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> PLAIN DUTY AS SHERIFF. / 
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•BECAUSE HE SHIRKED IT. " i > j < 
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TT iSX'T always an easy matter for 
JL « public official to perform his 

•duty," said the man of experience. "By 
*duty' I mean what is required of him 

v "under the law. which is sometimes 
•widely a; v-ariance-with the promptings 
<of heart and conscience. I have in mind 
now the difficult task imposed upon 
Charley Tatman when he was sheriff of 

, Clermont county. Tatman had been a 
good friend of mine for many years. 
"When he was elected to the office of 
sheriff he asked me to act as deputy. 
.During the first year of Tatman's term 
nothing of importance happened. But 
along in the. second year of our service, 
just at the time when Tatman began to 

•lay his plans for reelection, we struck 
~a snag. 

"The farmers in the southern part of 
the county gave the alarm. For some 
lime, so they complained, they had been 
-suffering from the depredations of 
some petty robber or band of robbers. 
Most of the thefts were small, but they 
were continuous and systematic. The 
luckless farmers had banded them
selves together for the detection of the 
•culprit and the protection of their meat 
and potatoes, but they made no prog
ress in running down the thief. Once 
•or twice, indeed, after a light fall of 
snow they had succeeded in tracing 
footsteps from three or four houses 
whose cellars had been looted to a place 
About a quarter of a mile distant from 
the scene of the plunder, but at that dis
tance the footsteps suddenly disap
peared. . ]. 

The former's suspicions were strong
ly aroused against a family named 
Leach. The Leaches had always been 
considered the most Worthless white 
-trash in the neighborhood. They; were 
lazy, they were uncleanly, and they 
were ignorant. It was a well-known 
fact that Hiram Leach had not done a 
•day's work in two years. Yet in spite 
of this protracted leisure the Leaches 
•continued to shift along in their usual 
haphazard manner instead of being 
packed off to the poorhouse, bag and 
baggage, as would have been the fate 
•of any other family in similar circum
stances. Finally the farmers appealed 
to Tatman to help fix the guilt, and in 
response to this entreaty Tatman sent 
ane down into the southern townships 
to see if I could find the thieving ras-
•cals. Already the hirelings who stir up 
political gossip had caused It to be 
•bruited about over the county that Tat
man was totally incompetent and that 
lie did not earn the salary of a good dog 
catcher, much less the fat sum paid the 
sheriff of Clermont county. Judging 
by these reports it was quite plain that 
if Tatman did not soon redeem himself 
in the eyes of the voters he might as 
•well wrap up his political hopes for the 
future and save the money he would 
necessarily have to spend in the coming 
•campaign. 

"I, too, was baffled when trying to 
<discover the purloiner of hams and sim
ilar food. Three robberies were com
mitted in as many weeks after I took 
the case in hand. At last I determined 

r -to get out a warrant and search Leach's 
house. Before taking action I went up 
to Batavia and consulted Tatman. 

"*I suppose,' he said, doubtfully, 
''that this is the only thing we can do. 
I've got to do something to makfe a rec
ord for myself or I'll be as bad off as 
•they say this Leach is. I guess I'll go 
•with you. My presence will, perhaps, 
-make the maneuver more effective and 
serve as political timber next fall.' 

"It was a cold, snowy day in March 
when Tatman and I left Batavia to make 
our raid on Leach's house. It was 20 
miles from our town to the river coun
try. The roads were rough and in some 
places well-nigh impassable, and al
though we set out early in the morn
ing it was late in the afternoon when 
we turned into the narrow lane that led 
from the highway back to Leach's. This 
lane was long and winding and its in
tricacies were hard to master, but after 
having passed through a barnyard 
which was entered at no less than a 
dozen different places by as many sets 
of bars we found ourselves on the crest 
of a steep hill, at the foot of which, ac
cording to the testimony of the boy 
who was feeding the shivering animals 
in the sheep shed ,we should find Leach's 
house. Tatman and I got out of the 
'buggy and walked down the hill. We 
-kept peering round us sharply as we 
went, but not until we came almost to 

* the base of the hill did we see any signs 
• of a habitation. Then suddenly a little 
puff of blue wood smoke was seen curl
ing up through the denuded branches 
of the trees to our right. We went on 

few steps farther and the house itself 
i was in sight. It was such a little house 

*of frame and logs, and its color was so 
very drab and discouraging that had 

; -we not had the boy's word for it that 
Leach lived there we should have been 
4n doubt as to whether Leach's house 
•was really a house or a stable, not
withstanding the evidence of the chim
ney and the smoke. 

