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The Litchfield 
Manure Spreader 

pROF. ROBERTS, one of the most no
ted agriculturists in the west estima

ted $250 as a conservative figure for the 
value of the manure produced during sev
en months on a farm carrying 4 horses, 20 
cows, 50 sheep and 10 pigs. We might 
fill half a page with figures on the value 
of manure to the farmer, but the principal 
thing is to get it on to the soil so as to get 
the full value of it. The Litchfield Man
ure Spreader does this. Hundreds of farm
ers have foumd this out to their complete 
satisfaction. Let us show you the machine. 

The Ochsner Store 
\ DOGON THOSE 

CAREERS 
certamly 

Housekeepers know 

when they get 

Their Money Worth 
out of a 

Carpet 
During the past 3o years 
millions of housekee
pers have learned by ex 
perience that 

Richardson's Super-
lative Carpets 

give tliem "value received,, in thc;wear. The patterns are 
most artistic and colorings superb.:.. These famous carpets 
are sold here exclusively at 

Bowles' Furniture Store 
55 ̂ 
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Does a General Banking Business 

We can sell you a draft that is good in any part of the world. 

Interest Paid on 
Time Deposits 

Collections a Specialty and 
Remitted on Day of Payment 

We can give you every accomodatidh consist- i 
ent with sound and conservative banking 

Fred Griswold - - - Cashier 

Buffalo, Chas Mix, Aurora and 

Brule County1 

Real Estate, 
which will prove vory attractive to Homo Saekers or investors. Terms all that can 
be desiroil. If you havo a town lot or farm to sell, call or write to me and if anyone 
can find you a buyer I can It you havo a freind who has property to dispose of re-
f-jr him to me. if yon want to buy a piece of proporty no oneserve you quite so wejl 

1 can 

REFERENCE. 
Any man wc have bandied 
*?ca1 Estate for 

THE EDITOR HE GOES FISHING 
Which Tells of a Trip to Big Stone Lake, With 

Remarks On Fishing in General 

t 
i 

F. A. Reynolds. 
Kimball, © ID 

Clate Tinan came back yesterday 
from Ortonville, Foster and all along 
the shore of Big Stone lake, where he 
spent two days trying to catch a black 
bass, but only got croppies, pike, sil
ver bass and a few other lazy fish, 
such as old women and children like 
to catch. Clate says lie would rather 
fish for brooic trout, black bass and 
eels around Kimball than to monkey 
away his time with those "duinmed" 
slow things they have in Big Stone 
lake.—Mitchell Gazette. 

And there is much truth in it. 
Nevertheless, I have much sympathy, 
and great respect, if not downright 
envy, for the still fisher. There is a 
juvenility and a childish faith in his 
methods that arc totally unknown or 
utterly lost to the blaze old hand at 
fly-fishing or bait casting. Ilis tastes 
are as simple, his expectations as 
great, his anticipations as easily satis-
lied and his enjoyment as ample as inN 

the pin-hook days of the best of us. 
He is, indeed, but a child of larger 
growth. Ilis life may have been sad
dened with the experienced of time— 
his hands hardened with years of toil 
—his heart burdened with the inhu
manity of man—but he still retains 
the innocence and freshness of his 
youth when seated at the waterside 
with the "peeled sapling" in his stiff
ened hands—the voice of the stream 
whispering in his ears—and the moist 
breath of the placid lake stealing over' 
his senses and its rippling smile Hash
ing cn his tireci eyes. 

Personally, I can find spmething 
beautiful and interesting in every 
fish that swins—and I have angled for 
nearly all of them that swim on this 
continent between the two oceans. I 
have an abiding affection for every 
one, from the lowly, -naked bullhead, 
the humble scavenger of the waters, 
to the silver-spangled king who will 
not deign to soil his dainty lips with 
food during his sojourn in crystal 
streams—I love this brook trout best 
of all. But as an angler I can find 
the only true enjoyment, more blessed 
peace, in wading some rushing, rocky 
stream, flecked by the shadows of over
hanging elm and sycamore, while toss
ing the silken lure to the knight in 
Lincoln green—my eves catching 
glimpses of hill and dale, wren and 
robbin, bee and bittern, fern and 
flower, and my breath inhaling the 
sweet fragrance ol upland clover and 
elder-blossom—1 say i can find more 
true enjoyment in this—than paying 
court to all the tender croppies, logy 
pike, sluggish perch, flabby silver bass 
and myriads of calico fish that ever 
tantalized an angler. It is my honest 
conviction that the black bass, inch 
for inch and pound for pound, is the 
gamiest fish that swims, and seeking 
his lair in the manner and under the 
conditions just described is as much 
superior to boat or still fishing in the 
best of waters as prairie chicken 
shooting over a pair of blue-blooderJ 
setters surpassing potting meadow 
larks from a fence post with an eight-
gauge gun. 

