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this standard is attained and retained by the most constant and exact-
ing of mill tests in the quality of the wheat and the skill in the
blending---and so it is that day in and day out---week in and week out--
year in and year out--you may prove McLEOD’S
Flour holding true to the highest ideal in milling
science-—the last word in milling perfection---a flour pro-
duct which under normal baking conditions produces
the most bread and the best bread that can be made
from any flour on the market to-day. ;
flour say McLEOD'’S if you want the flour that is always
right. At all Dealers.

THE McLEOD MILLING COMPANY, Limited, Stratford, Cnt.
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Make
Your
Own
WILL

Some people ‘recognize the importance of mak-
ing a will but put it off from time to time.
Others do not realize how important it is, al-
though we have plenty of object lessons.  Every
day we hear of some person dying intestate
and the disputes and ill feclings cocendered  in
the families  imumediately related It daes
not matter if the estate is a few hundred do)
lars or as many as thousamds, these ditdienlges
arise .

This can all he averted if 1o I
one of Bax Copyright Will o
for 3be. The expense i pPracii HOME MAGAZINL, 2. compin
and you ean do it yourself just u |
bhindinr as any lawyver. There i~ 1
making out ane of Bagx Forms 3\ {
plete instruetions with each form y |
will he made out for vour guidanc ! ‘
is necessary for yon is to fll in 1l |
sign it and have it witnessed by two = -
Don't delay You never kpnow when ) :
reaper is o going to enter Bax Wil t o -
complete,  with  full instruetfons and  spec W™y B B
ill,l cient an receint of price, 33¢., from I 4 {;fw"i Iease M &.1: !ﬂ?l %
Will Form Coo, 275 1 Colleze St Toranto 5

No
Lawyer
Needed

SET OF SCISSORS

This shows our
Premium Set of
Scissors, made
up of cne self-
sharpening scis-
sor , one em-
broidery scis-
sors and one
buttonhole scis-
sors. They are

sending in One New Subscripiionto THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE AND

all good quality
steel, and have
given excellent
satisfaction,
Sent postpaid
to any  present
for

subseriber

d by $1.50.

The WILLIAM WELD COMPANY, Ltd.

iL.ondorn, Ontario

cion The Advocate

FOUNDED 1466

Marguerite, horrified at the terrible copa
sequences of her own thoughtlessness
powerless to save the Marquis; he own
coterie, the leaders of the l‘OVUhltlnnury
movement, all proclaimed her ag a hero-
ine; and when she married Sir Percy
Blakeney, she did not perhaps altouether
reaiize how severcly he would look \upon
the sin which she had so inud\'crtcnlly
committed, and which still lay  heavily
upon her soul. She made full confession
of it to her husband, trusting to his
blind love for her, her boundless power
over him, to soon make him forget what
might have sounded
English ear.

wag

unpleasant to ap

Certainly, at the moment, he
to take it very quietly ;

seemed
hardly, in fact,
did he appear to understand the meaning
of all she said ; but what was more cer-
tain still, was that never after that could
she detect the slightest sign of that love
which she once believed had been wholly
hers. Now they had drifted quite apart,
and Sir Percy seemed to have laid aside
his love for her as he would an ill-fitting
glove. She tried to rouse him by sharp-
ening her ready
tellect ;
ousy, if
tried
all in vain.

wit against
endeavored to
she could

his dull in-
excite his jeal-
love ;
to self-assertion, but

not rouse his

to goad him
ITe remained the same, al-

ways passive, drawling, sleepy, always

courteous, invariably a gentleman. She
had all that the world and a wealthy

husband can give to a pretty woman, yet
on this beautiful summer’'s evening, with
the white sails of the Day Dream finally
hidden by the evening shadows felt
lonely that tramp who
plodded his way wearily along the rugged
cliffs
With
Blakeney
and

, she

more than poor

another heavy Marguerite
the sea
back to-
As she
of gay,

jovial lauvghter grew louder and more dis-

sigh,
turned her back
walked slowly
“ The Fisherman's Rest.”’
the sound of revelry,

upon
clifts, and
wards
drew near,
tinct. Sihe could distinguish Sir Andrew
Ffoulkes’

boisterous

pleasant voice, l.ord Tony’s
occa-
then re-

aiizineg the loneliness of the road and the

gulfaws, her husband’s

sionai, drawly, sleepy comments;
round her, she

steps. . . . the

fast-gathering gloom

quickened her next
coming
Marguerite did not
she was not the least nervous,

mo-

ment she perceived a  stranger

rapidly towards her.
look up ;
and ‘ The Fisherman's Rest ™’
well within call.

was now

The stranger paused when he saw Mar-
guerite coming quickly towards him, and
just to slip past him,

as she was about

he said, quietly :

Just.”?

very

“ Citoyenne St.

Marguerite uttered a little cry of as-
tonishment at thus hearing her own fa-
miliar maiden name uttered so close to
her.  She looked up at the stranger, and
this time, with a cry of unfeigned pleas-
ure, she put out both her hands effusively
towards him.

‘ Chauvelin !"" she exclaimed.

“ Himself, citoyenne, at your service
said the stranger, gallantly Kkissing the
tips of her fingers.

Marguerite said nothing for a moment
or two, as she surveyed with obvious de-
light the not little
figure before Chauvelin was then
nearer forty ,than thirty—a clever, shrewd-
looking personality,

very prepossessing

her.

with a curious fox-
like expression in the decep, sunken eyes.
ITe was the same stranger who an hour

or two previously had joined Mr. Jelly-
band in a friendly glass of wine.
“ Chauvelin. . . . my friend . . . " said

Marguerite, little sigh of

“ T am mightily pleased to

with a pretty
satisfaction.

see vou.!

No doubt, poor Marguerite St. Just,
lonely in the midst of her grandeur, and

ol her starchy friends. was happy to see

a face that hroucht hack memories of
that happy time in PParis when she reign-
ed . queen--over the intellectual coterie
of the Rue de Richelien. She did not

notice the sarcastic little smile. however,

that hovered round the thin lips of Chau-
velin
“Dut  tell me."" she

added merrily,

“what n the whom in the

world, or

world, are vou doing here in FEngland 27

She had resumed her walk towards the
mn. and Chanvelin turned and  walked
heside hor

SToieht return the subtle compliment,
foiir Tady 7 e wnig CSWhat o of o your-
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