
Sheep and Goadts

of Arizona

IF
the wool clip all over the United

States should be reduced for the
year 1910, as It has been in Ari-

zona, where the clipping is done
earlier than In other sections of

the country, the market willbe high.
Arizona had the earliest clip in its
history this year. The clip is usual-
ly at its height in Salt River valley
and in other sections of the territory
about the middle of February, where-
as this year the sheep were all shorn
and on their way back to the hills on

February 12. The flocks wintered
well, but owing to the cold weather
the grass on the ranges continued
dry, and as a result the quality of the
wool was improved, .while the output
was curtailed. So pronounced was

this shortage In the clip that Instead
of the Influx of several hundred thou-
sand of sheep Into the clipping cen-

ters of the Salt River valley, the num-

bers could be counted by the thou-
sands.

„

The clipping began this year about
the tenth of January, and by the miff

die of February was finished at Cave
Creek, Marinette, Beardsley, Hot
Springs Junction, Congress Junction
and Weden. Machineswere used at

all these clipping centers with the ex-

ception of Weden and Congress Junc-
tion, where the shearing was done by
hand. Shearing in the north was la-
ter, but even there far ahead of the
usual season. Conditions were about

the same in Mohave county, the clip-
ping center for that district being
Kingman.

In former years it was customary
for the sheep men to drive their
flocks from Mohave county to the Salt
River valley for the lambing and

shearing season, using the forest
ranges running north and south for

forage along the route both north and

south, .But the new forest regulations
now prohibit this use of the govern-
ment reserves; the sheep men have
been unable to get their flocks through,
especially through the Verde
so that the movement south was aban-

doned this season.

In addition to the restrictions placed
upon the forest reserves, the valleys
that in former'years were green, ow-

ing to the cold, dry weather and the

consequent lack of rains, this year

were not green enough to support the

moving flocks. The result of this is

that those flocks which were moved

south, for lack of grazing in the cen-

tral Arizona valleys, had to hasten

back'north, where the lambing proved

disastrous, not only to the jambkins
but to the ewes as well. For this
reason 70 per cent, of the sheep shorn
tn Arizona for 1910 had the clipping
done in Yavapai county, midway be-
tween the valley and northern ranges,

this being the lowest altitude obtain-
able where there was. the combina-
tion of clipping facilities, nearby ship-
ping points and fair ranges. By the
same token it is now predicted that
the lamb crop for the year will not

exceed 40 per cent, of what it should

be, or would be under more favorable

conditions.

The largest shearing point in Yapavai
county this year was at Cordes, where

between 130,000 and, 140,000 pounds of

wool was clipped. The clip at King-
man ran to 60,000 head, and the gov-

ernment reports credit Arizona with
an average yield of fleece weighing
6.65 pounds per sheep, which would

bring the yield up to more than 300,-
000 pounds. Owing to the conditions re-

ferred tci in the foregoing, the clip in

the northern part of Arizona will be

Jater than usual this year, because the

owners of the flocks prefer to

• late clip rather than risk the loss

of the lambs.

Prices for wool in Arizona this year

ranged around the prices of last

year. Agents paid on the ground be-

tween 20 and 22 cents for the clip
of 30 per cent, of the sheep shorn in

the Salt River valley. The buyers
that were in the field were representa-
tives of Dewey, Gold & Co., of Bos-

ton; Brown & Adams, of Boston, and
Salter Brothers, representing various
houses In Boston. Workers were

scarce, and wages were high. Clip-
pers that formerly received from sls
to S4O per month now receive from

$35 to SIOO per month, and most of

these laborers are Mexicans.
Goat raising In Arizona has proved

profitable, and this year’s prices, paid
by the Boston markets, were the high-
est ever recorded. For kid mohair, R.
Edmundson of Yarnell received 50

cents per pound, and this was paid for

the grade known as No. 2. ¦ This sale
was made through the National Mo-

hair Growers’ association, organized
recently In opposition to the wool
combine. The new association has an

agency and warehouse in Boston, and

lost no time in getting into the Ari-

zona field.

