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rv devil. You'd never know what
g‘:v‘;lee)\lvas until the last minute and then
he'd down with his head and ram through,
like a Kerry bull—horns first, tail flying
—and it didn’t take the Lord to know
where he was going then! —But I must
stop this. Send the lad along and give
nine-tenths of my love to Mary Macthree.
You may keep the other tenth for your-

self.”

When I had ended the letter my father
was smoking his pipe and gazing solemnly
at the blazing log-piles. .

“Well, what do you think about it?

he said. ) .
“What does mother think about it?

sked.

: 2}‘10 took out his pipe and knocked
its contents out on a‘ S(()Il(’:., absent-
mindedly, for he had just filled it.

“You know,"” he said, ‘“‘we've always
said you should have a while in the city.
We had hoped it would be at the Upper
Canada College, but the money doesn’t
seem to have come in enough for that."”

“It doesn't matter, father,’”” I said, for
I knew that this was a sore subject
with him. “I've had the books, and
you and mother have helped me past the
schools here.—Don’t you remember how,
when I was only ten years old, you put
me thorough the pons asinorum?’’

He smiled with the remembrance.
““It was so little we could do," he said,"
but we did our best. And there were the
books—aye."’

For a moment I waited.

“So you think I had better go?" I
asked.

“Your mother and I think you must
decide for yourself,”" he replied. ‘“‘We
think it a good chance—of course."

“Perhaps,” 1 agreed, but 1 confess
that thoughts of leaving Hank, and of the
boys drilling, and of the remote pos-
sibility that Barry might return to the
neighborhood were buzzing through my
mind so that I could hardly form a
clear idea at all.”

“After ajl, it's well for you to see more
than one side of life,"” said my father.

“It must be,” I agreed.

“Your mother says,” he went on,
“that if you're going up with Tom in the
morning you'd better come in at once
and see what's to be taken. I left her
washing out your shirts.”

“So it's all settled,” I said, smiling,
and with that we arose and went through
the dark fields to the little home.

“He'’s going, Mary, said my- father,
as we entered, and, indeed, my dear
mother already had my best things out,
and was sorting them ready to put in the
travelling-bag. ‘‘You'll not have to take
much,” she said. ‘“You'll need better
things there and can buy them in the
shops.”

It was not long after daybreak when
I left them. “I'll be home at Christmas
if not sooner,” I assured them, and my
pmthcr smiled and choked back the tears.
‘Yes, if the roads are fit,”" she said.
—And then I rode away, turning at last
to wave to them as they stood at the gate
in the gray morning light.

On the way here Tom and I had
a satisfactory though uneventful journey,
over fairly hard-frozen roads, and, arrived
at my uncle’s there was another good-bye
to say to Billy, and big enough was the
lump in my throat, I do confess, as I saw
him go off with Tom, the empty saddle on
his back.

But it was necessary to hide such
softness, for my uncle was there, and
my aunt, and all the girls, swarming
out of the door like so many bees, and
all very hearty and glad to give me wel-

come. Right to the sidewalk they came,
bare-headed, just as they were, and my
uncle pounded me on the back and aunt
and the girls kissed me, nor could we go

inat all until they had all looked me up
and down, and asked for the folk at home

and told me how pleased they were to
have me

] ) "
aller than I am, by the powers!

exclaimed my uncle.  ““By Jove, boy,
1t takes the backwoods to put inches and
girth on a young fellow!"

“Still he 4s like his grandfather,”
added my aunt, “only taller and broader.
of course.” ( v

“Well, don’t keep him out here in the
cold, while you admire him," laughed
Kate, and then Nora caught me by the
arm and the two little girls insisted on
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struggling off with my travelling bag,
and so we went in in hilarious procession,
everybody talking and laughing at once.

Uncle Joe's house, it seems to me, is
quite fine, very commodious and comfort-
ablg’, though built but of wood, painted
white. There is a portico at the door,
and the windows are many and protected
lgy green shutters. Behind there are some
fine forest trees, which have been left
standing, while in front there is a garden
for flowers enclosed by a picket fence also
painted white.

Inside there are fire-places with marble
mantels in every part of the house, and,
in the long hall that leads from the front
door a fine broad stair-case of polished
oak, with carpet so soft that never a
footfall sounds as one ascends. In
all the rooms there are such carpets,
so that, were it not for the merry talk
and laughter, the place would be very
silent indeed. The chairs and sofas, too,
are very soft and deep, and are so many
that, with marble-topped tables, -31d
pictures, and brass sconces and andirons,
the whole place looks most elegant.

Upon the first evening, as we sat about
the fire in the family parlor, I had to tell
all about the dear home and manner of
living of our people, all of which was
especially interesting to the girls, who
have never visited us.

Uncle Joe declared that the bush
country, with its tree-felling, and logging
bees, and strenuous out-of-door life is
the very place for the making of men.

