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Y FRIEND is a 
writer; and al
though I think he 
never shot so 
much as a par
tridge in his life; 
the work he does 

"the best is the .writing of stories of 
"wild adventure in the chase. 

I went to see him the other evening, 
lor the first time in several months. 
He welcomed me very cordially; and 
as I sank into a rocking chair before 
the fireplace I was.struck by the 
"beauty and size of the bearskin that 
was stretched before the fender. 

"Hello!" cried I. "Isn't this some
thing new?" 

Kilbuck laughed. "Haven't you 
heard that story?" said he. 

"What!" I exclaimed, "Is there a 
story connected'with it? Let's have 
4t!" 

Taking the poker Kilbuck settled 
the coal in the grate, laughing softly 
the while. 

"If you were the friend you pretend 
. to be," he said, "and called as often 
us you ought to, you'd know that last 
•spring I was completely run down. I 
Just packed up my duds and went to a 
little farm house in a mountainous 
andwooded district of Canada. There 
isn't another house within ten miles. 
The nearest village is a -dozen miles 
away, and consists of a church and 
three houses. 

"Near the farmhouse is a brook 
which in spring has water enough in 
it to turn a mill wheel, and at that 
season my landlord, Farley, saws lum
ber in a little sawmill he has there. 

"The pure air, the quiet, the whole
some food, together with entire mental 
and bodily rest soon put me on my 
feet. I became strong enough to take 
short walks, studying the flowers and 
the birds, and to go fishing occasion
ally for trout in the brook above the 
JnilL 

"As for shooting, you know I never 
had a gun in my hand in my life. I 
couldn't have done any of that; be
sides, I should not have expected to 
find any but small game about. When, 
as occasionally happened, a hunter 
brought in a report of bear tracks on 
the mountains, folks generally put on 
an incredulous look. 

"Well, it happened one time that I 
wanted some things that could only be 
got at the nearest town, and I de
termined to tramp over there after 
them. I spoke of my intention at the 

. liwHads asked 
me to get him so|ne chewing tobacco. 
I willingly * promised to do this favor. 

"I started early next morning, my 
only weapon, a stout stick that I cut 
in the woods, and took a path which 
led over the mountains. 

"At about 11 o'clock I reached the 
town, made my; purchases—not for
getting the chewing tobacco that the 
sawyer wanted, took dinner, and at 
about 1:30 started back toward Far
ley's. 

"I had traversed about half the dis
tance and was passing on the way up 
the mountain, a place where the trees 
were for the most part scrubby and 
small, with here and there a tall hem
lock rising from among them. 

"I noticed one tree in particular 
which was tall and tapering, with 
stumps of dead branches sticking out 
all over it. Only at the top had it a 
tuft of live foliage. There seemed to 
be a crow's nest or a hawk's nest up 
there; and I thought if I wanted to 
climb it it wouldn't be hard. 

"I had to climb it pretty soon; but I 
haven't got to that yet 

"I'd like to know, just for the fun 
of it, how many times I've described 
bear cubs in my stories. A hundred, 
I'll warrant! Well, sir, do you know 
when I really saw a bear cub in the 

A LITTLE TOO SENSATIONAL. 
path before me I didn't know what it 
was? I hadn't any more idea that the 
little beast I saw waa a baby bear 
than I had that it was a dromedary or 
an ornithorhynchus. 

"I wanted to know what it was. So 
I ran after it, and when I got near 
enough struck it a blow across the 
side with my stick, which made it cry 
out with pain and dash into the 
bushes. I stopped, out of breath. 

'"My first thought was that, for so 
small an animal,it made a tremendous 
row in those bushes. Then I realized 
that some bigger animal was there, 
too—a stray cow, probably, I thought. 
• "Instead there came forth, amid a 
great crashing of bushes, a huge she 
bear snarling and vengeful! 
i "Well, I knew her at once—recog
nized her, from her photograph, so to 
6peak. 

"At first I was astonished. Then—• 
I make BO bones of saying it—I was 

frightened. I knew she could do more 
damage to my health in three minutes 
than three months in Canada could 
repair—to say the test of it. 

