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A CRADLE SONG

Sleep, O by. my little baby,
In your cradle, mother’s near;

Angels watch all through the night,
W ith your mother, baby dear.

, Sleep, O by, my little baby—
JL'i Tiny bud from Heaven’s throne;

/fly* Mother guards you through the shadows
Of the night. You’re not alone.

Sleep, O by, my little baby;
Slumber softly, baby mine.

K Gentle breezes now are blowing,
JsAnd the stars above you shine. TfcrN*'

v Sleep. O by, my little baby,
Till the sun-peep comes anew,

Angels guard my little darling—
Mother watches over you.

—A. U. Maytleld. in Denver News.

A Question of Caste.
>

BY BELLE MANIATES.

There was no reason, apparently,
why these two people, Carter Johns
and Cleo Rivers, should not have pur-
sued their friendship openly and free-
ly, but they had met in a most uncon-
ventional way, and there seemed to be
a tacit, though unspoken, agreement
between them that their meetings

should be clandestine.
Cleo was naturally interested and

excited when she found the house next
to theirs, which had been vacant for
so long, had been sold and was to be
occupied.

Her first surreptitious inspection of
one member of the new family was
from a window overlooking their back
yard.

Johns, tall and straight, was critic-
ally examining and testing a stupen-
dous touring car. He looked very pic-
turesque in a dark flannel shirt, his
wrists and throat in a dead white con-
trast to his bronzed face and hands.
He wore corduroy trousers and hunt-
ing boots. His hat, back-tilted,
showed a dark, Byronic waving lock
across his brow.

Cleo’s heart beat pleasurably. She
was a born coquette, and presently, at-
tired in the most delectable of white-
embroidered linen gowns, white shoes
and chiffon hat, she sauntered into the
back garden. He looked up, and his
glance lingered longingly. She feigned

to be unconscious of his presence and
began picking some flowers. Eventu-
ally she gave a sidelong glance.
Blushing furiously at being detected in
his observation, he redoubled his at-
tentions to the automobile.

Cleo was not conventional.
“Won’t you have a rose?” she asked.
With eager haste and thanks he

crossed the boundary line to the two
gardens.

“I think we should be neighborly,”
ehe said, with a little laugh.

“I quite agree with you.” he replied,
decorously, “and since there is no one
present to introduce me, I will do my-
self the honor of presenting myself,
Carter Johns.”

“My name is Cleo Rivers,” she said,
with naivete. “Did you just move in
last night? We heard the place had
.been sold.”
i “We are only partly moved,” he
said, smiling. "I was anxious to see
If my new car came through safely.

I think it is in good shape.”
“It certainly looks so to me,” she

answered, surveying the motor admir-
ingly.

“Do you like to ride?”
“Indeed I do!” she cried, enthusias-

tically. “There is no sweeter music
than the chugging of a machine.”

He couldn’t tell afterwards how it
really happened, or which one of them
first made the suggestion, but, any-
way, he had an engagement to take
her out in the automobile that night.
He was afraid she would think him
presumptuous, but she had seemed
pleased, and blushed as she told him
she would have to meet him at the
stable—that “they” would never con-
sent. He reassured her that he un-
derstood the situation, and that he
would meet her anywhere and bring

her safely home.
She looked very elegant in her dark

attire, as she met him that night back
of the stable, and she thought him
even handsomer in conventional attire
than in his semi-hunting garb.

They quickly sped away from the
crowded streets, and when they came
to a road that was free, Carter “let
her out” in a way that was intoxicat-
ing to Cleo.

Then he slackened up, and
talked on a great many subjects. She
said, truly, and he believed her, that
she had never stolen out to meet any-
one like this before.

“She is young and unsophisticated,”
he thought, “and she came out with
me for the mere love of a lark, but
I wish she could come to care for me
as I do for her. I can’t expect that.”

“He is simply grand!” she thought,
with a little thrill' of recollection
when she was safely back in her own
room, “but he’s so much older than
I and has seen so much of the world.
Oh, I love him now, but of course ho

oh, no!” she concluded with a sad
little sigh.

The as she was walk-
ing through the park, he passed her In
his bluish-white car. She bowed, and
he lifted his hat courteously and

passed on. She was disappointed that
he did not stop and ask her to ride,
since he was alone. Before he had
gone very far his car stopped, and he
got out to investigate the cause. She
came on and up to him.

“Something wrong?” she asked,
shyly.

He turned with a pleased, surprised
air.

“Not much out of gear. I will ad-
just it in a moment. May I take you
home?”

“Certainly,” she replied, joyously.
“Can’t we ride out into the coun-

try?” he asked, entreatingly.
She thought they could, and when

near the close of the afternoon, they
came to a little country hotel, she ac-
cepted his invitation to stop for sup-
per.

