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FEW SHEEP PAY WELL

Animals Are Most Profitable In.
vestment for Farmers,

owner of Flock of Thirty-slx Grade
Shropshires Cleared $208 In One
Year—Animals Glven No Es-
.pecial Attention,

(By J. M. BELL)

The small farmer should always
nhave @ flock of sheep on hand, an
thess animale are one of the most
profitable Investments that he can
handle.

This 18 an account of the procesds
derived from & flock of 36 grade
Shropshire ewes in one season.

This flock recelved no especial at
tentlon, so far as feed and care were
concerned, although, of course, &t
lambing time they were well looked
after. The ewes who did not take
thelr lambs naturally were Induced to
nurge them If possible; if mot, then
these neglected lambs were raised on
the bottle, but In the entire flock of 26
lambs that were not two that had to
be ralsed by hand,

The owner of this flock tells me that
his 36 lambs netted him $6.60 each on
the farm; that the wool from the 36
cwes and one buck, who sheared an
nvernge of six pounds each, netted 30
cents the pound.

This makes 38 lambs at $6.50 the
head, $234; 216 pounds of wool at 30

First Prize Shropshire.

cents the pound, §$64.80; total, $208.80,

These sheep were allowed the run
of the flelds that had good grazing on
them the major part of the year, and
during the winter season, when the
weather was very severe, the little

flock was glven a ratlon of hay, but|j,

they were never given any graln,

When the snow was on the ground
or the nights were very cold they
were put In the hay barn and just fed
hay, a mixture of timothy, grass and
clover,

This i & fair {llustration of what
can be done with a few well bred
sheep at minimum expense, so far as
feed and attention are concerned.

CONTROL OF SOIL MOISTURE

Many Gardeners Not Deing Much to
Increase Supply of Humus—Cover
Crops Are Valuable.

Most markgl gardeners depend upon
the supply of soll humus and upon till-
age operations to control soll molsture,
Both factors are exceedingly import-
ant. Solls which are well charged with
humus or decaylng organic matter
usually contaln enough molsture to
grow good crops of vegetables, pro-
vided the soll la properly tilled. A host
of growers, however, are not doing as
much as they might to Increase the
humus supply of the soil. It Is un-
necessary to rely wholly upon stable
manures, Cover erops of erimson clov-
er, rye, velch, oats, ete, are usually
easy to gturt and thelr value In adding
to the humus content of the soll is
Very great.

FIRE FOR TENT CATERPILLAR

Lighted Torch Applied to Its Home
Evenings or Mornings Catches
the Worm In Quantities.

It the tent caterpillar pitches its
home in your orchard, remember that
its flock Is gathered together In the
home at night, the members going
forth by day to look for food. A torch
applied to the home evenings or early
mornings catches the worm In quan-
ttles, If In midsummer you find a
bunch of brown worms with red
markings clustered on the trunk of a
walnut or apple tree do not be alarmed
but get busy. Like the swarm of boes
they will not hang thare many hours
for they are only molting. By the
next day the old skins alons will be
left to tell the story, while the larvae,

Barley moal, !hm pounds;
cornmeal, six pounds; ground oats,
thno and one-half pounds; cottonseed

maoal, one-half pound; potatoes, three
and onehalf pounds; clover hay,
thres and onehalf pounds.

Dig Out ths Borers
Peach borers are best destroyed by
figging them out, While it Is a slow
procens, there Is really no other way,

No Farmer Can Afford to Allow Hig
Implement to Rust Out-—Cover
. the Muhlnory.

Of all the mpla dolng business, the

nomieal in the use of grease, It fa
seldom that the farmer touches grease
and yet there are few kinds of work
demanding a more frequent use of it
The farmer is o user of more kinds
of tools than any other artificer. It
be is not a mechanie it fs his own'
fault, und his own dMadvautage and
logs, because ha bandles and operates
all sorts of tools, machines and Im
plements usual to the common me
chanle.

