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When another 
had changed 
hills 

;hut me The Kemp Manure SpreaderJ. S. KEMP, Stratford, Ontario.was no

er, Arabella \>
THE INVENTOR OF THE MANURE SPREADER 
AND PRESIDENT OF THE W. I. KEMP CO., LTD.

Manufacturers of Kemp Manure Spreaders, Imperial Horse-Lift Drill 
and Kemp Land Packers.
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d in content. 
:e wolves, I 
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EQUIPPED WITH THE
„

Reversible, Self-Sharpening, Graded, Flat-Teeth Cylinder

I < \N calling the attention of the 
Farmers of Canada to my 
latest improved Spreader for 

1910 I would state that I built, in 
the Township of Magog, Prov

ince of Quebec, in the year 1875, 
for use on a farm that I owned 
there, the first practical Spreader 

ever built, and that I have been 
engaged in farming and the 
manufacturing of the Spreader 
ever since.
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• # In 1906 I sold out my patents 

in the United States for $50,500. 
This gave me a chance to devote 
mv time to the Spreader business 
in Canada, where it had been 
started in Stratford, Ontario, 
moved there in the fall of 1908, 
and with the experience of thirty- 
four years in the business, and the 
experience of my sons, 
manufacturing by far the best 
Manure Spreading Machine ever 
built.
the Spreader with what we call 
the reversible Self - Sharpening 

Heater,
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we are

jP The result of thirty-six years of manufacturing 
and use. 
other spreader.
about it—FREE. Write to-daÿ.

I

We are now equipping One-third lighter in draft than any 
Let us send you a booklet

Flat - ToothGraded
successfully, and with much less 

J. S. KEMP,
552 Ontario St., Stratford, Ont.

which handles every grade of material 
power. Most respectfully yours, W. I. Kemp Company, Ltd., Stratford, Ont.
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that’s caught a glimpse o’ you is say in* 
that/*

Alice Wilson blushed as the girl who 
wore the muslin gowns so long ago had 
blushed.

T in got weasel eyes,” he said; "rnuv- 
He leant*! his All Horse-Collar Troubles Now 

Prevented or Quickly Cured

r — ver kisses ’em.” 
young body against her knee.

She looked down into the clear hazel 

eyes; quite suddenly she bent 

kissed them

over and
“Old Hannah is feeling the little influ- 

“She's been awful JÉ
in

ence, too.” she said, 
to live with.
baby like dirt under her feet, 
forgiving.
such an angelic child ? 
crinkling up with mirth, “this morning I 
found old Hannah down on her hands and 
knees—her poor rheumatic knees, Arabella. 
They were playing bear, and Dicky was 
shrieking. 'I’m going to cat you up, old 
Miss Hannah.’ 
see me for the best farm in the county **

Every horse-owner who will now consider the practical in valuable time and horseflesh b> using 
a set of HUMANE HORSE COLLARS to prevent all collar troubles, will certainly bur a set 
with Ins spring harness. Or get a set to cure your sore horses While they WOrh. The success 
of the HUMANE HORSE COLLARS for the past three years proves this, fnvestigate.

It was good to 
It seemed to him

The little boy smiled 

be loved once more, 
so long since he had been loved 

he said, "muwer 
His sober little face crinkled up

She’s treated the poor 
He’s so I sl

. 3; ■

t. "Den, ’ 
kisses de cow-lick.”

with 

“Did

Arabella, did you ever see 
Well,” her eyes

a mystery 
t solve. The 
Ison sat be- 
1 nursing a 
ie would let 
d it. Now 

the society 

n’t a human 
An* them 

ley’re dumb, 
someness.” 

vers,” Alice

HUMANE HORSE COLLARS IIIt was such a huge jokemirth.
you know de cow licked me?” he asked. 
“De cow licked me wif her broad tongue ” It is a fact that onlv one set of HUMANE HORSE 

COLLARS on a farm will cure up and keep cured of fijiAlice Wilson bent over and kissed the 
lock of hair that stood up so comically 

from the knob-like little brow
' An den,’* the dimples leaped into 

“muvver kisses de dimples dat I

collar troubles all vour horses. Don’t use 
pads it's cruel especially in hot weather—injures your 
norses ; and besides, the sweat pads COSt y OH UlOfC 
than most collars before you get through \ ou 
don’t need them with these collars. Every set comes 
complete with short tugs and ready to use less trouble 
to put on and take off and fit any horse perfectly all 
the time by simple adjustment, nuilt to last for years 
by expert workmen, and durable materials.

Come
Complete
with
Short
Tués

MlI wouldn’t have had her

A month after Dicky had come to stay 
with Alice Wilson, one afternoon when 
the village was full of tranquil light, and 
the western sky was brightening to gold 
behind the long line of purple hills, her 
gate was opened by a man whose figure, 
it must be confessed, had outgrown the 
symmetry of youth, but whose clean
shaven. youthful face belied his years.

got down in de country at my gran’- !

Mi
Will

Sub 
Fr«k 
Book a '.à

inuvver’s house.”
Alice Wilson kissed the dimples A joy m Don’t think of buying your spring 

harness until you write or fully inves
tigate THE HUMANE HORSE 
COLLARS. Get our book first.