^ ;• "We hitched our horse to a cherry 
tree and went into the yard. The sound 

• ^of hoofs and wheels had aroused the in-
,• onates of the house, and before we 

reached the door a small colony of chil-
, «dren and dogs came trooping-round to 
- the northern corner of the building and 
-stood looking at us wonderingly. The 

' -children were clad scantily; They were 
; jf&fcKTOt the ugliest children I ever saw in 
tipgoy life. They had straight light hair 

?;ja»d dirty faces and pale blue eyes. They 
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were of various ages and sixes, in which 
respect they were like unto the dogs, 
which also represented a wide latitude 
of years and growth. Tatman stepped 
up and addressed the tallest boy. 
'Where's your father?' he asked. 

"The boy pushed back tlie tow-colored 
mane through which he had been star
ing and nodded toward the rear of the 
house. The. sharp -whack of a descend
ing ax striking against hard wood em
phasized the boy's nod. It was now ap
parent that the sound of the chopping 
which had been breaking on the still, 
heavy air at intervals since we began 
to descend the hill originated on Leach's 
premises. In response to the boy's si
lent request to follow him, Tatman and 
I fell in with the group of boys and 
girls and dogs and went around to the 
back yard. Once in sight of this dreary 
spot, we came to a dead stop. The 
chopper was an old woman. Her fore
head was a network of wrinkles, Her 
hair was a yellowish gray. There was 
only a wisp of it. This was twisted into 
a tight little knob at the top of her 
head, all except a few thin strings which 

.had escaped the thralldom of the comb 
and straggled down around her.bony 
neck. The woman's cheeks were thin 
and creased and her eyes were sunken. 
Her thin calico gown displayed every 
angle of her gaunt, ungainly figure. 
Taken all in all, she was a very home
ly, uncouth woman, but somehow there 
was something about her that made me 
feel timid. Tatman saw my trepidation 
and took the initiative. He stepped for
ward and stood directly before the 
chopper. She held the ax poised in the 
air for a moment, then let it sink down 
easily on the hickory chunk. She rested 
her hands on the handle and bent her 
tall body slightly forward. 
" 'Well,' she said, 'what do you want?' 
"Her steady look disconcerted Tat

man, too, for a minute, but he braced up 
and came to the point without any use
less preliminaries. 

" 'Does Hiram Leach live here?' he 
asked. 

" 'Yes,' she said, stiffly. 
" 'Is he at home?' continued Tat

man. 
" 'Yes,' she repeated. 
" 4I should like to see him,' said Tat

man. 
"The woman grasped the ax handle 

tighter and then leaned over a little 
farther. 'What you want of him?' she. 
asked. 

"Tatman looked at her significantly. 
'I'm the sheriff,' he said, bluntly and 
cruelly. 'Perhaps you can guess the 
rest.' 

"The ax dropped to the ground at that 
and the woman pressed her coarse red 
hands to her cheeks, over which snow-
flakes were drifting like half-frozen 
tears. She made no audible reply to 
Tatman's communication, but the chil
dren, who had gathered close about us, 
took alarm at the dread word 'sheriff' 
and broke out into a concerted wail of 
affright, as though they had heard the 
crack of doom. 
" 'Are .you Leach's wife?' said Tat

man. 
" 'No, his sister. His wife's dead. 

