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W HEN Cyrus Pincer, ny fourtli boss lu
vépestolic succession, sumnmoned bis bauds
te a 4,hreshiug-bee, la 1883, lie knew that
lie was about te metaphorlcally skn B3111

Tromklng, the thresher-mn. This wns a feat that

very few mon hiad ever accomplished, even in a

amalldegree. Boss Piucher idid it muet scientlfically

thie year lie liad me in his employ. Toinkins knew

,the Innate cussedunesàes of the commuiiities round

about Jericlie as nobudy else did, except tle parsons

aud the steer-buyers. But lie didn't comprehend the

guile of Cy, Piucher, wlo began te scheme for tbis
threshlng-bee igamble away iback lu early July, w'ben
we started tei Iaunl the hay.

That year was a fat one en Cy's f arm. lie neyer

lad puer crops exceptinl dreuili years. lu 1883 lis

-or I used te say our-hlay weut twu, tons te tne

acre; wlieat, 30 bushels; 'oats, 45; barley, 40.
Wlhen we stare hauldng lu hay te lis bar-n I

had ne Idea cof the loug-lieaded scheme that was

aiiaplng up* under hie last year's straw liai; the ruse

by wblch lie came out aliead un the threshing deal

nt least $5.50, wbich In tliose days wns a big win.

We had ten acres liny, twenty-uue wlieat, fourteen

oats, seven bnrley. We lad no patient couiraptIluis
for laullng the trop. EveryihIng then was land-

harvested. We lad nu liay forks, rwheai-sllngs, hay-

loaders, tedder-nut-hing more sophlstlcated than a

clumsy lay-rake, three igood three-tined ýpitcli!urks,
oue fuur-tltned bardey ferk, a good liay-rack and Cy
Pincher's undefeatable brain.

Iu the liay-tiýme 1 pitâhed on, Cy loaded. lie was

a gireat loader. Cy piched off. I moie away. lie

lad nu boys. Therefore. Cv expeuded ail lis failier-

hed on me. And the way lie tauglit me to mow

thai hay couvlucedi me thai lie was elther crazy

wlth the ýheat or lie had some deep, dark sclieme

up the place on bis fuzzly aims wlere the shirt-
eleeves used to lhe.

"Keep ',er stacked up front o' the mow, Jake,"
sys lie, pausing te relleve une sîde of bis nose wLth
oue tînurb on the other.

"Iiew so?" Inquire I.
"'Becuz," spat lhe. 'It tatkes en uld crook te keteli

a separater gang."
Whereby I twigged his meanlng. The ton acres o!

hay that weut into sald barn was to 1001 as thougli

it went hli Up) te tho leam in oue sIde of the mow.

Whereas tIare, was a cave be&hlud the bay where

several loa'ds o! wlieat lay lu anibu.li.
Understaud, tlerefore, that wiien we hauled In

the 21 acres of wheat thero was a very large cavern

behlnd the laay parapet th-at tle mind of nu tIreshe-

man ever conelved. Seven overbullt loads Cyrus

packed ie that mrow, plously Icneeliiig on each

sbeaf as 1 whopped It te hlm froni tle waggon tilI

ho lad tleni heads up as conclsaly as sardines lu a

tin. Cyrus was a master at this kiud of space

ecunoimy. That was because God lad been very

economical wben ho p>aeled su many poteutialitles

into one sinall corporation called Cyrus.
Clearly now froin the barn floor no man could have

surmised that there was aisheaf of Wheat in that mow.
"Tliat's seven loads to the good, anyhow,"1 quirked

lie. "I guess Bill Toinkins wunt flgger on thein in
bis estlmates."

And hoe cliuckled tili one fang tooth showed ln
great wisdom.

(Cyrus neyer did thin.gs iby halves. Ho seemed to
have put lu his grain wlth the express purpose of
packlng that barn se scientifically. lie even fore-
casted the bulk of his crop su 'well that lie decided
to build a wheat-stack on the south side of the barn-
door bridge.

"Wliy so?" I Inquire, greenly.
"'Becuz," lie an&wered. "I want to top the straw-

stack 'with wheat straw and this stack'll be about
the last thing thraslied."

By the turne the 'barley was ready the wlieat was
settled more than a foot. The Ibarley wen-t to the
rof on one side right on top -of the wlieat. Cyrus
erawled under the rafters like a squirrel. As long
as there was a crack of daylight lef t lierammed lu
a sheaf.

Then une day It rained just before oat liarvest,
and iCyrus betook himself slleutly up the post ladder
te the peak. There for over -an hour he mnade about
as mucli noise as the -rain on the roof digglng up
barley sheaves froin one iside and crarmIng themn In
at the other wliere the barley lad settled away from
the rafters.

That loft a goud-slzed cave on one side: whici lie
skilfully filled rwith a sinail field of la-ter ibarley.

