Water on Tap
in Every Part
of Your House
or Barn!

HAT gives you city convenience

and %ity s};fety. Makes life
better and healthier, gives you fire
protection, simplifies stock water-
ing and work in general.

A s SO0 SIS SO 0 3l DA S 2R

Outfit illustrated is our pneu-
matic water supply system. It has
a powerful hand power pump that
gives strong pressure to any part
of the house. Connections to

kitchen range give ample hot water supply. Is very moderate in price. We
make the

EMPIRE Water Supply System

in many styles and sizes to operate by hand, windmill, gasoline or electricity-
Will supply air and water simultaneously, water alone or air alone.

We can furnish you with an apparatus at a price that will surprise you"

Write us to-day
and:let us help

System A:—Hand Operated

you selve your
water supply
problem.

JNDON

&mpire Mfg. o,

Limited

East London

Learn How to Shoot

Lord Kitchener emphasizes Lord Robert’s remarks on
the vital importance of a knowledge of rifle shooting.

THE ROSS CADET RIFLE

offers a splendid arm for training boys or men,
Canadian Government for use of Cade
similar to that of the Ross Military
cellent, while the accuracy of the b

other celebrated Ross Models.

camp or farm, perfectly safe,

long rifle cartridges which are

bought anywhere and cost

and has been adopted by the
t Corps. The action is very

Arm, and the sights are ex-
arrel is as great as that of
It isa splendid arm for

and the .22 short or

can be

little.

used
but

Ross Cadet Rifles sel] at $12.00, other
models at $25.00 and upwards

Best dealers everywhere sell them.

Complete catalogue sent free on request,

ROSS RIFLE COMPANY, Quebec, Que.

POTATOES WITH A

Increase vour Crops by using vigorous seed of high
i grown from Registered Seed of several years
Green Mountain (same

PEDIGREE

Jproducing qualities, My stock

selection.  Fa]] prices for
potatoe as the Delaware

in Ontario) $1.00
per hl]sh(‘l; 5 bushels $4.50; 10 bushels $8.00; al
F.O.B. shipping  point. Cash  with order,

J. H. Stockton Bull’'s Creek Farm Woodstock, New Brunswick

Evergreen Stock Farm—High-class Re N

) r _ gistered Holeteins

For sale: Two exceptionally fine young bulls, one ready for scrvi ¢, and dams have 20ood officin]

rechrd& Also three heifer calves, six, seven and_ten months old; good indwviduals and bred right

Write for particulars, or come and see them, -
A E. HULET, R.R. 2, N(»h\i(h, Ont. 3ell phone

Holsteins and Percherons at Beaver Creek Stock

"

far 3

In Hol res . i
n Ho slei_ns -Present offering— A number of cows also a few by calves. In Percherons o
Stallions, rising (lnf‘cv\u:us and five years respectively, alse one vy rli md one 1414 \n”;
. Will exchange the two stallions for one and o « 1sh fterence ) o

Albert Mittlefchlde, Smithfield Station, I, . & B R. R. Wellandport, Ont irio

When writing advertiserg, Kindly mention ““The Farmer's Advocate.’

. thing that sghe had wanted

THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE,

it was you who were hurt,”” he stam-
mered.
‘“Me!’’ she cried, her eyes dancing.

The ray of light was breaking—one with
a promise in it for the future !

‘““Yes,—you, Miss Ruth! Funny, isn’t
it, how when you are half dead you get
things mixed up.”” Oh, the stupidity ot
these lovers | Not a thing had he seen
of the flash.of expectation in her eyes
or of the ot color rising to her ‘cheeks.
“I thought somebody was trying to tell
your father that you were hurt, amd. I
was fighting to keep him from hearing
it. But you must thank Bolton for let-
ting you know.”

Ruth’s face clouded and the sparkle
died but in her eyes. What was Mr.
Bolton to her, and at a time likle this ?

“It was most kind of Mr. Boltonm,”’
she answered in a constrained voice. ‘T
only wish he had said something more :
we had a terrible day. Uncle Peter was
nearly crazy about you; he telegraphed
and telegraphed, but we could get mo
answer. That’'s why it was such a re-
et to find xexz at the station,”

But the bat had not finished banging
his head against the wall. ‘““Then I
did do some good by going?”’ he asked
earnestly.

““Oh, indeed you did.”” It he did not
care whether she had been hurt or not,
even in his delirium, she was not going
to betray herself. ““It was the first
time anybody had seen Uncle Peter
smile; he was wretched all day. He
loves you very dearly, Mr. Breen.’’

Jack’s hand dropped so suddenly to
his side that the pain made him tighten
his lips. For a moment he did not an-
swer,

‘“Then it was only Uncle Peter who
was anxious, was it 9 I am glad he
loves me. I love him, too,”” he said at
last in a perfunctory tone—'‘he’s been
everything to me.”

‘““And you have been everything to
him.”’ She determined to change the
subject now. “Ile told me only—well,—

two days ago—that you had
ten years yonger.’’
‘““Me ?—Miss Ruth 1’

made him

Still the

same
monotonous cadence.
“YVeg.'
“How 2"’
““Well,—maybe because he is old and

you are young.”  As she spoke her eyes
measured the width of hig shoulde
his broad chest—she saw now to
her father
thing ;

rs and
what
owed his life—‘‘and another
he said that he would
thank you for getting out alive,
owe you a debht of gratitude, too;
Breen ;—you gave me back my
daddy,”” she added in a assured
tone. Here at last was something she
could talk unreservedly ahout,

alwayg
And 1
Mr.
dear
more

Some-

to say ever

since he came.