"Besides, I naturally hated to be 
eaten after having taken such pains 
to get into good condition. 

"Yes, there I was, standing as stu
pidly as a turkey in a barnyard the 
day before Christmas, for the moment 
entirely bereft of my wits, with a big 
bear not ten feet from me. 

"I had nothing to defend myself 
with ' except my stick. A stick is 
a good weapon — against squirrels 
—but every feature of my enemy's 
expressive countenance proclaimed 
that she was no squirrel. 

"What was I to do? Instinct 
answered the question for me. I took 
to my heels—which, luckily, are light 
—and made a beeline for the tree 
which I have just told you of. 'Nor 
staid to look behind,' as the poet says. 

Beaching the tree, I climbed it. No 
monkey in Africa ever climbed a tree 
faster. But I wasn't ten feet up be
fore the bear was at the foot, and, to 
my horror, began climbing after me. 

"Here I was, treed by a bear. In 
fiction the situation is a good one, 
though a trifle—just a trifle—over
done. But I confess that in real life 
I didn't find it so good. It struck me 
as too sensational. 

"At that moment I pitied every hero 
I had ever put up a tree in the whole 
course of my career as a writer. My 
heart was filled with remorse for my 
misdeeds toward them. 

"Then I remembered that I always 
got them down again with no bones 
broken and was comforted. And I 
wished to goodness I was one of them. 

"But I wasn't. There was no trusty 
author about to manipulate me and 
my bear, and consequently I was 
afraid matters wouldn't end happily. 

"Meanwhile I kept on up the tree 
and the bear kept on, too. It wasn't 
very long before I was at the top, and 
there I stood, clasping the tree with 
one arm, my feet resting on two little 
stumps o'f branches. 

"And yet I remember noticing, in 
spite of my fright, that the nest I had 
seen up there was a crow's, and 
abandoned. 

"The bear came steadily .up; but 
when she was within a dozen steps of 
me I noticed with joy that she showed 
signs of wavering. She looked down 
at the ground and then up at me. 

"Then she growled and came two or 
three feet nearer. Then she stopped 
again. 

"I saw that the tree was getting too 
small about the trunk for her to climb 
it easily. 

' 'But this did not comfort me much. 
I was too tantalizingly near for her to 
give me up, and I felt in my bones 
that she could reach me if she tried. 

"I was right. The bear again ad
vanced a little; but again she stopped, 
and, grasping the tree stoutly, rested, 
panting-' *"*•"; • 

Her jaws were open, her tongue 
hanging out; there was an immense 
eagerness in her eyes. Her resem
blance to a dog 'begging' underneath 
some meat held above him suddenly 
struck me. Some men would laugh at 
a funeral. 

"Then noting her open mouth, a 
great hope surged up within me. I 
never expect, honestly, to forget the 
exultation of that moment. I fairly 
shouted, and would have danced had I 
been able. 

"I had a far better idea than any hero 
of a bear story that I ever read of. It 
was superb, and I knew it. 

"I reached into my pocket and drew 
forth the plug of tobacco I had pur
chased for the man. With my knife I 
managed to saw off it a good,generous 
hunk. The bear, still panting, watched 
the proceedings with interest. 

"I poised the tobacco carefully ©ver 
her open jaws. She growled and shut 
her mouth. For a moment I stood 
upon needles. But only for a moment. 
She opened her mouth again, exposing 
the full length of her red tongue. 

"Then—carefully, for my life de
pended on it—I dropped the piece of 
tobacco! 
. "My heart gave a great throb of joy 
when it landed fairly and squarely on 
the back of the bear's tongue. By 
great good luck it stuck just where • 
she must swallow it, willy nilly. 

"And swallow it she did, though it 
was a big mouthful. Its sharp corners 
hurt her throat, and the water came 
into her eyes, but with a painful gulp 
she got the tobacco down. Then she 
growled and eyed me with an air of 
mingled wrath and astonishment. 

