
LY-WHEEL AIDS GRINDSTONE

Jerky Movement What Is Destructive
to Good Work on Ax or Chisel

Is Elitiinated.

To sharpen toolle many people have
o turn the grindstone without as-

sistance, using the foot on a treadle

and the hands or the article to be
harpened. This gives a jerky move-

ient to the stone that is destructive

to good work in potting an edge upon
-n ax or chisel. One needs a fly-wheel,

and this can cheaply be found in a

second stone of cement, and mounted

Fly-Wheel Steadies Grindstone.

on a frame besilde the grindstone, as
shown. Make a cfrcie of stiff paste-
board upon a smooth surface and fill

In with cement, with a few old wires

to bind the whole together. Extend
the Iron shaft of the grindstone to
enter the cement, with a square sec-

tion n:ade on the shaft, but leaving
the shaft round oT either side for

bearings.-Fharm .TJonrnal.

Ilub-Iy-Tlsn, antiseptic and pain
iller, for infected sores, tetter,
p;rains, neuralgIi , rhcmnnatisln.-

1921 o 1.915

Almost Back to Old Price.
The scales pictured here show thit your dollar will
buy within 25% as much Bull Dog Acid Phosphate
today as it did in 1915. Fertilizer is almost back to
the old level. The additional cost, as compared to
1915, is brought about by higher freights, higher taxes
and higher labor charges.

Profitable to Use Fertilizer
This means that every farmer, no matter what he is
planting, can make money by 'sing Bull Dog Brand
Fertilizer. The same land, plus the same labor, plus
the same seed, plus a small additional amount for
fertilizer will more than double your yield.

ASK FOR FREE BOOKLET

American Cotton Oil Company
Gretna Fertilizer Plant P. O. Box 900 New Orleans, La.

ECAUSE you carry a policy of insurance does
not always mean that you are insured. You
must reid your policy carefully and ascertain
that the-company which issued the policy is a

solvent one. Few people do this,. and that is why
we try a, far as is humnilly possible to write your
policy carefully, and in first class companies.

ROBT. L. AUBERT, INC.
Covington, La.

Thos. N. Millar

ABITA SPRINGS GARAGE
REPAIRS OF ALL KINDS

On All M:Okes of ('ars. Tractors and Internal Combustion Engines

4 ork Guaranteed Prices Moderate

AUTO FOR HiRE BY HOUR OR TRIP

Level Street

Night Phone 3.3 ABITA SPRINGS, LA.

Day 'Phone 12-l-M Box 134

nlmmmlm----~--s...- ~--t•-_ ••._ _.~ I

ST. GERTRUDE'S

Steam and Electric Laundry
Ramsay - - - Louisiana

PHONE 1f52-W Laun iry called for
Prices on application. and delivered.

Have You Ever Given This a Thought?
Thalt all the beautiful things in the world are seen by you through
your eyes.
You will spend .O18.00 for a pair of shoes to fit your feet, and
y(ou will balk at paying half that lprice for a vailr of glasses that
proplrly ilits your eyes and relieves yous troubles.

AliiL YOU ACTING FAIR TO YOURSELF?

COVINGTON OPTICAL PARLOR
Boston Street, Next to Patecek's

MILKING THREE TIMES DAILY

Additional Amount of Milk and Butter.
'fat May HRrdly Pay the

Extra Expense.

Cows milked ind fed three times
daily will produce more milk and the
average test will i e higher than though
they were milked only twice. The rIle
is that milking three.times daily is ad-
visable where records are being made,
or where cows are milking so largely
it is burdensome for them to carry
their milk-making nutriments for pe-
riods of twelve hours each. Under
practical conditions the question of
time is the detertuining factor. It costs
more to milk three times daily than
only twice and iT extra help must be
hired the additional amount of milk
may hardly pay the extra expense.

HERDS HEADEtD BY PUREBREDS

Cow Testing Associations in West
Reach Mark of )0 Per Cent-Di-

grace to Jse Scrub.