“They think at home I am spending
the afternoon and dining with friends,
so I won’t be missed,” she explained.

“And we can have the evening, too?”
he asked, eagerly.

She assented and they rode on out
into the open country, where speed
limit laws were not enforced. They
came home more slowly and senti-
mentally.

“I wish,” he said, as they were part-
ing in the garden that night.

“What?” she whispered, expectantly.
“I don’t dare tell you yet, but I will

some day.”
And Cleo In her little white bed that

night lay awake to live over and over
again the joys of this beautiful and
secreted time.

They met chance-directed in many
places, and the evening flights in the
big car were uninterrupted until fate
in the shape of a settled rain preclud-
ed the carrying out of the usual pro-
gramme.

“There is a little summer house in
our garden,” he said, wistfully, as she
came to the rear of the stable that
night to tell him how disappointed she
was. “Can’t we have a little visit
there?”

In the cozy little arbored house,
listening to the soft music of the sum-
mer rain, Carter’s feelings reached a
climax. Cleo felt and half dreaded
the coming revelation. Nervously she
rose to go. In the doorway he slipped
his arm about her.

“Cleo!” he murmured, “I love you!”
But she had slipped from him and

sped across the lawn.
He did not dare call after her, and

he spent a wretched, wakeful night,
dreading lest he had offended beyond
redress.

She spent the night crying over the
inditing of a letter which she handed
to him over the hedge the next morn-
ing, darting away again, as swiftly as
she had left him the night before.
With beating heart he opened the mis-
sive and read:

“I shouldn’t have let you said that
last night. It’s all a mistake (he grow
strangely white, but read on). The
first time I met you I guessed what
you thought—that I was one of the
family. I let you think so. I am maid
to Miss Lorraine. She is away in the
rnmintain with a party of girls who
are roughing it, and left their maids
at home. It was wrong to deceive you,
but I knew you would drop me when
you found out my station, and I en-
joyed being with you. It didn’t harm
3rour reputation, as no one saw us on
the one time we were out together
in the daytime. I didn’t know you
cared so much till last night. Forgive
me. “CLEO.”

When he finished reading the let-
ter he went into the house.

Presently a district messenger
brought a note to Miss Cleo Rivers.
With trembling hands she opened and
read:

“Dearest Cleo: I am the chauffeur!
Only the servants have moved in here
as yet. I, too, deceived you. I saw at
once you thought I was the owner of
the house, and I knew only as such
could I meet you, not guessing your
position. Meet me usual place to-
night, please, and let me say again
what I did last night Your letter
brought me great joy. Yours always

“CARTER.”
(Copyright, 1906, by Daily Story Pub. Cos.)

Reward of Ikterit.
Dr. Seth Evans, of Cincinnati, is

to be given a royal medal by the
grand lama of L’Hassa, upon whom
he operated recently.

FARMER AND PLANTER

MAKING TOBACCO CHEAPLY.

A North Carolina Farmer Tell# the
Method He Has Found

Successful.

I know this is too late for a man
to start to raise a crop of tobacco, but
probably it Is never too late for us
to learn something about it.

In the first place, it pays well to
prepare your plant bed well. I pre-
fer to burn the land well some time
in February, then hoe and rake until
the land is as fine and level as a bed
can well be made, then put about
one pound of cottonseed meal and one-
half pound of some standard fertilizer
to every square yard; then rake or
hoe it in to have it thoroughly mixed
with the soil.

Now it is ready for the seed. I
usually put about two tablespoonsful
of seed to 100 square yards. This is a
little more seed than most people use,
but I find that I can get a plant to live
better where the plants were thick
enough on the bed to make it run up
and have a leg two inches long, than
one that was as large or larger with
no stalk to it at all. And 1 always have
plants enough to set my crop between
May Ist and 10th.

After having broken my land thor-
oughly in ihe last of March or April,
1 then lay off my rows with cotton
plow, very shallow 3V2 feet apart.
Then I sow 1,000 pounds of fertilizer
analyzing 4-G-4 or 4-8-4 per acre. Then
list up on it with a turn plow, then put

p, land roller on it and roll it down
level: this will help it to hold the
moisture.

Now I am ready to set my tobacco.
1 set it three feet apart on the row;
this will give 4,000 plants per acre.

After plants have been set out about
ten days or two weeks I begin to work
it—at first very shallow with a small-
tooth cultivator. After it has taken a
good start to grow 1 plow deeper, and
the last time I plow very shallow
again. Just how often and how it is to
be worked will depend altogether up-
on the condition of the land and the
seasons. But if you put 1,000 pounds
of high-grade fertilizer per acre you
will find that you will not have time
to work it many times, for it will soon
be too large to work, and as soon as
it gets large enough to shade the land
sufficient to keep grass and weeds
from coming to injure it, I find it does
best to stop cultivation.

