ESSRS. TESB LTD. [of London]
Mail Moot A 119 e Walllndton St Toronto, Ont.

Please send me your new season’s Style Book and 72

pattern pi‘qg:esofcloth. 1 am thinking of buying a suit—
(:O overcoat.
TO-DA e R I IR oL

# %If you only want overcoat patterns, cross out the wo_rd
"suit.x If ygu only want suitings cross out “overcoat.”

London Farmer's_Advocate. Coupon No. 4.

Look Here, Sir!

If you can get a suit valued at $25.00
in Canada for $12.50 from Catesbys
in London---Will you buy it?

We undertake to prove to you that you can—if you
buy from us. $
You've heard that clothing is cheaper and better in
London. You know, also that you can’t beat the
uality of the genuine English fabrics.
%I'hen, therefore, we guarantee to sell you a suit made
of fine English cloth, cut in the best Canadian, New
¥York or London style (as you prefer), laid down at your
door, all duty and carriage charges prepaid, for a price
about one-balf of what you would have to pay in
da, isn’t that worth looking into? Of course 1t is.
hen sit down right now, fill out the above coupon,
mail it to our Toronto office, and get our latest Style
Book and patterns. With this book is a letter explain-
ing our system of doing business and a self-measurement
form which is so simple that you can’t go wrong in
using it. We'll also send testimonials from a hundred
satisfied Canadians who regularly buy from us.

Get these patterns now and be comvinced.

It you don't want to cut this paper, write a postal or letter, and
we'll send the patterns anyway, but to get them you must
mention London “Farmer’s Advocate.”

- CATESBYS, LTD.

[Of Tottenham Court Road, London, Eng.]

119 West Wellington St.,
Toronto, Ontario.

—— FRE———————————————— e i "

The “Burlington”

This shows the most popular style of
suit worn by well-dressed men in Canada.
The materials used are specially, selected
for this shape of suit.

$12.50

Duty Free and Carriage Paid.

LIGHTNING

Is the Big Source of Loss on Farm Buildings

In 12 years 40 Insurance Companies in Ontario report that 6614 per cent.
of their Barn Claims arose from Lightning strokes.

Rods would have prevented the bulk of these losses. Prof. Day says,
that out of every Thousand Dollars’ worth of damage done to unrodded
Buildings by Lightning $999 would be saved if these buildings were properly
rodded. This he -says after 13 years of systematic, careful skilled investi-
gation, and he backs it up with data carefully compiled, and which is
incontestable.

Only one question arises. Not whether Rods are effective, but what kind of
Rod is best. We would be pleased to have you see our Rod before deciding.

They are well made—of copper—heavier than the acknowledged
requirements. With the metal on the outside where it is needed and the
Sheath made indestructible by a Lock Joint fastening.

Drop us a card for sample:

" THE UNIVERSAL LIGHTNING ROD CO.
HESPELER i i ONTARIO

Excelsior Life

Insurance Company

ASSETS - - $ 3,500,000.00
INSURANCE IN FORCE $19,500,000.00

To liquidate that mortgage—to provide for
old age—apply to-day for an Endowment Policy.

EXCELSIOR CONTRACTS DESIRAB CAN
ARE UP-TO-DATE. 'SPOR k%;:ﬁ'rs —

Head Office:

Everything---From a Berry Bush to

a shade tree. Fruit, Ornamental and Evergreen
trees, Shrubs, Roses, Grape Vines in great :z?riety.
Send for our priced catalogue, it's been our agent by mail
over 30 years. No experiment when ordering at the Cen-
tral Nurseries direct. Prices right, so are the offers. Get
busy while we are in good variety—choice seed potatoes, etc.

i s A. G. Hull & Son,

St. Catherines, Ontario

Whea writing advertisers, please meation ‘“The Farmer's Adveeate.”

THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.
S———————_

Old Tom.

By Alice Jean Cleator.

John Porter mounted the verawnia
steps with an apprehensive heart. Yet
he reassured himself. ‘‘Women are such
silly sentimentalists in. such matters—
always letting their sympathies rum
away with them.’

“Better brace ‘up and tell her—the
sconer the hetter.”

Mrs. Porter looked up smilingly from
her letters which the postman had. just
left. Her pleasant attitude made his
task the harder. But feeling that the
dreadful . ordtal would give ease in his
troubled conscience he sat down and be-
gan :

“Now, Doris, you mustn't take om
over what I'm about to say. But I
may as well out with it first as last.
I've sold Old Tom. I hadn’t expected
to sell the old fellow; I'm sorry al-
ready, but I had a chance to get fifteen
dollars for him, and if he couldn’t havs
got rid of tHat cough and rheumatics,
even a jockey -soon wouldn't have bought
him for three.”’

Porter expected a protest of words but
there was complete silence. The atcus-
ing sentence of a court of justice could
not have given him a keener torture.

At last, in a strange tone his wife in-
quired :

“Who bought Old Tom ?”°

“Tony Menzi." =

‘“That huckster that was around yes-
terday ?"*

“Yea.””

‘“Has the man gone ?"’

“‘Yes, he started with him for the city
at three o’clock this morning.’’

Then Mrs. Porter ‘‘spoke.’’

“Jobn, I'm going to say something
T've never thought, felt, or said before |
I'm ashamed of you!l You’'ve often
made a protest at cruelty in the com-
munity, but what have you done but a
thoughtless and cruel deed? Tom gave
us twenty years’ work for nothing but
his board. He’s hardly ever had a
whole week-day of rest. It’s been Tom
bhere and Tom there, always put to do
the extra jobs., and trips to town often
when he was tired out. And now, just
because he was getting old and lame
and had a cough, you've sold him to a

life of mlisery and neglect. I thought
you despised a traitor. But what else
have you been to Old Tom? I wish I

could at least have said good-by to him
and told him how faithful he has been!®’
Porter knew he had the wrong side of
the - argument, yet he made a spirited
defense, saying that farmers were a
practical sort and couldn’t let ‘‘chicken~
heartedness’’ stand in the way of busi-
ness. :

Seeing his words of no effect, a happy
thought struck him.