One-two--three I One cow-testing
association in Wast~t;;gton, two In Colo-
rado, and three in d laho have reached
the mark of 100 rer cent of their
herds headed by purebred bulls.
This was the count in the spring of
1921 in the territory cf the western of-
flce of the dairy divis;~n of the United
States Department of Agriculture. In
the fall of this year one-third of the as-
sociations in the western states were
100 per cent in their use of purebred
nulls. In some localttles it is com-
ing to be cns('iil'ed a disgrace foi
a80one to u.,e < scrub bulL

FRANCIS LYNDE

CO YRI$GHT BY HARLES SRIBNER'S SONS
SYNOPSIS. wait, stuck it into my pocket-and

CHAPTER I.-Under his grandfather's
will, Stanford Broughton, society idler
finds his share of the estate, valued at
something like $440,000, lies in a "safe re-
pository," latitude and longitude de-
scribed, and that is all. It may be identi-
fied by the presence nearby of a brown-
haired, blue-eyed girl, a piebald horse,
and a dog with a split face, half black
and half white. Stanford at first regards
the bequest as a joke, but after considera-
tion sets out to find his legacy.

CHAPTER II.--On his way to Denver.
the city nearest the meridian described
in his grandfather's will, Stanford hears
from a fellow traveler a story having to
do with a flooded mine.

CHAPTER III.-Thinking things over,
he begins to imagine there may be some-
thing in his grandfather's bequest worth
while, his idea finally centering on the
possibility of a mine, as a "safe reposi-
tory." Recalling the narrative on the
train, he ascertains that his fellow trav-
eler was a mining engineer, Charles Bul-
lerton. Bullerton refuses him informa-
tion, but from other sources Broughton
learns enough to make him proceed to
Placerville, in the Red desert.

CHAPTER IV.-On the station platform
at Atropia, just as the train pulls out,
Stanford sees what appear to be the iden-
tical horse. and dog described in his
grandfather's will. Impressed, he leaves
the train at the next stop, Angels. There
he finds that Atropia was originally
Placerville, his destination. Unable to
secure a conveyance at once to take him
to Placerville, Broughton seizes a con-
struction car and escapes, leaving the im-
pression on the town marshal, Beasley,
that he is slightly demented.

CHAPTER V.-Pursued, he abandons
the car which is wrecked, and escapes on
foot. In the darkness, he is overtaken
by a girl on horseback, and THE dog.
After he explains his presence, she in-
vites him to her home, at the Old Cinna-
bar mine, to meet her father.

CHAPTER VI.-Broughton's hosts are
Hiram Twombly, caretaker of the mine,
and his daughter Jeanie. Seeing the girl,
Stanford is satisfied he has-located his
property, but does not reveal his identity.

CHAPTER VII.-Next morning, with
Hiram, he visits the mine. Hiram asks
him to look over the machinery, and he
does so, glad of an excuse to be near
Jeanie, in whom he has become inter-
ested, and he engages in the first real
work he has ever done.

CHAPTER VIII.-Broughton and Hiram
get the pumps started, but are unable to
make an impression on the water. Bul-
lerton, apparently an old friend of the
Twomblys visits the mine. He offers
to drain it in consideration of Brough-
ton's giving hm fifty-one per cent of the
property. Stanfbrd refuses. Then Buller-
ton offers to buy the mine outright for
$10,000. It had cost Broughton's grand-
father more than half a million. Stan-
ford again refuses.

CHAPTER IX.--Jeanie cautions Brough-
ton against selling the mine, under any
circumstances, and, apparently in a spirit
of mischief, allows him to kiss her. After
a conversation with Daddy Hiram,
Broughton decides he will stick to the
property.

CHAPTER X.-Next day, during Stan-
ford's temporary absence from the mine,
an enemy, without doubt Bullerton,
wrecks the pumping machinery. Brough-
ton decides to have it out with him next
day.

CHAPTER XI.-In the morning he finds
Bullerton and Jeanie have disappeared,
apparently eloped. He also discovers that
his deed to the mine has been stolen, and
as it has not been recorded, he has no
proof of ownership. Mysterious actions
of the dog cause Hiram and Broughton
to take the trail in search of Jeanie.

CHAPTER XII.-They find Jeanje's
pony, abandoned, but no trace of the girl.
When they get back to the cabin, Buller-
ton is there, apparently @waiting their
return.