From the time 1 was big enough to 
Cut a willow switch and bend a pin to 
a linen thread ana bob for minnows i 
in the running brooks ol' my old Ohio' 
home 1 have loved the fields and 
streams and sought tliein often. But 
for twenty years or more all but the 
fields have been denied me. There 
was a time when if fishing interfered 
with business 1 quit business—though 
for the most part 1 was forced to steal 
hours that had better been passed in 
sleep—for Sunday fishing and hunting 
I would not do. For years and years 
rods and reels have hung unused in 
this land of rolling prairies, and finally 
after many attempts made futile by 
business cares, it was with no little 
pleasurable anticipation that a start 
was made for Big Stone lake in the 
height of the best season for fishing— 
and in company, too, with one who 
had made ten annual visits to the 
resort and knew the haunts of the 
denizens of its placid and beautiful 
waters. 

Big Stone lake is a body of water 
about thirty-fiye miles long and aver
aging perbans a mile in width,separat
ing the eastern line of northeastern 
South Dakota from Minnesota and is 
reached from Aberdeen in a four-
hours ride over the C. M. & St. Paul. 
Big Stone city, S. IX, lies on one side 
of the lake at its foot and Ortonville, 
Minn., across from it. Up the lake 17 
miles on the Minnesota side is a place 
known as Foster, consisting of one of 
the most charming snots on the lake 
--wooded dells, sj rings and grassy 
knolls and amid laer.i the Hotel 
Northern, kept by A. . 1 .  Douglas—a 
mighty good fellow. The resort is 

one much patronized by anglers in 
early June and its fittings and accom
modations arc more to the taste of 
hunters and fishers than to the many 
who spend a few days there during 
the hot days of mid-summer. The 
nearest postotlice is Maud, Minn., a 
mile and a half distant, where rural 
delivery and collection Is made from 
Ortonville daily. Mr. Douglas has 
recently purchased a second gasoline 
launch, a handsome boat, and takes 
you up from Ortonville in an hour and 
a a half. There are few more attract
ive lakes anywhere than Big Stone. 
Its shore are heavily wooded for the 
most part, with strips of prairie and 
peaceful farms reaching its edge here 
and there, and a ride up and down 
the lake cannot be excelled for a plea
sure of this kind upon any body of 
water that I know of. 

As a pleasure resorr,—with an hour 
and then in the boats—angling for 
croppies, silver bass or pike as a 
change from the monotony and cloy-
ness o.i scenery—Big Stone is every
thing to be be desired. As a resort 
for game fish—black bass, muskel-
longe, wall-eyed pike, or even the 
common lake pike—it lias seen its 
best days. The angler who visits the 
lake these days with the expectation 
of landing any considerable number of 
the King of the Waters must know 
every foot of the Jake and by patience 
and much rowing and walking or gaso
line launch hunt out the haunts of 
the black bass and entice him from 
his lair. Years ago Foster was in the 
heart of the black bass fishing. Now 
they are only taken with any success 
fifteen miles farther north. Two 
years ago, two Mitchell anglers took 
out 42 one morning in two hours forty 
rods from the landing at Foster, and 
the fishing for them was good all 
around the lake in that vicinity. 
When we reached Foster at noon on 
the llt.li we found every room at the 
hotel taken by twenty odd anglers, 
most of them old timers who had been 
making annual trips there for ren 
years or more—some as far away as 
Missouri. But notwithstanding that 
they had been fishing the waters of 
the .lake all about the erstwhile i 
haunts of the black bass for a week, 
not a single one had been landed. On 
that particular day two of them went 
up the lake fifteen miles and in two 
days, by constant work succeeded in 
catching with "spinners" about twen-
ty-five. Ten others went up to the 
same grounds the day following and 
caught fifteen—and one man caught 
nine of them at that. That's pretty 
poor fishing. Every black bass caught 
by the Foster contingent of old sports 
on their visit this year represented 
not less than an expenditure of $10— 
not counting a business man's time. 

