patented metal arch plate frame.

is built to endure a whole long lifetime.

tain expensive city warerooms.
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THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

Send to-day for catalogue and particulars
of our Direct-from-Factory selling plan.

A Pure, Sweet Tone That

Defies Both Time and Climate

is built solidly into DOMINION PIANOS by means of its
This exclusive betterment
does away with the use of wooden posts that warp and shrink
with time and heat and cold, and so cause the strings to lose
their tone and sweetness. Everything about the ¢DOMINION"
Not only that, but it
comes to you on easy terms and at factory cost, as we do not
include in our price the usual allowances for gift instrumer}ts
to colleges and great artists for testimonials, nor do we main-
We give you all the savings.

Pick out the instrument you want in the quiet of your own home.
We allow you easy terms and save you at least $100 besides.

The Dominion Organ & Piano Co., Limited

Manufacturers of Pianos, Organs and Flayer Pianos
BOWMANVILLE, CANADA

GECRGE H. RIFE, Western Representative, 362 8ixth St, BRANDON,

\
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Ideal Green
Feed Silos

(e |
Make Money for their Owners

The most prosperous and experienced dairymen all over the
Dominion agree that a good silo is a necessary part of the Dairy
equéipment of any cow owner who wants to realize a reasonable
profit from his herdy

A little investigation must convince you that it will pay you to
erect a silo.

The next question is ““What silo?"

You cannot afford to experiment.

You want asilo that by many years ot use has proved its worth.

The IDEAL GREEN FEED SILO has been longest on the

market. Thousands of prominent and successiul owners are
thankful for the day they erected an IDEAL GREEN FEED
SILO on their farms.

Be sure and get our new Silo Book.

De Laval Dairy ‘Supply Co.,

LIMITED
OLDEST AND LARGEST SILO MFRS. IN CANADA

1723 William St., Montreal

—|
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GUARANTEE
I every CLAY
GATE to be
free from any de-
fects whatsoever in
material or work-
manship. I will re-
place Free any part
or the entire gate
giving oat tor such
reasons.
H. RALPH STEELE,
MANAGER.

LAY Gates canbe quickly and easiIK
‘ : adjus‘ed to let small stock throug

(see illustration), and to lift over
snow 1n winter. Over all other gates

Clay r.rm Gates

won't break, bend, sag, burn, blow down or rot.
Will last a lifctime,
tee or angle iron.

60 Days’ Free Trial

We will send you one or a dozen Clay
Gates for 60 days' free trial, without ex-
pense or obligation to you. 20,000
gates sold last year on these terms.

Clay Gates are guaranteed (see above).

Have Many
Advantages

C Positively keep back breachy bulls,
Made of high carbon steel tubmﬁoflarge diameter—Dbetter than gas pipe,

CANADIAN GATE GO., LTD.,
34 Morris Street, Gue'ph, Cntario

the left until they came to the first creek, Andrew, with a merry laugh,

to give a certain signal, when the' boat
of the Day Dream, which lay in wait not
far out to sea, would pick them up.
They obeyed implicitly, fortunately for
them and for me. The soldiers who saw
them were equally obedient to Chauve-
lin’s orders. They did not stir! 1
waited for nearly half an hour ; when I
knew that the fugitives were safe I gave
the signal, which caused so much stir.”’

And that was the whole story. It
seemed so simple ! and Marguerite could
but marvel at the wonderful ingenuity,
the boundless pluck and audacity which
had evolved and helped to oarry out this
daring plan.

““ But those brutes struck you !”” she
gasped in horror, at the bare recollection
of the fearful indignity.

““ Well | that could not be helped,” he
said gently, ‘“‘whilst my little wife’'s fate
was so uncertain, I had to remain here
by her side. 0dd’s lifle !”’ he added mer-
rily, ‘‘mever fear ! Chauvelin will lose
nothing by waitihg, I warrant ! Wait
till I get him back to England !—La ! he
shall pay for the thrashing he gave me
with compound interest, I promise you.”

Marguerite laughed. It was so good
to be beside 'him, to hear his cheery
voice, to watch that good-humoured
twinkle in his blue eyes, as he stretched
out his strong arms, in longing for that
foe, and anticipation of his well-deserved
punishmenit.

Suddenly, however, she started: the
happy blush left her cheek, the light of
joy died out of her eyes : she had heard
a stealthy footfall overhead, and a stome
had rolled down from the top of the
cliffs right down to the beach below.

‘“ What's that ?"’ she whispered in hor-
ror and alarm.

‘“Oh ! nothing, m’dear,”” he muttered
with a pleasant laugh, ‘“‘only a trifle you
happened to have forgotten my
friend, Ffoulkes . . .”’

4 Sir Andrew !"’ she gasped.

Indeed, she had wholly forgotten the de-
voted friend and companion, who had
trusted and stood by her during all these
hours of anxiety and suffering. She re-
membered him now, tardily and with a
pang of remorse.

‘““Aye ! you had forgotten him, hadn’t
you, m’dear,”” said Sir Percy, merrily ;
‘““fortunately, I met him, not far from the
‘Chat Gris,” before I had that interesting
supper party with my friend Chauvelin.

Odd’s life ! but I have a score to
settle with that young reprobate !—but in
the meantime I told him of a very long,
very roundabout road, that would bring
him here by a very circuitous road which
Chauvelin’s men would never suspect, just
about the time when we are ready for
him, eh, little woman 2’

““ And he obeyed ?"’ asked Marguerite, in
utter astonishment.

‘““ Without word or q{lesth'on.
he comes.

See, here
He was not in the way when
I did not want him, and now he arrives
in the nick of time. Ah | he will make
pretty little Suzanne a most admirable
and methodical husband.’’

