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man can build the load
because the Loader ushes the hay well
fotw.n.rd on the wagon, his feature saves one
man's wages, over other types of loaders, every
day used. An adjustable apron at top keeps hay
from spilling or blowing away.

Here's a Loader that takes hay clean from
swath oriwindrow. The nine rakes are so shaped
they can’t wrap or tangle, they automatically self-
adjust, each independent of the other am{ ck
hay out of low places, don't tear up ground in
high places. Wheels set underneath so you can

ther hay close to fences or
tches.

You can couple it in a few
seconds to any height wagon <
and uncouple it from top of Joad.
No cog gears, or crossed chains,
to cut out, no long crooked crank
shaft to break, no ropes to rot, no
rollers, cams, or what-nots to wear
and make trouble.

Grest [)AIN Loader

ts a model of simplicity, and efficlency. It is
light draft, easy to operate and substantially buflt

best materfal to stand hardest service. We
have specialized on Hay Tool for a quarter of &
century. The name Dain on a Mower, Rake,
Loader, Stacker or Press guarantees best work,
lightest draft, most labor saved,a perfect machine.

Ask your dealer to show you the whole line.

Handy Hay Book FREE

Tell us your hay tool needs and we will send
you our mew book **All About Hay' conta'ning
facts on how to make hay-growing more profit-
able and other information valuable to hay
makers. Send for {t.

DAIN MANUFACTURING CO.
Mention this paper. Preston, Ont.

To Mothers.

to the children,
the tender heart,

Speak gently

they must part ;

So just forget the worries and the hat-
tles you've to fight,
warm ‘‘good night."”
tle-field of life ;

lest they should
with sin and

trials that await
happy childish

cluster around your

darling’s hrow,

white as snow.

pathway—may

many a snare,

In fond imagination they'll feel your kiss

raise their thoughts
When the loving lips that gave it are cold

The hardest heart

mother’'s sweet

POWDER
PAINT sy

No oil rl'equirvd. Saves 75% on the cost
of your paints.

EASILY APPLIED,
CLEAN TO HANDLE,
FINE APPEARANCE.

Full information and catalogue mailed
on n‘huest.

The POWDER PAINT COMPANY,
138 Balmoral Avenue, Toronto, Can.

—Anonymous

(Le Chien D’Or.)
A Canadlan Historical Romance.
Copyright, 1897, by L. C. Page & Co. (Inc.

{Serial Rights Secured by the Wm. Weld Co., Ltd.
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Master [Dothier,

Top Buggy

INFORMATION.

T'op Buggies, the equal of anything on the market,
selling from $75 to $90, delivered, Frelght Pald, at
any railroad station in Ontario for $63 to $70. )
such value ever before offered in Canada.
own dealer by dealing with us,
days guaranteed.

TORONTO, ONT.

He has been foraging among the fat

cheek he blows—red as a peony, and
No Burgomaster
; Shipment w}?le)i?;oyt‘;
catalogue. Other Sf}[)l:-{‘xztlw lﬁﬁf‘fri;‘:;"c.ﬂﬂg“—g‘seg
AND GROCERIES. .

THE CLEMENT BROWN TRADING CO.,

comparisons

holding out

AILS’ STEEI. BEAMS,

PIPES,  Hangers, Shafting,
' Pulleys, Belting, Chains, all
sizes and kinds. Write us what you
need.

'MPERIAL WASTE & METAL CO.

6-13 QUEEN ST , MONTREAL.

over bare bones during your absence

“ Oh, fleccing the King's subjects to

half the success
who toll the gate
more easily

and without

LOCUST LODGE HOLSTEINS

sale: 1 bull 21, years old, sired by Dais
: 215 ) L8 aisy
DeKol Boy; dam Canary's Mercedes H:IIIV?’” lA
prand bull in every particular, and well n\akaf

A. W. DE LONG,

replied Bartemy

upward cast of his blank orbs

NORWICH, ONT.

sinuating
grouse 2’ ‘I'ne slip 1s 3§

appearances

AN ENGLISH SLIP.

httle story which has just found s
acrosy the Atlantic from an Fnglish
country house, tells ol the recent  shp
by a new and nervous butler an
serving his master, a duke, at the lun
cheon tabhle. Quiet,  respectiul, and as-
siduous, he proffired o dish with the in

that doubtless the  tale s true

Christian Register.

