IS YOUR
HOME

rebuild in case of fire.

HAVE
YOU A

accident or sickness.

system.

year.

INSURED ?

Fire insurance
won't keep your buildings
from burning, but it helps to

TELEPHONE ?

A good tele-
phone will save you many
long and weary drives.
may save your life in case of

It

WALL TELEPHONE, MAGNETO TYPE.

A good telephone system is the best possible insurance
against lawlessness and against lonesomeness.
munity can and should own and control its own telephone
The cost is merely nominal.

Every com-

A good telephone will save you many times its cost every

We are building up a great Canadian industry. All of our
goods are first-class and fully guaranteed.

Write us for full particulars, which we furnish free of cost.

Canadian Independent Telephone Co., Ltd.,

26 DUNCAN ST., TORONTO, ONT.

THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

A Wonderful Remedy.

use, and a few weeks’
treatment accomplishes
cure. This
scientific preparation, and
on the discoveries of Pasteur
Lister.
that is, it

laws of chemical action. As

diseased tissue, its antiseptic and nerve-food properties

beneficent influence.

I receive from 10 to 50 letters daily,

fits and cures it is performing ; and so

comes in

sure am 1 that it will do what

Ora-#ga Lily is daily curing the
most obstinate cases of Female Dis-

orders. Falling of the Womb, Leu-
corrhaea, ~Painful and Suppressed
Menstruation, etc., etc., are all of

them relieved from the start by its
or months’
a complete
remedy is a positive,
is based
¢ and
It is an Applied treatment;
) is not takeén internally,
but is applied direct to the suffer-
ing parts, and it, therefore, acts
with all the certainty of the known

it

direct contact with the
cannot help but have a
speaking of the bene-

is

claimed for it that I will send, absolutelg1 free, a 35-cent box to every suffering

woman who will
month’s treatment.

write for it. Price,

Address, with stamp,

Mrs. F. V. QGurrah, Windsor, Ont.

00 per box, which is sufficient for one

by experts every day.

J. C. SMITH. Prasident.

Dairy S8how and a S8eed Exhibit.
The S8how will be held in the

The Eastern Ontario Live-stock & Poultry Show

WILLJBE HELDZAT

Ottawa, Ont., Jan.;20 to 24, 1908.

Exhibits will consist of Live and Dressed Cattle, Bheep, Bwine and Poultry ; also a
Large cash prizes offered in the various departments.
splendid new building. Practical lectures will be given

Live-stock Entries Close Jan. 11. Poultry Entries Close Jan (]
Reduced rates on all railways. For Prize List, Entry Form or Progmmmé. zipply to:

A. P. WESTERVELT, Secretary,
Parliament Bulldings, Toronto.
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well grown.

Baby Rambler.

Poultry:

Ever - blooming Crimson
Dwarf Think of roses
every day from Jun
until frost out of doors

The Central Nurseries

are supplying splendid value in Fruit and Ornamental
Trees, Bhrubs, Rosges, Grapevines, New Herbert Rasp-
berry, Rykman Strawberry Plants in varieties. All
True, dependable stock. Bend for our
Free Priced catalogue. We ship direct to our cus-
tomers, with satisfactory results.

Seed potatoes :

Try us. 28th year.

Climax, Eureka, Fldorado, Peck’s Early, E \ing
Golden Coin, and others. sy B8RS ks

R.I. Reds; none belter; cockerels from §1 up.

A. 6. Hull & Son, St. Gatharines, Ontario.

me. But my eyes met hers unflinch-
ingly, for now I had told her the
truth.

‘““ Indeed, mother, I did not prom-
ise to let him come with me,”” I
said, and then 1 told her all the
story.

““1 believe ye, Peggie,”’ she said,
when I had finished, ‘‘fer mnever
onst, even when ye were a little girl,
did ye lie to me. I s’pose it seemed
natural, as ye say, fer ye were great
friends when ye were little, 'n’ that
was my fault, not yours. I s’pose,
too, when ye tried to go back, that
he forced himself on ye, fer that’s the
rough, go-ahead way o’ the Car-
michaels, 'n’ Dick’s gettin’ every day
to be more a chip o’ the old block,
so they say. But look ye here, Peg-
gie ’—with the hard, strained voice
returning—‘‘ if ye care anything
about yer old mother and the mem-
ory o’ yer father, ye’ll keep clear,
from this day out, from Dick Car-
michael.”’

T will have nothing to do with
him. Indeed I will not talk with
him again,”” I said, ready to promise
anything in the depth of my contri-
tion, for, whatever Dick might be,
would it not be ill-fitting enough for
me to have aught more to say to the
son of the man who had wrought us
such ill, and who had, perhaps, as my
mother believed, been the cause, if
the indirect cause, of my poor fath-
er's tragic death ?

My mother put her hand on my hair
and stroked it gently.

‘““ Ye’'re a good girl, Peggie,”” she
said, ‘‘ if ye weren’'t ye wouldn’'t ha’
fretted so. .Well, well, after all
no harm’s done, 'n’ if Dick carried
ye over the muddy plowin’, why it
saved yer boots, fer ye couldn’t ha’
picked your steps goin’ through the
bush-road in the dark ; ’'n’ it ud ha’
been a pity to ha’ spoiled them nice
new ones. I know ye’ll keep yer
promise, Peggie. Ye're a good girl,
‘'n’ ye’ve been a great help to me on
the farm.”’

