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high-quality feeds have raised man
print and publish the analysis of

ingredients to the Government.

CALDWELL’S

MOLASSES MEAL
' (849, Purest Cane Molasses and 169, Edible Moss)

A complete balanced ration—unequalled as a builder of cat
and hogs. Contains food elements of great value that a
most expensive straight diet of cereals.

feed more palatable and more beneficial. CALDWELL'S MOLASSES
MEAL gives better results and saves money as

free from mill sweepings, oat hulls or other
bigger milk yields and keep your herd in prim

The Caldwell Feed & C

LARGEST FEED MILLS IN Ca

DUNDAS, ONTARIO

\

’I

, Locust B

Cuts down feed bills;

tle, horses, sheep
lacking in the
makes ordinary

well. Send for booklet.

CALDWELL’S
sssime CALF MEAL

contains Linseed, Wheat, Oat. Corn
correct proportions to ensure highest results.
rearing calves. Enables you to sell your milk an
Tests prove it without an equal for “vealing-

ean, Pea and Molasses Meal in
Fully equal to whole milk for
d yet raise just as good calves,
up” purposes. Send for booklet.

CALDWELL’S
DAIRY MEAL

A high protein, carefully proportioned cow ration for the production of milk,
Prepared from carefully-selected materials thoroughly recleaned, guaranteed
cheap “‘fillers.”

Will get you
e condition.

Send for booklet.

ereal Co., Limited

3

rock elm frame; no mortices;

The Farmer’s

The farm bell is th,
hear " L.I-N-E-'S b,
neighbor or father,
farm, in case of fire

$5.00 FOR

The best general -purpose wheel-

$2.50 Complete. barrow in Ontario; hand made;

steel wheel; machine stee] axle;

well braced; two coats paint;

guaranteed to carry a load. Take advantage of thijg
special offer. Mail your order to-day.

THE EXETER MFG. CO., LIMITED, EXETER, ONTARIO

OTH

son John, or the hired man, a
» sickness or danger and with

i’;“he' | TO THE
i HOUSE

less Telephone

reless telephone.

ging in case of fire

Harab

FERTILZERS

Write for FREE Fertilizer Booklet
and prices.
THE ONTARIO FERTIL]ZERS‘ L
West Toronto, Ont.

IMITED | heart

WANTED

Creamt markets have a,
paying WAR prices for good quality

CREAM

We need yours. Write us.
Cans Supplied.

TORONTO CREAMERY CO., LIMITED
Toronto g3 23

dvanced, and we are now
weeks.

Ontarlc
Thrifty Holstein Bull Calf
EIGHT MONTHS OLD FOR SALE

as a three-year-old. Dam
which quality is likely to be t
This is a very important point.
Manager“Ovcrlake Farm,"'Gri
or H. H. Dean, College Height

* year (private).
4,000 Ibs. milk
IS a regular breeder,
lansmitted to her son.

For price, write:
msby East,Ont.
8, Guelph, Ont.

A traveller in the dining-car of a
Georgia railroad had ordered fried egEs
for breakfast. “Can’t give Yo' fried
aigs, boss,”’ the negro waiter
him, ‘‘lessen yo' want to wait  till we
stops.’’ “Why, how is that 2" ““Well,
de cook he says de road’'s go rough dat
ebery time he trieg to fry aigs  dey
8crambles.’’—1 ifa
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THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.
Make Your Stock More Profitable

ing CALDWELL'S STOCK FEEDS. These guaranteed
Sty y a dairyman’s margin of profit. We
each product, besides guaranteeing the

and frightened.

brought a motor car to take them to

speechless with fright, they rushed into

a very busy day. They sat, terrified at
the electric trams, at the crowds, at the
glitter of the shops, at the car itself.
They grasped the seat with clutching
hands, while Jim, uncomprehending and
happy, chatted of their voyage, of his
approaching wedding, and of his exult-
ant hopes.

Out in the suburbs their panic sub-
sided somewhat, and they began to note
what a new Jim this was that was
speaking to them. On his visits home
he had always attuned his ways to
theirs, and he had always seemed in-
alienably their boy. Now for the first
time they saw with clear eyes how
education and success and his rise in
the social scale had changed him. In
spite of his forced kindness he was not
their Jim. In some subtle way he
seemed an ally of thig new spirit of
bustle and life so foreign and antago-
nistic to the old folk.

At the grand house nestling in itg
gardens they were received kindly and
tactfully; but they were so overwhelmed
by the unusual splendor that they were
speechless, unhappy, and embarrased.

Jim’s fiancee wag a tall, athletic, mo-
dern girl, fresh ag the breeze of spring,
joyous and healthful as a daughter of
the gods. She made kind advancss to
the old folk, but they were so awkward
and unrespomsive that she soon gave up
the attempt to gain their affection, and
speedily left them and played

a vigor-
Ous game of tennis with Jim,

They spent three miserable days. The
old man sought refuge from the unac-
customed splendor of the house in con-
genial chats with the occasional garden-
er. The mother spent many surrepti-
tious moments in the kitchen, talking
to the cook. Meals, with their com-
plications of plates, knives, and forks,
were ordeals of misery.  Worse than all,
Jim, their Jim, whose baby fingers had
opened heaven to their hearts, seemed
farther and farther away from them
every day.