Among life’s ups and down- the dios
annoying are keeping expenses down and
np.—New Orleans L ines

Democrat

for we are always exhorting men to

A on Maunday
query Cold  grace, your .

» obviously nat

THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE

have carried on a law-suit inside ol
it, and lived olf the estate for a
year—I ate a bushel of it. I did.”’

“ Oh, the cursed luck is every day
mine !’ replied Master Pothier, clap-
ping his hands upon his stébmach.
1 would not have missed that
pie—no, not to draw tpo
Tope's will! But, as it is laid
down in the (Coutume d’ Orleans
(Tit. 17), the absent lose the usu-
fruct of their rights: vide, also,
Pothier des Successions—I lost my
share of the pie of Belmont !’

““ Well, never mind, Master Po-
thier,”’ replied Max. °f Don’t grieve;
vou shall go with us to-night to the
I'leur-de-Lis, in the Sault au Mate-
lot. Batemy and [ have bespoken
un eel pie and a gallon of humming
cider of Normandy. We shall all be
jolly as the marguilliers of Ste.
Roche, after tithing the parish '’

“ ffave with you, then! [ am free
now I have just delivered a letter
to the Intendant from a lady at
Beaumanoir, and got a crown for it.
I will lay it on top of your eel pie,
Max !’

Angelique, from being  simply
amused at the conversation of the
old h('g'y.{in's‘ became in an instant all
eyes and ears at the words of Master
Pothier.

“ F{ad you ever the fortune to see
that lady at Beaumanoir 9" asked
Max, with more curiosity than was
to be expected of one in his position.

‘““ No; the letter was handed me by
Dame Tremblay, with a cup of wine.
I3ut the Intendant gave me a Crown
when he read it. I never saw the
(‘hevalier Bigot in better humor !
That letter touched both his purse
and his feelings. But how did you
ever come to hear of the [LLady of
Beaumanoir 2?7

“ Oh, Jartemy  and | hear every-
thing at the gate of the Basse Ville !
My Lord Bishop and Father Galapion
of the .Jesuits met in the gate one
day and spoke of her, ecach asking
the other if he knew who she was—
when up rode the Intendant; and the
Bishop made free, as Bishops will,
you know, to question him whether
he kept a lady at the Chateau

“+«A round dozen of them, my
l.ord Bishop !" replied Bigot, laugh-
ing. [La ! It takes the Intendant to
talk down a Bishop ! Ile bade my
Loord not to trouble himself, the
lady was under his tutelle ' which |
comprehended as little, as little—""

“ As vou do your Nominy Dom
iny '"" replied Pothier “ Don’t be
angry, Max, il I infer, that the In-
tendant quoted Pigean (Tit. 2, 27)

ILe Tuteur est comptable de sa ges-

IKaster

tion.'

I don't care what the pigeons
have to say to it—that is what the
Intendant said ' replied Max, hotly,
“and that, for your law grimoire,
Master Pothier ' Max snapped his
fingers like the lock of his mushet at
Prague. to indicate what he meant
by that !

“ Oh, inepte loquens ' you don’t

understand  either law or lLatin,
Max '’ exclaimed DPothier, shaking
his ragged wig with an air of pity.
1 understand hegeing ;. and that
i gettine  without  cheating, and
much more to the purpose,” replied
Max, hotly ““ l,ook vou, Master
Pothier ' you are learned as three
curates but | can get more money

in the gate of the DBasse Ville by
simply standing still and crying out
Pour 1' amour de Dieu ! than you
with vour budget of law lingo-jingo,
runnine un  and  down the country
until the dogs eat off the calves of
vour lees, as theyv sayv in the Niver

nois

Well, never nand what they say
in the Nivernois ahout the calves of
my legs ' Bon coq ne  fut jamais
oras '—a game-cock is never fat- and
that is Master Pothier dit Robin
l.ean as are  ann colves, they will
carry away as amuch of vonr eel pie
to-night R thos Of the \lutH-‘»’

carter in Quebied
And the pie is bhaked by thi-

time, <o let us he joceing ' ointer
rupted  Bartemy,  risine N ow
cive e vour arm, Max ! ind  with
Mastir 'othier's on the other 1ol
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I shall walk to the Fleur-de-[ .5
straight as a steeple.”

