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Notes and Comments.
The (competition between nature, 

operating by herself to make things 
grow, and man, studying in the chemi
cal laboratory to imitate her process
es and her products with greater 
economy, will doubtless be developed 
In the Twentieth century to an ex
tent now scarcely imaginable and 
with1 a degree of triumph for man 
that will make him appear a wonder
worker indeed. A striking case of it 
baa just been put prominently before 
ns by an order of the British Govern
ment that all the blue, cloth supplied 
to the army and navy must be dyed 
in natural indigo. The laboratory is 
moving upon the indigo field. The 
indigo industry thrives chiefly in the 
Bengal Province of Behar. Hundreds 
of thousands of families in this dis
trict, one of the most overcrowded in 
India, depend upon it for existence. 
In ordinary years, the patch of indigo 
pays many a peasant's rent. In years 
of famine each indigo factory becomes 
a centre of charity, Any serious check 
to the indigo industry would bo a 
public calamity. But Behar is threat
ened by Science through the experi
ments that have long been making in 
^Germany to produce indigo chemically.

Ini 1881 Prof. V. Bayer found a way 
of making indigo synthetically from 
its component parts. He produced an 
indigo, true and pure but too costly 
for commercial use. It cost a great 
deal more than natural indigo. His 
researches were carried further by 
Prof. Heumann of Zurich in 1810, but 
it was not until 1897 that artificial in
digo was brought upon the market at 
a price capable of competing with the 
price exacted by nature. Natural 
and artificial indigo are . now selling 
on about equal terms. Dr. Brunck, in 
a recent lecture delivered in Berlin, 
epoko of the great progress artificial 
indigo had made in public favor since 
it came upon the market in 1897. It 
had to contend with much prejudice 
ati first. It is always very difficult 
to convince the public that it is pos
sible to prepare in the laboratory a 
product identical In every respect with 
one of vegetable origin. But not
withstanding this prejudice, the 
growth of the manufacture has been 
enormous.

About 250,000 acres of land in India 
to required to produce as much indigo 
as is now manufactured annually from 
coal tar by one company in Baden. Dr. 
Brunck said that he was convinced 
that the artificial product will soon 
drive the natural product from the 
market and he advised the Indian 
Government to ascertain how the land 
devoted to indigo culture may be oth
erwise utilized. But northern India 
is not (the only region apparently 
doomed to suffer, Java has exported 
am average of over 2,000,000 pounds of 
indigo for several years. Consul Ever
ett wrote from Batavia, in March last, 
that though the German coal tar pro
duct! seemed to be threatening the 
Indian industry, it ,was still holding 
its own in Java and until the outlook 
became more unpromising the plant 
would continue to be cultivated. Indigo 
raising! has been increasing in Ton
kin ; and though it is a native of the 
tropical parts of southeastern Asia 
it' is now extensively (grown in the 
tropics <of (the New World and in 
Africa, and large supplies are obtain
ed from Central America and especial
ly from Salvador. Scarcely a staple 
of human industry now taken from 
the, earth is safe against the chemist, 
tv hot daily increases his power to com
bine what used to be despised refuse 
Into articles of the first commercial 
importance. Of course the fittest 
must survive.

HIS CHOICE.

FEUDAL DUKE.

Dnkc of Allioll 81111 Maintains a Small 
Army on HI* Est îles.

The Duke of At ho 11 is the only Eng
lishman who maintains an armed body 
of men in the British Kingdom, but 
strictly speaking, His Grace, in keep
ing up nti armed body guard of 228 
officers and men at his castle at Blair 
At boll, commits an unconstitutional 
act,still the illegality was legalized Hoy 
an act of grace on the Queen’s part 
when she presented the At ho 11 High
landers with a pair of colors in 1842. 
Previous to that time the men were 
armed with ancient weapons, such as 
Loch a be r axes, claymores a nil* targets. 
One company of this unique body 
consists of men averaging six feet one 
and a half inches in height ; the oth
er averages five feet ten and three 
fourths inches. In stature and phy
sique alike the men are the envy and 
despafvr of the recruiting sergeant. To 
a man they are all drawn from among 
the Duke’s tenants and retainers.