Now conies the most important time
of the crop, .Topping it is a very vital
matter, in my opinh Mr. Petree says
six or right leaves. ;l I double this.
I think 1 have a very poor crop unless
I get an average of sixteen or eighteen

leaves to the stalk. I think that one
ought never to plant land in tobacco
that would not make this much with
1,000 pounds of good guano, and if
from 500 to 700 pounds only make
eight leaves, it seems to me that it will
be good economy to use 1,000 pounds
to get sixteen leaves, for it will be less
trouble to cultivate on acre and get
from 1,000 to 1,200 pounds of good to-
bacco than it would be to have two
acres of land to work and get the
same amount in pounds and not nearly

bo good a quality.
My average for the last five years

has been more than 1,000 pounds to-
bacco per acre, and the price from $8
to $19.33 per hundred pounds. Now, I
mean that my poorest crop in five
years averaged 8c per pound, and the
best crop, 19 l-3c. per pound.

Now, a word as to getting it from
the field to the curing barns. I have
tried several different ways. I never
cut my tobacco, but prime it all. I can
do it cheaper and get better results,
for it is impossible to save a crop of
good tobacco and cut it, for the bot-
tom leaves will all dry up, and you
have to cure the top green. As soon as
I see the bottom leaves begin to ripen
I begin to cure, and go on every week
and gather what may be ready to cure,
let it be one leaf or four leaves to the
stalk.

I use a truck with four wheels, it
being made on the order of a dray
wagon, to get it out of the field. I have
every fourth row four feet or four feet
three inches for this truck to be driven
in. These trucks will hold enough to-
bacco to tie up from twenty-five to
seventy-five sticks, depending upon
how high the cut-tain is on the truck,

and with three of these trucks you
can take two men to prime and two
boys to drive the trucks and get from
800 to 1,000 sticks per day, out of the
field to some convenient place to tie it
up. This quality will make, when
cured, 1,000 to 1,200 pounds tobacco.
By using these trucks I get it out of
the field, cure it frnd pack it up in
packhouse for from $lO to sl3 per
acre. This doesn’t include my team,
but all the hand hire from the time I
start to curing until I get it in the
packhouse, and this is only about $1
per 100 pounds. This is as cheap as it
can be cut and cured, I believe. Then
when it is to be graded it can be done
much better and cheaper than it was
on the stalk.—B. N. Sykes. Hertford
county, N. C., in Progressive Farmer.

Th South the North’s Winter Garden.
The time has come when the north

regards the south as its winter garden.
The great cities of the north must be
fed. Their hundreds of thousands and
millions of population must have vege-
tables, and large quantities of them,
during the winter season. From No-
vember till June the country north of
Ohio and Potomac rivers grc*vs very
fine vegetables. Lettuce and radishes
and a few other cold plants are grown
in frames and hothouses, but the quan
titles are no sufficient to supply the
demand. Florida and the gulf coast
must furnish the midwinter supply,
and as spring advances localities fur-
ther north are drawn upon. The popu-
lation of the north is increasing rap-
idly. Almost one-fourth of the popula-
tion of the nation is in the states cre-
ated out of the old Northwest terrl
tory, and the state of Pennsylvania
and New York alone have almost, 11
not eighteen million people. Who is so
blind as not to see that these states
will and do furnish a great winter
market? The people in the cities of
Boston, New York, Philadelphia, Bal-
timore, Washington, Pittsburg, Cleve-
land, Detroit, Chicago, Milwaukee and
St. Louis must have vegetables; and
the scores of other cities from fifty
thousand to over one hundred thou-
sand people also make demands. The
south must supply that demand. In the
south these cities will have their win-
ter gardens. Transportation facilities
are being rapidly improved. The man
who secures a few acres of land near
a railroad in the southeast, enriches
it, cultivates it in a scientific manner,
attends strictly to business, will make
more clear money than the man with
a 40-rnuled, 20-“nigger” cotton planta
tion.

Feeding Fowls Scrap.
Several readers want to know about

meat meal and beef scrap. I have said
several times in these notes, “If there
is any real good beef scrap I have
failed to find it.” One firm sent me a
sample for trial. It looked good. It was
clean and sweet. I bought 100 pounds
of it and fed it to a lot of chicks. In a
week or two they began to droop and
die, I put some of this beef scrap in a
clean cup, poured boiling water over it
and left it in the warm sun for four
days, and it was still sweet. Meat
that will not spoil has been treated
with some preservative, and when so
treated it becomes indigestible. Any-
thing that is indigestible taken into
the stomach will cause trouble. If con-
tinued long enough, it will cause death.
T think much of the bowel trouble is
caused by this kind of feed. I do not
know of any good beef scrap.—Cal
Husselman in Southern Planter.