Tho farmer, above all other !ool
handlers and tool users, works at a
disudvantage. It matters not how
careful he trles to be in the care of
his tools to keep them dry, he will|®n

snow or damp and use the saw, auger,
chlsel or other tool, and if it {s not
carefully dried and ofled or greased it
Is very apt to rust from this exposure.

No farm tool need rust out, used
or unused. Every farm tool, imple
ment and machine should be olled,
greased or preserved from dampness,
wot and rust, They should be care
fully wiped when used and then be
ready to lay aside. Grease Is the best
application and lasts longer than most
olle. All hand tools of the edged sort
should have a dry place to be.stored
In, and kept In this place when not
In use, and by all means carefully
cleaned, wiped and greased when put
away,

The machines of the farm—mowers,
reapers, ete, should be put in out of
the weather and olled, greased,
cleaned off, preserved from rust and
decay. See how many machines and
tools there are on the farm that are
Intended for use next spring and sum-
mer that are now under roof and not
In the least llable to the damaglog In-
fluences of rust. No farmer can af
ford to rust out his farm equippage,
no matter how much he ls making

{|In feeding cattle and hogs or ralsing

graln.

WAYS OF DOCTORING TREES

"| Fallen Leaves and Wood Ashes Fed

to Roots to Give Natural Food—
Another Goed Plan.

In one of our pastures there grew
an Immense oak tree which gave
slgns of dying and so manifest were
they that we chose to remedy from
peveral suggested and began treating

A bar of two and one-half-inch iron
tipped with a sharp steel polnt was
used In drilling holes in the soll at
specified distances just under the
tree. In the boles were crowded fall

A Fine Shade Tree With a Decayed
Trunk Which Has Been Filled In
Order to Preserve It. A Good Way
to Save Shade Trees That Have Be-
come Decayed.

#n leaves and some wood ashes. The
holes remained open and occasion
ally more leaves were packed in, De-
fore winter sot in the tree presented a
rejuvenated appearance. Seemingly
all it needed was natural food.

Here s another treatment. Open
wounds are generally left to decay
right along, but we had all thess and
the open cavities well cleanod and
sarefully filled. Some were filled with
cement and over the hollows and
holes whers water or dampness could
gollect small tin eaps were tacked on.

An old tin gutter from the house
makes a protector where the breach
to be covered I long.

Effective Insect Pest Remedy,

Fall plowing is one of the most ef-
tective romedies known for insect
pests. It is, however, more of a pre-
ventivo than a cure, for the insects de-
stroyed by thls method are, for the
most part, In & dormant or resting
stage, doing litle or no damage, but
gotting ready for the next season’s
dopredations. This remedy alone is
pnot to be relled upon for the com
plete eradication of any Insect, but
as a supplementary method It Is valu-
uble,

Clean Churn Promptly.
Don't get the idea that It won't mats
ter If you don't warh the churn right
away aftor churning. The cleaning of
the churn should be prompt.

GOOD CARE OF FARM TOOLS

farmer {s the most careful and eco |||

find occasion to go out In the raln,|d

Lady

" 8YNOPSIS,

—

iionaire, M. ta
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rooms at his club. His dulr-
llon o! his wife and his constant aiten-
ance on Katherlne Strickland causes
publle eomment.

CHAPTER V—Continued.

*“Well, I don't care how you get it—
I want It. It's vital. I've got to have
ten thousand to go to Europe. Every-
body's going—Mrs, Webb, Mra, O'Don-
nell—" and her volce tralled off into
& pettiah whine.

“Yes, 1 know all about that crowd,”
Merritt snarled, “Sunny places for
shady people,”

“Wesley! [ need clothes, I've told
everybody I'm going,” and the peev-
ish woman glared at her husband.
Then she ndded suddenly: “Can't the
senator ask Slade?”

“Oh, my God, Fannle!" the hectored
man groaned. “Can I suggest that?
A rival candidate! I've mortgaged
my property up to the hilt now for
clothes—but sooner than—"

“I don't eare—I1 need clothes,” his
wife Interrupted, rising and walking
restlessly about the room. “I've got
to go to Europs. The devil take your
excuses,”

Then, with a sudden change of
thought, she cooed. “Wesley!™

Merritt stood with his elbow on the
mantel, looking moodily 1ito the fire.