CHAPTER XIII.-Believing Jeanie to
have gone with Bullerton, the sight of
the man is too much for Broughton, and
he uses him roughly. Bullerton denies
knowing the whereabouts of Jeanie.
Broughton orders him off his property,
and he departs vowing vengeance. Satis-
fied Bullerton means mischief, Broughton
and Hiram fortify themselves in the
mine shafthouse and prepare for' a siege.
Bullerton comes wth a crpwd of desper-
adoes and on their refusal to vacate, 'be-
gins an attack.

CHAPTER XIV.--During the day and
night the two successfully defend the
shafthouse against attacks, including an
attempt tb drown them out.

CHAPTER XV.-Almost ready to give
up, Broughton is heartened by Hiram's
assertion that the sounds of the firing
must have reached Ajropia, and an inves-
tigating party will soon appear.

CHAPTER XVI.-The siege continues.
Bullerton .vainly endeavoring to induce
Hiram to abandon Broughton. He final-
ly announces his purpose to destroy the
shafthouse, with its defenders. They de-
fy him.

CHAPTER XVII.-Uslng dynamite, the
besiegers have Twombly and Broughton
at their last gasp when the rescuing par-
ty from Atropia arrives, headed by
Broughton's acquaintance. Beasley, who
is Daddy Hiram's nephew. With the
paray'is Jeanle, As an explanation of her
disappearance she hands Stanford his
deed to the Old Cinnabar, which she had
taken to hawe recorded, a precaution he
had neglected. Beasley arrests Broughton
for the theft and destruction of the con-
struction car.

CHAPTER XVIII.-A charge of dyna-
mite aimed by Bullhrton at the shaft-
house exploded in the mine, and the mys-
tery of the flood is revealed. The water
had been deliberately introduced into the

shaft and arrangements made to keep it
there, with the object of discouraging
and ultRnately "freezing out" Brough-
ton's grandfather. Stanford and Hiram
discover the method and destroy it.
Broughton announces his intention o
working the mine, with Daddy Hiram
as his partner and Beasley as his fore-
man, the matter of the construction car
being forgotten. To his intense disgust,
Jeanie induces Broughton to promise not
to prosecute Bullerton, the only possible
Inference being that she loves the fellow.

CHAPTER XTX.-With the aid of
Beasley, Broughton interests capital in
the mine, and the future of the Old Cin-
nabar seems assured.

CHAPTER XX.

Cousin Percy Wires.

It was on the evening of the fourth

day's absence that Beasley and I left

the train at Atropia and took the

mountain trail in reverse for a return

to the high bench on Old Cinnabar,

Beasley riding a borrowed horse, and

I the calico pony, which Daddy Hiram

had sent down to the station by one of

the newly imported workmen.

Just as we were leaving the rail-

road station Buddy Fuller, the opera-

tor, ran out to hand me a telegram.

Since it was too dark to see to read it,

and I supposed, naturally, that it was

nothing more important than a bid

from some machinery firm anxious to

supply our need, I thought it might

wait, stuck it Into my pocket-and
promptly forgot it.

Our talk, as we rode together up the
now familiar trail, was chiefly of busi-
ness; the business of reopening the
mine; and it was not until we were
nearing our destination that the ex-
marshal said:

"Still stickin' in your craw that you
ain't a-goin' to pop the whip at Charley
Bullerltol?"

"It is," I answere 1.
"Well, now, why not ?"

"Iiricipally because I have promised
sonmebody that I wouldn't prosecute."

"Not Iii Twomily; he'd never ast
you to do anything like that."

"No; not [hauly Iliramn."

Ile dint 't press the matter any
further, and we rode on in silence. As
we atll'oaOch'ed the neighborhood of
the mline. evidences of the forthputting
activities began to manifest them-
selves.

D:addy liram nmt us at the door of
his newly repaired cabin across the
dump hlead and insisted uipon taking
care of the horses. Ieasley and I
washed up at the outdoor, bench-and-
basin lavatory ; and when we went in,
Jeanie had supper ready for us.

She didn't sit at table with us-
from which I argued that she and her
father had already eaten-and I
thought she purposely avoided me;
avoided meeting my eye, at least. I
didn't wonder at it. Her position, as
I had It figured out, was rather awk-
wardly anomalous. By this time, I
had fully convinced myself that she
was in love with Bullerton, and was
probably engaged to be married to
him; and that it was only her native
honesty that had driven her to take
sides against him in the struggle for
the Cinnabar, prompting her to do the
one thing which had knocked his ne-
farious scheme 6n the head-namely,
the recording of my deed.

