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ioo THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE Founded 1866

When watcher di^a^ree, 
the handts that isct, them right 

are the han.d.5 of the
ELGIN

WATCH *
the timepiece 

that’is ever right
Every Elgin Watch is fully guaran­

teed. All jewelers have Elgin Watches.
An interesting, illustrated booklet 
about watches sent free on request to
ELGIN NATIONAL WATCH CO.,

4>s

Elgin, III.

ROYAL
HOUSEHOLD

FLOUR
The World’s Best. For Sale by all Grocers.

THE OGILVIE FLOUR MILLS CO. LTD.
WINNIPEG

MORE BUTTER 
MORE MOREY

If you can increase your butter production 
without any increased cost or any more work 
won’t it pay you to do it? And if you can get 

more butter from you milk with lees 
work, that will be still better, won’t it? 

That’s exactly what you can do if you 
will do as Mr. Leiting did—buy a 
Sharpies Tubular Separator. Here’s 
what he says about the Tubular:

Randolph, Nebraska. Feb. 15th, 1906.
Gentlemen:—On the 23rd day of January, 

1906, I took a No. 4 Sharpies Tubular Separator 
on trial. On learning that I was in the market 
for a cream separator, the agent for the disc 
style "bucket bowl" separator brought one to 
my farm and requested me to give it a trial be­
fore making a purchase. After giving both 
machines a fair trial, I concluded to keep the 
Tubular as I consider it far superior to the other 
machine. It skims closer, runs easier, and is 
very much easier to wash, there being so many 
less parts. From three sklmmlngs of milk from 
7 cows, we were able to mak el% lbs. more but­
ter with the Tubular than we could with the 
“bucket bowl” machine. B. LEITING.

The Sharpies Tubular 
Separator

gets all the cream there is in the milk, does it so 
easy that it’s not work to run it at all, and is so 
simple, with only one little part in the bowl to wash 
and keep clean that comparison is out of the question.

The extra cream it gets makes the Tubular a regular 
savings bank for its owner.

All the other good money-making points are told 
in book F-186, which you ought to read. Write for it 
today—we’ll send it free to you.

THE 8HARPLES SEPARATOR CO.,
Toronto, Can.WEST CHESTER, PA. Chicago, III.

PIANOS & ORGANS
Highest grades only.

Prices reasonable and easy.
J. MURPHY & COMPANY

CORNWALL ST. REGINA.
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BEFORE ORDERING YOUR YEAR’S SUPPLY 

cf literature write to The Times Agency 
8Lair Bulhnng, Toronto, for a FREE Specimec 
copy of THE TIMES WEEKLY EDITION, and 
full particular olclubb ng offe s. AnvtMu# 
published supplied. It will SAVEyou MONEY 
TIME, and it reduces the lisk oi non deliver) 
to a minimum. j

raised his head and noticed, lying in 
the gloom between them and the array 
of sheep, a still, white heap.

James Moore was a man of deeds not 
words. \

“It’s past waitin’!" he said, and 
sprang forward, his heart in his mouth.

The sheep stamped and shuffled as 
he came,|and yet did not break.

“Ah, thanks be!” he cried, dropping 
beside the motionless body; “it’s nob’- 
but a sheep. ’’ As he spoke his hands 
wandered deftly over the carcase. 
“Butjwhat’s this?” he called. “Stout* 
she was as me. Look at her fleece— 
crisp, close, strong; feel the flesh—firm 
as a rock. And ne’er a bone broke, 
ne’er a scrat on her body a pin could 
mak’. As healthy as a mon—and yet 
dead as mutton!”

Jim, still trembling from the horror 
of his fear, came up, and knelt 
by his friend. “Ah, but there’s bin 
devilry in this!” he said ; “I reck’ned 
they sheep had bin badly sheared, and 
not so long agone. ”

“Sheep-murder, sure enough!” the 
other answered. “No fox’s doin’-— 
a girt-grown two-shear as could ’maist 
knock a h’ox. ”

Jim’s hands travelled from the body 
to the dead creature’s throat. He 
screamed.

“By gob, Master! look ’ee theer!” 
He held his hand up in the moonlight, 
and it dripped red. “And warm yet! 
waYm!”

“Tear some bracken, Jim!” ordered 
the other “and set a light. We mun 
see to this. ”

The postman did as bid. For a 
moment the fern smouldered and 
smoked, then the flame ran crackling 
along and shot up in the darkness, 
weirdly lighting the scene : to the right 
the low wood, a block of solid blackness 
against the sky; in front the wall of 
sheep, staring out of the gloom with 
bright eyes; and as center-piece that 
still, white body,with the kneeling men 
and lurcher sniffing tentatively round.