“Wealey," she cooed agaln. “Why
don't you—Iif you can't get In—why
don‘t you boom Slade? They say he's
buying everybody."

“Well, we've been bought” Her
husband's tone Indlcated just how
Iittle consideration such a plan would
have from him.

“No, but you've been defeated alx
times,"” she objected, determined to
argus this new possibility that had
just occurred to her. “Wes—If the
senator has gons back on you—Ilook
out. Bell out. I must have clothes.”

Bhe stopped as the senator himsel!
sntered from the smoking room.

“They're asking for you, Waeslay,”
and Merritt, glad of the interruption,
burried out.

- evening, Fannle.” Strick:
land took her hand In his smooth,
affable way. “I'm sorry, Fannle, that
Waaley doesn't take more to Slade.
It's & great mistake. Why don't you
tell him so?*

“Oh, my graclous!” her manner
changing to sult the occasion. “What
influence could [ possibly have with
my husband? He's & man of firon
wil. Why, I have to do everything
he tells ms myself. 1 wouldn"t dare
to meddle with his affairs.”

“Well, just coax him, Fannle, the
way & nlce, sweel, womanly woman
can,” urged the senator, knowing full
well that the Merritts had one me
nage for private use and guite another
for publication,

“l want to go to Europe and my
busband says he can't afford It."
Her volos dropped to s wugary whine.

“We can't all be millionalres llke
Mr. Slade, can we?' Just think. It
would cost §10,000, to say nothing of
clothes.”

“Don't worry about that trip to Eu-
rope, Funnle,” the senator advised,
meaningly. “I think,” and he paveed
significantly, “1 think you'll earn it”
With that he started toward (he
smokingroom. “Wesley,” he called,
and as Merritt appeared In the door
way, remarked: "I belleve your wife
bas something to say to you

"Oh, yes, Wenley—I have something
most lmportant to say.”

“Well, If it's about that trip to Eu-
rope,” growled Merritt, aseorting him-
self aa he would never dare to do
when he was alons with her,

“Now, Wealay, como with mes (o the
balcony,” Fannle coaxed In what ahe
gonsldered heor prettiest manver.
*You'll excuse us, senator?”

of the room Hayes, returning from
the smoking-room, and Katherine, re-
turning from her talk with the re
porter, found themeelves alone. Kath-
erine was nervous and 1l st ease.
Immediately she began to busy her
salf folding coples of her father's
speech and Inserting them Into mall-
ing envelopen

“Hlade's doing It Bob remarked.
“They are nearly all wiped out In
there. Those whp haven't been be
gulled, bave been bullled or bought—
Hold on! 'Fhat sounds llke the head-
lines In a Boclalist paper—"

“What's happoned to you? he broke
off abruptly. “1 can't find & trace of
you left. Ever since you came back—
I've been hunting for one sign of the
girl I knew. Your notes—the very let-
tars you wrota me from Europe sound-
ed as if some ono else had written
them. Who s it who's oecoupylng
your mind, Katherine "

*] don't know what you mean” the

[ girl evaded.

“You used to care & lot for me”

The Governot's

A Novelization of

Alice Bradley’s Play

By GERT:RUDE STEVENSON
Mustrations from Photographs of the Stagz Productlon

ar W Crebitimtion SRS Bsoerved) o0 Dovid Baiason

As Fannle dragged her husband out’

“You did care,” positively.

“You
did care, 1 could tell. When you went

away the first time you did. Why,
it was only a question of my luck

mu turning, You were going to walt for

me. [ always knew that Then I
met Blade, Even the senator's got a
good word for me now. But you—"
his voloe broke and he leanad forward
and lald his hand over hers as it
rested 1dly on the table.

“Heavens!"” he exclalmed, as he
snatched his hand away. “What I
ought to have done was to have rid-
den up here, taken you over my shoul-
der and galloped off with you on &
broneho.”

