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HAND SPRAMOTOR !

No. 1 or No. 2 mounted on a two-wheel
cart. Has 52-in. wood wheel with iron
hub, cold rolled steel axle, hardwood
frame, for one horse. Adjustable all-
brass 4-row sprayer for one nozzle to a
row from 26 in. to 86 in. Fitted with
our patent parallel nozzle controller,
bolding nozzles in correct position wben
raised or lowered ; with rack and pin-
ions all fitted for vineyard, mustard and
orchards, and all kinds of hand work.
Fully guaranteed. Prices from $44 to
$50. Bend for free treatise, 86 pages.

SPRAMOTOR CO., Ltd., 1268 King St., London, Ont.

| THIS 18 THE

“ Twentieth Century Dictionary.”

A miracle of scholarship that will supersede all inexpensive works.

VERY Canadian home should have this comprehensive and up-
to-date book of words. Edited by Rev. Thos. Davidson, assist-
ant editor Chambers’ Encyclopedia. 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.
Bend us two new subscribers to “ THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE
AND HOME MAGAZINE,” accompanied by $3, and the Dic-
tionary will be mailed you, post free.

they
Loek up in our bara oa
select fyom

o e SMITH & RICHARDSON, COLUMBUS, ONTARIO.

Largest Importation of Clydesdales, Hackneys

and Percherons ef the Year.

My Iatest importation has just arrived ome. Ibave now om han for sale: W
Clydesdale stalliens from 1 to § years of age; %5 Clydesdale fllies frem 1 e 4
Hackmney stallions from 2 0 8 years of age; 13 Hackney fillies,
all young: and 4 Percheron stallions § aad 4 years of age. A total of 73 head,
'li‘ sise, l&dity and aetion, and bred im the purple. Largest selestion im
be sold right, and on terms be suit.

lﬁlms, Shorthorns and Lincoins.

AS present we are offering a very choice consignment of imported stallions,

mares and received from the great Bhire stud of R. Moore & Bonus,
Beestoa Fields, Nottingham, England. They are a grand lot, and will be seld
at right prices.

In Shorthomns we have a number of ehoice young bulls, three of them shew
animals; also an excellen$ lot of females—all ages.

John Gardheuse & Sons;,; Highfleid, Ont.

Toronto, 14 miles. Weston, 34 miles.

IMPORTED CLYDESDALE FILLIES

Young imp. mares in foal or foal by side. One Clyde and one Hackney stallion. They
are the best that can be purchased. Write or come and see them. Termsreasonable.

stoutville. 6. T.B.- @ A, Brodie, Bethesda, Ont.

Gormley, C. N. R.

IMPORTED CLYDESDALES 75 % tns

very richest ef breeding and the best of quality. I think no better shipment of
stallions ever left Beotland. I have also nine fillies, without deub# the best lot im
Oanada. All will be sold cheap and on terms o suit. Long-distance 'phone-
GEO. G. STEW ART, HOWICK, QUR.

‘phone.

MP. CLYDESDALE STALLIONS AND FILLIES.—Our new importation of
stallions and fillies are the best we could select in Beotland, particularly well
bred, with the size, smoothness and qunality that Canadiansadmire. Bhow-ring stuff.
OCome and see them. Will sell on terms to suit. JOHN K. BOAG & SON,
Queensyille P. O, Ont., Newmarket Sta., G. T. R. Telegraph and telephone. |
one-half mile from farm. Metropolitan Btreet Ry. from Toronto crosses the farm.

SIMCOE LODGE CLYDESDALES

Our stable of imported and Cansdian-bred Clydesdale stallions and fillies was never
so siveng h.zhow stuff as now, altheugh we have had some very strong lots. OCall
and see what we have before buying elsewhere. HODAKINGON & TISDALK,
BEAVERTON. ONT., @. T. & O. N. R. Long-distanee 'phone.

