested them in
the thick branches, but on the second
attack Br'er Coon made the fatal mis-
take of trying to get into the open. As
he cleared the tree and landed in the
grass there was another mixup of fiy-
ing elaws and snapping jaws.

The coon lay flat on his back amd
fought with all four feet and his teeth.
He was holding off the dogs and in-
fiicting more damage on them than
they were on him until the dogs get
dowa to team work and would rush
him two at a time on different sides.
It was as pretty a team play as ever
a football game exhibited.

Finally Spot managed to get the
coon by the throat, and the last heasd
of him was a shrill squeal as Spet
shut off his breath and proceeded to
shake the life out of him.

CHAPTER XIIlI.
Mr. Ralston Grateful.
REAKFAST at the Ralston
home was over, and Joe Wes-
B ton, Tom and Mr. Ralsten
were on the front porch, where
Joe was preparing to take his leave.

“Well, we've had a mighty good
time, Mr. Ralston, but work time has
come. No more frolicking until the
crops are laid by,” saild Joe.

“What's ‘laid by?” " inquired Tem,
anxious to obtain information from his
tutor. -

“Lald aside, done with—worked amnd
tended enough—nothing to do except
wait for Nature to mature 'em,” an-
swered Joe. “That is in late summer.
From then until fall there is not much
to do except haying or pulling fodden”

“Look here, Joe. Anything I can do
to Lelp you?" inquired Mr. Ralstom.

wrou've showed me more fun tham I
ever had before., Can't I make some
return?”"

“Not a thing, Mr. Ralston, unless
you'll sell me that fertilizer down In
the cow lot and stable yard. There's
about fifty wagon loads of it, I guess,
and I need barnyard stuff mightily.”

“What's it worth, Joe?”

“Scraped up and ready to load, I
guess it's worth 30 cents a two horse
wagon load. It could be better be-
cause it's been exposed to the rain
and lost lots of strength, but it is bet-
ter than nothing.”

“How are you going to use it?” asked
Tom.

“On those four acres I have been us-
ing for prize corn and truck. Il
spread it on the oats, then turn it um-
der.”

“Fifty loads isn't much for four
acres, Joe,” suggested the major, who
had come out on the porch and heard
the talk

“It's twelve and a half loads to the
acre. That's a heap better than none.
I've got about twenty-five loads at
home of a compost of rotten leaves
and stable scrapings, full strength and
saved under shelter. I'll use that too.”

“Tell you what,” said Mr. Ralstonm;
“that stable and cow lot of mine need
a good cleaning, anyway. I don't cal-
culate to do any farming much this
year—there isn’t enough there to do
any material good on my place here.
I'll just have the lot boys scrape that
stuff in plles, and you can have it if
you will haul it off.”

“Oh, say, now—that's mighty fine of
you, Mr. Ralston!” exclaimed Joe grate-
fully. “It will be a big help to me,
because I'm needing stuff like that. I'm
trying to cut the cost, and you've saved
me just about $15 in expense.”

“By George, I'll do better than that,
then. I'll make the lot boy haul it over
there for you. I want to see you win
the prize this year!”

Joe Weston looked doubtful. It was
& great temptation, for be had to
charge in all his time expended on the
acre at 8 cents an hour and the use of
a two horse team and wagon at $2 a
day, those being the rules of the conm-
test. Then his way suddenly appeared
clear.

“Much obliged, Mr, Ralston, but I
don't belleve it would be just exactly

gght 1 mean it would be actually

NEEEATI\/E

“Well, ain’t he er slick un!” com-
mented Jeff as he finally got untan- '

hélping me—that wouldn’t appear ¢R

the record. It would give me a little

advantage over the others competing,
' and I think I ought not to take it.”

“l guess you are right, Joe. - Fight
it out on the square, and in case of
doubt let the other fellow take the du-
blous chance. That will win, any-
way,” said Mr. Ralston. The major
nodded approval.

“I'll do that very thing, sir,” re-
sponded Joe quietly.

“Seems to me it would be entirely
proper for you to take the stuff from

| e as a gift if I want to get it off my

premises to get my lots clean.
do you think, major?”

“No objection in the world to that.
It is just a case of where Joe is more
fortunate than others in obtaining it,
but he ought to haul it himself, I
think.”