A Time Saver.
Parke—Your wife tells me you have 

Just bought her a new wheel.
Lane—Yus. She can now run home 

from the golf links and see the children 
occasionally .—Detroit Free Press.

Baryiilu Counter Sentence.
Mrs. Snaggs—That New York bank 

embezzler, Alvord, is liable to receive a 
sentence of 1T>0 years’ imprisonment

Mr. Snaggs—If a woman judge were 
ou the bench, she might mark it down 
to 140 years

They took their places in time to see 
the horses come out. There were five 
runners: Port Admiral, Mr. Bedford 
up, was now a hot favourite at 6 to 4 
on ; Carnation, Mr. Western, who had 
opened .as good, a favourite as the 
oin.er, was being backed feebly at 5 to 
2; Red Deer, no one seemed quite to 
know why, found friends at 7 to 1 ; and 
100 to 8 bar three was freely offered. 
The big chesnut, Port Admiral, had a 
very taking appearance ; but there was 
a business-like look about the little 
bay mare Carnation that could not 
escape, the critics ; Red Deer was a 
flasiiy, long-legged beast of the flat- 
catching type ; Chimney Corner a 
well-shaped but small brown mare ; 
Vintager a fox-catching hunter, evi
dently outclassed.

Just as Stubbing and Cecil reached 
the. entrance to the reserved lawn, a 
tall, halvh“t-faoed man beckoned the 
former aside.

‘This is good for the Admiral, isn’t 
it ? he asked.

'Yes, they’ve settled it. 'Carnation 
won't win. It’s all right,’ Stubbing 
replied.

'Good to lay the odds ? No mistake ? 
Quite sure? the other persisted.

Stebbing only answered with an in
clination of the head, full of signi
ficance, and passed on to join Cecil who 
was waiting for him.

Stebbing did, in fact, on this occasion 
'know! something.’ There had been a 
short but important conversation ear
lier in the afternoon between Bedford 
and Western.

Strolling together, as if they had 
been to see that their bags had arriv
ed, Bedford had presently remarked, *1 
suppose one of, us will win ?’

‘Looks like it,’ the other answered, 
and then there was a pause.

They strolled on.
‘Well!’ Bedford at length rejoined. 

'Which is it to be f’
*1 don’t care. Which you like. You 

win if you want to, Western said.
‘All right. What will you have on

'A hundred, and you must not give 
me less than even money if they want 
to take odds.’

So in a few words the bargain was 
arranged, and the pair of noble sports
men separated. Bedford glanced 
about the paddock, evidently in search 
of someone, and presently spotted his 
man, an evil-faced personage with a 
big moustache, twisted at the ends so 
as to impart a M. phistophelian ex
pression to his countenance. He was 
going to ride Chimnej Corner, in 
whom he had soin ». interest ; for, in 
fact, the mare belonged to him and 
his trainer, Stebbing Having no share 
in her, though to Ceccil he rather im-t 
plied that he had.

‘Do you run?’ Bedford asked, after 
they had exchanged nods of greet
ing.

‘1 don’t know. I think not. What’s 
the good ? Jackson, as (he other was 
called, replied. 'You’ll win, l sup-

T am sure to win if I have a good 
strong pace all the way ; but if they 
muddle along, Western will very like
ly beat me for speed. If you’d make 
running tor me, 1 couldn’t lose.’ Bed
ford paused, and Jackson (made no 
sign, ,so the, other continued, 'And I’ll 
give you a pony.’

Jackson held ou't his hand, not in 
the attitude of one who desires to 
ratify a bargain, but as if waiting to 
receive something. 'Short .reckonings 
make long friends seemed to be his 
maxim, and Bedford, understanding, 
took out his note-case, and put into 
the expectarit palm two ,ten-pound 
notes and a fiver.

‘Look here, you know, don’t go along 
half, the journey and then drop back. 
Myi horse is a good one, and I don’t 
want' to expose him more than I can 
help. If I win a length or so, it’s 
quite (good enough. You’d better 
back mme away—1 m doing it.’