One morning the old man found him in
the garden, and tried to pour out some
of the sorrow in his heart. Jim listened
with flushed, guilty face,
“You're quite mistaken, dad,””’
at rast, ‘uOf course, I love you ag much
as I always did. I can’t forget all that
you've both done for me, and I shall do
my duty by you as long ag you . live.
But you must see that nowadays my
time is filled— Yes, Margaret?’
His fiancee had appeared
balcony and called to him,.

“I want to show yYou something,
Jim,” ghe said in her clear, cultured
voice. ‘“Come inside, wi] you?'’

With a muttered excuse he ran lightlly
up the steps, while the old man pa(‘(};l
sadly away.
Later, the mother found them in 4
windowed recess. Margaret’g arm was
round hig neck, where his mother’g arm
had never been, allowed to rest, and he
was looking into her eyeg with

he said

on the

an
ardent affection that hig mother woulq
have given her life to gain. The old

woman crept silently
herself to her
with tears.

At last came the wedding. The great
house was fillsq with happy young peo-
ple, and rang with laughter and gaiety,
in the midst of which the old folk were
submerged gang neglected. Unnoticed
they watched the marriage
and no one in the whole gay
guessed the feelings ip »
hearts. Even Jim forg
and his bride were d.

away, and betook
km'tting with eyes suffuged

ceremony,

their poor old
ot them unti] he

so very different from their own sequest-
ered life. But this Auckland—this was
a town utterly strange and foreign and
hostile. They stood on the busy whart
in the dazzling summer sunshine, amid
a bustle of urging trucks, of backing
horses, of shouting hand-cart men, and
of the hurrying crowd, bewildered, dazed

Jim had obtained a holiday, and had
the home of the young lady. Almost

the palpitating car and whirled up
Queen Street through the dense traffic of

Till

If

company “

FOUNDED 1gqg

hind them began to flagh with
lights, and to resound with music and
light laughter. Still they sat, silent
stricken and forgotten. ¥

“It’s in the nature of things,»

saiq
the olq man at last, suddenly py,

the silence, and unconsciously SPeaking
his thoughts rather than i

wife—“it’s in the nature of thingg, ang
it can’t pe helped. Jim’s g good
He'll never let us starve,
love us as we love him. He's Young,
and his life lies bright before him,
We're old, and our work is pagt and
done. The world’'s Bone past yg, The
plant lives for seed; but whep the egp
is full and the corn is ripe the olg-
leaves wither and die. That’g all therg

is for us now—slowly - to wither apq
diel””

boy;
But he can’t

He was silent once again.
he could hear his wife
He felt g sudden desir
to him, to comfort her
done in the days long Past ; but the
long years of separation and of misup.
derstanding lay between them, apg he
sat gazing straight before him,

Suddenly ghe clasped his arm,
all, John?” ghe whispered.

He turned angd gazed at her, The
light from one of the windows fell fuf)
on her wrinkled, tear-stained old face,
In it he could see a frantic look of ap-
peal.

‘““Don’t—don’t say it ig all, Johp,
Surely—surely there is something. mope,

Tell me there is, John—tel] me there
is."””

Beside hip
sobbing  gott]y,
e to clasp her
as he would have

“Is it

Slowly hig arm stole round her, ang
slowly her weary old head sank qp his
shoulder, where her weeping - slackened
and ceased. A long time they sat thug
in silence, and the mists of misunder.
standing that so long had blinded their
hearts seemed to 1ift and part as they
sat.

“We’ve been fools, Anne—fools, and
blind,”” said the old man shakily at
last, smoothing back the silver hair
from her brow. . ““We've both sought in
Jim all these years what we shoulg
have found in each other. Do you re-
member, Anne, the first two years we
were together? It’s a long, long way
back to the land of happiness we lived
in then; but we'll go back to the farm
and seek the way there, and, please
God, we shall find ijt." ’

She raised her head and kissed him.
“I think we are there already,” she
quavered.

The stars came out, and the summer
night closed round them, and the gentle
breeze from the seg rustled the leaves of
the garden, and cooled their faces with

its hand of healing peace.—Otago Wit-
ness.

British Army War Song
of Troops in France.
“It's a Long Way to Tipperary’” has

become the marching song of the British
army. Everywhere on the march it is
whistled or sung.

Up to mighty” London came gan Irishman
I gty

one day,

As the streets are pav'd with gold, sure

every one was gay ;

Singing songs of Piccadilly, Strand and

Leicester Square,
Paddy got excited, then he shouted
to them there :

CHORUS.

It’s 4 long way to Tipperary,
It's g long way to go ;
It's g long way to Tipperary,

To the sweetest girl I know.
Good-bye Piccadilly, farewell Leicester

Square ;

It’s a long, long way to Tipperary,
But my heart’s right there.

Paddy wrote a letter to his Irish Molly O’
Saying :  ““Shgulq you not receive ft,

write and let me know ;
I make mistakes in spelling, Molly
dear,” said he, ,
Remember, it’'s the pen that's bad, don’t

lay the blame on me."”

riving away in the CHORUS.
motor car, and then, secing them stang- Molly wrote a neat reply to Irish
ing nilr-‘.('nnsolatoly apart,

he wWuved g

laughing, casual farewel] to them

Silently anqg sadly they
and sat down together
Seat, gazing with unseeing eyes out
the harbor. Slowly

walked aw ay

over

common-place,

crept around them. The great house pe-

the évening shadows For

Paddy o’

Saying : ““Mike Maloney wants to marry

me and so

on a secluded l.eave the Strand and Piccadilly, or you'll

be to blame
love has fairly drove me silly, hop-
ing you're the same.’’
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