“Oh, Rob,"” she breathed, really
pleased at his domineering tone,

“That's the sort of & man to get
on with & woman llke you" he ac-
cused. "A brutel A man could do
anything with you If he once con-
quered you, There's nothing in these
long understandings,” he broke off,
disgustedly. “I've loat you and 1 don't
know how, or why. 1 do know you
liked me better than anyone else, and
I adore you yet,” he finished, impul-
sively clasping her hand with both
of his. Katherine patted his strong
fingers with her free hand,

“Pleass, Rob, I know you do,” and
she left him to pass back mnd forth
the length of the room. “I can't,”
she sighed. Then hurriedly: “If 1
only had the courage. Oh, Rob!" and
she turned on him with a helpless
Iittle geature.

“What do you mean by coursge?”

| he demanded.

“l mean I'd have to—to live here
in this little hole in the West," she
burat forth, vehemently. “No—no, 1
can't face it—always!"”

“Well, suppose It did mean to stay
here?" Bob stood with folded arme.
“It's a bome, Everyone vegelates
more or less at home. Katherine!™
his volce became mors tender. “do
you really mean that? And bhe put
his arms around her shoulders and
looked long and earnestly Into her
upralsed face,

- “1L couldn't—Oh, Rob, I couldn't,”
she protested. "All this month I've
been weakening—but [—"

"Ah" he Interrupted, his face close
to hers. “You're wearing my flowers,
too—1 saw that when I came In.
And my picture—you are still keeplng
that."

“But I—1 ean't quite,” she began,
“I'm dreadfully troubled, Rob,” she
finally managed to say. She turned
from his embrace. “We'd be poor
and then we'd be like the Merritts”
with & tragic spread of her arms, “1I'm
used to the world. 1 want to llve—
everywhere—to see things. 1'd die
hete, vegetating!™

“Oh, no you wouldn't,” Hayens etart-
ed to remonatrate, when the door of
the smoking room opened and Slade
appeared,

“l was jJust nl.n[ to look you up,
Robert. 1 thought you wouldn't go
without seeing me, but—"

“No, of course nol." Hayes did not
attempt to conceal hls annoyance at
the Interruption. Katherine moved
klowly toward the door.

“I'm not driving you away, am 1,
Miss Katherine?"

Bofore she could answer Faonle
Merritt camo sweeping In. She was
radlant. Her beaming face and Mer
ritt’s sullen ons made the situation
plain to all In the room,

“My doar she exclalmed, turning
to Katherine, “You were quite right!
Mr. Slade s a great man. I'm leaving
my Weslay here to work for him, I'm
off for Burope next week,” she gushed
a8 Hayea helped her into her evening
wrap, “leaving my poor, dear boy all
nlone. You will be good to him, won't
you?! Good night, Mr. Blade; thank
you,” and, clogely followed by Kath-
erine, she hurrled out to her walting
molor,

Hlade's face was a study In amused
complacency as he reallzed that he
need fear nothing more from Wesley
Merritt or his “tin-horn tooting sheet.”
The self-estoem that was slowly but
completaly obacuring clear vislon,
prevented him from seelng that his
money, not himself, had brought about
the change, The money he had made
was his—was he—himself. He con-
fused It vast power to bend the Mer-
ritts and thelr world with his own
atrength.

CHAPTER VL

“Mm, Slade won't sign over the cot.
tage,” Hayes began abruptly. “I ean't
do anything more."

“Bhe must” Blade uttered the
words through set teeth. “She cant
live thora. Robert, you are the only
person who knows us both thoroughly.
1 want you to bring this matter to a
finlsh guistly and kindly and—now*

“Why don't you soe her and have
it out with her?’ Hayes suggested,

“We had It out the night I left the
house and told her not to walt up for
me,” Slade reminded him. “1 never
quarrel with anyone more than once.”
He oysd Hayes eritically for a min-
uts. "You'rs with me, aren’t you?™
an If an idea had jusf occurred to
him,

“I'm awfully sorry for Mrs. Hlade*
Hayes began, when Siade Interrupted.