Died when this'n was a baby,' she said, 
laying her hand on the head of the 
smallest child which had essaped to 
take refuge in the folds of her scant 
skirt. 'My name is Marthy Leach,' she 
added, as an afterthought* 'I've stayed 
here ever since the children's mother 
went and sort o' looked after 'em.' 

"Again Tatman hesitated. 
"'You understand my errand here, 

I'm quite sure, Miss Leach,' he said. 
'You have undoubtedly heyd the ru
mors that have been current for weeks 
past concerning your brother. I have 
a duty to perform. I must search 
your house.' 

"The woman's thin, hatchet-like 
face grew move peaked and. haggard. 
For a moment a look >of defiance 
glowed in her eyes. When that died 
away she lifted the smallest child into 
her arms and started toward the 
house. 
" 'Come on,' she said. 'He's in here.' 
"Tatman and I followed her into a 

long, low room, and the children and 
dogs crowded in at our heels. The 
room was almost dark. The greater 
part of what poor light there was was 
derived from a fitful flame that leaped 
up from the log in the open fireplace, 
for the windows, which were too small 
to admit much light even in their 
prime condition, were rendered almost 
opaque by the rags which were sub
stituted for the broken panes, and the 
swirls of snow that coated the few re
maining ones. A man sat at one cor
ner of the fireplace. He was coughing 
violently when we entered, and I no
ticed that the hand he held up to his 
lips was almost transparent in its 
thinness. The woman stood silently 
before him until his paroxysm of 
coughing had.ended. Then she spoke: 
" 'Hi,'she said, 'here's two men come 

to see you.' 
"The man raised his hollow dark 

eyes and shook back his thick dark 
hair. Tatman looked at me appeal-
ingly, but I could give him no en
couragement. 
" 'They have a duty to perform,' the 

woman went on bitterly. 'This man,' 
and she pointed, to Tatman, 'is the 
sheriff. He is going to arrest you for 
stealing a sack of potatoes, a bag of 
corn and a slice of,pickle pork from 
Peter Fagin night before last. The 
whole thing weighed a hundred 
pounds^ mebbe. Peter Fagin lives 
three miles from here. There was an 
awful heavy rain all that night and 
the mud was knee-deep, but for any
body well an' strong like you are, Hi, 
rain an' mud don't count.' 

"There was a sneer in the woman's 
voice that contrasted painfully with 
her shrunken, withered face and fig
ure. The man laid his face in the hol
low of his skeleton-like hands and 
groaned. The woman turned toward 
Tatman and me. 
"'I s'pose,' she said, grimly, 'you'd 

like to search the house.' 
"'I believe I shall liave to,' he said. 

The law requires it, you know.' 
"The woman straightened up stiff 
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"'Well,' she said, 1 won't put 
to much trouble. It ain't worth while 
for you to go poldn' around into un
necessary corners. Here's what there 
is left of the last haul. The potatoes 
is—' She stepped to the cupboard in 
the corner and threw back the door. 

"'Martha!' the man called out, 
sharply.. 

"'That's all right, Hi,' she said, 'I 
knew it'd .have to come sooner ' or 
later, an' it's no use to beat about the 
bush now that the officers is here. 
There's the potatoes,' she repeated, 
'down there in that box., The meal is 
in that jar on the second shelf. The 
meat is wrapped up in that towel. 
The stuff is almost gone already, for 
we've got a good many mouths to feed 
here, countin' in the dogs. It's a good 
thing you come when you did, for like 
as not there'd have been another haul 
to-night or the night after.' 

"The woman sat down on a stool 
opposite her brother, and motioned 
Tatman and me to chairs in front of 
,the fireplace. I took the seat-, but Tat-
man remained standing. 
" 'I'm sorry to find things as they 

are,' he said. 'I come, of course, to ar
rest Mr. Leach, should I find him 
guilty. He is evidently a very siclf 
than. I don't see how I can take him 
into custody to-day, yet—if he is 
guilty, as you say—' 

"The woman sprang to her feet like 
a wounded animal. 