Jackson nodded, and stowed the 
notes in his pocket. Thus the little 
plot had been arranged. Thus in some 

I mysterious manner the ring had gasp
ed the fact that Carnation had little 
chance, for she had retired to 7 to 2 
and 4 to 1, while it was scarcely pos
sible to back Port Admiral at any 
price, and 1(K> to 8 bar three was free
ly offered. Cecil was something more 
than, anxious, in spite of Stebbing’s 
reassuring words. Young Douglas 
had come from the members’ enclosure 
to find his friend, not liking the out-

'Your good thing is going very badly 
in the market, old chap. If that ten
ner of mine isn’t on, I’d rather not 
have it, I think. Is it don’e ?’ he 
asked.

‘I'm afraid it’s too late,’ Cecil re
plied. 'We’re on, aren’t we?’ he said 
turning to Stebbing.

‘Yes, I’ve had a wire from my man 
to say that it’s all done> But don’t 
you bo afraid ! Favourites don’t al
ways win,’ Stebbing said, looking mys
terious, and Douglas with a more or 
lees cheery ‘All right, then 1‘ strolled 
away.

The. flag soon fell, and Vintager
was first off, a fact for which he, and 
not his rider, was solely responsible, 
for the horse evidently had things all 
his own way ; but Chimney Corner was 
at his quarters, and the pair went on 
thus, till the top turn where
Vintager ran out, leaving Jack-
son with, a lead of a dozen
lengths, which ho increased going 
down the hill. Red Deer was well 
beaten before they had gone a mile ; 
Bedford ton Port Admiral, in orange 
and white stripes. Western on Carna
tion, in green and black hoops, went 
on side by side, swinging easily along, 
but now twenty lengths behind the 
leader ; and so they passed the rail
way gates, and turned the corner.

‘They’ll never catch her 1’ ‘You wait 
and see 1’ were the remarks that came 
from watchers on the stand ; and 
Cecil’s hopes began to revive, while 
Stebbing seized the opportunity of 
murmuring. ‘What did i tell you ? 
though he had quite made up his mind 
what was now abo-ut to happen. West
ern. however, began to grow a lit
tle' nervous.

‘Hadn’t you better get on and close 
UP?’ he cried, as they galloped side by 
side. ‘She’ll take some catching.’

Lots of tinn*, I don’t went to win 
half a mile. She'll stop going up the 
hill, and I shall be there,’ Bedford 
answered.

'Well, get on a bit, at any rate,’ 
Western returned.

‘You pull back a bit,’ Bedford said ; 
'this brute lays hold so when you’re 
alongside,’ and Western somewhat re- 

j luctantly complied.

'Now the favourite’s coming up I’ was 
the cry from the stand, for Port Ad
miral seemed to be leaving Carnation ; 
but still Chimney Corner’s red jacket 
was a dozen lengths to the good.

Soon, however, Port Admiral began 
to creep up. He was evidently catch
ing the other, and catching her pretty 
fast ; but by this time the 
beginning of the stands was reached, 
and there was not much farther to go.

'The favourite wins 1 The favourite 
walks ini’ shouts an enthusiast who 
has had a plunge on Port Admiral, 
and believes that his money is as good 
as already won. Cecil, his heart thump
ing against his ribs, watches breath
lessly.

'The favourite don’t win I He’ll never 
get up 1’ yells another observer.

Jackson has not asked his mare to 
quicken her pace, and twice looks 
back. Why does he not push on a 
bit and make sure ? for Bedford’s 
orange and white striped jacket is 
now picking up at a great pace. He 
has closed the gap Between him and 
the leader, and Port Admiral’s head is 
at her quarters—at her girths ; but 
nowi they are close on the post. Is 
there time? The roar from stands and 
ring is tremendous.

‘Come on, Bedford 1’ ‘Port Ad
miral 1’ 'Chimney Corner—why does
n’t that idiot send her along?’ 'The 
favourite’s beat 1 'The favourite wins 1’ 
‘The other’s won 1’ 'Here, 2 to 1 on 
Chimney Corner l1 But the judge’s box 
is now passed—it was a near thing 
indeed. 'Did he get up?’ is the general 
question, and everyone answers it ac
cording to his disposition. The sanguine 
who have backed the favourite say 
'Yes’; the despondent say ‘No.’ Bed
ford is a good rider, and not likely to 
misjudge : yet such mistakes are 
made 1 What number will go up? 
Cecil knows both numbers well ; but 
yet he glances again at his card.