Knowing nothing but hard work,
Daddy Hiram was running the deep-
well pumps himself, or rather, taking
the night shift on them; and about ten
o'clock, just as I had made up my mind
to go to bed and let the repairing ac-
tivities take care of themselves, I saw
Jeanie going over to the boiler shed
with a pot of freshly made coffee for
her father. Here was my chance, I

"Let's Have It Out, Jeanie," I Said.

thought; so I waited and cornered her
as she came back,

"Let's have it out, Jeanie," I said;
which, I confess, was a sort of brutal
way to begin on the woman I loved,
and yet the only way if I was to go on.
remembering that shed belonged to an-
otier man. "We can at least be good
friends, can't we?"

"No," she returned, with a queer lit-
tle twist of her pretty lips and a flash
of the blue eyes, "I'm afraid we can't
even be that--or those-any more, Mr.
Broughtot."

It was awkward for both of us,
standing there before the open cabin
door, and I pointed to the bench where
Daddy Hiram was wont to smoke his
evening pipe iht good weather.

"Won't you sit down until we can
sort of flail it out?" I begged.

"It's no use, whatever," she object-
ed; nevertheless, she did sit down and
let me sit beside her.

"I know just how distressed you
must be," I began, "and perhaps I can
lift a bit of the load from your shoul-
ders. There will be no legal steps
taken against your-against Charles
Bullerton."

"Thank you," she said; just as short
as that.

"And that isn't all," I went on. "Aft-
er we get into the ore and have some
real money to show for it, I'm going
to make over a share in the Cinnabar
to your father and put him in a posi-
tion to do the right thing by you when
you marry. And he'll do it; you know
he'll do It."

"How kind!" she murmured, look-
ing straight out in front of her.

"It isn't kindness; its bare justice.
Between you, you two have saved my
legacy for me."

"I.wish. now, !t. hadn't been saved !"

she exclainied, as vinidictively s you
please.
.Truly, I thought, the ways of women
are past finding out; or at least the
way of a maid with a man is.

"Can't I say afiything at all without
putting my foot into it?" I asked in
despair. "You break a man's back
with a load of obligation one day, and
toss him lightly out of your young life
the next I haven't done alnything to
eain yr;:r -- earn the back of your
hand, Jeanie; or if I have. I don't
know what it is."

"You have committed the unpardon-
able sin," she accused coolly. "I don't
wonder that Miss Randle took your
ring off."

I wasd't going to let the talk shift
to Lisette; not if I knew it and could
help It.

"What is the unpardonable sin?" I
asked.

"To misunderstand: to think a per-
son capable of a thing when a person
is not; $o-just take it for granted
that a person is guilty-oh"-with a
little stamp of her foot-"I can't bear
to talk about It!"

I guess it's a part of a man's equip-
ment to be dense and sort of stupid-
in his dealings with women, I mean.
Slowly, so slowly that I thought the
catch would never snap and hold, my
fool mind crept back along the line,
searching blindly for the point at
which all this fiery indignation toward
me had begun; back and still back to
that moment of our deliverance-
Daddy's and mine-at the shafthouse
door, with this dear girl untwisting her
arms from her father's neck, and with
me saying, "I'm not hurt, either. Wel-
come home, Miss Twombly-or should
I say, Mrs. Bullerton?"

"Jeanie!" I gasped; "do you mean
that you're not going to marry Charles
Bullerton?-that you never meant to?"

"Of course, I'm not!" she retorted,
with a savage little out-thrust of the
adorable chin. "But you thought so
small of me that you simply took it
for granted !"

I wagged my head in deepest hu-
mility.

"I'm as the dust under your pretty
feet, Jeanie; please don't trample me
too hard. Bullerton-that is-er-we
had a scrap the next morning after
you went away, you know, rfid I < /
well, he rather got the worst of, It.
And when I had him down and was
trying to make him tell us where you
were-even your father thought you'd
gone off with him-he said you'd
planned to go with him to get mar-
ried. but that you had failed to show
up at Atropia in time for the train."