The shipment netted Edmundson 46

cents a pound after paying transpor-
tation charges and association ex-

penses. Not only is the goat proving
profitable from the sale of the hair,
but recently Arizona goat mutton sold
in the Kansas City market for $6.25
the hundred. The territory has many
mesas and mountain slopes, which
afford a natural habitat for the An-

gora goat, and the outlook Is that
this branch of the stock raising In Ari-
zona will continue to grow In Impor-
tance.

Owing to the warm climate in this

territory, lambs come into the mar-

ket at a very early season, which gives
the flocks additional advantage over
other parts of the country. One ship-
ment of lambs was made from the
Salt River farms by J. A. Pitts of Ash
Fork, as early as March 14. This con-

signment consisted of four double car-

loads of spring lambs, which were sent
to Kansas City. This was the first
attempt ever made in Arizona to ship
the lambs so that they might arrive in
Kansas City before Easter. While this
shipment was made in the nature of
an experiment it proved profitable,
and next year it is probable that Ari-
zona lambs willfind ready early sale
in Kansas City stock yards. The
lambs sold were raised on Pitts’ farm
and fed on hay raised on his farm, in-
stead of leaving the lambkins on ’the
ranges.

The shepherds in Arizona have to
contend With the wild animals to an
extent greater than is necessary in
any other part of the country. For
protection against coyotes, dogs which
are often half-breeds between the col-
lie and the coyote are used with great
success. The forest department and
the local officers distribute poison to
kill off the coyotes and this method
h.a.B proved effectual In nißuy cabob.

As an instance of the number of
wild animals that have to be guarded
against In Arizona it is pointed out
that at a recent “hide day” in Tomb-
stone, the capital of Cochise county,
which Is the most densely populated
county in the territory, bounties were
paid in one day on 500 pelts of ani-
mals of prey. About SB,OOO is paid out
annually by Cochise county for boun-
ties on the pelts of coyotes, bob cats,
wolves, lobos, mountain Hons, bears
and skunks. It may also be cited
that one night recently a lynx got into
a corral owned by Charles Sands in
the vicinity of Douglas, in Cochise
county, and killed 21 goats. The same
man reports that altogther 200 goats
and kids were killed by lynx and bob
cats this season.

ALOYSIUS COLL.

Pheasant Fights Barnyard Fowls.
Farmers In Deftatur county who

have given over their lands as game
preserves are being confronted with a
situation that promises to be serious.
The Hungarian pheasants that were

placed in the game preserves are be-
coming exceedingly tame, and it is no

uncommon thing for them to wander
into barnyards.

On the Charles Throp farm, north-
east of this city, an unusually large
pheasant seems to have a particular
aversion to turkeys. It has destroyed
two or three turkey nests and whip-
ped the gobbler of the brood to a
frazzle. It is a common sight when a

pheasant appears in a barnyard to
see a* fight between it and chickens,
and the pheasant usually wins —-

Greensburg Correspondence Indianan,

oils News.

SHEEP GRAZINGONNATIONALFOREST

ANGORA KIDS

BETTER THAN GUN

WHEN SNUFF PROVED VALUABLE'

J WEAPON OF DEFENSE. ’<

British Army Officer Is Lucky In Be-'
Ing Able to Relate Story of Al-

most" Fatal Adventure in

India.

Perhaps no man’s life was ever

saved to him by a more curious cir-

cumstance than that attending the ex-

perience of a captain of the Bengal
lancers. He had been on a visit to a

civilian friend In Rajputapa and went

out for a walk in the country about

sunset.

After going four or five miles he
found himself In a narrow path on

the side of a steep hill. The path
was a mere ledge In the rock, with a

deep chasm on one side and a wall

of solid rock on the other. It was

not a pleasant place in which to

come face to face with a big tiger;
but that was just what happened to

the captain.
It was too late to withdraw,* so he

determined to brave It out. The ani-

mal had evidently been asleep; for

it continued for a fpw moments to

lick itself into full wakefulness. The

captain’ stood still, with his eyes fixed

on the beast Presently the tiger
took a few steps forward and made a

dash at him. Luckily its teeth seized

him by the flap of the coat, jiist over

the breast, so that he was not hurt

by the blow.

Then the captain had a chance to

appreciate *the feelings of a mouse

when it Is shaken by a cat. The tl-

*ger shook him till his senses left

him. Perhaps it was as well they did
leave him, for the beast held him over

the deep chasm and a fall would
have been as fatal as the animal's
onslaught.