Port Admiral is No. 1, Chimney Cor
ner No. 8. The judge is leaning out 
of his box ; a board is put into the 
frame- and hoisted. Cecil can hardly 

l see—the whole place swims before his 
eyes. 'What is it?’

I 'No. 81’
! 'Thank you !’ he gasps out with fer
vent emphasis, turning to Stebbing by 
his side.

‘Damnation 1’ is that gentleman’s 
extraordinary response, uttered with 
scarcely Jess fervour than Cecil’s ex
pression of gratitude ; and the remark
ably successful tipster abruptly turns 
round and walks off to the paddock to 
see the horses come in. 

i Cecil, elated but surprised — for 
‘Damnation’ is such an odd thing to 
say when you have spotted and con- 

> fidently backed a winner at 100 to 8— 
, walked after his friend, meeting 
Douglas on the way.

‘By Jove, old chap,’ Douglas said, 
I'that was exciting, wasn’t it? I 
thought the winner would just get 
home ; but Bedford rode a rotten race, 
you know, and I'm told he had a thou
sand on. I’m glad I was too late to 
get out of that tenner. He’s a won
derful man, your tame tipster. What’s 
his name ? Who is he?'

■ Cecil smiled, but did not reply, for 
he was making a mental calculation, 
or, rather trying to do so, for he had 

| to work it out on his card. ‘We shall 
get 100 tot 8," had been Stebbing’s re
mark, and if so, deducting the two ten
ners he had let his friends stand, he 

! had won £2,875.
Meantime the riders of the placed 

| horses bad unsaddled, and gone into 
| the weighing-room, 
i ‘I couldn’t wait for you, you know 1 
Jackson said, as he walked by Bed- 

I ford's side, amazed at the result and 
, furious with himself for not having 
' even had a tenner on his mare—and at 
such a price 1 Western was savage 
also—indeed, ‘savage’ hardly expresses 
his condition of wrath.

I ‘You ought to have won in a walk,
! he exclaimed, angrily, 'I hope you 
! don’t expect to get a hundred out of 
me for that exhibition !’

“1 do, though 1' Bedford answered.
‘Then you won’t 1’ was the reply.
Bedford, however, did not seem to be 

very much put’ out at his failure, and 
the reason why might have been 
gathered from a conversation which 
took place a few minutes afterwards 
in a secluded corner of the paddock. 

( Having put a covert coat on over his 
jacket, he strolled out of the dressing- 
room, and was casually joined by a 
friend. They walked on without 
speaking a word or making a sign 
till they were quite free from neigh
bours, and then, each looking at the 
other out of the corner of his eye, a 
smile which developed into a chuckle 
over-spread both their faces.

'That’s about the best thing lever 
knew in my life 1 What a joke—and a 
deuced profitable one, too 1' said the 
friend.

‘Yes, but it was all I could do to get 
him to beat me at the finish. The 
idiot was waiting for me to come up. 
No one said anything, I suppose ?’ Bed
ford inquired.

Oh, yes, they said lots of things— 
that you weren’t fit to ride a donkey 
race, wanted to be clever and win a 
head, and so got done, and it sarved 
you right. You’re the worst judge of 
pace that ever) got on a horse, and an 
ass generally.’

Bedford was far from being annoyed. 
He laughed heartily, indeed, at these 
severe reflections on his skill as a 
horseman.

'Wo are on all right, I suppose ?
There’s no mistake about that ?’ he 
asked, suddenly growing serious.

‘Oh, no, it's all done right enough,’ 
the friend replied. ‘I wired up, "Good 
for a monk, y,” and he won’t make a. 
mistake. They can’t return it at 
less than 12 to 1—you win £11,000.’

Odd rumours get spread on race
courses, and in odd ways. A story 
was, for example, whispered about 
that Bedford had hit on a splendid 
piece, of roguery—to square the only 
dangerous horse in the race, to get an 
outsider to make running for him. anil 
1 o take care just to be beaten, appar
ently by miscalculation ; and it was 
said that he had £500 starting price on 
• he winner. Certainly the conversa
tion just quoted seems to give som< 
colour to the story.