“Look here, Hayes—I want & 4

voree,” and be seated nimself squarely
In front of the astonlshed Hayes.

“A divorce?

“That’'s what 1 want,” and his Hps
shut grimly.

“But, my God!" Hayeas was amazod.
“You didn't want It lu the fArst place
All you wanted was to llve your own
life, Do you expect me lo help you
get rid of Mra, Slade?"

"Don't go crazy,” Slade advised, not
A suggestion of feeling evident in his
voleo or manner.

“It you do you are dus for a sur:
prise, I can't go eticking a knife into
that woman's herrt. | won't"

anger waa rislog,

“I'm not that sort of a lawyer”
Hayes rose as If to diamiss the sub-
Ject,

“Whatever sort of a lawyef you are
I made you, Hayes,"

“l know you did,” returned Hayes,
bitterly, "You've told me that before
and this Is what comes of letting a
man make you!"

“You bet, rank ingratitude,” hotly.

Hayes leaned forward, his arms on
his knees and looked Slade square in
the eyes,

“l honestly think you're drunk with
all this power and prosperity. That
little woman wase the apple of your
eye. I always sald to myself: “There's
one man who does stick to his wite!”
I didn't belleve wild horses could drag
you away from home—"

“One minute!” Interrupted Slade.
“All that has nothing to do with you.
Nelther you por anyone living can
interfers with me now. Have you
stopped to fAgure out, and 1 say It with
all kindness and with all respect, what
sort of a governor's lady Mra, Slade
would make, feeling as she does?"

“Well, what mort of a governor
would you make it you were dl-
vorced?" Hayes questioned, mock-
ingly. “Thoss men in thers'* and he
Jerked his thumb toward the smok-
ingroom door; “will they stand for
that 7"

“They've got to—1 own them, bools
and all!”

“But you don't own public opinion,”
thundered Hayes, banging his fAst
down on the table, scattering the
coples of the senator's speech in all
directions,

“Why don't 11 Blade questioned
with an arrogant gmile disfiguring his
mouth, “I'm golng to buy halt of
Merritt's paper tonight. [ guess that
will be publie opinlon enough for me.
More than that, I'll stand as & man
whose wife has deserted him, That's
how It will end. Mra. Slade will de
cide where she's to live—but It must
be at some distance.”

“You won't get your
through desertion,” Hayes scoffed.
know her. You can't do IL"

“l1 ean't do It, eh?* Blade's ayes
held a nasty expression. “That's
what they've been telling me all my
lite. Ever since | waa a barefooted
little brat running around the mines
they've sald to me: ‘You can't do
this and you can't do that' But I
always did It Let me tell you, young
man, after all I've conquered no wom-
an is golng to stop me!

“Can’t do It, eh?" he repeated, pug-
naclounly. “You watch me do It! You
young jackanapes! T'm as good as
deserted now, The only queetion lIa:
Are you golng to see Mrs. Slade—put
her aboard a traln east or not?”

“Mre. Slade has been my besat
friend,” Hayes answered quietly, *1
love her dearly—I1-—" his voloa broke.

“All right. That settles it. You
turn over every scrap of paper of mine
you have by”—he thought a moment—
“by tomorrow night. Then you can
walk the ties to the devll, young man,
and go back where 1 found you"

As Hayes turned to go, Btrickiand
hurried into the room.

“Marritt has just introduced a very
unexpected subject in the smoking-
room-—the question ol—well, you've
got to know 1t, Slade—the question of
Mrs, Blade.”

Hayes wheeled around and watched
to see what effect this announcement
would have on Slade.

(TO RE CONTINUED)

TOO QUICK WITH HIS ANSWER

Response of Court wllnnl Put Him
Unnecessarlly In a Somewhat Un-
favorable Light

At a session ol county court In an
outlying country, a village merchant

divorce
i

was prosecuted for “arson” It de
velopod that the business men of
the town had retalued a “special

prosscutor’ to assist in tho case. The
attorney for the defendant Invariably
anked each witnesn If he hind ever con:
tributed anything toward the support
of the “special prosecutor.,” One old
man was very zealous in his efforts
to conviet the defendant. Tho attor
ney satarted to ask him the regular
“gontribution” question, but the wit-
ness Intarrupted him and gave his
anawer {n the middle of the question,
with the followlug result:

“Q. Have you ever contribuled any-
thing toward the support—'

“A. No, sir; 1 never dld—not &
cent! 1™

“—of your family?