OAK PARK STOCK FARM HACKNEYS!

ported shalli for sale. Ten imported and heme-bred mares for sale.
Rous b snd berye brot non';‘o;’:nto. (o} and New Yomk. Prices reasomable

& always Cretvonse o innpoet stoek. JAS.J. ,Manager, BR ANFFORD,CAN.

. 1 Iimported and Canadlan-bred. Imp.

cl desd a'es brood mares a specialty. Celebrated Clydes-
y dale sire, Aocme iI!‘np‘)'d“a“d othltud. will

shan: stable for mares at $20 this season. Long-distance 'phone.

R. ;I'hl l‘ll’gl‘::'av. Station and P. O. Manchester, Ont., G. T. R.

Myrtle, Ont., G. P. R.
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‘“ ‘Peace, be still ; peace, be still.

Rob listened with downcast head.
He could not look at her—he dared
not, so full was his heart.

‘“ Come een, Meester Hilton,’’ said
Gar’, more respectfully at the door
whither Rob had escorted Cuby ;
‘“ come een, have leetle 'musement,
eh ? Sure, that ees tam good way,”
and he winked suggestively of a re-
cruited jug.

‘“ No,”” said Robh, ‘‘ I must be up
yonder, ready for my work in the
morning.”” He turned suddenly to
Cuby. ““I will work for our home
with all my might, little girl,”” he
said.

Cuby nodded assent, but she was
distinctly weary of Rob. His easy
smiles, his ready laughter, with its
complement of glittering white teeth,
the accustomed swagger of his gait—
all these amiable qualities seemed to
have left him, as if some mysterious
wand of hate had touched and
changed him in an hour imto the
form of withering eld.

‘““ You act funnee,’”’ she adjured him.
‘“You act lak’ you was walkin’
‘round in you’ sleep, lak’ you was in
your baid asleep.” She tried the
effect of her own merry laugh.

Rob smiled wanly ; but it seemed
to him, as he climbed the hill, that
her words were not inapt. To his
own soul, he seemed to be, walking in
his sleep.

CHAPTER XII.
The Fight With Beasts.

The slow Leevya Potter had sailed
off at last with her cargo of wood.
In the faithful processes of time she re-
turned, like the proverbial bad penny,
to her native shore—the signal for a
gala night among the rum-loving of
the River.

Both Cuby and her father counted
upon this as a means of rallying Rob
once more. The vain girl, ignorant
and impetuous as she was innocent,
instead of congratulating herself on
his sustained habit of temperance
and condoning his moods of sorrow-
ful dignity, was alert with suspicion;
and for very pride’s sake, in the face
of her small world, would rather have
him fallen and her own.

The ‘‘Hill”’ was all too plainly the
haven where he would be. He worked
doggedly and unfalteringly ; his calls
at the River grew fewer and more
brief. Then, after the slow sliding in
of the Leevya, Bate approached Rob
in that ingratiating styvle which boded
only 1ll to its victim

“I was down to the River this

mornin’,”” he said. ‘* Cuby sent up
word she wanted to see yve particu-
lar.”’

Rob went at once On entering
Gar’ Tee-bo's door he fell at  once

upon the purpose of his summons,
and a singular group, seated in  in-
tense devotion around a table on
which stood a profusion of bottles,
some with labels which he recognized
as of distinction of quality and well
approved in his revels of old Bate,
he observed with some surprise, had
arrived before him, and was ;.Iru;n]y
seated at the table.

‘“Take a cheer,”” cried a convivial
voice. ‘“ Come on, Bobby, an’ have
a little o’ the hummin’ hird S-s-sh
Ain’t this the purtiest mess o' booze
ve ever did see ? A man can't allus
be a parson. ‘ All work an’ no play
makes Jack—-""

Rol surveyved the scene and turned
white, not with the struggle of self
denial, but with the very demon  of
anger He turned on  his  heel,
slammed the door behind him, and
walked away.