But it isn't all of fishing to fish, and 
I have tramped a good many miles up 
and down stream—crossing and re-
crossing its rushing waters—and felt 
well repaid with worse fishing than 
that at Big Stone. "NVe fished one 
night for croppies lively little fel
lows resembling a rock bass and weigh
ing about li pounds each—catching 
them at the rate of one every live 
minutes and releasing them from the 
hooks and letting them back to their 
sea weed home as fast as taken. With 
a light six-ounce rod and silk line and 
reel to match it is a pleasant recrea
tion at sundown with such charming 
surroundings as that at Big Stone-
but more to the pleasure of women 
aud to the hilarity of the kids than to 
the taste of experienced anglers. 

C. R. T. 

TIIIK IS IMKKKKEXT 
Mitchell, 8. D„ Juie 21. 

C .  1 1 .  T i n a n ,  K i m b a l l ,  S .  i ) .  
IJoar Old Fisherman:—I came home Mondaj, 

and must say I had very nice tiine.lfyou had tar
ried two days loncer you would have had sport 
enough to havo lasted you a year. At that place 
where 1 took you aoroBS the lake we had genuine 
sport tishinn. liert Johnson can toll you about 
it. Ho cnuKht 2:: bass. I caught 17 and 5 pike. 
Bert's arms were lame tho next, morning; he 
could hardly feed himself. The bass fought 
every inch of tho way to tho landing net; it was 
fii0 6port. Uert is there now; said ho could not 
leave such sport. I am sorry you (lid not ftay 
to enjoy it. You may think this is "fishy," but 
I will refer you to Johnson, Reeves, Bras, and 
Hetts.  i l .  D. 1 ' itEscoTT, 

• ("X. B. Xo allidavit attached. Ed.) 

{• Telephone Notice 
As most everybody proposes'to take 

a couple of hours from business Mon
day to sei the giils play ball, the tele
phone exchange will be closed from 2 
to 4 p. m. thai Ihe operators may have 
a little l'tin watching the sport, too. 

$25 Reward! 
t  *  4 
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To anyone who will name the man who 
is spreading the gospel of Brule county lands 
farther and wider than 1 am. 1 am not only 
spreading the story of Brule county and her 
natural and cultivated lands from one end of 
the United Statas to the other but I am doing 
it all the time—in the dead of winter as well 
as when the birds begin to nest and the hun
gry home-hunting denizens of the efete East 
begin to "sit up and take notice." 

It follows, therefore, that if you haye 
any land In this county, or in Buffalo or 
Charles Mix, which you want to put on the 
market at the going market price, I am the 
man you want to do business with. 1 can put 
your wants before hundreds of real estate buy
ers, and if I can't sell the land it is only be
cause the price is prohibitive. 

I want more lands on my list, and I want 
them right away. The time to sell land is 
when there is a demand for it, not when you 
have got to chase a man a hundred miles and 
choke it into him. I advertise your lands with 
no cost to you and keep it up until I find buyer 

If you are on the other side—a buyer in
stead of a seller—I have the property right on 
my list and you can be dead certain of getting 
what you want at a price that is bound to 
make you some money. 1 relieve wants, bring 
comfort to the sad and downcast and dispel all 
clouds of land sorrow. Open day and night, and 
no trouble to show the goods. Address 

J. A.Stransky 
Lock Box 43, PUKWANTt, South Dakota 

Ho sure and mention this newspaper whnn you write. v 
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Australian White OiE 

S H E E P  D I P  
and Cattle Wash 

Has the largest sale in the United 
States of any proprietary dip. show
ing that wool growers find it best sui- • 
ted to their needs. Kills scabs and 
tick^ but not sheep. Strength endors
ed by U.S. Government and State of
ficials. One of the best disinfectants 

- FOR SALE BY — 

BROOKS & BRCHAN 

GERMAN AMERICAN LAND CO 
We bay or sell Lands in Any 
Partrof South Dakota or Iowa 

riUBSCRTBE MJR TITI5 GRAPHIC. 

We will rent your land and pay your taxes 
For you. Write us regarding our prices' on 
Lands. References furnished if desired, 

- OFFICES AT -

Kimball and Platte, S. D., SiouxCity, Iowa, 

. A. WEEKS, KIMBALL, S. D. 
A. I. JONES, SIOUX CITIf, IOWA 
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