FURNITURE

Direct from Factory to You— .
Freight Paid Anywhere
in Ontario.

have the
best ' facllities
for bringing
furniture and
other hotrge fur-
nish your
hom?‘ at first
cost.

We

Write for our
large

Ph&mﬂmhtd Catalogue No. 7

Bvery article in it faithfully pictured by photograph—no exaggerations.
Hverything priced at just what it wi:loz-t you, freight paid, to eny station
in Gntario. te for this Catalogue - y to

THE ADAMS FURNITURE CO., Limited, TORONTO

Do not hold back. Ship now while price is high.

BUTTER

Market firm for choice quality.

Medium grade slow.

POULTRY

Crate and milk fattened is what brings top price.
Note: Onions,

POTATOES
and Vegetables in car lots or less.

We require large quantities and will pay a premium for quality.

MERCHANTS PRODUCE COMPANY

Established 1899 57 Front St, E., Toronto. Long-distance 'phone 1478.

A LEADING firm of contractors (name and address
sent on application) sent an expert to the Toronto
Fair last month to buy the best gasoline engine on the
ground. After careful examination and comparison
with others he bought a Lister 7 h.-p. Engine, be-
cause he found: '

THE LISTER

GASOLINE ENGINE

The most reliable and
best value.

It starts instantly —
every time—no batteries
to run down.

Self-oiling—no oil cups
to fill.

Self-regulating at all
loads. No attention
needed when at work.

Fitted with phosphor-
bronze bearings through-
out.

No babbitt metal to
wear and run out.

In a word, the best
quality engine at the fair.

We have sold over 50,000 Melotte Well — we guarantee the Lister
Cream Separators in Canada during as good an engine as the Meclotte
15 years. Ask any Canadian uscr is a cream separator. We can't
how he likes the Melotte. say more.

CATALOGUES, PRICES AND TERMS FREE FROM

R. A. LISTER & CO., Limited

58-60 Stewart St., 197 Princess St.
TORONTO, ONT. WINNIPEG, MAN.

When writing advertisers please mention this paper.

THE FARMER’S. ADVOCATE.

hot, with creamy sauce, made as fol-
lows: Boil one cup sugar and one-half
cup water until it makes a soft ball
when dropped in cold water. 'Then pour
the syrup in a fine stream on to the
beaten white of an egg, and beat until
very cold. Last of all, fold in one cup
double cream beaten stif and flavored
with vanilla. This is a Boston Cooking
School recipe.

(Continued on page 1765.)

In a Runaway Airship.

Ordinarily, nohody would take George
M. Gay for a tamer of wild balloons.
He is twenty years old, weighs 119
pounds, and has a build that is any-
thing but athletic. But as runty little
men are sometimes known to thrash
professional heavy-weight pugilists in
rough-and-tumble fights, so do persoms
of slight physique perform wonderful
feats in moments of great peril—and
Gay happens to be listed in the class
since an unexpected adventure he had
the evening of .July 5th with a rudder-
less dirigible. Gay, a Norwalk (Ohio)
boy, went to Edgewater, just across
North River from New York City, to
learn aviation wunder Frank Goodale,
who for two or three years has been
making flights from an amusement park
atop the Palisades. He was helping
Goodale install an engine in an old air-
craft when the inflated gas-bag pulled
lopse from its moorings, carrying Gay
with it. Goodale, who knows a whole
lot about dirigibles, thought Gay's
chances of getting back to earth alive
were about one to a hundred ; but the
boy is back on the Palisades, where a
reporter for the New York World got
the story of the flight in the form of
an interview. Gay did not seem to
think there was anything remarkable
about his adventure except the fact, that
he lived through it,'and in order to get
from him the particulars the reporter
had to ask a good many leading ques-
tions, but in the end the two of them
made a lovely narrative of it. Here it
is :

Y’ can take it from me, that being a
travelling companion for a runaway bal-
loon once is enough. When she isn’t
taking a peep at Mars or jumping over
steamboats, she’'s trying to feed yomu
with hydrogen gas—which is not to be
confused in any way with laughing-gas.

You hug her and she sighs a gassy

sigh. You let go and she turns a
somersault. Then you get mad and she
flops around your neck. And while

you're hanging on by your ear trying
to persuade her to behave, she flirts
with some passing breeze, whirls around
a few hundred times in a minute,
coughs a little hydrcgen cough and
stiands on her head.

It's nothing at all for her to jump a
couple of thousand of feet into the air
and shake herself—and incidentally you.
And all the time your arms are around
her neck and you're hugging her like she
was your best girl 'stead of an ornery
runaway balloon with no more sense
than to start for foreign parts without
an engine or rudder, and without even
stopping to say good-by.