The glorious prospect of supper
made all three merry as crickets on
a warm hearth, as they jogged over
the pavement in their clouted shoes,
little suspecting they had left «
flame of anger in the breast of Ang.
lique des Meloises, kindled by the few
words of I'othier respecting the lad,
of Beaumanoir.

Angelique recailed with bitterness
that the rude bearer of the note had
observed something that had touched
the heart and opened the purse of
the Intendant. What was it ? Was
Bigot playing a game with Angelique
des Meloises ?  Woe to him and the
lady of Beaumanoir if he was ! As
she sat musing over it a knock was
heard on the door of her boudoir
She left the balcony and re-entered
her room, where a neat, comely girl,
in a servant’s dress, was waiting to
speak to her.

The girl was not known to Ange

lique. But courtesying very low,
she informed her that she was Fan
chon Dodier, a cousin of Lizette's.
She had been in service at the Chat-
eau of Beaumanoir, but had just left
it. ““ 'There is no living under Dame
Tremblay,”” said she, ‘“ if she suspect
a maid servant of flirting ever so lit-
Ue with M. Froumois, the handsome |
valet of the Intendant ! She imagined
that 1 did : and such a life as she
has led me, my lady ' So 1 came
to the city to ask advice of cousin 3
Lizette, and seek a new place. I am
sure Dame Tremblay need not be so0
hard upon the maids. She is al
ways boasting of her own triumphs
when she was the Charming Jose
phine.”’

““ And Lizette referred you to me? v
asked Angelique, too occupied just
now to mind the gossip about Dame
Tremblay, which another time she
would have enjoyed immensely. She
eyed the girl with intense curiosity; 3
for might she not tell her something :
of the secret over which she was eat-
ingc her heart out?

“Yes, my lLady ! Lizette referred
me to vou, and told me to be very
circumspect indeed about what I said
touching the Intendant, but simply
to ask if vou would take me into
your service lizette need not have
warned me about the Intendant; for
I never reveal secrets of my masters
or mistresses, never ' never, my
l.ady '"’

““ You are more cunning than you
look. nevertheless,”” thought Ange-
lique, ‘“ whatever scruple you mat

have about secrets.”’ ““ Fanchon,”’
said she. “* I will make one condition
with you I will take you into my

service if vou will tell me whether
vou ever saw the Lady of Beauma-
noir.”’

Angelique’s notions of honor, clear,
enough in theory, never prevented her 1
sacrificing them without compunction
to gain an object or learn a secret
that interested her.

‘1 will willingly tell you all 1
know. my Lady ] have seen her
once none of the servamts are sup-
posed to know she is in the Chateau,
but oi course all do.”’ Fanchon
stood with her hands in the pockets
of her apron, as ready to talk as the
pretty  crisette who directed Law
rence Sterne to the Opera Comique.

“ Of course ' remarked Angelique,

a secret like that could never be
kept in the Chateau of Beaumanoir '
Now tell me, Fanchon, what is she
lke 7 Angelique sat up eagerly,
and brushed back the hair from her
ear with a rapid stroke of her hand
as she questioned the girl. There
was a look in her eves that made
I anchon a little afraid, and brought
¢ut more truth than she intended to
impart

““1 saw her this morning, my
I.ady. as she knelt in her oratory
the hali-open door tempted me to
iook. in spite of the orders of Dame
Tremblay |

\h ' \‘ou <aw her this morning!'”’ ‘
SR R \neelique,  impetuously H
how does she appear ? Is she bet- i
ter in looks than when she first came \l
to  the (Chateau or worse ? She
ieht ta he worse mmuch worse '