"H e told a lie, because that is the
way he is made and he couldn't help1
it," she said simply, still as cool as
a cucumber. "I-Te said we were going
to Angels to get married, and I-I
didn't say we weren't; I just let him
talk and didn't say anything at all."

"Won't you tell me a bit more?" I
begged.

"You don't deserve it the least lit-
tle bit, but I will. It began with the
deed; your deed to the mine. One
day, when you were over at the shaft-
house, and had left your coat here in
the cabin, I saw him take the deed
from your pocket when he didn't know
I was looking. He read it and put it
back quickly when he heard me stir-
ring in the other room. I knew It
hadn't been recorded; you and Daddy
ham both spoken of that. I felt sure
he'd take it again, and perhaps de-
stroy it. At first, I thought I'd tell
you or Daddy, or both of you. But I
knew that would mean trouble."

"We were never very far from the
fighting edge In those days," I admit-
ted. "Bullerton had shown me the
gun he always carried under his arm,
and had told me what to expect in
case I were foolish enough to lose my
temper."

"I know," she nodded. "H•e killed
a man once; it, was when I was a
little girl and-we were living in Crip-
ple Creek. He was acquitted on the
plea of self-defense. So I didn't dare
say anything to you or- to Daddy.
What I did was to steal your deed
myself, when I had a chance. Daddy
has some blank forms just like it, and
I sat up one night in my room and
made a copy. - It wasn't a very good
copy-your grandfather's handwriting
was awfully hard to imitate. Besides,
I didn't have any notarial seal. But
I thought it might do for-for some-
thing to be stolen. Then I hLd the
real deed and put the copy back in
the envelope in your pocket."

"And Bullerton finally stole it, just
as you thought he would," I' put in.

"He did. You are dreadfully care-
less with your things;' you are al-
ways leaving your coat around, just
where you happen to take it off. I
knew then that the next thing to be
done was to get your deed recorded
quickly. He--he was urging me every
day to run away with him, and I was
afraid to tell him how much I despised
him; afraid he'd take it out on you
and Daddy. So I just let him go on
and talk and believe what he pleased.
'Of course,. he wanted to ride with me
the morning we+ went away, but after
we got down the road a piece, I made
an excuse to go on ahead by another
trail."

"That much of what he told your
father and me-when we were having
the scrap-was true. He said you
went on ahead."

"I didn't' go to Atropia, as he ex-
pected me to," she continued calmly.
"I took the old Haversack trail across
the mountain to Greaser siding. I
knew that the Copah train would stop
there on the side-track. When I got
as far as the Haversack I thought I
heard somebody following me. I was
scared and didn't know what to do. I
was afraid my copying of the deed had
been discovered and that the original
would be taken away from me, so I
hurried to hide the real deed. The
old Haversack tunnel seemed to be a
good place, but while I was in there
Barney began to bark, and I looked
out and saw that the noise I had heard
had been made by a stray cow from
one of the foothill ranches. So I re-
mounted and rode on to catch the
train to Copah. At Greaser siding I
tried to make Barney lead the pony
home, and Barney tried his best to do
it. But Winkie wanted to graze, and
I had to go off and leave them whoen
the train came. That's all, I think;

aPn

except tint I had to wait two days at
my, cousin's in Copah before I could
get the deed back from the record-
er's office: They were awfully slow
about it."

"It isn't quite all," I amended. "You
haven't told me how you happened to
come back with Beasley and his
posse."

"That was just a coincidence. I
reached Atropia on the early morning
train and met Mr. Beasley and his
men just as they were starting up the
mountain. Cousin Buddy Fuller had
told me how he had telegraphed to
Angels for Mr. Beasley, and I was
scared to death, of course, because I
knew what it meant. So I borrowed
the Haggertys' pony and came along
with the posse."

There was silence for a little time;
such silence as the clattering and
hammering of the carpenters and
steam-fitters permitted. Then I said:

"And when you got here, the first
thing I did was to call you 'Mrs. Bul-
lerton'. I don't blame you for not be-
ing able to forgive me, Jeanie, girl;
honestly, I don't."

"It was worse than a crime," she
averred solemnly; "it was a blunder.
What made you do it?"

"Partly because I was a jealous
fool; but mostly because I was sore
and sorry and disappointed. I thought
Bullerton had beaten me to it."

