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UHE main thing in any life is not the world around it,

but the world wuhm ||

Four Thousand

Bushels of Corn

(Continued from last week.)

HAT'S your hurry?" Castner
exclaimed, as the blacksmith
started to crank the engine,
“How much will you give me for that
corn in case 1 should decide to sell it
back to you?"

“How much do you want?" Jimmle
asked.

Castner hesitated. “Well,” he sald,
slowly, “it was a long drive over there
and back. The load was mighty
hard on the buggy springs, too.
How would $10 a bushel strike
you?"

“Do you mean to say you'd
rob the boy of $30, just because
an innocent old lady made &
mistake?” exclaimed the black-
smith

“I'm not robbing anyone,”
Castner retorted “I'm  well
enough satisfied with my bar-
gain. Good night!" He turned
to go into the house

“Hold on!" Jimmie cried, and
ran after him. “Bring out the
corn. T'll pay you the $10."

“I hate to see it go, even at
that price,” Castner sald, as he
carried the sacks out on the
porch. “Some fellows never
would have given it back, but 1
don’t like to be hard on a young
fellow.”

Jimmie handed over the $830
that Castner had paid for the
corn, and then wrote out a
check for thirty more, In the
meantime the blacksmith and

The illus

start of ours,” Jimmie said, as he pick-
ed up the reins and started the team.

Luckily, the weather continued fair,
nd by the mext night the peat forty
was planted. But it was after dark
when Jimmie finally drove into the
yard, The last field on the farm was
done

“That's the hardest week's work 1
ever did in my MNfe,” he said, wearily,
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“blind cultivate” the planter tracks
with the two-row cuitivators. Not a
weed was In sight yet, but the culti-
vators turned up thousands of long
white sprouts that would later have
caured much trouble. The harrowing
that followed leveled the ground and
kiHed still more of the sprouting
weeds,

Two weeks later Jimmie came up
from the peit forty with a troubled
expression on his face. In front of
the barn he met the preacher, who
had been out inspecting his forty.

“It’s coming fine!” the preacher ex
claimed enthusiastically “Three
stalks in every hill, and not one miss-
ing. It" n as straight as a string both
ways, tos

“The rutronm are* after mine”
Jimmie said. “In a week more there
won't be enough corn left to make
that forty worth cultivating. 1 ought
to have known that the old peat bed
would be full of them.”

“Isn’t there anything you ecan do?"

“Nothing that I know of, except to
let them eat,” Jimmie answered, in a
discouraged tone. “Usually, there are
not enough of them to do a great deal
of harm,

‘I'm going to find out if something
can't be done” The preacher went
into the house.
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went back to the house for the big
supper that Mary and Aunt Jane bad
prepared for them.

“1 was reading to-day that there are
six kinds of bugs that attack corn,”
the preacher said, as Aunt Jane helped
him to some more chicken. “Let us
hope that three or four of them, at
least, pass us by."”

“Many more days like this, with
bran costing $30 a ton, will be likely
to make my expense aocount langer
than the selling price of the corn,” said
Jimmie,

But a second application was not
necesgary, for the heavy dose of Parla
£reen put a stop to the depredations of
the cutworms, and the peat forty suf-
fered little from them after that.

All through June the preacher work-
ed away industriously at cultivating his
forty; the churchgoers of the com-
munity agreed that he had never
preached better sermons. The ma-
jority of the people in the neizhbor-
hood were now regular attendants
at church. Many were attracted to
church for the first time by the fame
of the preacher’s prize forty; and the
simple earnestness of his sermons
was usually enough to bring them to
church again.

After another trip to Maytown
early in June, Jimmie came home and
ordered surface attachments for all
his cultivators. He had the cul-
tivators set so that they did not
stir the soil more than an inch
deep, which was just enough to
kill the weeds and leave a little
loose soil on top to check eva.
poration.  Shallow cultivation
was no new thing among the bast
corn growers of the neighbor-
hood, but that was carrying it
a little further than any of them
had yet considered practical. Mr.
Hodgekins heard ‘what Jimmie
was doing, and the next time he
met him asked him about it,

“The professor says the big-
gest part of the available plant
food fs in the top few inches,
and that it's a crime to keep the
plant roots out of it Jimmie
sald. “He says the bacteria that
prepare the plant food for the
roots work in the warm top
sofl, and that the yields are of-
ten reduced by keeping the roots
from reaching this prepared
food.”