He took out his pocket-book and
tossed three itive-dollar bills inth his
wife's lap.

“I heard you talking
dress the other——'*

But she did not wait for him to tmish.

“Do you think I could wear a dress
bought with. the price of Old Tom ? I'd
rather wear a three-cent calico |’

Little more was said, but each day at
the time Porter had been used to pre-
pare Old Tom’s bran mash he had a
strange sense of remorse and longing for
the faithful old creature, and a feeling of
loneliness came over him as he passed
the empty stall.

about a new
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Over a year later, Porter on a busi-
ness ‘trip, was driving his ‘‘machine’’
through a beautiful section of country
several hundred miles from home.

He heard angry shouts and saw a
short’ distance ahead a heavily loaded
wagon and a fallen horse.

Something was wrong, and he stiopped
his auto.

The wagon was twice too heavily
loaded for the old horse that evidently
had passed from one master to another
and had at last become the victim of
the jockey and been sold to an ignorant,
coarse peddler.

The man: had been whipping the horse,
but finding that of no use was securing
a fence-rail to further beat the old Ccrea-~
ture.

‘“Put that club down !’ commanded
Porter. ‘“What’s the trouble ?*’

The peddler obeyed, pointing angrily
to the horse and wagon.

‘He notta mno good! I Pay t'ree

FOUNDED 18g¢

dollar !  Man cheat . Horse notts e
good! I kill him 1

Porter freed .the horse from the miger
able, Ill-fitting harness. A faint neigh
of recognition greeted him. It wag Ol

Tom !
@ ® @ @

“It's the first time John' ever forgot,’
thought: Mrs. Porter with g wistful
smile as the day passed on to afternoon:
and no reference was made to hep
birthday. The pleasing little ‘‘surprise’™
gift that always marked the day was
lacking.

She heard voices at the side veranda
and going out, was greeted by g sight.
that filled her eyes with joyful tears,
Her birthday gift had not been forgot
ten ! Old Tom’s familiar face greeted
her—just a shadow of his former self,
silent as'to the harrowing experiences.
of the past year, but neighing for joy:
at the sound of her familiar voice.

“Old fellow, your vacation has just:
begun,”’ said Porter, ‘but I fear 'it's
come pretty late. You’ll be a star
boarder as long as you care to stay.
I've learned my lesson.’’

Old Toam was a ‘‘star-boarder’’ for two
months. Then one dreamy autumn
morning he was found ‘‘asleep,” under
the whispering chestnut tree where in
his busy life he had seldom had a rest~
ful hour in its' peaceful shadows.—Our
Dumb Animals. f

’Bout De Lady H’of De

Snow

By Clarence W. McCuaig.
In ‘‘Canadian Century.’’
Dey talk about de wedder,
In dis country,—‘‘Dat it's cole,’”’
An’ dat h'Engleesh fella Kiplin’,
Tinks we've got de ole North Pole;
But, ba gosh, dey don’t know noting
Of h'lour lan’ an’ how she’s grow,
Ef ’e did, 'e’ll change 'e’s notion
‘Bout de ‘“‘Lady h’of de Snow.”

Dat’s true, we've got de Winter,
An’ h'our wedder’s hard to beat,
But dere’s something in de h’air here
Dat makes you keek you're feet.
Yet all de same, I lak dat fine,
Fer it makes ye smart to gos
You can’t put on too much hustle
When de fros’ es crack de snow.

We hear tola lots of story,
Bout de man what es behin’,

Dere’s de man behin’ de ole gun,
Dere’s de man behin’ de time,

Dere’s de fella tinks he knows it all,
What leevea across de sea,

But dey make one very, beeg meestake,
'Bout de wedder on dis countree.

Fer we're not pile up wit snow-bank
From de Spring de whole year roun’,
An’ dere’s more dan beeg, white snow-
ball
H'on dem apple-trea dat’s foun.
Ef you'll drop aroun’ h’on September,
An’ make leedle tour wid me,
I'll be show you juicy h'apple,
Wid red cheek, h’on dat same tree.

In de Summer, when I'm workin’,
H’on de farm, cuttin’ de hay,

Gosh, it’s hot, just see me sweatin’ !
I'm very scare for melt away,

Fer de Sun ‘e gets up h’early, ,
You can boil h’eggs h’on de groun,

An’ ’e makes you wishin’ h’of’en )
Some dem: smow-banks could be foun.

I'll be travel many countree,
Work in h’Egypt, h’on de Nile,
Fire some gun off in de Soudan,
De tam we fix ,dem nigger wile;
Den I'll pass me h’on de Klondike,
Dere it’s cole! Well, yes, sir-ree |
Den I'll get job on de States, too,
Wild Leduc, on Kankakee.

But in all dem place 1’1l .travel,
There’s no place lak ole Quebec,
Plentee work.—and healthy ‘wedder,
What more kin one h’expec’ ?
H'on de Winter-time we're happy.
Lots of wood. and plentee snow.

Carnival and jolly pleasure,
Drivin’ roun’ in ole burlow.

Here we've got de lan’ of sunshir}e.'
Plentee room an' good, fresh h-air.
H’every saison has 'es pleasure, .
An’ fer wile .beas’, ‘‘Don’t be scare.
An’ h'our lan’ can grow de bes’ crop
H’'of all kin'.—you never .saw.
I'm no shame, at all, for sayin ’.'
‘‘“Hurrah pour Quebw,(Ca\)(Lda.
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