In the meanwhile Sir Andrew Ffoulkes
had cautiously worked his way down the
clifis : he stopped once or twice, pausing
to listen for the whispered words which

would guide him to Blakeney’s hiding-
place.

‘“ Blakeney !"” he ventured to say at
last cautiously, ‘“ Blakeney | are you
there 2"’

The next moment he rounded the rock

against which Sir Percy and Marguerite
were leaning, and seeing the weird figure
still clad in the long Jew’s gaberdine, he
paused in sudden, complete bewilderment.

But already Blakeney had struggled to
hiis feet.

‘““Here T am, friend,” he said with his
funny, inane laugh, “‘all alive ! though 1
do look a begad scarecrow in these dem-
med things.”’

‘““ Zooks 1"

ejaculated Sir Andrew, in
boundless astonlishment, as he recognized
his leader, ‘““of all the . .
BN .
I'ne young man had seen Marguerite

and happily checked the forcible lan
that rose to his lips, at
quisite Sir Percy

guage
sight of the ex-
in this weird ahd dirty

garh.

Yes " said Blakeney, calmly “of all
the heny ! My friend !'—T have
not yet had time to ask yYou what you
were doing in I'rance, when T ordered ;'nu
to remain in London ? Insuhm‘din-lt.it»un ?

at o . i .
What 2 Wait tin my shoulders are less
sore, and, by QCad 5 st o

3 X 3 rad,  see the punishme
vou'll get.” I o

Odd’'s fish ! I'll bear it,”” said Sir
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o secing
that you are alive to give it. . Would
you have had me allow Lady Blakeney
to do the journey alome ? But, in the
name of heaven, man, where d_id you get
these extraordinary clothes ?”’

“Tud ! they are a bit quaint, aip'g
they ?’’ laughed Sir Percy, jovially. “But,
odd’s fish !”” he added, with sudden ecar.
nestness and authority, ‘‘now you
here, Ffoulkes, we must lose no
time : that brute Chauvelin may
some one to look after us.’”’

Marguerite was so happy, she could
have stayed here forever, hearing hig
voice, asking a hundred questioms. But
at mention of Chauvelin’s name she start-
ed in quick alarm, afraid for the dear
life she would have died to save.

are
more
send

‘““But how can we get baock ?’’ ghe
gasped ; ‘‘the roads are full of soldierg
between here and Calais, and . ., .

‘“We are not going back to Calais,
sweetheart,”” he said, ‘‘but just the other
side of Gris Nez, not half a league from
here. The boat of the Day Dream will
meet us there.’’ >

-]

‘““ The boat of the Day Dream ?"’ ’

‘““Yes I'" he said, with a merry laugh ; ,
‘“‘another little trick of mine. I should
have told you before that when I slipped |
that note into the hut, I also added an-
other for Armand, which I directed him
to leave behlind, and which has sent
Chauvelin and hlis men running full tilt
back to the ‘Chat Gris’ after me; but the
first little note contained my real in-
structions, including those to old Briggs.
He had my orders to go out further to \
sea, and then towards the west. When ]
well out of sight of Calais, he will sernd
the galley to a little creek he and I know
of, just beyond Gris Nez. The men will
look out for me—we have a preconcerted
signal, and we will all be safely aboard,
whilst Chauvelin and his men solemnly
sit and watch the creek which is * just
opposite the ‘‘ Chat Gris.”” ' "’

‘““The other side of Gris Nez? But I

I cannot walk, Percy,”” she moaned
helplessly, as, trying to struggle to her
tired feet, she ‘found herself unable even [
to stand.

“I1 will carry you, dear,’
ply ; ‘“‘the blind leading the
know.”"

Sir Andrew was ready, too, to help
with the precious burden, but Sir Percy
would not entrust his beloved to any \
arms but his own.

“When you and she are both safely on
board the Day Dream,’”’ he said to his
young comrade, ‘“and I feel that Mlle.
Suzanne’s eyes will not greet me fin Eng-
land with reproachful looks, then it will
be my turn to rest.”

And his arms, still vigorous in spite of
fatigue and suffering, closed round Mar-
guerite’s poor, weary body, and lifted
her as gently as if she had been a
feather,

Then, as
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Sir  Andrew discreetly kept
out of earshot, there were many things
said—or rather whispered—which even the‘)
autumn breeze did not catch, for it had f
gone to rest.

All  his was forgotten ; his
shoulders must have been very sore, for
the soldiers had hit hard, but the man’s
muscles seemed made of steel, and his
energy was almost supernatural. It was
a weary tramp, half a league along the
stony side of the cliffs, but never for a
moment did his courage give way or his
muscles yield to fatigue. On he tramped,
with firm footstep, his vigorous arms en-
circling the precious burden, and . . . no
(l.OlIht, as she lay, quiet and happy, at
times lulled to momentary drowsiness, at

o

fatigue

others ' watching, through the slowly ;
gathering morning light, the pleasant -
face, with the lazy, drooping blue eyes,
ever cheerful, ever illumlined with a good-
hu»mourod smile, she whispered many !
things which helped to shorten the weary ;
e 1
The many-hueqd light of dawn was 1
breaking in the east when at last they
reached the creek hevond Gris Nez. The :
galley lay in wait : in answer to a sig-
nal from Sir Percy she drew near, and
two sturdy British sailors had the hon-
our of carrying my lady into the boat.
Hn” an hour later t,hév were on board
t'.lt‘ Day Dream. The (‘I‘@w, who of neces-
Sity were in their master’s secrets, and
who were devoted to him heart and soul
were not surprised to see him arriving"
In so extraordinary a disguise.
”;.\,:””::}(.ri St. Just and the other fugi- ]
S WOeTe eacerly awaiting the advent
of their bhrayve rescuer ; he would not
stay to hear the ,

expressions of their




