
I

107T1866 THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE,JUNE 25, 1908

** I ashamed to have her work so for me.” 
said the cheerfully confidential Rob, 
taking a chair at her bedside.

” Mary is a good girl—a good 
girl,” said the old woman, beginning 
to weep ; ” but my head tears
here it comes again.”

Rob took her hand in his. 
had grown to be an exceedingly firm 
as well as gentle quality in his 
flaccid touch ; and his well-featured, 
sunny, ingenuous face added to the 
general resposefulness of bis 
ence.

the River, on the back seat of the 
Baptist meetinghouse, where she had 
elected simply to hand in her " testi
mony ” with the rest. She believed 
in God, actually, this sensible, keen 
woman ; believed in Him with her 
whole soul 
rightly.

And she believed that the journey 
from the bed to the white stones on 
the hillside was not the end of all. 
She seemed to regard it as a minor 
affair, and unrelated to the soul, 
which had great enterprises on hand. 
Her conception of existence and the 
grandeur of being were as vast as 
the universe she beheld ; leading be
yond the “ Gut,” 
strait of death, into infinite bays of 
achievement and to undreamed-of 
shores of peace.

These thoughts were confusing, 
dizzying to Rob, as once the physical 
landscape now spread before his eyes 
had been.

He fell asleep in his chair. Mrs. 
Stingaree, holding his hand, had fall
en into a sleep as childlike. In his 
sleep Rob saw the sick woman rise 
from her bed and start off on her 
journey, out into the wind and sun
shine ; and the apple blossoms fell 
upon her. But she did not stop at 
the tombstones. She seemed not to 
see them. She went on and on— 
and very clearly he saw her. She 
crossed the nearer waters that seemed 
neither to touch nor dismay her, and 
wonderfully she entered the mighty 
tide surging in through the ” Gut 
yet was she not troubled or over
whelmed by it, but waved her hand 
to him from afar, smiling.

Bate looked in at the door and saw 
his mother, quietly asleep, her with
ered hand held fast in Rob’s ; and 
Rob, asleep, with his head on his 
breast, his old clay pipe clasped in 
the other roughened hand. Bate’s 
face showed only a stupid wonder, 
but he closed the door softly as he

" We have been using 
one of your cream sep
arators (Melotte) for 
the last ten years, and 
up to the present we 
haue not had a break. 
In fact, it is as good as 
the day we bought it. 
/ do not think there is 
any better separator on 
the market. "

(Signed)
A. Erteuez, 

Clover Dell, Ont.
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” Smoke your pipe if you want to, 
Honey,” said the old woman.

" Would you like it better if I 
^did ?” Rob asked, willing to sacrifice 

’■his hoarded tobacco at a lady's com- 
^mand; though, marvellous to relate,

he
lap

i the
as it were theIe*) i

' she ÏIÏ1not in the mood for smoking just 
now.

” Yes, 1 would like it better,” she 
avowed, shrewdly guessing that he 
would stay longer if he had the pipe 
for solace, 
pipe from his pocket, ostentatiously 
managed that her hand should acciden
tally touch it for assurance, and put it 
between his teeth, but he had not lit 
it. Faithfully again he took her out
stretched hand in his. 
with her sightless eyes at his clear- 
cut, quiet face ; he gazed out of the 
open window.

Beyond, there lay the many waters, 
and the ” Gut,” through which 
swept in the profound tides from the 
Bay of Fundy. 
lay the river and its hamlet, sur
rounded by its dramatic steeps. Rob, 
though prisoned in a limited and 
temporary sense, felt the throb of 
all human possibilities in his veins. 
Some time—some time soon, in his 
young life, he should " make out,” 
beyond the Basin, beyond the Bay, 
and into the cities and the ways of 
men again, 
creature whose hand he held, for her 
there was only one more journey— 
that brief one, from her bed to those 
white stones down on the hillside.

The sublime view, which had so un
comfortably impressed Rob at first 
(not but that he had travelled in his 
time and glanced, between puffs of 
his cigarette, at highly-recommended 
scenery—before the luxuries of New 
York City had become his confirmed 
and exclusive habit)—the sublimity of 
the view was becoming rather a 
friendly object to him.

He faced it almost always now, in
stead of turning his back upon it. 
Some of the sunsets even lured him 
to stand and look off as absorbedly 
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She gazed The above testimonial was picked at random from among 
hundreds of similar ones.
We claim that the Melotte, with ordinary care, will run for 
ten and more years without costing a cent for repairs, and 
the testimonials we have in our possession prove that it 
does. What other cream separator has such a record ?
Now, is it not safer to buy a Melotte which has such a repu
tation to keep up than some low-grade machine which is 
only built to sell, and which will cost >26 or >30 in two or 
three years for repairs 7 Get a Melotte, and in ten years 
from now, no doubt, you will be sending us a testimonial 
similar to the above.
Send for catalogue and testimonial folder ; also particulars 
of free trial offer.
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But this poor palsied

R. A. LISTER A CO., LIMITED
66 Stewart Street,

crept away.
Mary came later, and as she glanced 

at her mother’s face a sharp look 
She pressed for-

Toronto, Ont. ill
isat crossed her own. 

ward and put her lips to her moth-
There

if
luld It was cold.er’s forehead, 

was no awakening.
(To be continued. ) “ Twentieth Century Dictionary ’’ ||lob.

lar- =rdo.
A miracle of scholarship that will supersede all inexpensive works.

