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your force of helpers, by a
of implements and machir
Your men will be able t
and you will save money, enexg
With an engine, the hired-Re

the worry of unreliable, inefficient and dissatisfied help.
other farm machines will be moré\than doubled.

urn out twice as much work.
y, worry and delay.
1p problem is simplified—you will be freed from

You can do twice asmuch farming without doubling
ding an [. H. C. gasoline engine to your equipment

They will save time

The efficiency of your
You can operate, at minimum

cost, your grinder, fanning mill, cRgam separator, churn, pump, thresher, huller,

cutter and other farm machines wit

also have a power-house on your farky
to do your work. You can have e \
There sh

engine to a little dynamo.

water supply for fire protection, for
irrigation if you find that necessary.

hout the need of even one helper.

You can
where you will always find a willing power
tric lights for your home—just belt your
uld be no difficulty about an adequate
gneral use about your premises, or for

Sit down and figure the price of labor Ry the year; calculate what it costs to
feed a man; include your losses when you Rould not find help in busy seasorns;

and it won't take lonyg for an International ¢

L. H.C. Gasoli

When he explains Ng
struction; how cheaply it can be operated; and how
won't be a question as to whether you can afforc

one of the farmers’ own line.

along without it.

Go to our local agent and look over the line.

gent to sell you an

e Engine

varied uses; its simple con-
ng it will render service, it
Wwne, but how you ever got

It imludes an engine for every

section and every problem; of all sizes and all costs, for all farm
uses—vertical and horizontal (both stationary and portable):

engines on skids; sawing, pumping and spraying outfits.
It also includes I. H. C. gasoline tractors—tirst-prize-
gold-medal winners—the best all-around farm tractor by
test. Information regarding 1. H. C. engines will be
cheerfully given by the local agent: or, if you prefer,write
nearest branch house for catalogue, prices and details.

CANADIAN BRANCHES: Brandon. Calgary, Edmonton. Hamilten,.
Loaden. Regina. Saskatoom; St. John. Winnipeg:

INTERNATIONAL HARVESTER
COMPANY OF AMERICA

. Montreal, Ottawa.

‘wcomamo@avEO!

CHICAGO. U. S. A.

Look for the 1.H.C. Trade-Mark. Itis a Scal of Excellgnce and a Guarantee »f Quabty.

NIGHT 52

Don’t use as much ‘‘Black Knight” as you
have been using of other stove polishes.
You don't need as much, to bring a brilliant,

glittering,

lasting polish to

the iron-work.

A little of “‘Black Knight" goes a long way.
And you geta bigger box of ‘“Black Knight"
than of any other stove polish that sells for 10c.

If, for any reason, you can't get

“‘Black

Knight' Stove Polish at your dealer’s,
send 10c. for a large can postpaid.

THE F. F. DALLEY CO. LIMITED,

HAMILTON, Ont.

Makers of the famous ‘2 in 1" Shoe Polish. 20

-

DANDY AIR CUN

by ‘selling Xmas
posteards, 6 for 10c.

Single Shot “Daisy,” nickeled steel barrel and hreech, peep
sights, walnut stock, - pistol grip ; shoots buckshot, slugsor
darts with great force and perfect aim, for sellingz $3 worth of Lovely

) Christmas Postcards 3 50 designs ; all gems of art; exquisitely colored ; man
richly emhossed on gold. At 6 for 10¢ they go 'ike hot cake .

22 ealibre real rifle for SG]Y-

ing $5 worth. Say which gun you want, The Gold Medal Premium Co., Dept. 56 A Toronto.

to 18

contiéction.

Arthur Johnson, Greenwood, Ont.

Offers for sale 12 YOUNG BULLS, as well bred and as attractive a
lot as he ever offered to his customers.
months. Also

In age they range from 1o

choice females. All in prime condition.

Arthur Johnson, Greenwood P.0.,Claremont Sta.

and 10 two-year-old heifers.