When the captain recovered con-

sciousness, a few minutes later, he

found himself lying flat on his back,
with his feet dangling over the preci-
pice. He opened bls eyes, only to see

the sky above him. He dared not

move, for the tiger might be close at
his elbow. So he shut fils eyes and

remained motionless.

Then he thought he heard a strange
noise at a little distance, a sound as !
of somebody sneezing. His first

thought was that some one had come

to the rescue and beaten the tiger off,
but this was proved to be wrong by
low, disagreeable, tigerish growls
mingled with the sneezing.

He turned slowly. He could hardly
believe his eyes. There was the tiger
slinking off with his tall between his

legs and sneezing violently as he
went, his face distorted by most plte*
ous grimaces.

The trut£ then dawned upon the sol-

dier. In shaking him the tiger had
caused his snuffbox to fly open out of
his waistcoat pocket and had received
the contents full In the face.

The First Aviator.
Was Harold, the last of the Saxon

kings, our first aviator? This is a

point, .seriously maintained by ancient

biographers of the Saxon king, who

perished In the battle of Hastings.
In the course of an article In the
Windsor Magazine a Writer recalls a

tradition which cannot, of course, be

either disputed or disproved today,
but was of sufficient interest to be

retold even by the poet Milton In his
History of the Anglo-Saxons,” where

the poet-historian says: “Harold was,
In his youth, strangely aspiring, had
made and fitted wings to his hands
and feet; with these on the top of a

tower, spread out to gather air, he
flew more than a furlong; but the
wind being too high, came fluttering
down, to the maiming of all his limbs;
yet so conceited of his art, that he
attributed the cause of his fall to the
want of a tall, as birds have, which
he forgot to make to his hinder parts.
This story, though seeming otherwise
too light in the midst of a sad narra-

tion, yet for the strangeness thereof,
I thought worthy enough the placing.”

The Great Treading Down the Little.
Five hundred years ago John Ball,

looking out over England, tells us that
he saw "the great treading down the
little, the strong beating down the

weak, and cruel men fearing not, and
kind men daring not,* and wise men

caring not,” and then with his heart
burning within him, he cries aloud,
“and the saints In heaven forbearing,
and yet bidding me not to forbear.”

If we compare our time with his, we

willadmit that although the great still
tread down the little, and the strong
beat down the weak, that the cruel
are at last becoming afraid of public
opinion, that kind men are more dar-

ing In their schemes of alleviation
than they used to be and wise men

are more solicitous.—Jane Addams at
the Conference of Charities and Cor-
rection.

States of Australia.
The states comprising the common-

wealth of Australia are: New South
Wales, Queensland, Tasmania, South
Australia, Victoria, West Australia,
and the territory of Papua, formerly
known as British New Guinea. The
capital of the commonwealth of Aus-
tralia Is as yet without being, although
a site for the future capital has been
chosen In the Yass-Canberra district
in New South Wales. At the present
time the parliament sits at Melbourne.

Thoughtful Mover.
“Take this sofa on the first load

and leave it on the sidewalk.”
“What for?” ;
“So that any neighbors who wish

to watch us move in may have com-

fortable seats.”—Louisville Courier*
' Journal.

HEARS THROUGH HIS FINGERS

Telegraph Operator a Valuable Man

at His Instrument, Though Com-

pletely Deaf.
’ ' A

Peter A. Foley of Portland, Me., Is
a telegraph operator, though totally
deaf.

Since he became deaf, however, he

has developed so wonderfully the
senses of touch and sight that he can

detect the finest movements of the
instrument and correctly Interpret
them.

His nervous system Is a part and
parcel of telegraphy and by the sense

of touch In his finger tips he takes-

messages transmitted from- the ends

of the continent.

He can also read a message by
Watching the sounder. With his left

forefinger placed lightly on the sound-
er he can by his wonderful sense of
touch take a message as accurately
as aity man In the office.

He insists that he needs no more

consideration than any other operator,
for he can read the fastest trans-

mitting without the slightest difficulty,
and his record of mistakes in a year
Is said to be smaller than that of any
other operator in the office.