"'Who said he was guilty?' she 
broke in. 'I said we got the stuff from 
Peter Fagin's, but I didn't say Hi took 
it. He didn't. Why, man, where are 
your eyes and your common sense? 
Can't you see? Can't you understand? 
Don't you know that those weak arms 
couldn't carry half that load a hundred 
yards, let alone three miles? No, if you 
are goin' to arrest anybody, you'll have 
to arrest me. I did the stealin'. I've 
been doin' it all along. I—' 

"There was a catch in her voice then. 
The woman sank back on her stool again 
and gathered the youngest child into 
her arms and began to rock her body 
to and fro nervously. Tatman took the 
vacant chair beside me and mopped hii 
streaming forehead. 

" 'You wouldn't think I'd be able to 
do it, either, would you?' she resumed, 
pitching her voice in its high-keyed 
monotone once more. 'I'm 72 year* 
old, but I've still got heaps of strength. 
I've always been strong as an ox. I've 
had need to be, too, for I've had to work 
like one most of my life. I've had all 
my brothers to do for. There were six 
of them. Somehow, their wives all died 
when the children were little tots, and 
I've brought 'em all up the best I 
knowed how. Hi's the last I'll have to 
do for. I liked Hi's wife better than any 
of the rest of the women folks, and I 
like her children best. If she'd been 
my own sister I couldn't Have thought 
more of her, and if the children was my 
own I couldn't think more of them. 
At least, it seems that way. Anyhow, 
I wouldn't have stole for anybody but 
them. I promised their mother when 
she was drawing her very last breath 
that they shouldn't want for anything 
if I could help it, an' I guess they never 
have, so far. 

'"Hi never did have the knack of 
gettin' on very well,' she said. 'It was 
this little fellow that set me goin'— 
this one here, in my arms. He was hun-
gry for two days an' nights. He cried 
an' cried till I couldn't stand it any 
longer and then I—well, I hustled. I 
took from Peter Fagin the first night.* 
You'll say, of course, I ought to have 
asked for help. Well, mebbe I had, but 
I don't know as it would have done 
any good. Folks was always down on 
us. Somehow, they don't seem to un
derstand that Hi's sick, and has been 
ailin' for months. They still think he's 
sufferln' from lack of ability toget on. 
But it ain't that now. If I beggctt, 
the best they could have done would 
be to send us to the poorhouse, and 
there is so much red tape to be unwound 
before a body can get in even there, 
that the chances are we'd have starved 
to death ^before the business could be 
settled. That's the way it was with the 
Dolan family.' 

Tatman remembered the Dolan epi« 
sode and nodded an acquiscence. 

'You may think it's strange that a 
woman as old as I am could get around 
as lively as I've been doin' this winter. 
It is funny. I can't understand It my
self, but somehow when I was out-
stealing—I was spry as a cricket and 
as still as a mouse. I never felt afraid, 
either. I guess that's the reason I never 
got caught. But now that you've got 
me, I suppose I'll have to give fh. Do 
you want to take me along with you 
now? It won't take me long to get 
ready. Clothes don't cut much of a 
figure with us. All I wish is that you'd 
kind of look after Hi and the children 
when I'm gone.' 

The man in the Corner sobbed aloud. 
Tatman arose and walked over to the 
small window and stood looking afthe 
snow-dimmed glass. By and by he came 
back to the fireplace. He reached out 
and grabbed old Martha's hand, and 
when he spoke I saw that his hand and 
voice were both unsteady. 
" 'I think,' he said, 'that you can take 

better care of these children than I 
can. I don't want you to-day. My war
rant is made out for Hiram Leach. I 
can't change it to Martha. It is my 
duty to do so, I suppose, but—I can't 
do my duty. Here is something to keep 
you going for awhile. Don't spend any 
of it till Peter Fagin's meat and meal 
and potatoes are all gone. You might 
get me into trouble if you did.' 

"The-woman leaned her gray hair 
against the child's unkempt locks. She 
said nothing, but she pressed Tatman's 
fingers, and I guess he understood." 

The man of experience stopped 
abruptly. The young man.who was 
smoking cleared his throat. 