"But the tobacco seemed to have 
no other effect than to increase her 
ill-temper. True, she backed down 
the tree two or three feet on receiving 
the dose; but a minute later she came 
up again with renewed energy. 

"I felt confident that the tobacco, 
which was as black as a hat and as 
strong as Hercules, would make her 
dreadful sick—in time. But suppos
ing she mustered up courage to 
climb the few remaining feet that sep
arated us first? 

"This was a desperate case; and if 
my remedy wasn't going to have 
pretty prompt effect I might as well 
have saved my medicine. 

"The bear slowly and with difficulty 
hunched her way up toward me. I 
began to despair again. But just as 
I was giving up all hope I perceived 
that all was not well with her ladv-
ship. 3 

"Evidently ehe had a bad taste in 
her mouth. An expression of uncer
tainty passed'over her face like a 
cloud. She began to cling tight to 
the tree as if afraid of falling. I made 
up my mind she was dizzy. 

"She appeared to be quite willing 
to go home. She began in a great hur
ry to get down the tree. Her grip 
wasn't at all secure. 

"She came near falling once or 
twice, and when about ten feet from 
the giound actually did so, l«»fllT«p 
with a terrible thump. 
- "But she immediately raised her-' 

self upon her haunches and gazed 
doubtfully about her. I think thei 
earth must have been revolving and 

tipping round in a peculiar rapid way 
about that time, for I noticed her fore
feet were planted very far apart, as il 
her body needed bracing. 

• "Finally she got painfully up on all 
four legs and lurched off into the 
bushes. That was all she could do. 
And once there she stretched herself 
out at full length, completely done 
up. She was a dreadfully seedy bear. 

"She was pretty near the tree, but I 
thought, under the circumstances, I 
might come down. She did not stir 
when I landed on the earth once 
more; but I did not stop. I started 
for Farley's about as fast as I eoulHjgo. 

"You see there might he other bears 
in the neighborhood, and my stock ol 
tobacco was limited. Besides, it wasn't 
mine; I had no right to be giving it 
away to bears. 

"I told the people about it at Far
ley's. They knew I was a story 
writer; in fact, I had been incautious 
enough to read them one or two oi 
my best bear stories, and I fancy they 
thought I was giving them another 
•yarn.' They didn't seem. much in
clined to believe me, anyhow. 

"But I showed them that a part of 
the tobacco was gone, called their at
tention to the fact that I was ex
tremely unlikely to have met any one 
to give it away to on that lonely road, 
and asking them if they had ever 
known me to use it in any'form. 

"They yielded to my reasoning at 
last, and the next day went to the 
scene of my adventure. They found 
no bear, but they did see the place 
where the bushes had been crushed 
down, and observed that the bark of 
the tree had been scratched off as if 
by a bear's claws. They had to con
cede that I had told the truth. 

"A hunt was organized a few days 
later, but to no purpose, I suspect 
that bear was so ashamed of herself 
that she left-the neighborhood." 

"But," said I, when Kilbuck had 
finished his story, "if you didn't catch 
the bear, what lias all this to do with 
your rug?" 

"Oh«" saia Kilbuck, "I forgot all 
about; the rug. It isn't that bear's 
skin, that's a fact. But I owe it to 
her just the same. 

"You see, I had experienced a bear 
story which was better than any I had 
ever written. So I just wrote a narra
tive of my actual experience and sent 
it to the editor of a paper for boys, 
and with the funds I bought this ru<r. 
And that's all there is about it. ° 

''But," said I again, "I supposed 
editors of boys' papers always de
manded a moral to stories. Now, yours 
hasn't got the ghost of a moral." 

"Moral!" exclaimed Kilbuck; 
"moral! Now, look here, that's too 
bad really. If that stbry doesn't con
tain the strongest sort of a lesson on 
the dangers of using tobacco, I'd like 
te know what does! 

A Game of Hide-aud-Seelc Which Nearly 
Resulted Fatally. 