“And of gentlemen, too, dear,” added
my aunt, “when there are such mothers
as Mary.”

—Which words were very kind of them
tosay and very pleasing to me to hear.

Kate, who appears something of a
patrician in her ideas, said she thought
it was charming of my mother to stay in
such savage surroundings; she herself
would be frightened to death te see
Indians walk into the house without
knocking or have to walk at any time
through woods where she might meet
bears or lynxes; but this Nora received
with a peal of laughter.

“Now, Kate," she said, “You know
very well you're not one bit more afraid
than 1 am.” Then—turning to me—
“Kate, you must know, Alan, likes to
make being afraid an excuse for always
having an escort. It's so much more
romantic, you know to have that
young—"'

But she could go no further, for Kate's
hand was over her mouth, whether in
irritation or playfulness I could not make
out.

“Anyhow,” Nora declared, freeing
herself, ‘I think it must be lovely where
you live, and I'm promising myself a
holiday there next summer."

The girls are all very beautiful, especial-
ly Kate, but there is a something apout
Nora that makes her very attractive,
even more so I think, than Kate. At
first I thought this was a certain spright-
liness or life, that is lacking in the more
graceful and haughty elder sister, but
later I have come to the conclusion that
it is Nora’'s great naturalness and spon-
taneity that make her chief charm.
Very evidently —although he tries to
hide it—she is her father’s favorite.

Since coming I have been to every
part of the town, and find it much grown
since I was last here, with the houses
much scattered, the better ones being
surrounded by large parks of trees, with
driveways, which make them look very
imposing—-at least to my backwood’s eyes.
Nearly all of the houses are clap-boarded,
and for the most part, very neatly painted,
although a few are strongly built of
brick. Uncle Joe's is on King Street,
where there are some quite fine places,
especially towards the West, where the
residence of the Lieutenant-Govemnor
stands at a short distance from the bay.

Along some of the atreets there are
plank sidewalks with, here and there,
a space flagged with stones from the bay,
and along part of King and Front streets
the business houses are quite closely
set, the best buildings being about the
corners of King and Frederick streets.
For some distance up Yonge street there
are also some business places, with

‘scattered houses and taverns, and some

very fine private dwellings even north
of Lot street.

One of my earliest visits was paid to
the garrison, which I had not seen before,

"BULLS IS BULLS”

Thousands of dairy farmers have delud-
ed themselves by using scrub bulls. Result
—low producing, low testing, ill shaped,
unprofitable cows. i

Do you realize that a good bull is more than
half the herd, but a scrub is mighty near all of it?

In this age of high prices—

Economy and Efficiency
is the ‘watchword of every manufacturer.

Mr. Daisryman: Do they apply to you?

If so, remember
that no breed has ever
proved their superior-
ity to the Ayrshire in
these two great essen-
tials. Start right—put
an Ayrshire Bull at the
head of your herd and
grade it up.

For information
about the Apyrshire
breed, write:—

W. F. STEPHEN,
Secretary

Canadian Ayrshire Breeders’ Ass’n
HUNTINGDON, QUE.
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Buy an Irrigated Farm

IN SUNNY ALBERTA AND

GET A CROP EVERY YEAR

The most important fact in the growth of large crops in
Western Canada is moisture. Given plenty of moisetur at the
right time big crops are assured. This is what the farmer on
irrigated land can have every year. In Southern Alberta such
varied crops as wheat, oats, flax,
barley, rye, alfalfa, timothy, brome
grass and all kinds of fodder, to-
matoes, beets, potatoes, roots,
vegetables are grown profitably
on irrigated land. Ideal mixed
farming proposition. First class
land $50 acre, including water
Easy terms, only one

READ WHAT F. J. MEECH DID

*This year—1918—owing to the
war I rew a considerable acreage
of wheat and my crop on this
eighty acres of land was about
1,600 bushels of wheat; 250 bush-
els of oats; 6 tons of oat hay; 25
tons of potatoes, and from a track
about one acre set aside for garden
and small produce I have sold
about $75.00 worth of vegetables
in addition to having sufficient for
my own use till my next crop
comes.

“§ have also commenced a small
dairy, having five cows which are
yielding at the rate of $90 per
month. o

“My land is in a district where
alfalfa is an established crop, and
two or three cuttings can be taken
off in a season.”

rights.
tenth cash and twenty years to
pay. $2,000 loan for buildings,

Mr. Meech purchased eight¥
acres of irrigable land near etc.
Lethbridge, Alberta, from the
C.P.R. towards the end of 1916.

A splended chance to become

independent.

Write now for free booklet containing full information to

ALLAN CAMEROQON ?31stSt. East

General Superintendent of Lands, C. P. R. CALGARY

A LA DUE NORWOOD, C.P.R. Land Agent, Windsor Station, Montreal, Que,

When writing”advertisers will you kindly mention The Farmer’s Advocate,