The victim was subjected to a 
critical examination. The throat, and 
that only, had been hideously mauled ; 
from the raw wounds the flesh hung in 
horrid shreds ; on the ground all about 
were little pitiful dabs of wool, wrenched 
off apparently in a struggle; and, 
crawling among the fem-roots, a snake­
like track of red led down to the 
stream.

“A dog’s doin’,and no mist akin’ thot,” 
said Jim at length, after a minute 
inspection.

Ay,” declared the Master with 
slow emphasis, “and a sheep-dog’s too, 
and an old un’s, or I’m no shepherd.” 

The postman looked up.
“Why thot?” he asked, puzzled. 
“Becos, ” the Master answered, “’im 

as did this killed for blood—and for 
blood only. If had bin on y other dog 
—greyhound, bull, tarder, or even a 
young sheep-dog—d’yo’ think he’d ha’ 
stopped wi’ the one? Not he; he’d 
ha’ gone through ’em, and be runnin’ 
'em as like as not yet, nippin’ ’em, 
pullin’ em down, till he’d maybe killed 
the half. But ’im as did this killed 
for blood, I say. He got it—killed 
just the one, and nary touched the 
others, d’yo’ see, Jim?”

The postman whistled, long and low. 
“It’s just what owd Wrottesley’d 
II on,” he said. “I never nob’but 

half ^ believed him then—I do 
though. D’yo’ mind what th’ 
lad’d tell, Master?”

James Moore nodded.
“Thot’s it. I’ve never seen the 

like afore myself, but I’ve heard ma 
granddad speak o’t mony’s the time 
An owd dog’ll git the cravin’ for sheep’s 
blood on him, just the same as a mon 
does for the drink; he creeps oot o’ 
nights, gallops afar, hunts his sheep, 
downs ’er and satisfies the cravin’. 
And he nary kills but the one, they say, 
ofr he knows the va]lie o’ sheep same 
as you and me. He has his gallop, 
quenches the thirst, and then he’s for 
home, maybe a score mile away, and no 
one the wiser i’ th’ mom in’. And so 
on, till he cooms to a bloody death, the 
murderin’ traitor. ”

“If he does!” said Jim.
“And he does, they sav, nigh always.

For he gets bolder and bolder wi’ not 
bein’ caught, until one tine night 
bullet lets light into’ him. And 

♦Stout hearty.
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GUSHING BROS. GO., LTD.
THE GREATEST SASH AHD DOOR

HOOSE’IH THE WEST.

Doors 
Windows 
Plate Glass

Shingles
Lumber
Lath

k

FACTORIES:
Cainary 
Edmonton 
Regina

BRANCHES:
Strathcono 
Red Deer.
Fort Saskatchewan

SAVE FMONEY
Mr. Herseman, by using g 1

Hackney 
Stock Food

for your Stock

6 feeds for one cent, 
and will save you 
dollars in your feed­
ing bill. You will 
only need to use half 
the oats if you feed 
Hackney Stock Food

HACKNEY
275 Fort St.

THE

STOCK FOOD CO.
WINNIPEG

A 3 lb. Sample Package 
sent to your address, ex­
press paid, for 50 cents. 

Try one.

A TEAM OF HORSES THE ONLY 
HELP REQUIRED

to bore wells with the

POWERS
Boring Machine.

j You can run it alone, because the tools 
operate through center of platform, while 
the ho-se walks around it. Bores easily 
through frozen ground; 100 ft. in 10 hrs. 
Mounted on wheels, and easily moved 
from place to pi are. Write for Catalog. 

Utie er*. Co., Hoi 29, Clarl.d., Iowa, U. 8. A.

Kootenay Fruit Lands
I’OR SALE—20 acres, no wasteland. 4 acres 

cleared, cultivated, planted to about 200 trees, 
beginning to bear. Close to school, church. 
P.O., etc.
Price $1,800. $800 cash, balance in 1 and 2 years

GEO. G. McLaren, Box 654, Nelson, B.C.

GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY.

BLAIR’S GOUT AND 
RHEUMATIC PILLS

a
s< ime

The best and surest cure for GOUT and 
RHEUMATISM. Thousands have testified 
o it. All stores and the BOLE DRUG CO- 

Winnipeg, and LYMAN, SONS A CO.
uentreal and Toronto.