High-Priced Mules.
The price of mules has gone up and

up until they are almost out of reach
of the average farmer in this section.

Tim rise is due to various causes.
The foreign demand during the past
four or five years has been unusual.
England bought many western mules
during the war in South Africa, they
being used to transport artillery, food
and feedstuff. We think Japan and
Russia also bought some of our mules.
We also used some of them in the
Philippines.

One remedy is to raise mules. Al-
most every farmer can raise one or
more each year at a comparative small
cost. In a short time this will begin to
lelieve the situation. Otherwise the
prices will soar still higher and mules
and diamonds will be on a parity.—
Raleigh (N. G.) Enterprise.

HERE AND THERE.

—ln starting a herd the most im-
portant thing is a good stpr-t in the
foundation stock. High-class heads of
the herd are absolutely necessary for*
good results,

—Don’t be narrow minded. It leads
to ruts. Be willing to be convinced. A
broad tire will carry a heavy load
safely where a narrow one will sink !
under one lighter.

—There are more things a farmer Is
said never to appreciate until he has
had and lost them—running water, a
good fruit supply, abundant shade
trees and a convenient woodlot.

—The apple blight continues to de-
velop and is seriously threatening the
crop of Tennessee, and'' conditions
seem alarming. Pear trees are also
said to be affected in many parts of
the state.

—The value of farm property in Ala-
bama, Arkansas, Georgia, Louisiana,
Kentucky, Mississippi, Tennessee and
Texas increased $706,000,000 in 1900
over 1890. While the valuation of farm
property in 1890 was $1,347,000,000
more than it was in 1880.

—Suitable farms and> outbuildings
are as much a necessity as anything
else with the agriculturist. They are
an essential part of his stock in trade,
and to keep them !n repair should be
one of the duties which should without
fail be given attention.

—Japanese clover will grow on al-
most any kind of soil without any
preparation. It is a legume and will
enrich the soil almost as much as peas.
Give it a trial of two years and it will
so improve the land that alsike will
follow. Japan clover lias as much pro-
tein for v smck as red clover.
i' - -

OPERATION AVOIDED
EXPERIENCEOFMIBS MERKLEY
She Waa Told That an Operation Was

Inevitable. How She Escaped It.

When a physician tells a woman suf-
fering' with serious feminine trouble

.that an operation is necessary, the very
thought of the knife and the operating
table strikes terror to her heart, and
our hospitals are full of women coming
for just such operations#

There are cases where an operation
is the only resource, but when one con-
siders the great number of cases of
menacing female troubles cured by
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound after physicians have advised
operations, no woman should submit to
one without first trying the Vegetable
Compound and writing Mrs. Pinkham,
Lynn, Mass., for advice, which is free.

Miss Margret Merkley, of 275 Third
Street, Milwaukee, Wis., writes:
Dear Mrs. Pinkham;

“ Loss of strength, extreme nervousness,
shooting pains through the pelvic organs,
bearing down pains and cramps compelled
me to seek medic.0 1 advice. The doctor, after
making an examination, said I had a female
trouble and ulceration and advised an opera-
tion. To this I strongly objected and decided
to try Lvdia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound. The ulcf-ation quickly healed, all
the bad symptoms disappeared and I am
once more strong, vigorous and welL”

Female troubles arc steadily on the
increase among women. If the month-
ly periods are very painful, or too fre-
quent and excessive—if you have pain
or swelling low down in the left side,
bearing-down pains, don't neglect your-
self; try Lydia E. Pinkhams Vegetable
Compound.

/
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Products
malm picnics more enjoyable by making
the preparations easier.

Easier to cany; easier to serve; and just
right for eating as they come from the can.

Libby’s cooks have first pick of tbe best
meats obtainable—and they know how
to cook them, as well as pack them.

If you’re not going to a picnic soon you
can make one tomorrow at your own table
by serving some sliced Luncheon Loaf.
It is a revelation in the blending of good
meat and good spices.

Booklet free, "How to MokeGood That* to Eat.” Write
Libby, McNeill Q Libby, Chicago

RELIABILITY
There is a great deal of pleasure in

is CORRECT. The best and
\ q\i surest proof that a shoe IS

Correct—that it is

f Comfort as
y Sf well asWear—

M W is to be sure
that the Soles
are

One pair will

HttSi entire confi-
dence.

If your dealer does not carry the
Figaro” Shoe—write to us; give us

his name and we will see that you are
supplied.
CARRUTHERS-JONES SHOE CO.
thubetvm MEMPHIS

IndianTerritoryland
All the news of the new state. All the land laws
and rules in THE NEW STATE TRIBUNE# a
twelve page weekly—with more than three times
the circulation of any other paper in the Territory#
for fr.oo per year. MUSKOGEE. INDIAN TY.

Thompson's Eye Water