Mr. Foley’s hearing began to fall
rapidly eight years ,ago. He was then
considered the best operator in the
Portland office and every effort was

made to help him. The manager of
the office arranged the receiver so It

would make a louder tick, but in a

short time he was unable to hear
even this.

There appeared no alternative but
failure. No operator In the world had
been able to work after he had lost
his hearing. The manager didn’t
wish to send a good man away, so he
was set to doing common work at
the same salary he had received as
an operator.

One day he announced that he
Would soon be able to go back to his
old position. The 'manager was sur-

prised. That a deaf man could be a

telegraph operator was too much to

credit, but Mr. Foley was able to

prove that he could do It.

Such is Fame.
Miss Jane Addams, the founder of

Hull house and the pioneer in settle-
ment work in Chicago, recently was In
St. Louis, and, according to veracious
chroniclers was visited by an enter-

prising young reporter, whose first
question was, “Miss Addams, have you
ever had any experience in settlement
work?” When this story was re-

peated In the presence of Senator
Frye he remarked that It reminded
him of an experience of his own a year
or two ago. He was returning to

Washington for the session of Con-
gress and stayed over a day or two in
Boston. Soon after he had registered
at the Touraine a youthful reporter
called on him, and the first question
was, ‘Senator, have you ever taken
any Interest in the ship subsidy ac-
tion?" “Not much,” replied the sena-

tor, dryly, “Can you tell me just what
it is?" Whereupon the young man

proceeded td give a little elementary
instruction on the subject to (he sena-

tor, who had been the author of most
of the ship subsidy bills Introduced
In congress. And the venerable sena-

tor never enlightened the young man.

Hp says he was afraid It might have
embarrassed him.

The Human Brain.

What Is the brain but a scrapbook?
asks the Family Doctor. If, when we

are asleep someone should peer In

there, what would he find? Lines from
favorite poets, scrap songs, melodies
from operas, sentences from books,
meaningless dates, recollections of

childhood; vague, gradually growing
faint, momenta of perfect happiness,
hours of despair and misery. The
first kiss of childhood, the first part-
ing of bosom friends, the word of

praise or the word of blame of a fond
mother, pictures of men and women,
of homeland beauties or scenes of

travel, hopes ahd dreams that come to

nothing. Unrequited kindnesses, grat-
itude for favors, lifted thankfulness
for life or the reverse, quarrels and
recollections, old jokes, delightful non-

senses, wit that savored talk, or the
dull flow of speech that had in It no

life; and, through them all, the thread
of tone deep and enduring passion for
some one man or woman, which may
have been a misery or a delight

A Queer Way to Cook.

In certain parts of New Zealand
both native and white women use the

natural hot springs to do their cook
Ing. In the Rotorua region It mat-
ters not whether the cook wishes to

roast a piece of meat, boll potatoes, or
steam pudding, all she has to do is to
step out of doors and place the cook-
ing utensil in a steam hole. The
cover Is then put on, and a piece of
coarse sacking over, the whole com-

pletes the operation. In a short time
dinner Is ready.

At Whakarewrewa the entire earth
just beneath the surface Is a mass of
boiling springs. Millions of gallons
of hot water hiss and steam, sending
vapors skyward In great white clouds.
Strike the ground almost anywhere
with a stick, and the bole thus
formed fills with hot water. Hot wa-
ter for baths, the week’s washing,
and for ordinary purposes of the
household is always on hanfi.

A Serious Matter.
“What I like about baseball,” said

Mr. Fanson, “is that It Is a manly
sport which Involves no danger to
life.”

"I don’t know about that,” replied
¦the business man. “Every time there
ils a game of special interest sched-
luled it appears to cause an epidemic
among the relatives of my employees.”

His Waiting Game

The boy worried Nancy. He railed

to enthuse properly over her literary
success. At the very moment that

she was nicely settled down to the

creation of an inspiring article for

the Marysville Times he was sure to

interrupt with an invitation to go

motoring. He admitted candidly that
he preferred watching the dimple in

her elbow to reading her weekly
sketches on “Historic Spots in Our

Country." And, besides, he was al-

ways asking her to marry him. Even

now, as he sat on the veranda literally
at her feet, she felt his lack of sympa-
thy for her chosen work and a frown

marred her pretty features.