“Don't talk about bacteria to
me!" Mr, Hodgekins exclaimed
“1 hate the blamed things since

3 y Misses Thompson, Peterboro. This home previous to being remodelled, was a veny plain frame v
Bill Ellis had loaded the corn iruoture, but the addition of & veranda, & o nservatory flled with flowers and improvements 1 had tyrh?ld fover nem’n. g
into the back of the automo- In the lawn and garden, made the home one of the most astractive In the city. We who live ago. 1 don't want any of "em on
bile. in the country should not forget that oftentimes a little remodelling would make a vast im- my place.”

There was great relief in Jim-
mie's volce as he bade Castner
good night. “T feel as if that $30
were well spent,” he sald, turning to
Bill, who was perched on the corn be-
hind. “T wouldn't have had the heart
to finish out the summer If T had lost
that seed corn.”

It was nearly eleven o'clock when
they drove into the McKeene yand and
unloaded the corn. The blacksmith
refused to accept any pay for his part
in the nizht's adventure,

*“Don’t say anything about pay to
me!” he exclaimed, Indignantly, “Do
you want to put me in the same elass
with Castner?”

Jimmie had to use a good deal of
will power in order to get out of bed
at five o'clock the next wmorning;
nevertheless, at six o'clock he was
stretching the planter wire across the
peat forty. When the preacher came
out with the other team at half past
nine, Jimmie had made a good start;
he stopped long enough to tell the
preacher the story of his experience
the night before.

“It's Tucky for you it didn't delay
the planting” the preacher sald.
“Colone! Edwards says that Verne
Wilson's corn is coming up"

“That gives It at least a week the

as he cimbed down fr
seat

The hired men put away the team,
and Jimmie went into the house. He
found a hot supper waiting for him,

unt Jane, who had not been told that
her sale of seed corn had cost Jimmie
$30, bustled round and helped Mary
to get the things on the table. But
Jimmie was too sleepy to notice what
was set before him;: he ate only a
little, and then stumbled upstairs to
bed

om the planter

“No wonder Walter went to town,
and mo wonder Jimmie wants to go,”
Aunt Jane said. “I hope he does. He
would kill himeelf in a few years if he
should stay on the farm.

“It fen't all like this past week,”
Mary answered, “Even this wouldn't
have been so bad if Jimmie hadn't
been too fussy to let Jake help with
the planting "

“Well, T hope the boy gets eome big
crops this year, =eeing it's his last
year on the farm.”

“1 hope he gets big enough crops so
that it won't be his last year on the

farm "
The next week Jimmie started to

provement on our homes.

When he came out a few moments
later, his face wore a disheartened ex-
pressfon. “I called up Mr. Hodgekins;
he says to disk up the ground and
plant it over again. The colonel says
he doesn't know what to do, though l'e
has heard that sometimes you can
poison them. Why don’t you eall up
the professor?”

“T will,” sald Jimmle,

A few moments later he rushed out
of the house and started to hitch up
the team. “The professor says to soak
some bran In Paris green water, and to
put a little of the mixture beside each
hill of corn toward night. The out-
worms come out to eat at night, and
he says they will eat the poisoned bran
instead of the corn.”

By four o'clock Jimmie had enough
bran prepared to go over the forty
acres. He had hired a couple of boys
from town to help, and about half past
four he and the preacher and the two
boys and the two hired men started
out to distribute the poisoned bran. It
was no small task to go over the 140,
000 or more hills of corn, dropping a
tablespoonful of the bran by each hill
It was dark when they finished and

“According to the professor.
vou have them whether you
(Continued on page 18,
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