Cecil got his money from Stebbing 
When, two years later, a turf scan
dal came to light, it became tolerably 
evident that the Captain’s simple game 
bad been to induce silly young men to 
let him put large stakes for them on 
horses which he declared were good 
things, though he. knew (hot they had 
no chance. He had a long mental 
struggl !>• fore he mad- up b s min,I to 
part with the large sum-£2.875 ii 
was for Chimney Corner’s starting 
price was duly returned at 
100 to 8—which Cecil imagined he had 
won. It was, however, a question of 
paying- up or disappearing from the

turf altogether, for Edwardes and 
Douglas were witnesses who wojld 
have been able to confirm Cecil’s story. 
Greatly struck with Stebbing’s know
ledge and perspicuity, these two young 
men had shown much deference for 
his opinion whenl he met them after
wards, and it occurred to him, that, 
starting with such a reputation in 
their eyes, he might turn them both to 
profitable account, as they were both 
young and green. On the whole, 
therefore, he decided to pay and look 
ai pleasant as he could. The curi
ous exclamation, after the race, that 
remarkably earnest ‘Damnation,’ he 
explained to Cecil, was wrung from 
him because he had confused the num
bers, and thought that Port Admiral 
had just got up and beaten their good 
thing—would Cecil dine with him on 
settling day and receive his winnings 
as an appetiser ? Cecil would, and 
«lid. He met some sharp-visaged 
strangers, who were exceedingly 
anxious to play cjirds after dinner— 
nny game Cecil liked to name ; but in 
spite of urgent pressing from the Cap
tain, who, indeed, grew quite nettled 
at the refusal, Cecil begged to be ex
cused. He did not like the look of his 
fellow-guests, nor could he quitr get 
over that ‘Damnation,’ and the look 
with which the word was accompanied.

His experience had cost him a lot 
of, money, but he considered it cheap. 
His aunt is about to double his allow
ance in order that he may marry Flor
ence—she is so pleased to hear, she 
writes, that he never bets near gam
bles ; and in fact he does neither. As 
Florence has a small fortune of he 
own, they will get on well enough. 
They will go racing, I am sure ; but 
that Cecil will impoverish himself in 
thei pursuit of good things is improb
able. Of the actual facts in connec
tion with Chimney Corner’s win he is 
not certain ; but if the truth be that 
he profited by the roguery of others, 
there was, at any rate, poetical justice 
in the circumstance that the man who 
was bent on robbing him had been 
forced to pay handsomely for the at
tempt. .

'But there’s another ; I’ve backed
----- ’ Here Cecil, almost carried away
by his impulsiveness, paused, and at 
the moment Stebbing hove in sight 
and approached the group. The Cap
tain liked to know very young men 
with money, especially when they had a 
mania for racing, and he showed no 
disinclination, bo join in the conversa
tion so that Cecil introduced him in 
due form.

‘Cecil’s telling us a good thing for 
this race, and it’s not Port Admiral or 
Carnation,’ Douglas observed. ‘I’m 
sure it’s not Vintager, though Mr. 
Edwardes thinks it is; but dear old 
Cecil always was an enthusiastic duf
fer, who went plunging about on some 
vague rumour and getting done. 
What’s the good thing this time?’

Cecil, a bit nettled at being chaffed, 
replied a little angrily—'I’ve got £250 
on it, and haven’t backed it on a vague 
rumour either 1 Do you mind telling 
them, Stebbing?” he added, in a low- 
tone, taking the now frowning Captain 
a little aside. ‘They’re good fellows, 
and I’m sure they won’t breathe a 
word of it to anybody. Chester—he’s
"Mr. Edwardes”—is just the sort of 
man to back his owq crock, and it 
would be a pity if he throw away his 
money. I should like them to know.’ 
Corner had not a 100 to 1 chance un
less Port Admiral and Carnation fell 
over the rails, or in some way or other 
came to grief, and to recommend these 
young strangers to back her, in face 
of the fact that they would inevitably 
see1 her beaten in the course of the 
next few minutes, would scarcely en
able, him to present himself after
wards in the character of an infallible 
guide,. But he did not see how he 
could escape, Cecil had let the cat 
out of the bag, and silently he cursed 
his stupidity for doing so. He had told 
the two that he had £250 on something, 
bad practically said that it was by 
Stebbing’s advice, and the best way 
out of the difficulty seemed to the as
tute Captain to cast in his lot with 
Cecil, assume fcn air of frankness, and 
think of a good excuse afterwards to 
explain away the inevitable defeat of 
Chimney Corner. Hei did not know 
how nearly Cecil was at the end of his 
tether ; had an idea that there were 
rich pickings yet to be had from him ; 
and so—these reflections having pass
ed rapidly through his brain—he has
tened to reply in a low and confiden
tial tone :