Strung along the corner of Cherry 
street in Alleghany, Pa., are a num
ber of clay sewer pipes. About dusk 
a few days ago, a crowd of children, 
among them Mamie Kaylor, daughter 
of Councilman Kaylor, for the Fourth 
ward, were amusing themselves 
scampering over the pipes. This sport 
grew tame and some one of them 
thought_ there was more excitement 
in playing" "hide-and-seek." Little 
Mamie Kaylor, like the other chil
dren, would crawl into the pipes and 
hide. After the game had proceeded 
for some time it was noticed by the 
other children that Mamie was miss
ing. While they were searching for 
her they heard muffled screams from 
the interior of one of the sections of 
pipe. Running to it Mamie was dis
covered wedged in. The other children 
tried to release the girl by pulling, 
but their efforts only added to the 
pain she was enduring as well as to 
tighten the hold of the pipe. Some 
men were attracted by the cries and 
the efforts of the children to release 
Mamie. They carried the pipe into 
the saloon of John Dickreader. Here 
they tilted the heavy pipe and tried 
to shake out the little one, but with
out success. The child was fast be
coming faint from pain and fright and 
the m6n decided to break the crock. 
This was a delicate job, for a chance 
blow might break the child's leg or do 
more serious damage. It was deter
mined to chip the clay pipe, beginning 
at the end where Mamie's feet were. 
With a mallet the chipping process 
began, when suddenly the crock split 
squarely in half and the child wa» 
liberated. 

A TRAVELING SPARROW. 

It Builds Its Nest In the Drawhead of • 
Freight Car. 

The queer places chosen by birds for 
building their nests and rearing their 
young have caused comment in many 
of the natural histories now in use,, 
but out of them all there is no more 
remarkable instance of the misguided 
efforts of the birds quoted than was 
exhibited in the Western New York 
and Pennsylvania yards at Oil City. 

^y®s**rn New York and Pennsyl
vania freight train came down from 
Olean.the other day with a load of 
empty cars, among them an Allegheny 
Valley railroad car. No. 2,979. One of 
the car inspectors was passing the 
car when he notieed a sparrow'flut
tering about the drawhead. . Its 
evident distress caused him to 
examine the car closely, and in the in
side of the neck of the drawhead he 
found a small hole in the iron casing, 
and in this a bird's nest containing 
four eggs. The nest was so situated 
that the bird could only reach it when 
the drawhead was drawn to its entire 
length, and how the bird had managed 
to bpild its nest and lay its eggs under 
the conditions is still a mystery. If 
the car had been sidetracked at Olean 
long enough to allow the nest build
ing, then the bird must have followed 
the train or been brought with it 
from Olean. 

THE SOLDIER'S VISION. 

STRANGE SIGHT SEEN IN A 
CHURCH IN VIRGINIA. 

Around From His Slumber in the Shel-
f"ter of the Consecrated Solid ins to 
f Witness the Xteturn of a Ghostly Wed

ding Party to It's O.d Hannts. j 

In the ear^ly days of the late war 
<re were living with our family in a 
great country house in one of the 
border counties of Virginia, so called, 
as it was near that line of flame, 
the sad, fatal, fluctuating war. 

Near our house was a church, a 
noble edifice and monument of the 
days gone by, when stately ladies 
and grand gentlemen composed its 
congregation. The old church, built 
in early colonial times, had seen the 
growth of our strong, young re
public, and near its hallowed pre
cincts were buried the descendents of 
princes, nobles and titled dames, the 
old cavaliers of Virginia. The wind 
made sad music through its sounding 
galleries and the raindrops spattered 
like tears of memory on its ruined 
walls. The church had been used as 
a barracks by passing troops in two 
wars, who found safety from storms 
in its massive walls, and it could be 
Used as a fortress of defense in sud
den attack. In the swift flight of 
years it had fallen frequently into 
ruin and been again repaired, and 
once, while removing the rubbish, 
the workmen found a box hidden far 
back in an embrasure of the ruined 
tower, which contained a rich bridal 
garment, in a fashion of bygone 
years. The rare and costly fabric 
was blood-stained, and every evi
dence pointed to mysterious murder, 
hilt in answer to the questions, "Who 

the deed?" "Who wa3 the vic
tim?" the echoes from nearly two 
centuries brought no reply. 