“That's the way I look at it,” said
Joe.

“All right, I'll start those two darkies
today to scraping it up in piles, and
You can commence hauling when you
are ready,” said Mr. Ralston.

“I'll begin tomorrow soon after day-
light.”

*‘Oh, here now! That's too early!”
objected Tom, who was to make his
first actual trial of farm work when
Joe started.

“No, sirree—not when you are pay-
ing $2 a day for a team and fighting
every cent of expense. Day begins at
daylight and ends at dark. I'll get
fifteen loads a day bhauled—maybe
more.” -

“Want me to help?’ Tom was hope-
ful that Joe would refuse.

“If you are golng into this thing
sure enough to learn you better get a
shovel and be on hand when I come
over for the first load,” answered Joe.

“Tom will be there,” interrupted his
father dryly. “He's started this thing
about wanting to learn farming; now
he's got to keep it up.”

“Oh, I'm no quitter!” asserted Tom,
getting red. *“Had no idea of dodging.
I'll be there, and I'll work too!”

“All right. See you later.” Joe Wes-
ton mounted the pony brought to the
front door for him and. waving a fare-
well, loped down the road toward
home.

“Howdy, stranger? Light an’ rest
your saddlel™ called his father, pre-
tending net te know him after his ab-
sence.

“Belleve I will. Here, ma; bere's a
half a dozen squirrels and a nice fat
little wild turkey hen all dressed for
you.” Joe handed over the bundle.
“Those squirrels will make a bully pie,
and I guess you know what to de with
that wild turkey.” The game had
beer carefully cleaned and kept on
ice m the big refrigerator at the Ral-
stons'.

“Mwhty glad to get ’'em,” said his
mother. “Looks to me like you've put
on a few pounds lately, Joe.”

“Wouldn't be surprised—at the rate
I've been eating,” chuckled Joe.

“We've been livin’ pretty high our-
selves since you've been running with
those Yankee millionaire folks,” said
Mr. Weston. “Bear, deer, birds, wild
turkey, squirrels—and you gettin’ paid
for it too!”

“Well, come to think of it, the scheme
Is pretty fine. But, then, pa, think of
all the hard years we've had—no fun
and powerful poor eating,” suggested
Joe soberly.

“That's”so, and I've about come to
the idee that the harder § man works
the more fun he's goin’ to have some
time or other an’ the more he appre-
ciates it when it does come.”

“Sorter looks that way. don't it?”
agreed Joe. “Well, we've got to get
busy mow. Come on, let's round up
the calves and stock. I'm golng to
turn them in on the oats. Tomorrow
I want the wagon and team. I start
to hauling manure.”

“Where from? The stable?”

“No. Mr. Ralston told me I could
bhave about fifty loads over there if
I'd haul it off.”

“Say now, that's fine, ain’t it?”

“Biggest help to me I can think of,”
said Joe.

‘“Well, you get on the pony and drive
the stock up from th' paster, an’ I'll
open the gates. My, won't they have
a picnic on them tender oats?”

The twenty-three calves Joe and his
father had picked up for an average

What

“jsn't it wonderful, pa, how this busi-
ness of progressing opens up—one
thing after another?”

of $2.25 each were already beginning
to show the effects of good treatment
and care. They went after the suc-
culent young oats, now something over
shoe top high, voraciously, as did the
cows and horses.

“Aln't that a pair of little beautles,
though?” inquired Joe, indicating two
fawn colored heifer calves.

“They are that—an’ more than two-
thirds Jersey. They ought to make
good milk cows.”

“They're too fine to sell for beef.
Le's just keep them and raise them.
And that black and white spotted one
too,” suggested Joe.

“Where'd you get that one? Looks
to me like she's got a heap o' Holstein
in her,” said Mr. Weston.

“Got her from that Walker boy, and

she bas got Holstein fn her. Made me

pay 33.50 for her on that account.”

“Well, she’s wuth $10 of anybody’s

money as she stands right now. With

two Jerseys and the old cow and this
calf of the old cow’s and a Holstein
we ought to be selling considerable
butter in about three years—with what
' other good calves we can pick up,”
suggested Mr. Weston. .