So the interview passed over less
disastrously than I had anticipated,
and when I arose and began to go
about my daily duties, it was almost
joyfully. Now that my promise had
been again given, I would keep it.
From this time henceforth I would
have nothing whatever to do with
Dick Carmichael, and would be able
to look my mother in the face with-
out shame. So 1 sang, free as a
bird in the glad sense of emancipa-
tion that comes of feeling that one
has made a good resolution and cut
off a bond that would fetter.

But alas for human nature ! When
the strenuous work of the morning
was over, and I had time to sit and
think over my sewing, I found my-
self living over and over again the
event of the preceding night, walking
with Dick up the calm, moonlit road,
climbing the fence with him, listen-
ing to his low, deep voice, plunging
again into the lake of mist with his
arms bearing me high and dry above
the muddy, uneven ground.

Again and again, with the con-
sciousness of doing wrong by even
permitting myself to think, and that
so pleasantly, of that quiet walk
with Dick, T beat away the memory
of it, and forced my thoughts upon
something else. And at every strug-
gle old Chris’s maxims would ring in
my ears : ‘“ It’s what’s behind the

! the words that counts

actions ’'n’
most—fer yerself. If ye think what’s

CHAPTER XII.
A Discovery.

Upon the tollowing morning 1 set
out, as I so often did, upon horse-
back, to make a tour of the farm,
this to be a final one, to see that all
was in good order before winter.

As 1 rode slowly along, nearer and
nearer to Carmichaecl’s farm, T was
annoyed to find that the conscious-
ness of Dick and the Carmichaels was
again uppermost. Instead of at
tending to my  own tields, T found
myself  looking across at Carmich-
ael’s, noting the improvements, ard
marking how muctl fall plowing had
been done—so many, many furrows,
straight and even, as only Dick could
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plow ; and, instead of hurrying: to
get through and to my sewing, I was
presently looking idly at the tirces
about the Carmichael home, and
thinking of how sweet and, kind Mrs.
Carmichae¢l was, and wondering
whether she were as frail that fall as
usual.

As I rode nearer to the back barn,
however, these wonderings were ar-
rested by the sound of a loud, angry
voice, Carmichael’s voice. He was
evidently in a fury with someone. It
could scarcely be with Dick, for, in
all my knowledge of them, I had
never heard of his being in a real
passion with Dick. Yet, too,
after Dick’s determination to ask an
explanation, who knew what might
happen !

With sinking heart I rode on a few
paces further, then my worst fears
were realized, for, standing out in
the barnyard with his father, I could
see Dick, with both hands in his
pockets, evidently listening, quite
quietly, while his father stormed.

I urged my horse on, for what they
might have to say was no affair of
mine, and the morning air was still;
vet I hoped the man of thunder would
not be too hard on Dick, poor Dick,
who had been so faithful during all
those years, and whose heart had
been so wrung because of the one
who now, it seemed, was daring to
upbraid him.

How could he fault Dick—I thought,
savagely—he who had done so much

evil, and who, worse than all, had
tried to cover up his misdeeds, and
had fancied himself successful ! How

strange it was that all the other
neighbors had little but good to say
of Henry Carmichael ! . And yet,
it had been my father only whom he
had hated! And he had had his
revenge !

At the old home spot I drew rein
and got off. It had been my moth-
er's fancy to have it left untouched,
except to cut out the weeds, and so,
through all these years, the phlox,
and sunflowers, and the meadow-
sweet, had grown up and blossomed,
and the lilac bushes and snowdrops
had spread into great masses. Under
the leafless cherry trees the grass
was quite long and dry, se I lay
down there to think.

This morning 1 did a sort of fierce
penance in looking at the charred
heap of stones piled up where the
house had been, and at the depres-
sion beyond which marked the site of
the old barn ; one by one I called
up the details of that night before
me, and held them there, as one
presses on an aching tooth. Above
all did 1 dwell on that short and
fatal interview between my father
and Carmichael, and was almost
glad when I found the old resentment
against my father's enemy, which
had sometimes slept, rising bitter as
ever in my heart. I must never see
more of Dick Carmichael. I had
promised ; and it was well that
every reason for our utter separation
should be vividly before me.

It was a last act of renunciation
that 1 was performing there in the
forsaken garden, with the dry grass-
es shaking about me, and the crisp,
brown lilac leaves rustling like paper
on the lilac bushes; and, resolute
once more, I got up and led Prince
out through the gateway.

As T turned to shut the gate 1
heard a step on the hard road, and,
looking up, saw the last one whom
I had wished to meet—Dick Carmich-
ael—striding toward me with a grip
in his hand.

Before I could mount, he was close
to me

“ Peggie ? Again 2’ he said, with
a grim smile ‘“ At least 1 am not
sorry to have the opportunity of say-
ing good-bye.””

“You—yvou are going away ?”
I said.

“Yes” he said, then stood for a
moment looking verv far away, with
serious eves, while I, mv brain in a
whirl, stood clinging to my
horse’s mane. and wondering if Car-
michael’s rage had driven Dick away

Something pitiable about me must
have touched him, for, in a moment,
when he looked  at me again, his
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