The witness was excused amid the
laughter of the court, jury and avdl
enee. He left the room, mad as &
hornet, and was heard to mutter: "l
aln't got no family."—West Publish
ing company,

Average Btature.

The difference betweon the iallest
and shortest rmces In the world s
ons foot elght and one-elghth Inches,
and the average helght of the world's
peoplea is five feet five and one-half
Inches,

Thirteen Thelr Bacred Number.

Thirtesn was the sacred number of
the Mexicans and anclent people of
Yuoatan, Thelr weak had 13 days and
they bad 13 snake gods

e~

“You're a h—| of a lawyer!" Slade's |

RESOURCES OF A BOOK AGENT

Quickly Discovers His Error In Ab
tempting to Sell Poetry to Gen-
tlerman Wearing Pink Shirt.

“How about a collection of the
world's best poetry In slx volumes?"
sald the book agent. “Belections from
Shakespeare, Milton, S8poncer and all
the famous poets.”

“Say,” exclalmed the muan at the
desk, wheeling around In his chalr and
dlaplaying a poker vest, a pink shirt
and o diamond stud, “what sorter gufl
are you tryin® to glmme?"

“Heg pardon,” answered the ro
wourceful agent, #8 he reached Into his
satchel and drew out n papercovered
volume, *'1 wes Just nbout to ask you i
you would ke to have o copy of the
Iife of John L. Sulllvan, written by one
of the most poted referces in the bus
inesa?"

Ack Some Milkman.

The following notice recently ap
neared outslde the ollce of a busy
loston firm:

“Poy Wanted—COne who knows the
“Hy well"

Presently n bright youth presented
fmaelf for o b

“Do you Lnow the elty well?” ashed
e mannger.

“No slr,” replied the voung hopeful,
but 1 eould fed It"—Boston Globe,

No Wonder He Was Bore.

“IMo mirkes ma tired! 1 tried balf a
Yoren times to eny something, but he
mlked me to a standatill ench time

ith his talk sbhout the Europesn war

Ie thinks he knows all about "

“Thit was too bad, dear. What did
ou wish to say?
“I wanted to tell him what caused

he doggone war and how It was golug
o come outr.”

Just the Thing.

Rerorter—You sent me to lnterview
General Leadenhnil about the war, but
he suys the president bas forbidden
military mon from expressing thelr
opintons,

Managing Editor—Didn't
you any opinfon at all?

“Nothing but vague generalitles™

“Well, write them over Into a lead:
ing editorial.—Life.

he give

Poor Papa.
Little Pobby—Fapa, did you ever soe
a eyclone carrying houses In the air
nnd cows nnd horses and wagons up

wide down?

Pepan—No, my son.

Little Bobhy—1 should think It "ud
be tiresome to live to your age and

London Tit-Bits,
Mean Brute.

“A woman can't be In two places al

the same time,” snapped Mrs, Gabb,

never soe anything-

during the usual morning fusa,

“I notice that you can be in and out
of the house at the sume thme when
some femanle that yod don't want to sed
happens to eall,” replled Mr. Gabb.

NEVER TOUCHES HIM,

The BIll Collector—1 can't keop
coming here every day for this bill

Mr. I. M. P. Cunlus—1've often won.
dered why you dida't try to got a bet-
ter position.

Sure Thing.
“1 bot 1)l have tho fnest lawn in
the place.”
“] won't take you."
“Why not?
“Hecause the first thing 1 know rnu
will be hedging on that Iawn bel™

lunty.

“Why don't you lay by something for
a ralny day?™

“1 have"

“Huh! 1I'd like to know how much?™
“One dollar. And the Intest quots
tlon on ur:brellas Is 0% conta™