Maple Hall

Are bred on most fashionable Scotch lines, and are ot high-class individuality
are 6 young bulls trom 6 to 10 months of age
{ { Show material 1n this lot

DAVID BIRRELL & SON, GREENWOOD P. 0., ONT., CLAREMONT STATION

=Ny
Shorthorns
For sale
A low, thick, sappy lot.  Also 10 yearlings
Telephone  connection.

THE FARMER’'S ADVOCATE.

A RELIABLE POWER

upon the ear of Caroline, as she pro-
longed her vigil of prayer through
the still watches ol the night. Her
ear was dull enough now to all
earthly sound ! But the toll of the
bell reached the ear of La Corriveau,
rousing her to the need of immediate-
ly eflecting her escape, now that her
task was done.

She sprang up and looked narrow-
ly around the chamber. She marked
with envious malignity the luxury
and magnificence of its adorn
ments. Upon a chair lay her own
letter sent to Caroline by the hands

of Mere Malheur La Corriveau
snatched it up. It was what she
sought. She tore it in pieces and

threw the fragments from her ; but
with a sudden thought, as if not dar
ing to leave even the fragments upon
the floor, she gathered them up hasti
ly and put them in her basket with
the bouquet of roses, which she
wrested from the dead fingers of
Caroline in order to carry it
and scatter the fatal flowers in the
forest

She pulled open the drawers of the
escritoire to search for money, but,
finding none, was too wary to carry
off aught else. The temptation lay
sore upon her to carry away the ring
from the finger of Caroline She
drew it off the pale, wasted finger,
but a cautious consideration re-
strained her. She put it on again,
and would not take it

“ 1t would only lead to discovery!”'
muttered she. ““ 1 must take noth-
ing but myself and what belongs to
me away from Beaumanoir, and the
sooner the better !’

l.a  Corriveau, with _her basket
again upon her arm, turned to give
one last look of fiendish satisfaction
at the corpse, which lay like a dead
angel slain in battle The
bright lamps were glaring full upon
her still beautiful but sightless eyes,
which, wide open, looked, even in
death, reproachfully vet -forgivingly
upon their murderess

Something startled T.a Corriveau in
that look. She turned hastily away
and, relighting her candle,
through the dark archway of the se
cret door, forgetting to close it after
her, and retraced her steps along the
stone passage until she came to the
where she dashed out

awa)

God’s

passed

watch-tower,
her light.
(reeping around the tower in the
dim moonlight, she listened long and
anxiously at door and window to dis
cover if all was still about the Cha-
teau Not a sound was heard but
the water of the little brook gurgling
in its pebbly bed, which seemed to be
all that was awahke on this night of
death

[.a Corriveau cautiously
from the tower She crept like a
guilty thing under the shadow of the
hedge, and got awayv unperceived by
the same road she had come Hh‘v
dark through
Beauwmanoir, and re

emeroed

rlided like a
the forest of
turned to the city to tell Angelique
des Meloises that the arms of the In
tendant were now empty and ready
to clasp her as his bride ; that her

spectre

rival was dead, and she had put her
self under bonds forever to La Corri-
veau as the price of innocent hlood

[.a Corrivean reached the city in

the grav of the morning ; a thick
fog layv like a winding-sheet upon the
face of nature I'he hroad river, the

lofty rocks, everv object, great  and
small, was hidden from view

To the intense <atisfaction of  .a
Corriveau, the fog concealed her re
turn to the house of Mere Malheur,

whenee, after a briel repose, and with

a command to the old crone to  ask
no questions yvet she  sallied fiom e
again to carry to Ancelique the wel
cone news that her rival was dead

No one observed lLa Corriveau  as
she  passed, in her peasant  dress
through the misty streets, which did
not admit of an  object beine  dis
cerned ten paces ofl

Angeligque was up She had  not
rone  to hed that nicht amd  sat
feverishlv on the wateh :*\[lwilrl!' 1)“'
arrival of T.a Corriveau

She had counted the minutes of the
silent honn of the night as t hoy
passed by her in o terrible panorama
She pictured to her imagination  the
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successive scenes of the tragedy which
wad being accomplished at Beauma-
noir.