One quiet night in June while we 
were sleeping after watching and 
praying for weary hours for'loved 
ones in the army who might never 
return,, we were startled by a knock 
at our front door, and on opening it 
a dark, determined man stood there 
and asked for shelter, which in a 
Virginia house is never refused. 
uniform was dark brown, the color 
of dead oak leaves; his cap was knjt 
oi black and gray worsted, the color 
of dead moss and lichens of forest 
trees; his rifle was long and bright, 
and..» .sheath, knife . glittered .in 

of the faintly dawning day he looked 
Like a ghost of one of the old knights 
of Sherwood forest in the days of old 
Robin Hood, but we knew him for 
what he was, a Texas ranger so 
famous in the guerrilla warfare of 
the South. Fhe color of his uniform 
so blended with the color of the 
woods that no one could suspect his 
presence. 

After a hasty salutation he said: 
"I have seen strange things to-night, 
that make me doubt my own identity, 
and I have come to you, not with 
war stories and news of battles, but 
to ask the explanation of what I saw. 
I am acting as a scout for General 
Stuart and have been sent forward 
to obtain what information I can. I 
have passed quickly and quietly from 
one position to another, my presence 
not even suspected, and as night 
came on, tired out, I sought refuge 
in the old church so near you. I 
suppose I must have fallen asleep 
from utter weariness, for apparently 
I awoke to the sound of weird music, 
so plaintive and ghostly in its nature 
that all the superstitions I had 
learned from my negro nurse on the 
faraway old plantation possessed me 
at once. 

It was that wild, low strain, a wed
ding march or a funeral dirge; in its 
tones, tenderness, regret, sorrow and 
pity seemed blended. All at once the 
massive doors of the old church 
were swung open by unseen hands 
and the dim moonlight lit the old 
building with a ghostly light, and a 
phantom tram of stately cavaliers 
and pale, lovely women entered the 
ancient sanctuary. 

"Solemnly down the aisle the dim 
procession swept. I could hear the 
taps of the high-heeled shoes and 
the rustle of the ladies' trains as 
they passed over the old, damp 
stones, and the night winds tossed 
their waving plumes, and the low, 
dirge-like music kept time to their 
stately stepping. 

"There was one among them fairer 
than all the rest. Surely the pearls 
in her golden hair and the shadowy 
veil had been arranged in delicate 
beauty by spirit hands; the soft, 
mournful eyes had a far-away look 
of grief, and at her side walked one 
dark and stern as midnight. 

'The procession paused before the 
ruined chancel, and it seemed to me 
that bridal vows and deep sobs were 
mingled with low impreeations and 
muttered curses; the wail of a sad, 
low voice, a quiver and a shudder 
passed through the phantom and the 
vision mingled with the shadows of 
the night. ^ • 

"Thoroughly aroused, I arose and 
rent out into the moonlight; far 
away in the eajt the first rosy tints 
of the new mor^isg wore faintly 
glowing, while the sentinel stars still 
kept watch over the sleeping earth; 

but nature could not explain the 
ghostly meeting." 

Such was the Texan's story. Was 
it an explanation of the moldering 
box that the workman found in the 
ruined tower, and were the blood
stained garments those of the mur
dered bride of long ago, who had 
come back to the old church in the 
midnight to act again the tragedy of 
her unknown sorrow and mysterious 
marriage, or was the vision only a 
phantom of the tired brain of the 
man whose life was spent amid 
scenes of blood, and the music only 
the soloing of pines as they stood 
witnessing the desolation of the land, 
all the shedding of blood, and help
less to do more than wail and to39 
their giant limbs in the winds? 

IN THE HOP FIELDS. 
Features of Llfs Ano&| the Sop Pickers 

of New York. 
Perhaps in no section of the United 

States is there a more prolific hop 
territory than may be found in the 
counties of Schoharie and Otsego, 
says the Albany Argus, where nearly 
every available foot of ground is 
studded with the poles under which 
thousands of young and old people 
annually earn and enjoy their vaca
tions. Albany county, too, has a 
number of hop fields. The agents 
point out this feature of the hop-
picking pursuit as the main argument 
in enlisting recruits. 