"Well," he asked, at length, "what 
became of Tatman? What did they do 
to him in the next Campaign?" 

"Knocked him higher than a kite," 
said the man of experience. "They 
said he was no good because he couldn't 
find that robber. But I guess Tatman 
didn't care."—N. Y. Son. r 

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS 

A Discrepancy.—"Wadsleigh says he 
never makes mistakes." "Hm—m! 
That's one of 'em.'—Sydney Town and 
Country Journal. 

"We're in a pickle now," said a man 
in a crowd. "A regular jam," said an-
jther. "Heaven preserve us," exclaimed 
in old lady.—Columbus State Journal. 

"You referred to your friend as a dead 
game sportsman?" "Yes;, he always 
buys his birds in the market'. Dead 
fame is his specialty."?—Washington 
Star. 

After the Green Apple.—"Are you in 
pain, my little man?" asked the kind 
aid gentleman. "No,*' answered the 
boy., "The pain's in me."—Sydney Town 
ind Country Journal. t 

"What are you going to be when you 
are a man, Tommy?" "I'm going to 
work till I get money enough to buy a 
sandy store, an' then I won't do a 
thing."—St. Louis Republic. ' 

Doting Mamma—"Rodney, dear, to
morrow is your birthday. What would 
you like best?" Rodney, dear (after & 
brief season of cogitation)—"I think 
I'd like to see the schoolhouse burn 
down."—Melbourne Weekly Times.,. 

"Here, here!" cried the editor; "what 
do you mean by saying 'the prisoner 
laughed aloud for mercy?"' "That's 
exactly what he did," replied the re
porter. "The judge had just made a 
silly joke at his expense."—London An
swers. ', 

"And who was the gentleman we had 
at dinner to-day?" inquired the can
nibal king. "He was a minister, sire." 
''Indeed and indeed," ejaculated the 
potentate, smacking his lips; "he was 
most assuredly a prime minister."— 
Town Topics. 

Wife—"That prestidigitator did some 
wonderful tricks." Husband—"Ah, and 
what was one of them?" Wife—"He 
asked if anyone had $20, and I had, and 
he said he would change them to $10. 
And he did, and here are the $10 to prove 
it."—Boston Courier. 

EXPERT AT WEIGHT. 

Ability to Gueaa by Onncca Is One of 
__ the Accomplishments of 

Host Butchers. rnitJ 

It is his business, of course, and he 
becomes expert at it, as a man might 
in any work, but the customer who pays 
any. attention to it at all is sure to be 
interested, nevertheless, in the ac
curacy with which the butcher cuts off 
just the required amount of meat. 
Whether it is two pounds of steak, or 
four pounds of chops, or six pounds of 
corned beef, it's all the same to him. 
He cuts without long dwelling upon 
where to set the knives. He slices away 
sort of casual like and plies the saw, 
and lays the meat on the scales, ancllt 
does not vary more than a quarter or a 
half pound from the weight required, 
on even the heaviest piece, and on the 
lighter pieces he comes within an ounce 
or two, or hits it right on the nail. 

A man, for instance, goes into a 
butcher shop and asks for three and a 
half or four pounds of, say, corn beef. 
The butcher gets a big piece out of the 
pickle, lays it oh a block, and picks up 
a knife, and, without the slightest 
hesitation, with -one strong, smooth 
sweep, cuts off a piece, which he lays on 
the scales. It weighs three pounds and 
three-quarters; it is in weight exactly 
midway between the limits set. 