Jack straightened and threw back hig
shoulders: that word again ! Was that
all that Ruth had to say ?

‘“No, Miss Ruth, you don't.”’ There
was a slight ring of defiance now. “'You
do mnot owe me anything, and please
don’t think so, and Please—please—do
not say so !’

“I don’t owe you anything ! Not for
saving my father’s life 2’ This came

with genuine surprise,
‘“No | What would yvou
of me, what would T
myself had T Jeft him to suffocate when
I could just as well have brought
out 9 Do you think 1 could
looked you in the face
might not have ever known
saved him—hut 1 should have hated my-
self every hour of my life. Men are
not to be thanked for these things: they
are to bhe they don't do

have thought
have thought, of
him
ever have
again ? You
I could have

despised if

them. Can’t you_see the difference 9'*

“But  you might have been killed,
too 1" shae exclaimed. Her own voice
was  rising, irritation and disappoint-
ment swaving ft. “Iiveryhody says it
Was a miracle you were not.”’

“Not a miracle at all. All T was
afraid of wasg stumhling over something
In the dark—and it wag nearly dark—
only a few of the rock lightg burning—
and not he able to get on my feet
again. But don’t. et us talk ahout it
any more.’’

“Yes—but 1 will, T must I must fee]
right about it all, and T cannot unlegsg
you listen I shall never forget you for
it as long ag T live." There wasg g
note of pathos in her voice, Why did
he make it so hard for her, s<he thq ught
Why would he not look her in {he

faca
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and see ? Why would he not Jet h..
thank him ? ‘Nothing in the worlg iy
80 precious to me as daddy, angd Never
will be

" she went on resolutely, driving
back the feeling of injustice that Surged
up in her heart at hig attitu

\ de—‘‘ang it
18 you, Mr. Breen, who have given him
back to me. And daddy feelg the samp

way about it; and fe is

going to tep
you so the minute he s

®es8 you,” ghe in

sisted. ‘“He has sent you a lot o
messages, he says, but they do not
count. Please,

nOW, won't you let, me
thank you ?*’
Jack raised his head.
fingering a tassel on the
sofa, missing all the play ot leel‘ing is
her eyes, taking in nothing bug the
changes that she rang on that one word
‘“‘gratitude.’’ Gratitude!—whep he lovegd
the ground she stepped on. RBut he must
face the issue fairly now:

He had peey
end of the

‘““No,—I don’t want you
me,’”’ he answered simply.

to  than)

‘““Well, what do you want, then?’ She
was at sea DOW,—compase and ruddes
gone,—wind blowing from every quartes
at once,—she trying tio reach the harhos
of his heart while every tack was tak.
ing her farther from port. If the Scribe
had his way the whole coast of lowve
would be lighted and all rocks of doubt
and mi.sunderstanding charted for just
such hapless lovers ag these two. How
often a twist of the tiller could seng
them into the haven of each other’p
arms, and yet how often they go ashore
and stay ashore and worse still, stay
ashiore all their lives.

Jack looked into her eyes and g hope
less, tired expression crossed his face.
“I don’t know,” ne said in a ba
audible voice :— ‘T just — please, Mise
Ruth, let us talk of something else; let
me tell you how lovely your gown f»
and how glad T am you wore it to-day
I always liked it, and—’’
““No—never mind about
would rather you did not
about me

Iy gown ; }
like anything
than misunderstand e |’
The tears were just under the lids;—one
more thrust like the last and they
would be streaming down her checks.
“But T haven't misunderstood you.'
He saw the lips quiver, but it wae
anger, he thought, that caused it.
““Yes, you have!’’—g great lurp hae
risen in her throat. “You have done
a brave, noble act,—everybody says 8o,
you carried my dear father out on your
backl when there was not but one chance
in a thousand you would ever get out
alive; you lay in a faint for hours and
once they gave you up for dead: then
you thought enough of Uncle Peter and
all of us to get that telegram sent so
We wouldn’t be terrified to death, and
then at the risk of your life you met
us at the station and have been in bed
ever since, and yet T am to sit still and
not say a word!” It was all she
could do to control herself. I do fee)
grateful to you and T always shall feel
grateful to you as long as I live. And
now will you take my hand and tell me

you are sorry, and let me say it al
over again, and with my whole heart ?
for that’s the way I mean it.”

She was facing him now, her hané

held out, her head thrown back, her dark
eyes flashing, her bosom heaving. Slow
ly and reverently, as a devotee would
kiss the robe of a passing priest, Jach

bent his head and touched her fingers
with his lips.

Then, raising his eyes to hers, he
asked, ““And is that all, Miss Ruth?

Isn’t there something more ?"° Not once
had she mentioned his own safety—not
once had she been glad over him—
““Something more 2" he repeated, am in-
effable tenderness in his tones—'‘some
thing—it isn’t all, is it 2" .

“Why, how can I say anything more?
she murmured in a lowered voice, with-
drawing her hand as the sound of a step
in the hall reached her ear.

The door sung wide: ‘“Well, what are
you two  young people quarrelling’
about 2"’ came a soft, purring voice.

“We weren’t quarrelling, Aunty. Mr
Breen is go modest he doesn’'t want
anybody to thank him, and 1 just
would.””

Miss Felicia felt
just in

that she had entered
Scarred and pennilese

battle-fields of glory
young women whose
have been carried bodily out of
burning death pits must never be left
too long together.

(To be continued.)
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