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JANCARY 12, 1911

By Deter McArthur
When I was doing the chores to night,” said
Donald Ban, laying aside his paper and pushing
ap his spectacles on his forehead, ““ 1 got think.
g about the change that has come over the cat-
.le since the days when [ was a boxy You would
e calling it the evolution of the cattle
| wish I knew how to use those (‘(»vav'\vur‘l.\
They give such a fine sound to a man’s talk
John squirmed uneasily
and then went on.
Whatever caused the change, whether it was
evolution, or just the plain buying and breeding
of better stock, the change has been a big s
The fancy eattle we have now couldn’t
living with the old-fashioned kinds. They haven't
the hrains They couldn't live by v:ll\nu Snow
and licking the moss off the fence rails They
woula starve even on elin and soft maple hr(ms«;
I own that the old cattle did not get fat on it,

John.

His father grinned,

one
pick  a

but they got through the winter, if thev didn't
ret on the lift I'lIl bet theyv didn't teach you
how to treat a cow that was on the lift when
Vot were at college

I never heard of such a thing.' said John,

defensively .

It is just as well you didn’t We used to
noist the poor brutes with ropes and give them
hot drinks of herb tea, when all they really needed
wans some good food to eat But‘, s;wa.kmg of
brains, those old cattle were away ahead of the
kind we have now. Do you remember the red cow

from the blacksmith, mother 2’
[ do,”” said his wife, grimly
ler pefore you joined the church.”’

Yes, and T don’t know as I would ever have
been fit to join if T hadn’t sold her to the butcher.
AV, but that cow was a caution. Before 1 got
her, she had pastured for vears on the long p}m
ture field, as people called the public road, and
there wasn't a trick for.getting into trouble that
she didn't know. She could work the pins out
f gates, and any fence that wasn’t too high for
her to jump she could throw down with her
horns I tried every kind of poke on her, hut it
was no use. She could always beat me. Many's
the time she led the whole drove into the corn
field or wheat by throwing down the fence. There
was a poem in the paper once that hit her ofl
exactly, and I wish I had kept it You see,
lohn, the cows we had then inspired poetry, hut
the kind we have now inspire nothing but market
reports.”’

‘“That suits ne just as well,”” said his son

‘“Maybe it does, but you don’t know how
much vou are missing I wish T could get a
copy of the poen: now I think T'll write to one
of the papers and ask if anvone has a copy of it
in a scrap-book [t was not exactly the kind
that would find its way into a collection of
poems, but it was true to life I can only re
member one stanza of it

I got
) ‘“You had

““The hue of her hide was dusky brown,
Her body was lean and her neck was slim;
O'ne horn turned up and the other turned down;
She was keen of vision and long of limb."”’

" There was a lot more of it telling about her
tricks, and all of it was good. There was some
thing about the deacon coming home from church
and finding her in his cabbage patch I tell you
U was funny. Then there was another little
poem something like it, but all I can remember
of 1t is two lines, and they fit her, too

She had a long Roman nose
And a short stump tail,

\nd ribs like the hoops
Of a homemade pail.

She had a stump tail, because there wasn’t
a dog in the township but had a taste of it at
one time or another. Now that I come to think
ol 1t, we called her the highway cow, because the
poem I spoke of was called that. Many's the
rin she gave me, but I couldn't help but laugh
at her tricks—she always looked so innocent when
cauge ht When she took the drove into mischief,
and 1 went after them, she would always be the
hrst to get out of the field.

You remember Buck and
mother 2 They were the first yvoke of oxen we
had after we were married They had brains,
I tell you, though they were as different in their
Wayrs as a couple of men could be Buck knew
now to throw down a rail fence with his horns,
st as the highway cow did, but he didn’t al
wavs care to do it The liberal use of a fence
stake on the back and ribs of an ox tends to
educate him, and Buck had brains enough to
rnow that the drillings with the fence-stake came
after his trick of throwing down the fence. Bright
couldn’t throw down the fences. but he knew that
Bick could, and, besides, he could lick him. When
he wanted to oot into the clover or the corn, he
wotild drive Buck up to the fence and make himn
throw it down It was as cood as a circus to
s tom do it On Sundav afternoons I used to

Bright, don’t you,

watch b do it, and I could almost
could hear him talking to Buck.

‘M-m-mm-mm ! he would seem to say. ‘1
just would like a good feed of that clover in the
next field. Mm-ni-m-mm-mm. I say, Buck, let's
go over and have a fill-up.’