The expert butcher gets his ability to 
do this naturally enough, from good 
judgment to start with, backed up by 
long experience, but when he cuts 
things as 'close as this, even the cus
tomer familiar with his skill looks upon 
his as a wizard. — Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. , 

Some Coveted Scraivla. 
The most prized autographs in the 

world are those of Shakespeare. Only 
seven are claimed to exist, three sig
natures to his will (each with a differ
ent spelling), two to conveyances oJ 
property, one in the folio edition of his 
plays (doubtful) and one in a Tudoi 
translation of Montaigne. This lasl 
is in the British museum, and cost ovei 
3,000 guineas. One thousand guineas 
was. the price given byjthe late Mr. Al
fred Morrison, of Carlton House ter
race, for an autograph letter written by 
Marie Stuart to the archbishop oi 
Guise. This and two other letters (ont 
to the pope and. the other to the king 
of France) were written by the unfor
tunate Queen of Scots on the morning 
of her execution. The letter to the 
French king was destroyed during the 
days of the terror, while that to the 
pope is still preserved at the Vatican. 
The well-known bookseller, Bernard 
Quaritch, gave £ 1,000 for an autograph 
of Columbus, which was exhibited at 
the world's fair at Chicago. A Chicago 
autograph dealer is said to have offered 
to give $100,000, or over £20,000, for a 
genuine autograph of Shakespeare ii 
brought to him within a year of making 
his offer. It was a safe bluff, for since 
the tragic fate of Chatterton no forgei 
has cared to tackle the quaint scrawl 
of the Bard of Avon.—Collier's Week
ly-

Ton of Ammunition to One Soldier. 
Englishmen, whose sons are now 

facing the Boers in the Transvaal, are 
getting what comfort they can from 
statistics showing that there is only 
one chance in a thousand that a sol
dier will be killed in battle, and that, 
on the average, a ton of ammunition is 
expended for, every man shot. In the 
Crimean war, for example, a total of 
nearly 95,000,000 shots were fired, with 
a resulting loss of life amounting to 
less than 100,000, or one soldier killed 
to every 1,087 shots fired. During the 
late civil war in this country it took 
2,200 hundred weight of ammunition, 
on the average, to kill a man. Further 
statistics show that of the wounds 
received in battle 45 per cent, occur 
in the legs, .33 per cent, in the ab
domen, 21 per cent, in the chest and 
only one per cent, in the head.—Chi* 
cago Tribune. > 

TO FATTEN QUICKLY. 
- . n. 

Mow Fowls Can Be Prepared for Xar-
> fcet Id a Comparatively Short 

Space of •ptme. ^ 

Feed tiiree times a, day. . A warm 
breakfast of boiled potatoes, pumpkins 
or squash, crushed when hot and thick
ened with corn ipeaL , This is seasoned 
with salt and pepper. A noon feed ofc 
the same on alternate days. The other 
days they receive the same as at night, 
whole, bright corn.. Nothing musty, 
soured or solid is allowed in the feed 
pans. For a few fowls a simple portable 
coop may be used, as in the illustration. 
The sides may be either of laths, rods 

HANDY FATTENING COOP. 

or wire netting. The pen is kept dark 
except when the fowls are eating. This 
is accomplished by hanging a thick 
covering like a quilt or bundles of 
stalks. The pen is so dark they move 
about but little between meals. At 
feeding time the curtain is lifted and 
they are fed all they will ept, but no 
more. A pan of sweet skimmed milk is 
kept before them and the pen floor is 
clean and supplied with fresh bedding. 
Discourage scratching and crowing all 
that. is possible. A crowing bird fat
tens slowly, if at all. Light encourages 
crowing. The corn is fed. in pans or 
scattered, and the curtain is dropped 
as soon' as it is eaten. Cut green bone 
and meat whet the appetite and should 
be given every third day.—American 
Agriculturist. _ V 

HINTS FOR BEEKEEPERS. 

The queen bee is a fully developed fe
male bee. 

Pollen is just as essential to brood 
rearing as honey. 

Bees fructify the flowers and cause 
fruit to mature. 

Store honey in a warm, dry place to 
hinder granulation. 

An apiary is best on the south of 
east side of a slope. 

Leave only as much comb in the hive 
as the bees can cover. 

The workers are dwarfed female bees. 
They never become impregnated. 

Make the hive snug enough to retain 
all the heat generated by the bees. 

The worker brood in the comb has a 
very even and regular appearance. 

By instinct the bees build the drone 
cells at the loweir end of the comb. 