“l think so. And there's another
heifer in that bunch that shows signs
of Jersey too. I'm in favor of keeping
her.l’

“Ain’t no better breed in the world
for furnishin’ rich milk to make but-
ter from. After while, when we're
able, I'm for getting a herd of thor-
oughbred Jerseys,” asserted Mr. Wes-
ton. “We can sell the butter at a good
prefit, and there isn't a better feed on
earth for pigs and chickens than but-
termilk.”

“Ain’'t these farmers fools to sell
them calves for a little or nothin' like
they have done? Now, just look at
this herd. Actually hasn’t cost us $3
outlay for feed, except some cotton-
seed meal for those scrawny, pore,
weak, starved little fellers. They won't
cost us anything much next winter.
We'll ralse enough stuff here to carry
'em through. By this fall a year they'll
be wuth $25 apiece of any man’s mon-
ey,” Mr. Weston mused as he leaned
over the gate and watched the con-
tented cattle. *

“We'll make something llke $500
clear on the idea and get three or four
good milk cows too,” added Joe.

“Then think. We've returned the
feed an’' humus to the soil and been
able to make many a ton of manure to
build up the land. That is wuth $200
cash {tself, for we won't have to buy
as much commercial stuff.” suggested
the older man.

' “Isn’t it wonderful, pa, how this busi-
ness of progressing opens up—one
thing from another? And it is all so

iplain and so sensible and accordin’ to

reason.”

“It sure is!"

“And just to think, we haven't got
started good yet, pa! Why, we're In
the A, B, C class yet compared with

those farmers up north and in the
middle west. They are the best farm-
ers in the world, I reckon.”

| “I guess they've forgot more things
about good farmin’ than we know,”
agreed his father, enjoying the sight of
the calves as they- reaped the young
! oats,

! “Speakin’ of A, B, C's, Joe, I'm sorter
pestered about your droppin’ school
like you have. Do you think it's a
good idee, son?* Mr. Weston had of
late become painfully aware of his own
educational limitations.

“No, sir; but it couldn’t be helped
this year, Besides, I can read well
and do read all the time, and I'm learn-
ing things. And, to tell the truth, I've
got about as far as I can go in this
lttle school here. That is a mighty
poor teacher.”

“Well, you can't expect much of a
teacher at $35 a month. She does the
best she can, I reckon,” sald Mr. Wes-
ton charitably.

| “Looks to me like the state ought to
pay more and get better teachers for
the coumtry schools. At any rate, I'm
reading my school books when I have
a chance, and reading these bulletins
 will help me. Education is knowing
things useful to you.” .

“Who told you that, son?"

“The president. He said there wasn't
any more sense in packing a lot of use-
less junk around in your head than in
bhauling it about in a wagon.”

“B'lleve he’s right!”

“I know he's right. I'm trying to
educate myself to be a first class farm-
er. She wants to make me study
chemistry—not agricultural chemistry.
She wants to make me study algebra
and astronomy. I've got about as
much use for them as that calf there
has, Take yourself, pa. You see what
you've learned from reading good ag-
ricultural books. Well, I've been learn-
h‘ mn

“If you get that scholarship to that
agricultural school it'll be a big help
to you.”

“Yes, and along the line I want to
learn. I'm going to win it too. You
remember that.”

“Competition’s goin’ to be flerce,”
warned his father.

“Yes, but I've another scheme, and
it's real easy too.”

“How, for goodness’ sake?”

“Well, it's simple. Just in making
as much corn as I did last year, may-
be a few bushels more, but in holding
down the expense in making it.”

Mr. Weston looked at him inquir-
ingly.

“You see, I showed 'em how to make
a big crop last year. It's easy. Just
pile in the fertilizer after the ground
has been well prepared and keep it
worked good. And every boy is going
to plunge hard on commercial fertilizer
and nitrate of soda and potash and
labor. They are not going to stop te
figure the cost.”

“I begin to see the point,” grinned
Mr. Weston.

“Well, this contest is judged as much
on the low cost of producing the corn
a8 on the amount. If I equal the best
im the amount and beat them on the
cost I win, don’t I?"

“That’s business!
enthused his father.

“But you're bound to use some ni-
trate and stuff.”