' V :
1~7 VERY Canadian home should have this comprehensive and up- 
L_2 to-date book of words. Edited by Rev. Thos. Davidson, assist

ant editor Chambers’ Encyclopaedia. Replete with information 
for every user of the English language. Cloth bound, and copiously 
illustrated. Over 1,200 pages.

How to Secure a Copy of This Invaluable Work.
Send us two new subscribers to “ THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE 
AND HOME MAGAZINE,” accompanied by $3, and the Die- « 
tionary will be mailed you, post free.

A LAUGH IN CHURCH., I 'Ifor She sat on the* sliding cushion,
The dear, wee woman of four;

Her feet, in their shiny slippers,
Hung dangling over the floor.

She meant to be good; she had promised, 
And so, with her big, brown eyes,

She stared at the meetinghouse windows, 
And counted the crawling flies.
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as if at a theater, 
the panoply of nature was so star
tling and so gorgeous he actually for
got to close his admiring and aston
ished mouth as he stood gaziiig.

” What ye gapin’ at ?” Bate, pass
ing with the milk pail, had inquired 
contemptuously on one such occasion.

There glo*tid in the west such a 
riot of color, of fiery horses of the 
sun, of purple-rimmed cloud chariots, 
travelling along a highway all gold- 

there—and all in

eal
the
ail.
on- She looked far up at the preacher.

But she thought of the honeybees 
Droning away at the blossoms 

That whitened the cherry trees.
She thought of a broken basket,

Where curled in a dusky heap,
sleek, round puppies, with fringy
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Lay snuggled and fast asleep.led

m :en-paved, over 
plain sight of miserable Power Lot, 
God Help Us.

” ‘ What am I gaping at ’ ?’
half turning his head, in his 

” Say, ;
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Yoa won’t dread Wash Days after your husband
buys a

Such soft, warm bodies to cuddle,
Such queer little hearts to beat, 

said Such swift, round tongues to kies, 
Such sprawling, cushiony feet ; 

just she could feel in her clasping fingers 
The touch of the satiny skin,

And a cold, wet nose exploring 
The dimples under her chin.

3.in. “ Puritan I
Reacting Washing Machine Jj

Rob,
matter-of-fact 
look off yonder, Bate—what do you 
think of that ?”

" Middle o’ June, and a January 
wind to the nor’-west’ard,” growled

to-night,

ind
way.;iy
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It runs so easily—does the washing so quickly—.that yon 
will marvel how yon ever put up with the back-breaking 
rub of the tub.

One of the children can easily do the washing 
with the “ Puritan ”—the only washing machine 
in Canada with improved roller gear.

Write us for booklet ; if your dealer can't show you the 
“ Furltan.”

DAVID MAXWELL A SONS, SL Mary's, Oat

the
jut Then n sudden ripple of laughter 

Ran over the parted lips 
So quick that she could not catch it 

With her rosy finger-tips.
The people whispered, " Bless the child. 

As each one waked from a nap.
But the dear, wee woman

For shame in her mother's lap.

Bate ; ” freeze our crops
and we’ll have to plant all over, ag in 
too late—that’s what I think.

Rob’s jaw had dropped, 
k Bate jeered.
* “ Does that business over

look so purty to ye, now ?
sai'd Rob, though a

se-
,|.nd
1Ul,
8im-

te Iffthar' hid her face
3to

” Why, yes,’
look of anxiety and dis 
had settled on his face.
discount anything on the grandeur of bought; who put character 
’ that business over there.’ ” thing; who possess opinions and » will,

But now—as he sat by poor Mrs. who will not lose their individuality in 
Stingarœ s bed-he was thinking of a crowd, or think anything profitable 
the possibilities of a bright future that is dishonest; who will ™ake n° 
for himself after all, as set against promise with questionable ^ngs. whose 
her brief, fateful journey to the ambitions are d
gravestones on the hillside. selfish desires; who w.ll Bacnfice private

think ; he one brand of honesty for business 
down at pm ses and another for private life.
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“ We most need men who cannot be
above every-

' I can’tis
ALMA LADIES COLLEGE, St. Thomas, Ontario

pays all charges for regular course 
including Latin, French, German, 

Science, Pianoforte, Drawing, with board, room 
laundry and library for one year.

Separate apartment for younger put

his
to $150,000 endowment, hence

first-class advantages at very 
reasonable rates.

For Catalogue, address
“The Registrar/*
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