Cuby called to him, Gar’ shouted
after him with an oath. but he
tramped on sturdily. and the outline
of his shoulders was forbidding. Tle
had become physically a problem
which the denizens of the River had
no disposition to tackle. and his in
solent, hroad bhack was allowed to
disappear into the dusk. unmolested

“ Heem no good. Heem fool," said
Gar’, maliciously.

“ Ma'v Sting'ree has made of her
self a witch to him, she has hin o
witch’,”” averred Cuby, in a high
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passion of mortification and disap-
pointment.

‘“ Look here, Cuby,” said Bate,
once an acknowledged suitor for her
hand who had been despised for the
sake of the fair-haired Rob, ‘‘ look
here, Ma’y ain’t no witch. The' is
witches that I know of, but it ain’t
her.”’

He winked at her as he met her
eye, with an assumption of the old-
time license to render her her due of
admiration.

Rob marched on up the hill; and

he had now no bewildered sense of

walking in his sleep. His spirit
was afire, his soul was resolute. Once
he paused in exultation, and shook
his fist in the direction of the low
orgies at the River.

“ You did not trap me this time
no. You laid some honey for thé
bear—and the bear did not care g
d—n for it, did he ? You baited up
your old hooks—and the fish swum
past ‘'em without a nibble. You’ve
met your man, now, you devils, and
we’ll have it out. You’ll find what
I'm made of. You'll find whether
I've forgotten, or can ever forget the
blood—the good blood—the high blood
—that runs in my veins—you ; why,
my grandfather, my father, would
have looked at you as all of a mess
with the dirt under their feet.’’

Rob’s nostrils quivered, his head
towered high ; he scarcely felt the
tedium of the ascent as he turned
again to climb. He stood on the
summit, looking seaward. The moon
had risen, and the holy splendor of
the world beat in awesomely upon
his consciousness.

‘“Say, it's wonderful, just living,
up here,” he breathed to himself ;
‘“ it’s—it’s—interesting. Just living
and looking ’round is interesting
enough, up here, by Jove.’’

The night was by far too glorious
to ignore, and the Stingaree house
was dark ; Mary, calling on some of
the neighbors, probably. Rob, high
of heart, feared nothing. The sense
was upon him that he could march
anywhere, even over the brink of a
precipice, scathless.

‘ There must be a superb view over
at ‘' Spook House'’ to-night,”” he
murmured. “‘ I'll go over there and
take a peek at it.”

Through ditch and brush and along
the edge of ledges he made his way,
for he was unfamiliar with the trail
known to the natives, along which
only once Cuby had directed his
steps when, absorbed in her pretty
merriment, he had gone with her
to hear the ‘‘ knockin’s '’ at Spook
House.

There had dwelt at one time at
Power Lot and the River a purely
English element, so far inspired by
religious and &sthetic sense as to
rear a little church on the command-
Ing pinnacle toward which Rob was
now advancing. That little band of
worshipers—expatriate in this strange
land—had long since ceased to as-
semble at any earthly summons,
though the bell in the old steeple
('gllt-d weirdly for them on certain
nights when the wind was high. And
there were some who said they did
assemble, all in wedding-white, amid
the aisles of the crazy old church
now called *“ Spook Iouse "'—where
no other congregation had gathered
for many a long vear. Only the
lovelorn, for lack of any more L‘het‘l*
ful or definite entertainment, were ac-
customed to wander thither through
the sentimental shades of evening to
listen to the © knockings ' made by
the supernatural visitors within. !

Meanwhile, whatever single item of

the wild and tragic hadl heen lacking
to the landscape of Power Lot was
supplied by this old hulk of an edi-
hice, standing towerlike, wind-beaten
and desolate, on its forlorn height, a
thrilling reminder of transcendental
reverie to all the country round.

Rob had forgotten ahout the knock-
ines The night drew Vv and the
moonlicht, and the il isolation
and grandeur of the iy It was
farther than he had invened. hut he
valked on stoutly, o up at the
rear of the church. dtending to

(Continued on vont 0y
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