‘Well, we thought that Chimney Cor
ner would win. She has come on 
wonderfully of late—they always over
did her when- she was at Newmarket, 
and she- never showed anything 
like< her true form. If she runs up 
to» her trial, I think she’ll win.’

‘We’re backing her starting price,’ 
added the all too confidential Cecil, at 
hearing which Stebbing bit his lip ; 
'so mind you1 don’t breathe a word of 
it. In, fact, you’d better not touch it 
yourselves—stand a tenner each with 
me, if you like.’ And the two accept
ed the offer, which Cecil booked.

'You talk too much, my dear fellow,’ 
Stebbing said, rather savagely, as they 
walked towards the reserved en
closure. 'You should not have said a 
word—that's not the way to play the

C«'cil apologised. It was n mistake 
he knew but Douglas had spoken in a 
chaffing way which vexed him, and he 
wanted to show, with youthful vanity 
and impetuosity, that he did 'kflow 
something,’ that he was much astuter 
than his friends supposed.

A Pertinent Q.uery.
“I see that dried liens’ eggs have been 

ordered in large quantities for ship
ment to our soldiers in the Philippines.”

“Y7es, but where do they find the 
dried hens?”—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

No Need of Chasing.
Jeweler—This ring is $1 more than 

the plain one on account of the chas
ing.

Farmer—See here, mister, yew don’t 
haf ter chase me. I’m goin ter pay fer 
what 1 git.—Chicago News.

Willing to Listen.
Mr. Sly—I love you more than words 

ean tell.
Miss Sharp—Then let the preacher do 

the talking.—Detroit Free Press.

SAYDA JERSEYS.
Wouinfvl Milk Record anil Power* 

of Enjinrance.
Our present interests in Sayda Jer

seys have their beginning in Sayda 
III, No. 17,317, that was contributed 
by Edgar Brewer of Hartford county to 
the World’s fair dairy tests at Chicago, 
says D. D. Bishof in The American Ag
riculturist. The picture shows her in 
her prime, before she went into that 
strain and waste, when she had to be 
milked three times per day. It is much 
to be regretted that, owing to the ill 
health of her owner at that time, no 
record is available of what she actually 
gave In milk and butter when she was 
at her best.

From the succulent meadows of the 
Connecticut valley the change was 
made to Chicago in her twelfth year, 
the oldest cow of the 75. Calving on 
the grounds, she gave at flush for the

THE CHEESE TRADE.
SOME REASONS WHY OUR EXPORT® 

HAVE DECREASED.

^ -* - «Ai.

SAYDA III.
judges 50 pounds of milk in one day 
that made 2 pounds 4 ounces of but
ter. In the cheese test she made 50.82 
pounds from 524.4 pounds of milk, 
gaining no flesh. In a 90 day test, with 
her feet disabled by "stable soreness,” 
she made 170,094 pounds of butter, put
ting all her feed into the pail and 21 
pounds off her bones. She held her 
own in spite of fresh cows offered for 
the 30 days, so that she was chosen 
fourth by Mr. Fuller for the new list 
when she had been milking 170 days.