All queenless colonies should be 
uqited with those having good queens. 

One objection to top entrances is 
the liability of filth gathering in the 
hives. 

It is very important to raise only the 
best stock of queens that the apiary 
will afford. 

All colonies that lack food must be 
fed, and all feeding in coid weather 
must be done with candy. 

Comb honey will have a blue or 
muddy appearnce in cold weather, but 
no harm will come from this. 

Bees should never be allowed to be
come entirely destitute of honey. Sealed 
honey should always be in the hive. 

Combs should be handled with care 
during cold weather, as they are then 
very easily broken.—St. Louis Repub
lic. 
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'' Feed Corn with Jndnment. 
Corn should be fed with judgment. 

Old corn is better than new and there 
is a loss in the crib while waiting for 
prices to go up, as corn dries some the 
older it gets. Corn that is smutty or 
moldy should not be put in the crib, 
as it is ih jurious to all kinds of stock, 
producing a disease styled by some 
as "stomach staggers." If smutty 
corn is placed in the crib with sound 
corn there is a possibility of the sound 
corn being affected. The same rule 
applies to corn fodder; use only that 
which is clean and free from blemish. 
When cattle refuse certain kinds of 
corn fodder the chances are that theire 
is something wrong With it.—Prairie 
Farmer. 

Egga Are Cheap Food. 
Like milk, an egg is complete food. If 

fed on eggs alone young animals are 
furnished with all necessary elements 
for growing bone, muscle and ail that 
goes to make a perfect animal of its 
kind. A hen may lay 240 eggs per year, 
but ought certainly to produce 120. 
Eight eggs will weigh a pound, and 120 
will weigh about 15 pounds, at the cost 
of about one bushel of corn, worth on 
an average about 50 cents; at this rate 
the eggs cost,'so far as food is con
cerned, about 3ya cents per pound, or 
4.16 cents per dozen. They usually 
sell for 12 to 15 cents per dozen, and are 
better for food at that than beef, pork 
or mutton.—American Gardening. 

Meat and Uraln tor Hena. 
When meat is given it is not necessary 

to allow much grain. For instance, if 
meat is fed at. noon it will only be neces
sary to scatter a few.handfuls of oats 
in each pen to keep the inmates at 
work. When a hen becomes too fat 
she will lay soft-shelled eggs. When 
plenty of meat is to be had as one of the 
cheapest articles of food a greater quan
tity of oats may be given. Wheat is 
the best all-round food, and with the 
waste of the farm, in conjunction with 
meat and the hot morning meal, and 
exercise, will bring'an abundance of 

wnrcsR jCAVAOtiKunv 
How to Keep T—a§ andOld Nsllif ' 

tm BimIImi CasilllM Osrtsg 
- the Sever* Seaaaa. 

T& keep a poultry house dry aad 
waVm line the aide with tarred paper, 
place loose boards or fence rails owf{ 

head and fill the loft with chaff (clover] 
chaff is best). It absorbs all 
dampness arising from the expiredair 
of the fowls, keeps the house warm 
and comfortable, and- the chaff is 
ready to pack eggs in for shipping in 
the spring. The great secî t of suc
cessful poultry raising is to keep the 
houses and runs dry and >clean. Bteedlp 
from vigorous, healthy ancestors (with 
a frequent introduction of new blobd),'''m : 
and,<,keep up a continual warfare 
against the lice. Sprinkle the houses ̂ ff^. 
every two weeks with a strong sola- "ffv" 
tion of carbolic acid. This -not .only'Mm 
des t roys  the  ve rmin ,  bu t  i s  one  of  the ' ;*  
best disinfectants that can be used. 
It destroys the germs or bacteria that'^ 
produce cholera, gapes and other in-( 
fectious diseases among fowls. Buy 
a bee smoker and a few pounds Of, 
long green tobacco, and when a hen 
hatches her brood, put the little-chicks 
in a basket, cover them over and . give 
them a thorough smoking with tobac
co. Tread the old hen . to a dose in 
like manner. The tobacco will make 
the little fellows giddy, but will not 
injure them. This procedure will kill 
every louse and does it immediately. 
If they are very lousy you will find the 
bottom of the basket lined with them 
after smoking them. Three drops of: 
carbolic acid in one ounce of sweet 
oil is a good remedy to kill lie®. Pot 
a little on the top of the heads of 
chicks and under the wings. Avoid 
doctoring your fowls unless they are 
sick.—American Gardening. 