And we stifl had the oats to ipack in, fourteen
acres. A<bout ten acres 'went in on top of the stable
and granary, crainful to the rouf.

Cyrus squinted up at the rafters, and went up to
spread out scaffold poles over eacho nd of the thresh-
lng-floor beamn to beam. Reoin tliere normally for
about tliree loads. Barely xnanaged to crowd the
four acres lu. The last load took a whole hour to
pitc'h off and mow away. The old mnan jammed the
sheaves In su tiglit thnt 1 thouglit lie would break
down the scaffold.

-"Say, Jake," lie remarked, wlien the last load was

up. "I dunno as I ever seen a bar-n o' tliat size that
lied sicli a lieap o' grain in 'or. Didju?"

"Neyer," saiid LI. T'here ain't room for even the
swallows?"

Then we went plo-wing for fali 'wheat and cuttting
Clover ueed.

A LL this -was ffprellminary te the bise. Iu these days
a thresllng ontfit 'was as mucli of a spectacle

on the road as a fire reel Is on -a City street. Bill

Toinking had the only englue and separator lu at

least six concessions and five side-roads. If ever
%we heard at sev en a,m. a llttle high-poup whistle
ecliolug over the huali lots we kuew It was Bil1l Tom-
kins' engine. 13111 was the lord and master of al tlie

farmers. P4,rom late summer untIl snow-fly lie m'ade

them ail wait for hlm and tal<e hlma when lie Came
along and haul im from barn to barn beonse lie

bad no teain of lis ew-l, saylng te any protester,
l'Holy macklnaw, I aln't runnlng, nu horsepower.

This le a steam rig, boss."
'Bill uncondltionally refused to wagte time golug

back over the samne rond.
"Take me Monday week after uext, or you wunt

* get me for a montI," lie told Cyrus Piudher, who,

being busy with seeding and picking api
ferred to wait for two weeks.

"By gobl" says Cyrus, explicitly, "1witli t
twang of lis, "Ill ýtake yeli."

That was after dark one Saturday evefli
D-i11 was driving homei lu is ýbuggy for over

They took a lantern and trailed away to
"How Jel wanta do it-day, bushel, er jet

Cyrus.
Big William gazed up by the light of thi

at the cobwebbed cricket-chirpiflg mows.
"This barn's pretty near full, ain't she,

growled over his çwhiskers.
"Pretty near,"; drawled Cyrus, cliewiflg

ràtalk.

e.

Bill was a master band at slzlng UP
Being a bit of a gambler lie preferred ta

contracts at se mucli for the job. Pour lia

farmers with slirunken whoat lie alwaYs
aday. The average job lie did by the i

cents for wheat, tiwo and a hit for bar.

cent and a hlf for oats.
"Take 'er by the bushel," lie said.
"Nope," snid Cyrus. "That ain't sport.
Bill said, '9Slxteen dollars."
After a cogltatory pause, Cyrus replled

"Wlnuthin like playin' safe, Bill1.
a go",

And lie neyer let on by even a wlnk
lie liad Bill Toinkins fooled to tlie eyebrc

S ATURDAY evening Cyrus went dowr
alînter tlie machine. Man ibelow 1

separator; Cyrus drove tlie englue. W;itb
-clatter the gang liauled the separator !nt(

with Bill1 Toinkins steerlug it up tlie brul

tongue. Thlen tliey set the englue wlieii
drove, because lie knew to anincli JuS

north or south to get the drive wlieel tO
witli the pinion on the end of the cylincdf

A good part of Sunday nfternoofl I sPeý
the barn just gazIng at tliat miglity silen
that for -weeks 110W I liad board moan1iig
bush lots, and out at the engine that 11
more marvelous than thie separator. It 'Wý

wonderful,« this 'higli-geared business of tl
st'eam power. I had beeu at tlireshulige 1
neyer one se big as this of ýCy ilce
could bardly wnit tll daybreak te watcb
wood te the firebox 'while, I bauled lin, W1ý

stone-boat and a pack of old rails tbat

pected te ch-op Into cordwood lengths.
Tiiet was te be my idhore-wood an

was lioping Cy would give me 'a chance

the mow, 'w'er.e aIl the young tîgers we

out on the stack nmong the patrlarcli5'
rather have carried boxes te the bins;
lie cal'ated It 'would keep me pretty bil

and water and we'd need lots e! both

job was dune or lie missed is guesS.
By seven a.m., after a round Of M'WilI

gang w'as ail on the scene; four lu the Il

envled those four!-sx ion the strawe
barnyard 'where I had lielped Cy bail 111

I remember ia-vIng lheard soe plctur'
fane remarks frein the niow lands as't
theinselves Into, the openîngs left bY tbe 1
tics of Cy Pîneher, wliom tliey golJblaXfla
darned and otlerwlse trented te cOranPOU

wantlng te kn<ew,
"The o ld son of a seacook; dues be

is a coon-hunt or a thrashlng? Oh liOw