Each yard is invariably equipped 
with a dancing pavilion, or a barn 
metamorphosed into one, and in the 
evenings fun reigns unchecked. The 
fun, by the way, forms a large section 
of the recompense for the day's labor, 
the money consideration being of such 
slight proportions as to form no con
siderable matter of worry. 

Albany generally furnishes the bulk 
of assistance to the farm owners in 
the persons of girls, women, young 
and old, men whose regular avoca
tions do not demand their services at 
this season of the' year, and who find 
this the only available mean3 of talc
ing a-vacation. 

One of the agents told an Argus 
man recently that the main troubles 
to be contended with in the business 
were the hop lice and the bug juice, 
the former on the vines and the lat
ter in the pickers. There is no 
known remedy to suppress the hop 
lice evil, but the bug juice tendency 
has been successfully contended with 
by the application of the summary 
dismissal principle. 

vicinity ©I - Cooperstown and 
all around the shores of Lake Otsego 
in the early September evenings the 
jolly parties in the various hop fields, 
may bo heard indulging in all kinds 
of gay and pleasurable proceedings, 
marked mainly by the sound of song 
and the squeak of the country violin 
as the various groups send vocal in
cense to Apollo, or beat in merry 
cadence their pedal tribute to Terp
sichore. 

Some of the pickers make lots of 
dollars at the hop yards. The ways 
taken by this money are various. 
Some who believe that industry, 
frugality, ana economy lead the way 
to wealth put by the proceeds of 
their hop picking. Other pickers 
only go for the jolly times. The 
Albany police have a tradition that 
when the hop pickers come back 
arrests are plenty. 

* " •*' * " RVIF4. 
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SO MEN OF SCIENCE SAY. 

Chinese botanists can grow oaks in 
thimbles. 

Amber is resin from an extinct 
species of coniferous tree. 

The silkworm's web is only the fire 
thousand three hundredth part of an 
inch in thickness, and some of the 
spiders spin a web so minute that it 
would take 60,000 of them to form a 
rope an inch in diameter. 

A duck and an owl were shipped in 
the same box by a fancier from 
Orlando, Florida, to the North the 
other day. Upon the arrival of the 
box at its destination it was found 
that the owl had totally devoured his 
traveling companion. 

While eating pie at a Sunday-school 
picnic uear Beaver Falls, Pa., Harry 
Lock wood swallowed a hornet. The 
pugnacious insect lighted upon the 
pie as it disappeared into Harry's 
month and stung his throat several 
times on its downward journey. 

A league has been formed to study 
the cancer disease. Probably the 
most eminently suggestive views on 
the subject recently made public are 
those of MM. Verneuil of Paris and 
Boux of Lausanne, who attribute can
cer to the improper use of meat, es
pecially pork. t 

It is claimed that the prize for pa-
tience must be awarded to the scien
tist who recently compiled a cata
logue containing Hsts of the various 
kinds of insects which are to be found 
in the world. According to him there • 
are 750,000 distinct species, not includ
ing parasitic insects. 

It is popularly supposed that the 
sudden downpour which usually fol
lows a bright flash of lightning is in 
some way caused by the flash. Me
teorologists have proven that this is 
not the case, and that, exactly to the 
contrary, it is not only possible but 
highly probable that the sudden in
creased precipitation is the real cause 
of the flash. 

NUMBER 24. 

THE FARM AND HOME. 

USEFUL INFORMATION ABOUT 
HORSES' LEGS. 

Keep as Near to Nature as Possible— 
Growing Hogs as a Business—The Hay 
Crop—Kind of Food for Cows—Farm 
Notes and Home Hints. 

Care of Horses' Legs. 