PREVENTING MITES 

Various .Ware by Whieh Poaltrr 
Rraiaera Aim to Accomplish 

,Js?.4P 

Thia Difficult Taak. 

Keep your chickens healthy and 
your success is assured. Keep them 
free from mites and there is little dan
ger that they will not remain healthy. 
There are many remedies, all more or 
less successful, but the best remedy is 
prevention. The first great problem i 
is to keep the roosting placfes and the i| 
nests free from the pest. To do this is f 
often a problem. One farmer of my ^ 
acquaintance had perches that could 
be easily removed. Every little while 
he vtould remove them and pass thetn ^ 
slowly through a brisk fire. Another 
treats the perches, nests-and inside of . 
the coop with a mixture of coal oil 
and water, applied with a force pump. ^ 
Still another swabs off the perches*! 
with tar water. Another keeps a dust-
box for his fowls to wallow in. This 
box contains a mixture of road dust, 
wood ashes and sulphur. Any or all 
of these are good. The idea is to keep 
the mites away. One lady in a neigh
boring county raised chickens by the , 
thousands every year. She was asked ' 
how she kept her chickens free from 
mites. This was her method: She 
kept her perches wound with old rags, 
and every few days saturated them * > 
with kerosene and water. Mites never 
troubled her chickens, nor did any of 
the poultry diseases that follow in the 
wake of these pests. She' did nothing 
else to keep her flocks free from them. -
—J. L. Irwin, in Ohio Farmer. 

HOW TO KILL FOWLS. 

Cnt the Artery aa Shown in the Pie- ' 
> " tnre and Yon Will Never Have 

Any Trouble. ^ 

By opening the bill the artery b to 
be cut can be seen where it crosses the 
back of the throat under the ear. The 
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Killing Knifo. 

^ HOW TO KILL POULTRY. 
sharp killing knife should be inserted < 
in the mouth and directed so as to 
make a clean cut across the artery 
just above a. A half minute to bleed 
is enough, and when the bird begins 
to struggle, give it a smart blow on * 
the back of head and begin plucking 
at once.—Farm and Home.. 
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Too Much Drone Comb. " f 
Bees left to themselves are likely to 

build to much drone comb, says the 
Farmers' Voice. This is not built for 
the purpose by the bees, as they build 
it for storing honey in, but if not filled "" 
the queen will fill it next spring with 
drone eggs and the hive will be over
stocked with the idlers. The way to pre
vent this is to use all foundation comb d 
worker size and then the queen will fill 
it with worker eggs and the colony ' ~ 
will be built up when hatching begins t'S 
in the spring. If there' is too much A 

drone comb in the hive remove it and - -
replace with worker comb. By doing 
this the supply of drones is easily reg- * 
ulated by the apiarist, and the bees be- • 
come more profitable than they would "•• •' 
be if left to their own. devices. 

Pure Breeds and Praflt. . 
It is a fact well recognized that np 

branch of the live stock business suits 
the masses of people better than fowl-
raising. It is a paying vocation, and is 
adapted to the young as well as the old. 
and to all sections of thecountry. Prime 
poultry is desirable in every poulterer's 
beginning. The wisest methods «* 
those learned by experience and with 
small flocks at the start. Pure-hired 
stock costs more at the start, but opce 
established in the breeder's yard its 
beauty, prolificacy and the consequent 
value of all the specimens - produced t 
from the original breeding-birds* mor*^> 
than make up for the extra ontlajr spent 
in the outset in producing the very best; 
stock that money can buy.—Farm and; 
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