The hour of midnight culminated
over her head, and looking out of her
window at the black, distant hills, in
the recesses of which she knew lay
the. Chateau, her agitation grew in
tense. She knew at that hour La
(‘orriveau must be in the presence of
her victim. Would she kill her »
Was she about it now ? The thought
fastened on Angelique like a wild
beast, and would not let go. She
thought of the Intendant, and was
filled with hope ; she thought of the
crime of murder and shrunk now that
it was being done

It was in this mood she waited and
watched for the return of her bloody
messenger She heard the cautious
foot on the stone steps. She knew
by a sure instinct whose it was, and
rushed down to admit her.

Theyv met at the door, and without
a word spoken, one eager glance of
Angelique at the dark face of La Cor
drank in the whole fatal
story (Caroline de St. Castin was
dead ! Her rival in the love of the
Intendant was beyond all power ol
rivalry now ! The lofty doors of
ambitious hope stood open—what !
to admit the queen of beauty and of

riveau

society ? No ! but a murderess,
who would be forever haunted with
the fear of justice ! It sesmed at
this moment as if the lights had all
gone out 1n the ]mlnt’l‘\ and l‘n_\nl
halls where her imagination had so

long run riot, and she saw only dark
heard  inarticulate
sounds of strange voices babbling in
her ear It was the unspoken words
of her own troubled thoughts and the
terrors newlv gawakened in her soul !

shadows, and

Ancelique seized the hand  of  la
Corriveau, not without a shudder
She drew her hastily up to her cham-
chai
shoul

ber and thrust her Into a
’lacing both hands upon the
ders of IL.a Corriveau, she looked wild-
Iy in her face, exclaiming in a half

exultant, half-piteous tone, “" Is it
done ? Is it really done ? I read
it 1n vour eyes ! [ know you have
done the deed ! Oh, La Corriveau '

The grim countenance of the woman
relaxed into a half smile of scorn and
weakness
\nge

surprise at the unexpected
which she instantly
lique’s manner.

noted 1in

Yes, it is done !"’ replied she,
coldly, *“and it is well done ! But,
by the manna of St. Nicholas ' ex-
claimed she, starting from the chair
and drawing her gaunt figure up to
its full height, while her black eyes
shot daggers, * you ok, Mademol

selle, as 1f vou repented its being

done. Do you "’

Yes! No!' No, not now '""ore
plied Angelique, touched as with a
hot iron “1 will not repent now
it 1s done ' that were folly, needless,
done ' ut
s she dead Did you wait to see
if she were really dead ? I’eople look
dead sometimes and are not ! Tell
me truly, and conceal nothing !’

l.a Corriveau does not her work
by halves, Mademoiselle, neither do

dangerous, now that it s

yvou ; only you talk of repentance
after 1t is done, I do not ! That 1is
all the difference ! Be satisfied; the

lady of Beaumanoir is dead ! I made
doubly sure of that, and deserve a
double reward from you !’

Reward ! You shall have all
vou crave ! But what a secret be
tween yxou  and me ! Angelique
looked at T.a Corriveau as if this
thought now struck her for the first
time. She was in this woman's pow-
er She shivered from head to foot

Your reward for this night's work
is here,” faltered  she, pim-nm her
hand over a small box She did not
touch it : it secmed as if it would
burn her It was heavy with pieces
of gold “Thev  are  uncounted,””
continued she CCTake it it s all
vours '

l.a Corriveau snatched the box off
the table and held it to her
\ngeelique continued, in a monotonous

bhosom

tone. as one conning a lesson by rote

“lUse it prudently Do not seem
to the world to he suddenly rich it
micht  be  inqguired into I have

thougrht of everything during the past