IPoor

imagine [

Buck would pay no
would go on pasturing. * Mm-mm-m-m-mm-mm !’
Bright would say. ‘That clover surely does
smell sweet. I say, Buck, wake up,” and he
would give him a prod with his horn. ‘ How on
carth can you keep on nibbling that short, dry,
punky grass when there is a line field of clover
right along side of us, and you know how to get
imnto 1t Mm-m-nm-mm-mm !’

attention, but

““Then he would give poor Buck another poke
with his horns, and all the time he would be
working hun closer to the fence. (‘ome, be a
good fellow and let us go in Stolen sweets are
hest, vou What are you afraid of, any-
way Mm-mm-m-ti-mm-mm ! but it smells good.
The hoss is sleeping under an apple tree. I saw
Lim when we were over on the orchard side of
the field He won't waken up till it is time for
nim to go and milk the cows. We have loads of
time to get a good bellyful before he notices, and
we  can  get out before he sees us, anyway.
Mm-mm-m-m-mmor-mm !’

““ After a while he would get poor Buck edged
over into a fence-corner, and then he would stop
coaxing. He would give the poor brute a vicious
dig 1n the ribs, as if he were saying, ‘‘ See here,
you old fool, I am not going to stand any more
of your nonsense You just get busy and throw
down that fence. or I'll poke a horn through you.
If you are so all-fired conscientious about going
into the clover, you needn’'t go in. I'll go in
myself, but unless vou have that fence down in
two shakes ‘of a dead lamb’s tail, I'll tear the
hide off you. Then poor Buck, with tears in his
eves, would begin to throw down the fence. He
knew that was about the time I usually started
to pull a stake out of the cordwood rack so as
to get after him But when the fence was down,
he couldn’'t resist, and he would go into the
clover, too At first T used to pound Buck, but
when I saw who was really to blame, I laid it

know

onto Bright, but it did no good. He never
seemed to learn I[overy time they were turned
out into the pasture together, he would make

poor Buck throw down the fence.

Father.”" said John, solemnly, ‘‘ that sounds
o me very like the nature-faking that Roosevelt
scolds so much about.™

Nature faking, nothing. If T saw Bright
mmake Buck throw down the fence once, I saw him
do it a dozen times.”’

““ But the talking. How do yvou know that he
could talk, or what he was saying ?"’

I'ut, that was only thrown in to make you
understand When you were a little boy, you
used to like me to tell you just what the animals
woere saying, but since you have gone in for pure-
hred stock that haven’t brains enough to live
withont being fed in a stall, 1 never try to tell
vou, for thev are all so stupid they don’t seem
to have anyvthing to say. You may make more beef
more milk from your cattle, but I have
I could spend a whole day telling
things that those old cattle did and
seemsd to he saying, but T am afraid it would
be wasted on you, You are so hard-headed and
businesslike that you don’t see the things that
are going on around you that are worth enjoy-
ing."’

“Did you ever tell John about the pig that
used to get into the cornfield through the hollow
basswood log 2"’

“ Good for you, Mother,”” said Donald Ban
“1T am glad there is someone who believes in my
stories about the cattle, and doesn’'t call them
nature-faking."’

“ 0O, I don't believe them, but T like to hear
them, just the same.’”’ She had stopped knitting,
and there was a smile on her face that showed
that her memory was busy with the old days,
when Donald Ban used to chase away the cares
of their hard, struggling life with the droll stories
he would be telling all the time about the stock.
“ Tell him about the

{

and get
had more fun
vou about

“Go o on,”" she urged.
g
ALl right,”" he said, ““I'll tell it for your

One summer we had a pig that got into
before 1
I hunted the
fences all around the field, and never could find
a hole, but hie alwayvs got in, just the same I
began to think he was bewitched, when one day 1
block of bass-
bheen used for a corner block
that the fence went
opened into the slashing
where we kept the pigs, and the other into the
corntweld, and the hole was big enongh for the
When 1 found it, I was too
wanted to get

sake
the corn every day, and 1t was weeks

found how on earth he managed it

stuminled by accident on a hollow
that had

in one of the cradie

wood log
holes

over One oend of at

pig to 4o thronueh

mad just to plue it up I even

with the hrite, so I shifted 1t so that 1t crossed

the corner in oa wav that put both ends in  the
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than that, when the log

over the

slashing. But, better
was shifted, one end was out
After I changed 1t, I went and hid, to see what
would happen. In a little while Mr. D’ig came
along as bold as brass, and started to get his
usual feed of corn. He dived into the end of the
log, and a few scconds later he tumbled squealing

creek,

into the creek. I never saw a pig so surprised
in my life. ¢ Suffering cats !” he seemed to be
saying. ‘What has happened ? Has there been
an earthquake or a landslide 2’  Then he got up