She was the only cow of any breed 
that had a daughter capable of taking 
her place if she had failed to stand the 
strain. Upon my personal assurance 
to the parties acting for the committee 
that the daughter was up to the work 
Sayda M, No. 46,195, was hurried west 
Calving on the cars in transit, she sur
vived that shock to take her place in 
the supplemental herd, endured all that 
the rest suffered and showed her great 
strength by giving, after the return 
shipment and still upon dry feed (Sept 
28 to Oct. 4), 201 pounds 3% ounces of 
milk, making 22 pounds 11% ounces of 
butter in a seven day test for her own
er, C. A. Sweet of Erie county. N. Y.

Hand Raised Calves.
I have had very good success in rais

ing calves by hand out of a pail, says 
a correspondent of The Prairie Farm
er. We never have any trouble in get
ting them to drink from the time they 
are 24 hours old When they are from 
2 to 3 weeks old. we put some hay and 
oats where they have access to them, 
and they soon learn to eat both and 
grow right from the start. I am aware 
that It is more trouble to feed them by 
baud than to let them run with the 
cow. but if every one has to let his 
calves, after they are yearlings, run in 
the same pasture with the milk cows, 
and have as much trouble to keep them 
from sucking as we had the past year, 
they will agree that to raise them by 
hand is best Our calves this year are 
as fine as any I have ever seen, and 
they are weaned from milk and will 
»‘at grass, hay, oats or any feed 1 give 
them, which calves will not do that 
have sucked their dams. As it grows 
colder we will build them a pen in the 
barn and stable them nights, feeding 
ground corn and oats through the 
nights, keeping up this feed until they 
refuse to eat' grain next spring after 
being put on grass. Fed in this way, 
they grow right along from the start 
without haring any backset. A man 
who was visiting one of our neighbors 
came into our yard one Sunday after
noon last spring, and while he was 
there our cattle came in from the field. 
As soon as he saw them he said: “Oh, 
my I What fine 2-year-olds!” And he 
was very much surprised when we told 
him they were not 2-year-olds. Then 
lie said, "How you make dem dat 
way?” After he was told the way we 
fed them he said be had been foolish 
enough to throw away for manure 
about 300 bushels of oats that lay in 
bis granary and spoiled. He said our 
calves were just as good as or better 
than his 2-year-olds. I agree with a 
great many who say, "Sell your cattle 
a few oats.” I think oats good also for 
colts and pigs. This wifis a very hard 
year on stock, as the flies and mos
quitoes worried them continually. I 
oelieve it more profitable to keep sev
eral different kinds of stock than to 
taise only one kind.

His HJliV OF HUMMING.
He—Gee whizz! Is that yywr new 

hat ?
She - Oh, it has to be trimmed. 
He—Too large, eh?

The Creamery as a Clnb.
A peculiar phase of the dairy busi

ness in some quarters is the organiza
tion of co-operative creameries, which 
everybody hopes will not do business, 
says The National Stockman. The 
milk producers of the east have con
cluded that the exchanges, the con
densa ries and the middlemen should 
not have exclusive control of the busi
ness, including the fixing of the prices 
at both ends of the line. They are 
making a fight for what every man 
should have—a fair price for his prod
ucts. based on the prices of feed, labor 
and other items of cost and as com
pared with other products of milk. 
They expect to use the creamery as a 
weapon a club to force the buyers of 
milk to pay a fair price—but they hope 
that it will not be operated. The buy
ers of milk have fixed prices in a very 
arbitrary fashion for a long time and 
probably will continue to do so if not 
checked by some such means. There 
is nothing like competition to remedy 
this, and the dairymen have decided 
to raise up a competitor of their own.

More Cheese Eaten In the Unite*
States—Onr Skim and Filled Cheese
Abroad—What Canada Does to Help
the Industry.

While we Imported Into the United 
States in the seven months ending July 
31, 1900, 7,116,675 pounds of cheese 
worth $940,542, or a little over 13 cents 
a pound, we exported in the same time 
36.353,221 pounds, worth $3,689,993, or 
a little over 10 cents a pound. The im
ports are of the fancy European cheese 
such as a few of our rich people have 
acquired a taste for, but they are most 
in demand by those who came here 
from the countries where they are 
made. These seven months are, how
ever, not in the season when we export 
most cheese, and it seems quite possi
ble that in the next five months wo 
shall send more than we have In the 
past seven. If we* do, we shall exceed 
the record of several years past, though 
by no means reaching as large an 
amount as we have in some years.

