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'Dasircr Farm.' Half u mile from the dwellinfi-house

tluTf is a Held of I'our or five acres. It is a choice

meadow, and the ewes and lambs generally get the

fir.^t bite of the pasture in spring. Now, on the tenth

day of April la>t, in thi-, year of our Lord eighteen

hundred and thirteen. Fan ur Newcombe had in this

field a Hock of sheep and 'ambs to the number of about

a luiudrid brasls. T'poti the eliventh day of last

April he irmsulf chanced to be t'arly a'lroad, iind,

passing that way, his eye was coid'ront( d by a picture

of b rrible havoc and disaster. Death had bteii busy

HI tlu- night, and his jioor >I}ly sheep were decimated

by a fearful destroyer. To say that they were deci-

mated, indeed, is to tell your Worships less than the

truth, for seven ewes and eight Ijunbs had p( ri>hed,

while four other full-grown animals were so mangled

that the}' had inunediately to be destroyed. Thus

Farmer Newcombe in a siny;le niirht was robbed of

eleven ewes and eight lambs. What liad happened?

T'pori these fleecy mothers of the flock, your Wor-

^hip>. there had fallen a ferocious and powerful

houml. A creature of enormous strength—a creature

whose natural instinct for blood demanded this

prodigious slaughter—had descended by night among

tlir Innocent sheep and slain and mangled nineteen of

them. Now it is easy, your Worships, to ascertain the

manner of animal guilty of this drcadfid procerding.