out of the mud and went back to the log, and
vrunted and sniffed at it, and seemed to be say-
ing, just as plain as could be, in hog language,
“ Why, yes, that’s my old log, all right, but what
has happened to my cornfield ? I guess I'll go
through and see.” Through he went again, and
again he sprawled in the creek. Then he seemed
to get mad, and he just ran up the l_)ank and
dived through the log, as if he were going to get
into that cornfield or die in the attempt. He_ad
over heels he went again, and back he went at it.
By this time I wuas rolling on the grass, and
\'(;llim.: like an Indian as I clawed the grass and
laughed. But he didn't seem to see me. }He
kept right on going through the log and tumhlmg
into the creek, and I think he would have kept it
up until he had worn himself to a thread 1(_ I
hadn’t taken pity on him and stuffed the hole with
an armful of brush.”’

“ Father,”” said John, ‘1 believe you
make up those stories of yours.”’

<« What if I do ?" asked Donald Ban, good-
naturedly. ¢ When you are as old as I am, you
will realize that a little nonsense now and then
is relished by the wisest men."’

just

South Ontario Farmers Prosperous

”m. e

Fditor ‘‘ The Farmer's Advocate
Another season has closed, another winter h&s
and who better than the farmer can enjoy
the few siack months ? His barns well ﬁlle(_i,'he
never knows want; the high cost of hvmgiz
does not prey on his mind ; well, I guess nqt.
T'"his has been a good scason, and, though prices
renerally are not so high, they are by no means
yoverty prices. )
v lelng:s ‘.l.rn not as scarce as usual, h_ut there 18
still room for more. Perhaps not qun_(,e as many
feeders as usual were put in ; the limited supply
and the consequential high prices were~hardly en-
and sowme thought the spring 'market
1too uncertain to invest; but the supply increas-
ing toward the end of the season, VWlth easier
prices, nearly as many as usual \{\'('nlt, in. By Bi
rough estimate, we would say, within a r\adlu: o}
five miles from the writer's home, some five hun-
dred cattle are up. Some of these are for Euster,
some May and June, and the remainder will be
ished on grass.
“m'l‘hn <|mm§nd for horses in the late fall was ex-
ceptionally strong, cspecially for young drﬂf.ters.
1t has been shown beyond doubt here many tu‘ne;
recently that it does not pay to breed undersxwd
or light horses, as the market duoi not demagn
them, except to a limited extent. T'hose who “'”h
breed them, must take what they can get, wh‘:ct
in many csses is not more than 0ne—hulf wha
their more far-seeing neighbors are getting. .
Quite a large acreage is devoted '(‘o red and al-
oike clover seed in this locality. lbe red.clo_ver
yvield this year 1s scarcely encouraging, yleldllng
from three to six pecks per acre, while the marE\e\t
seems uncertain. Some have sold to local deal-
ers, who take the seed as it comes from the hulh‘);,
and clean it at their (dealer’'s) expense. (-]
understand the price paid has been from $7 to
$7.25 per bushel for nice seed. The weevVil 118
very noticeable in nearly all the seed, thevsardyB
cutiing being almost as bad as the late. ee
are bothering somewhat, the ribgrass or buckhorn
and ragweed being the worst ; few rarr.nerst atre
acquainted with the former, and permit l1 (3
sced, and then scem surprised that the seed mer
objects. )
c“u::u)ut)? Optario is fast coming into pr()lnlqenf:e
as a fruit-growing district. Much of H.\e fr\nt'ls
handled by the Oshawa Fruit-growers Associa-
tion, and >thq{v do not need to canvass for mein-
bers, but have all the fruit they care to ‘ht.tnd e.
The county made a good display and ex}‘nlnt at
the Horticultural Exhibition held in the .SL.. Law-
rente Arena, Toronto, in November, winning a
very liberal share of the prizes. _
l.and has incrensed rapidly in value in this
county of late, partly due to the . N. R. coming
through, and the talk of another C. P. R. line;
wlso an electric road to the southern part of the
county
This township (Pickering) has been dry "’ for
a number of vears now, and no one seems much

set 1n,

couraging,

i

the worse It certainly has not affected land
valiue, as nany predicted. F. H.

Fluve yvon  secured  one  of our two-bladed
Joseph Rodgers Jackhnives or two-bladed Pen-
whnives, for sending in only one new subscription
tao " The Farmer's \idvocate and Home Maga-
sine T Ii not, look up the particulars and read
about our other premonms in our announcement
on pave 79 of this issue