When bandages are on the leg the 
cords and muscles are confined, the 
circulation obstructed, the pores of 
the skin clogged, the air and light 
excluded, and the effect is an un
natural and unhealthy condition. If 
a horse's leg is swollen the swelling 
will generally go down by driving 
the animal. Now, nothing could be 
worse than applying a bandage when 
he comes in. Although the exercise 
may reduce the swelling, the cause is 
not removed. If the bandage keeps 
the swelling in one place to the prop
er size for a time, the swelling will 
go to some other part, and when the 
bandage is removed the inflammation 
will appear in a more aggravated. 
form. 

The force of an ignited blast of 
powder can be confined as easily as a 
fevered leg can be prevented from 
swelling, says a communication to 
an Eastern paper. If the swelling is 
confined or forced back in one place 
it will appear in another. If there is 
no fever in the leg, perhaps a ban
dage wound from the bottom of the 
ankle up, if not applied too tightly 
and left on a couple of hours, might 
not be injurious. 

Hand-rubbing of the ankles, and a 
good deal of it, will keep them com
pact and strong, and is preferable to 
any .other treatment. We see a great 
maay wind-puffed and weak-ankled 
trotters from too much bandaging. 

Blankets for hordes are also un
natural and unhealthy, although they 
have to be used to a certain extent 
in a cold climate. Too warm and ill-
ventilated stables and too many and 
too heavy blankets have been fore
runners of colds. and much pneumo
nia, and have doubtless caused tho 
death of many valuable trotters. 

When scratches appear put the 
horse as near as possible in the con
dition he would be running out to 
grass (as scratches generally soon 
disappear after a horse is turned to 
pasture),^ by taking off the heavy 
grain rations, which have a tendency 
to inflame the sjstem, giving simple 
food • * 
plenty of moderate exercise to pre
vent the leg from swelling. Keep 
the parts clean and soft and from 
cracking by applying some simple 
ointment. Don't try to heal by out 
ward applications while the horse is 
cfcaitding day after day with his legs' 
CiToIlen. if an animal has a cut or 
vround, put nothing on at 
first, only carefully covering 
it to exclude the air and 
dust, and wait and see if it will heal 
by first intuition, as it generally will 
with & healthy animal, not leaving 
much of a scar. Strong applications 
produce irritation and inflammation 
and then suppuration, and the result 
is an unsightly callous and scar. If 
the wound should become inflamed, 
counteract it by cold applications. 
Be patient and let nature effect the 
cure. We all acknowledge that 
nature is the great restorer, aud all 
we can do is to keep the conditions 
favorable. We cannot be reminded 
too often, in the treatment of man 
or beast, to keep as near to nature 
as possible, and to discard all advice 
that is not supported by reason. 

Growing Hogs as a Business. 

Long ago successful hog growers 
found that it was necessary to em
ploy careful methods in this business 
as in any other farm economy. All 
is cot accomplished when you get a 

breed and popular strain, 
inough this is essential to begin 
with. There is little use of procur
ing the best unless one recognizes 
the fact that good care has as much 
bearing on success with them as it 
has with beef cattle or dairy cows. 
Dirty pens, and anything which 
comes handy for feed, will never 
bring a hog to a profitable market 
Do not make the hog eat a bushel of 
filth in order to procure his bushel 
of grain. A clean feeding floor is not 
difficult to - have, and the " grain 
will go further and the health of the 
hogs will be better for having it. Dish 
water does not quench the thirst as 
a good supply of pure cold water 
wilL Mouldy corn is not just as 
good" for the hog3 as is sound corn. 
A damp, musty pile of straw does not 
make them a good bed. A muddy 
barnyard is not as good a run for 
them as a hard, clean field. A pas
ture filled with weeds, and not much 
of anything else, will not keep them 
in as good condition as a good clover 
field.; It may be difficult to get som« ' 
of these things through the heads of - -
some men who keep hogs, but if it is 
hot accomplished they are bound to 
be losers; and they will be losers. 
also, if they do not get over the old 
idea that a hog must be well on the 
way to old age before he is ready for 
market. Ten months, at the very ^ 
outside, is as long as you can afford 
to have him on your hands. If he 
will not turn off at a profit then ha 
sever will.—Indiana Farmer. 
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