The boy looked up. He was a very

good-looking boy, with a decisive chin
and keen eyes and the freshest of

coloring. Indeed, some persons would
not have called him a boy; he was

two years older than Nancy and

Nancy was twenty-three. But to her

he was always the same restless,

eager, Impulsive, persistent boy, who

had tormented her ever since she

could remember. A look of concern

darkened his keen eyes.

"What is it, Nancy?” he questioned
softly.

“You are not interested in my work

and it hurts."

"I am interested in everything that

concerns you, Nancy.”
"How good of you!”
The boy smiled, first at her, then —

since she would have none of it—at

the crimson rambler beyond. “Do

you know,” he said slowly, "that you
look rippling in front of those red

blossoms?” *

Nancy sniffed. It was so like the

boy to say that.

“I like you in white,” continued the

boy, imperturbably.
“When I get into city.*work I shall

always wear dark skirts—short and

plain and sensible.”

“I won’t like them. But tell me your

plans.”

“To keep or here until there’s an

opening. That’s what the editor ad-

vises.”

"And then?”

“Then? Why, there won’t be any

then.’ I’ll just keep on and on.

That’s all.”

"Where do I come in?”

“You? Haven’t I made it perfectly
clear that you don’t come in at all?"

The boy bit his lip. “I’m going to

the city tomorrow myself,” he an-

nounced. “There’s been a change in

the management of the steel plant.”
"And you—¦”

The boy colored. “One of the assist-

ant superintendents.”

“Oh, I’m so glad—so glad! It’s

your chance, isn’t it—your great
chance?"

• “Yes. May T come back for you,

Nancy?”

“Oh, boy; dear, no! Once for all,
no.”

All the eager light died out of the

boy’s eyes.
“ Must go,” he said rising

wearily. 1

"I’m sorry,” began Nancy, giving him

her hand. "Really, I am. I wish I
could say what you want me to. But

you don’t know what my work means

to me.” There was always a little'

thrillin Nancy’s voice when she said,

“my work.”

“Allright, Nancy.” His voice was

dull and patient, and he seemed not

to notice that she had not withdrawn

her hand.

“Allright, dear." Suddenly his grip

tightened and he seized her other

hand in a pressure that made her

wince. "Only some time—some time,

you’ll—Oh, I’m insane!” he broke off,

bitterly. His hands relaxed and they
stood looking at each other with white

faces.- "Good-by, dear.”

“You’ll write and tell me about

your work?”

“Yes. Oh, Nancy—”
“Don’t say it—my work—”

“Oh, yes, your work. I always for-

get that Good-by."

Nancy watched him swing along the

garden. "A great, dear boy,” she mur-

mured. "A grand boy for some one,

but not for me. Oh, what a relief it’s

going to be not to have his interrup-
tions—what a jumping ahead with my

work. I’ll miss him, of course, but

he’ll write, and It won’t be hard. Poor,
dear boy!”

Nancy’s work went on. It fairly

jumped and leaped. Everything she

did was better than the thing before.

She found a modest entrance to the

big papers, creeping all the time into

more and more evidence. And at last

the chance came—a real position on

a city paper. Nancy seized it with

avidity.

“Aren’t you glad for me,” she wrote

the boy.

"Yes,” the boy wrote back, “but—’’

(And then followed his meager assent,

with the old tireless appeal to the

woman’s heart in Nancy.

Despite her cleverness and fearless-

ness the life of a city reporter was

harder than Nancy had imagined.

She found the curt orders quite differ-

ent from the easy-going suggestions

of- the editor at home. Iler stories

must be gleaned from haunts, the

misery and pttifulness of which made

her- heart sick for days. And the

short, plain, dark, sensible walking

skirts were not dearly as comfortable

as her fresh white dimities had been.

Still she made good and kept her

nerve and ignored the vital theme of

the boy’s letters as gayly as before.

In spite of all discouragements and

By CORA A. ORTH

hurts and long night hours she loved*
it and made good. 1

Life was very full and busy for!

Nancy. It didn’t even occur to her;
that the boy’s letters became infre-

quent. Indeed, not until there camoi
a three-months’ interim did she glved
the matter a thought “I do hope hei
isn’t ill,” she worried. "He is such ai
dear boy, and such a friend.”