"No," she said quite soberly; "it
was Miss Randle who beat you to it."

r gasped. There were tremendous
possibilities in that cool answer of
hers; prodigious possibilities.

"But say !" I burst out; "didn't I
tell you that Lisette had pushed me
overboard long ago?"

"I know. She was sensible enough
to see that you and she couldn't live
on nothing a year. But now that you
are rich, or are going to be . . . I'm
sure you are not going to be less gen-
erous than she was. What if she did
take your ring off in a moment of dis-
couragement, and :knowing that you
couldn't buy her hats? You can be
very sure she put it on again as soon
as your back was turned."

There we were; no sooner over one
hurdle before another and a higher
one must jump up. I groaned and
thrust my hands into my pockets. A
paper rustled and I drew it out. It
was the telegram Buddy Fuller had
handed mhe, still unread. I opened it
half absently, holding it down so that
the glow of the nearest flare fell upon
the writing. Thed I gave a little yelp,
swallowed hard two or three times
and nearly choked doing it, and read
the thing again. After all of which I
said, as calmly as I could:

"But, in spite of all that I had told
you about Lisette, you asked me once
to kiss you."

"Is-is it quite= nice of you to re-
mind me of it?" she inquired reproach-
fully.

"It wouldn't be-in ordinary cir-
cumstances; it would be beastly. But,
listen, Jeanie; haven't you been mad
clear through, sometimes, in reading
a story, to have a coincidence rung in
on you when you knew perfectly well
that the thing couldn't possibly have
happened so pat' in the nick of time?"

"I suppose I have; yes."
"Well, don't ever let it disturb you

again. Because, the real thing is a lot
more wonderful and unbelievable, you
know. Listen to this: it's a wire from
my 3ousin, Percy; the one who sent
me dut into the wide, wide world to
look for a girl, a horse and a dog, and
who is the only human being outside
of Colorado who knows where I am
likely to be reached by telegraph. He
is in Boston, and this is what he says:
'Recalled home when we reached
Honolulu, out-bound. Lisette and I
were married today. Congratulate
us.' "

For a minute there was a breathless
sort of pause, and I broke it.

"Jeanie, dear, was it just common
honesty and good faith that made you
take all these chances, with the deed;
and with Bullerton?"

"Yes, I'm commonly honest," said
the small voice at my shoulder.

"Bullerton is a shrewd, smart fel-
low," I went on. "I'll venture to say
that he never made such a bonehead
break as I did the morning you came
back. You must think something of
him or you wouldn't have, asked me
not to prosecute him for trying to
murder your father and me."

She looked down at her pretty feet,
which were crossed.

"I think-a little something-of my-
self," she said, with small breath-
catchings between the words. "I owed
myself that much, don't you think? If
I didn't deceive him outright, I'm
afraid I did let him deceive himself.
So that made me responsible, in a way,
and I couldn't let you send him to jail,
could I?"

"But what about me? Are you go-
ing to send me to a worse place than
any jail?--for that is what the whole
wide world is going to be to me with-
out you, Jeanie, dear."

Her answer was just like her: She
turned and put up her face to me and
said, "Kiss me again, Stannie." And
though all the carpenters on the job-
were looking on, as I suppose they
were, by this time, I took her in my
arms.

It was a short spasm; it sort of had
to be in the public circumstances.
When it was over, I folded Percy's
telegram. took out my pencil, and with
the dear girJ look::g on, printed my
reply on what was left of the message
blank. This is what I said:

"The same to you. Have found the
G., the H. and the D., and Miss Jeanle
Twombly and I are to be married as
soon as we can find a minister. Inci-
dentally, I have learned how to work.
flope it will he a comfort to you, to
Grandfather Jasper-if he is where he
can hear of it-and to all concerned.

"STANNIE.I'
LTIE END.]

PROJECT WORK FOR 1922.

(Contlnuod from page I)
per hen. At one dollar per hen, it
would cost $100 to feed 100 hens.
You can readily see that there is a
large profit in poultry keeping, pro-
vided birds are properly cared for
and managed on a safe .and sane
business basis.