WHIPPLE HORSE COLLAR COMPANY, LIMITED
Hamilton, Ontario.

An inspira- 
-r face was 
the light of 
parted, her 

c&lly. “The 
There’s no- 
The women 

111 that hires 
A nd my 

;s. Not that 

I’ll not be 
More’n 

the angels' 
heaven was

—a little contraband jov—had stolen into 
her heart and How itwas growing.

She caught the child to 
“Did

was growing '
her in a tenderness almost savage 
you know that flowers were dumb, dumb IIGetting no response to his vigorous 

knock, he sat down on the portico. June 
had come.
They were everywhere, 
latticed pillars in masses of riotous color; 
overflowing the place with fragrance.

” Arabella.” a gay voice called.
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things she cried.
Hannah ’ she n[>[>eared in the kitchen 

donrwav. the little boy in her arms, 'T in 

going to keep him.
1 he gaunt old mountain woman, 

had served Alice Wilson through faithful

I
The roses were at carnival.

Overrunning the
I am,I am

MAKE YOUR OWN TILE ! “ I
x cars, was rolling out dough for a cherry

baby-tendin’ 

She did not

heard the gate click, and I knew it was 
She came

One man can make 300 to 600 
perfect tile a day with our

FARMERS’ CEMENT TILE MACHINE

"Don’t look fer no 
trum me.” she said gruffly 
slop rolling out dough for her fat cherry

li the gardenaround
“I’ve been 

Your little John and Dicky
path, and up a step or two. 
to a circus.Vilson said, 

î away with 
ike children

They wanted me toare playing circus, 
be the fat lady, but 1 refused flatly.

to see the

a little wailThat nigh*, after tea.
■startled the silence of the sitting-room 
w here Alice Wilson sat; it start led 
silence of the back hall where old Han-

The onl\ farm tile machine thatAt a cost of $3 to $5 per 13 MO. 
lKk-'s not require hand tamping ; thv onlx farmers machine oper
ated h\ either hand or power. Machine makes 3. 4 and h inch tile. 
12'4 inches long. Our Waterproof FLEXIBLE LASING holds 
til.- in perfect shape till set NO PALLET.

TEN DAYS IK

hi But Dicky dragged me off 
skeleton. * You never have sawn any
thing to eq'l the skclenton,* he said.”

Alice Wilson hurst into a peal of ring
ing laughter Flushed and gay. and 
talking in little panting gusts, shaken 
with merriment, she came up another 
step or two. “ I never have.” she de

clarer! "Old Hannah was the skeleton.

the
È!;he had run 

gate.
\1 led sharp- 
him '

It was followed by a rush HE TRIAL. If after ten dax s' trial it does 
with entire satisfaction, return at our expense. The 

of the machine will he saved in making xour first 23iX) tile.
W ITHOUT 11 ? W rite lo-da>

riah *-at. too. 
of bare feet . a swirl of white night-gow n not meet

l'r\N YOU \EKORI> TO HE

for illustrated catalogue.

Half-way down the hall Hannah's mis

tress caught the sobbing little boy into
(1 down the 
angles and

her arms. n

p
Farmers’ Cement Tile Machine Co.,

ONTARIO.
3in de closet . an* I m 

he panted from the 

hose protecting arms 
losing the door behind her carefully.

on the

"Here's a mouse 
* kee red to deaf,” 
shelter of

WALKERVILLE. of a dry-goods box.
I don't

She was on top 
wrapped in an old red quilt, 
know whether the quilt was her idea or

he step and 
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no use It's
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that Alice Wilson's hair was 

Alice Wilson’s prim
by noon 
' ' tumbled up”—and

I he morning after Dicky Munson
with Aiice Wilson a joyous little 

haken every burgeoning 
fluttered the shutters and 

the blowing curtains

i Hannah went out and <a t
•1 Don't look fer m

She’s human under the crust.Dicky’s.
Arabella.” she paused to give w’eight to

to live 
brev/e t hat had 
thing oilt side

■fill1 - x f endin’ frum me 
T ‘i..11gh she had not been addressed

hair '
Before a week had passed she was mov

ing about the place in the floating mus
lin gowns that she had laid away ten
xears before.
th“ girl who used to wear 
she apologized to Arabella, 
doesn’t lik»» the ones I wear, and 
no <»t hers.'

"You look hke a pieter/’ Arabella said 

‘ ‘ F. very body's savin' there ain't nobody 

in * his town so sweet to look at as you 
m t hem old fashioned clo'.*s—every!Hid y

■ she grow led. al 
She 

st a tiding

her words, "she laughed when she saw
aid.

n g in on 
bed
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came sa 
Dicky sat up in 

bivav in

the mount a ins But Arabella’s "The laws ’a’ mercy !'* 

was not forthcoming.
Alice Wilson came up the steps, 

slender, radiant shape in her old-fash
ioned muslin gown. she stood poised 
against the dying light, as she peered 
into the dusk v fragrance of her deep
veranda

The light and laughter went out of her 
face at sight of the man who rose to

I fought you was 
Mice Wilson 
in front of

nst t he <k v 1 ine—her friendly moun- 
toxvering, unfriendly 

How vas t and
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1 • -bans prow le<l among them, she got up 
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to hear the sweet
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