From another source she learned of!
his second promotion. “I’m glad he’s*
all right” ran her relieved thoughts.l

‘‘Only, it is so strange that he doesn't!
write.”

The interim lengthened to four!
months. “He must be tired of a one-

sided game,” she decided. “I don’t]
blame him. It is only right that hei
should turn away, ' and —elsewhere.;
Every nice boy should marry.”

Unconsciously she began to piece in
the probable - details of the boy’s af-|
fairs. “Of course, he has found her]
by this time,” she would say, “and I>
think she is dark, because—because!
I’m not. He probably wouldn’t caret
for my type again. But—but It cer-

tainly isn’t like the boy not to ’fess-'
up, in his frank fashion. He’s prob-
ably too absorbed in her. They’ll be;
married In the spring—I’m sure of*
that The boy was always so impa*-*
tlent about things. Yet he was pa-

tient top. Oh, well, he’ll make ani
adorable husband. She'll be a lucky
girl. I don’t feel the least mite bit-

ter about It, for which I am so

thankful. My work more than satisfies
me. I’ve no room for regrets.
Oh, no.”

Then one day the exchange editor

was absent and Nancy must needs

look through a great heap of papers;
piled in the dingy office. It was ai

task she detested, and her scissors
made listless work. She would so*

much rather have been sent forth into
the sunshine. Ser eye fell on a paper
from the boy’s city. With languid in-

terest she began to glean its columns.

Suddenly she sat up very straight.
“John Allen, 27,” she read. It was a*

marriage license notice, and that wan

the boy’s name! Yes, he must bo

twenty-seven now. Her reasonings
were verified!

A most rediculous blur came before
her eyes. She tried to wink it away.
It was so senseless and unnecessary
for she was just as happy about it as

she could be. Everything was turn-

ing out as she had figured iL True,
she had set the wedding for a spring,
but that was a mere detail. Also her
heart became lumpy and uncomfort-
able. She grew angry with herself. 1
She was still angrier when the per-

sistence of the blur and the lumpiness
inside made it necessary for her to
be excused from duty.

“Whati is the matter?” she ques-
tioned herself over and over, as she

blindly made her way to her room.

“What difference can it all make to

me?”

The boy’s picture stood on the

mantle. She scrutinized the keen,
clear features. A strange tenderness;
took unwilling hold of her. She wa»

swept from head to foot by some!
thing stronger than her precious!
Work.

_“Oh, bdy,” she whispered, aghast.

"Why didn’t I know before?"

Years and decades and centuries off
misery passed! It seemed as if all!
she had missed in the past crowded*
in that endless afternoon with a

crushing force that hurts her. In;
desperation she tried to concentrate*

her mind on her work, but the words:

rang empty in her mind’s ear. Work!]
Still came the dreadful reality ,what
else was left her but work? She saw

herself dragging through the years in.

short, plain skirts. She felt that she

would go mad. With all her heart she*

hoped so!

The postman’s ring aroused her. It

was the boy’s letter at last It

would tell her of his new-found joy.
Wearily, she drew out the crisp, fa-

miliar sheets.

Why, what could it mean? There

was not a word about another—a

bride. Only the same persistent plead-

ing. "And please forgive me,” the

letter ran, “for waiting so long. I

thought that perhaps, by a long. long l

chance, waiting might make you care

a little. Has it, Nancy F.

John Allen! He had been only the

boy to her for so long that she had

almost forgotten what his real name

was until that day. She had written

It mechanically; had completely for-

gotten to reckon with its common-

ness. It dawned upon her that there

must be hundreds of John Allens in

the world. It couldn’t have meant the

boy, after all, unless—no, the post-

mark was all right, a day younger

than that of the paper containing the

notlci.

Then the awe and the wonder of;

the thing gave place to a great sob of*

happiness.

The Ready Relief.

A man went into a druggist’s shop
ami asked for something to cure a

headache. The druggist held a bottle

of hartshorn to his nose, and he was

nearly overpowered by Its pungency.

As soon as he recovered he began

to rail at the druggist and threatened,

to punch his head.

“But didn’t it ease your headache?”

asked the apothecary.
"Base my headache!” ¦ gasped the

man. "I haven’t got any headache.

It's my wife that’s got

—Tit-Bits. -
*¦

-