In 1870 we exported something less 
than 60,000.000 pounds and in 1880 
about 127.500.000 pounds. Since then 
the amount has decreased nearly ev
ery year, getting down to 95.000,000 
pounds in 1890 to 60,000,000 pounds in 
1895 and to 46.000.000 pounds in 1898.

Why is this decrease? Our Canadian 
neighbors will point to their Increased 
exports — from less than 6.000.000 
pounds in 1870 and about 40,000,000 
pounds in 1880 to 150.000,000 pounds 
in 1898—and they assert that the Brit
ish buyers became prejudiced against 
the cheese from the United States be
cause we sent "skim” and "tilled” 
cheese there, while they are not allow
ed to be sold in Canada, and their "full 
cream” cheese has become popular th 
England.

I There is no doubt but that some truth 
I exists in this view, but it does not tell 
the entire story. One reason for less- 

1 ened exportation of cheese has been 
that we did uot have the cheese to sell. 
Dairymen who once patronized cheese 
factories or made cheese at home found 

( that they could obtain better results 
1 with their milk by having creameries 
! or butter factories. The manufacture 
1 of condensed milk has largely increas
ed, and the operators have located fac
tories in sections where once were 
cheese factories, and the farmers are 
better satisfied with the prices they 
pay than with the results of cheese- 
linking.

Still other sections of large dairies 
where once much cheese was made 
have been drained by those who fur
nish the milk to the larger cities, and 
this, like the condensary, relieves the 
dairymen of further care of the milk 
after it Is once shipped.

But not least in the reasons why we 
have not cheese to export we believe to 
be that our Increasing population con
sumes move cheese than it did one 
or two decades ago. and besides the 
increase in our numbers there is a per 
capita increase in consumption, with 
which production has not kept pace. 
We have not figures at hand to show 
how much that increase may amount 
to, but from the reports of dealers we 
believe it to be considerable.

A part of this is due to the character 
of the people who have immigrated 
here within the past 20 years both from 
Europe and the British provinces. Many 
of them eat cheese not only because 
they like it. but because they think 
there is more nutrition to be had for 
the money from cheese than from meat 
or from butter. They were cheese eat
ers at home, and they still demand it 
We think also the custom of having 
cheese always in the house and a part 
of each day’s food has become more 
common among our native born citi
zens, as the quality of cheese to be 
bought has improved and become more 
uniform.

The same cause that has made cheese 
more popular as an article of diet In 
the United States has helped Increase 
the demand for cheese In foreign coun
tries, and Canadians have profited by it. 
They have been establishing new cheese 
factories, while we have let many of 
ours remain idle and diverted the milk 
to otlfbr purposes. Whether we have 
been wise in so doing may be seen in 
the future. It is sure that we could 
sell more cheese if we had it to sell. 
We could produce more if we thought 
cheesemaking would be as profitable 
each year as it seems to be this year, 
or, rather, if we could be sure of get
ting as good prices as it sells for now.

There are other reasons why Canada 
has been able to increase her exports 
of cheese. The governments of the 
Dominion and of the provinces have 
encouraged by the use of money and in 
other ways the establishment of cheese 
factories there. The dairy associations 
have sent out instructors to teach the 
best methods and inspectors to see that 
their teachings were followed, and in 
this they have been aided by the gov
ernment dairy schools, which have 
helped to train up cheesemakers to 
take charge of the factories.

Cottage Cheese.
For working cottage cheese put two 

gallons of sour (clabbered» milk into a 
granite or porcelain kettle, set over the 
fire, stirring constantly until about as 
warm as new milk or until the whey 
separates from the curd. Have ready 
a colander, over which yon have laid 
a piece of strong cheesecloth. Pour 
in the warm milk, let it stand to drain, 
if ting the corners of the cloth occa

sionally to allow the whey to run out. 
Drain and press until perfectly dry. 
Add to the dry curd one pint of good 
cream (not necessarily perfectly sweet), 
a little salt and a dash of pepper if 
liked. Mix and run through the colan
der, beat well, add more or less cream 
to taste. The milk must not become 
too warm, for if the curd is too b*rd 
ft will not absorb me cream.