Gee ! Thers was nothing interesting
about that trip. The balloon just ran
away and turned somersaults and jump-
ed 10,000 feet in the air and dived into
Long Island Sound about fifteen times
with me hanging on to her—and that’s
all there was to it—except that hydro-
gen gas is good for a headache. I've
got one yet.

Yes, I did nearly fall off a couple of
times when she turned bottom-side-up,
and it really did whirl around so fast
now and then that I was dizzy, and
breathing the gas made me sick. And,
yes, 1 let go of her two miles out in

Long Tsland Sound, and I'm not much

of a swimmer. But it wasn't exciting
—it was just bothersome to think that
I was going to lose a $1,500 balloon
and couldn’t make a regular flight again
for quite a while.

Oh, yes, I nearly drowned. But, as 1
didn’t, 1T can't see how you can get a
story from that Of course if that
motor-boat hadn't been quite so fast
they'd 'a’ been dragging for me to-day.
But they aren't. So what's in it ?

Well, if people are such chumps that
they're interested in balloons, I'll tell
you all about it.

Between s8ix and seven o'clock Satur-

day night we were seeing if the balloon
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would carry a 65-pound engine. While
we were ballasting it off four or five or
six fellows were hanging on to it. We'd
take off a bit of ballast and then let it
float for a minute or two.

Well, it was floating like that when
along comes a gust of wind and bing |
away she goes over the cliff. Now
there’s a cascade of air uring over
that cliff into the river, and the old
balloon shot right down those air
rapids toward the houss-tops and stand-
pipes that’s the top of the town of
Edgewater.

I wasn’t keen on landing in a chimney,
80 I tossed over a bag of ballast weigh-
ing about twenty pounds. Nothing do-
ing. So I threw over two more as
quickly as I could.

You know the cool air near the river
condenses the gas. Aviators say water
draws a balloon. Well, the water drew
me all right, so T crossed the river be-
tween 100 and 50 feet up.

And, say ! If you’ve ever ridden on
a merry-go-round you may realize some-
thing of what was happening to me.
The cigar-shaped bag whirled around like
a top. It spun and spun wuntil I
thought my head would split. At the
same time the cordage that supports the
bamboo framework was popping for all
the world like a bunch of toy firecrack-
ers. I just grabbed the neck of the
bag and hung on.”’

Gay says as he passed over Harlem he
seemed to be in a mountain of warm
air, which affected the gas so that be
fore he had crossed the northern end of
Manhatton, the balloon climbed to an
altitude of something like 10,000, ac-
cording to Gay, Goodale, watching from
the Palisades, guesses the height to be
8,000 fcet. The story goes on :

Up that high there was no whirling,
so I decided to let some gas’ out and
get mnearer earth, To do that, I had
to open the neck of the bag and then
crawl to one end of the framework so as
to point the neck upward and give the
gas a change. I did that, and just
when I'd got the framework tilted
straight up 'and down, the darn thing
turned a somersault and left me hang-
ing on the underside of the framework.

I was mad. It made me madder
when we dropt like a brick to within a
short. distance of the ground over a golf
course. They tell me it was on City
Island. Anyhow. there I was hanging
by my teeth and trying to shinny back
to the middle of the framework, and
there was those boob golfers laughing
and cheering. They thought I was do-
ing circus stunts for their benefit.

At last T got back to the middle of
the framework hugged the neck, and
hung on. Well. that was fine, especial-
ly as it was raining all this time and
I was soaked to the skin. Added to
which fact, so much gas had escaped
that the folds of the bag hung around
me like a wet jellyfish.

And did you ever by any chance smell
hydrogen gas ? Well, that’'s what I
was breathing. T was living on it. My
face was right plumb in the neck of
the bag. It made me sick—sick and
lonesome.

Every now and then I'd let go of the

neck and then. bing ! over the frame
work would go and I'd hang by my
teeth. Most of the supporting strands

at one end had bhusted, and when that
old bag would kick up like a frisky nag
and leap a couple of hundred feet or so
into the air, me hanging by the bottom-
side of the framework, it must’'ve been
a great spectucle. Anyhow, everybody
that saw me cheered their heads .off.

I'd yell for help and they'd cheer. TI'll
bet I've got a great rep as an aerial
acrobatist up around City Tsland.

Then suddenly I saw a lighthouse (Ex-
ecution Light) dead ahead. The bal-
lToon shied about a hundred feet and we
rushed by it at that distance. I was
200 feet up now. and could see people
plaving golf on the grounds of Castle
gould beneath, Again I yelled for help,
and all they did wag wave and cheer.

The old balloon was ripping things up

right then. She kyooted 200 yards over
the Sound and shot-the-chutes into the
water, going ahout ifty miles an hour.
I must've gone under ten feet.

Then she bounced up again, jumped
about an eighth of a mile, and dove in-
to  the water—me with her, of course

At a
fifteen

tonservative estimate she

jumped
times in the

two miles that I