It is time that the poultry raisers

cigaettes

'Three TURKISH
Friendly VIRGINIA
Gentlemen BURLEY

The perfect blend of the three
perfect cigarette tobaccos
in one perfect cigarette

one-eleven
cigarettes

15 0 20
*1 VFI I* AVE.

of Louisiana realize in dollars and
cents from their chickens. Start
the year right by keeping an egg
record, a feeding record, and a hatch-
ing record.

Poultry Demonstrators.
There are approximately 150 poul-

try demonstrators in twenty-five of
the leading poultry parishes of the
slate. These demonstrators are re-
ceiving the concentrated efforts of the
Extension Poultry Department in co-
operation with the parish and home
dlemonstration agents.

A series of demonstrations on
seasonable work is being 'held at the
home of each of these demonstrators
once each three or four months. The
demonstrations which are being giv-
en at present are on "Mating and
Breeding." if poultry raising is tobecome an industry in Louisiana it
is very necessary that much atten-
tion be given to breeding for a com-
oination of high egg production andstandadr qualities.

The demonstrations on selecting
the birds for the breeding pen are be-ing given so that You can use thesame principles in mating your birds.Call or write your parish or home
demonstration agent to ascertain
where the poultry demonstrations inyour parish will be held.

New Poultry Text.
Every person raising poultry inLouisiana should take for his text

"hatch early" or, what is begter,
"hatch now." Preach the text andalso do not forget to practice it.Late hatching costs the poultry
raisers of Louisiana thousands andthousands of dollars each year. Thepast year a number of poultry raisers
had chicken pox and rou$ and thesore head among their chickens. InPractically every case it was the late
hatched birds that were affected.

Mlake the Hens Lay.
Make the -"ens lay whether theywant to or not. Give them the foodthat it takes to make eggs and they

will just have to lay in spite of them-
selves. It-is foolish to think thatthe hen can make an egg, without the
material from which tfo make it.How many housekeepers cdould pmakea ,biscuit without some flour, baking
powder or soda, and other materials?
How many men could build a barn
without lumber? Then why do you
expect the 'hen to lay eggs without
material to make the eggs?

It pays well in dollars and cents
to give the hens the proper kind of
foods. Statistics gathered from 86
poultry raisers in Louisiana show
that the average percentage of egg
production where grain alone was fed
was 24 per cent, "where greed feed
and dry mash was fed in addition to
a mixture of cracked grain the pe:-
centage of egg production was 55
per cent, or an increase of 31 per-
cent. Should you have 100 hens as
increase of 31 per cent would be 31
more eggs every day. The extra 31
eggs would pay for the mash and
green- feed, and in addition woul
pay an extra good profit.

Eggs are high in price and to get
the maximum in egg production thru
the winter months, conditions must
be made as nearly ideal, spring-like
as possible. If you would make your
poultry profitable, start feeding by
the following feeding outline:

Grain-Equal parts by measure,
cracked corn and feed oats. If kaffir
corn, sorghum seed, sunflower seed,
cracked rice, etc., is available, use
one-third each. The greater the va-
riety the better the results will be.
Grain should be fed preferably in
deep litter morning and night, one
pint of grain to each ten birds is
about the right ratio in addition to
the following mash:

Dry Mash-Wheat bran 25 lbs.,
wheat shorts or middling 25 lbs.,
corn meal 25 lbs., meat scrap 25 Ibs.,
medium oyster shell 3 lbs., medium
charcoal 1 lb., fine table salt 1 lb.

When compounding dry mash, mix
thoroughly. If preferred rice polish
can be substituted for corn meal.
Dry mash should be fed in self-feed-
ing hoppers or slatted-top boxes.
These should be kept in a place pro-
tected from the sun and rain and
where the mash will not become
damp and mouldy. Keep the hoppers
open and filled every day in the year,
Sundays and holidays included.

If the ingredients of- this masn
are not at your local feed store, you
can purchase same from any large
feed or poultry supply store in a near
by town or city. If you do not know
the address of one of these dealers,
ask your agent or write this office
where to order these feeds. Meat
scraps can be ordered in different
sized sacks.

Green Feed.
To round out a properly balanced

ration, poultry must have an abund-
ance of green feed. This can be
supplied in the form of garden greens
cabbage, lettuce or which is much
better, access to a patch of rye or
oats near the poultry house.

Have you a Poultry Club member
in your home?