“Yes, sir. The land isn’t rich enough
yet to make a big crop without it, but
every pound of barnyard stuff I put in
it requires just so much less commer-
cial stuff.”

“I'll help every way I can. If you
see where I can be of any use count on
me,” assured his father.

(To be continued.)

That's business!”

Russian Art.

it is customary to submit the design for
the approval of the people concerned.
In many cases a wooden model of the
proposed statue Is erected in the exact
spot where the complete statue is to
stand. [f the majority do not approve
of the design it is withdrawn and an-
other i8 substituted. This custom has
resulted in Russia having probably the
best memorial groups and statues of
any country.

Russians call the city of Moscow
“Holy Mother Moscow,” because it is
the center around which grew the great
empire of the czar. There are 500
! churches and cathedrals in Moscow and
maxny hundreds of smaller shrines.

. Tribune Wan-Tads Bring Results,

Illed by the accounts that have Ix

Before a statue is erected in Russia |ed

-

A ONE PIECE FROCK.

This graceful model is featured
plum colored broadcloth. Ball crec
buttons are used freely as trimmi
while interesting patches of embroid:
strap the waist line perpendicular
the full skirt. Please notice how -
rather tight sleeves flare in a |
shaped cuff,. The snug cellar hae
dash of embroidery as finish.

Nuremberg.

Nuremberg was once almost the ri
est and most famous town in Eurt
The well known saying of Pope P
11, that a Nuremberg citizen was |
ter off than a Scottish king was ju

preserved of the town and its burghe
In the fifteenth century there ca
from Nuremberg the first watch
known as “Nuremberg eggs;” the 0
cannon, the first gun lock, the 8
wire drawing machine, the clarit
certain descriptions of pottery and -
art of painting on glass. For 800 ye
its walls defended the valley of -
Pegnitz against all enemies. Four h|
dred towers once topped the walls, |
only about a third of them now rems

——

Work of Imagination..

“They tell me that it is imaginat
that keeps the doctors busy,” said -
slow pay patient.

“It is,” replied the physiclan
of us are kept busy making out b
which we foolishly imagine are go
to be pald."—Yonkers Statesman.

Well Preserved.
“There's money In preserves.”
“You bet! I know a girl who mu
$20,000 by preserving the letters a m
wrote her.”"—Boston Transcript.
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(First publication Dec. 29-4t.)
Order Limiting Time to File Ch:
and for Hearing Thereon.
Estate of Olof O. Ellingson.
State of Minnesota, County of Ea
yohi, In Probate Court.
In the Matter of the Estate of Olo:

Ellingson, Decedent.

Letters of Administration this
having been granted to P. A. Gand

It Is Ordered, that the time wif
which all creditors of the ahove naj
dec-dent may present claims aga
his estate in this court, be, and
same hereby is, limited to six mor4p——
from and after the date hereof; '
that Monday, the 3rd day of July, 1
at 2 o'clock p. m., in the Prol
Court Rooms, at the Court Housd
Willmar in said County, be, and|
same hereby is, fixed and appohr
as the time and place for hearing
on and the examination, adjustn
and allowance of such claims as s+
bedmsented within the time af
said.

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

Dated December 23, 1915. |
(SEAL)

qh—-

(First publication Dec. 15-4t.)!

Order Limiting Time to File Cls

Within Three Months, and for

Hearing Thereon. H

Estate of Evert J. Roelofs also kn
as E. J. Roelofs and Evert Jan

lofs, Decedent. A
State of Minnesota, County of Ks

yohi, In Probate Court. i
In the Matter of the Estate of E

J. Roelofs, also known as E. J.

lofs and Evert Jan Roelofs, De

ent.

Letters Testamentary this day
ing been granted to Henry J. Rox
and it appearing by the afidavil
said representative that there ar
debts of said decedent; !

It Is Ordered, That the time wi
which all creditors of the above :

decedent may present el
against his estate in this Court
and the same hereby is, limit
three months from and after the|
hereof; and that Monday, the 20
of March, 1916, at 2 o'clock p. =
the Probate Court Rooms at the (
House at Willmar in said Coun
and the same hereby is, fixed
pointed as the time and J
hearing upon and the e
justment and allowance of

publication of this order in

mar Tribune as provided by
Dated Dec. 13, 1916.

(SEAL) BA



