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THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE 1921

Buy British-Made Roofing—Not F oreign-Made

In these strenuous days do not send your money to forei . . o
. n countries—circula ; .
sold, and where your money will come back to you and your fa%nily_ —circulate it at home where your crops are

Our Corrugated Iron is British through and through—in; ‘ . L
! 3 gh—mined, smelted, rolled, galvanized and corrugated within
the Empire. We coul}(}i. use the forelgn-made Keystone sheets, if we wished, but we prefer to buy within thegEmpire, and
50 shou.ld you. Our t ll;'t}"yea‘f reputation for square dealing is behind everyone of the famous ‘‘Redcliffe”” British-made
Galvanized Sheets which you will get if you buy from us. And our prices are as low or lower than sheets made in the

United States.
Our Prices To-day Are:

ORDER 28 Gauge---$3.60 per 100 square feet
NOW 26 Gauge---$3.80 per 100 square feet

ORDER

Freight prepaid to any station in Old Ontarjo.
To fit our sheets you save

Ridge Cap, etc. I '
to-day at our special cut prices.

We will gladly help you with you barn plans.

The METALLIC ROOFING Co., Ltd.,

Terms: cash with the order.
money and get a vastly better article.

Let us hear from you about your requirements.

Manufacturers, Cor.
King and Dufferin Sts.,

We can also supply Corrugated
Buy “‘Redcliffe’” Corrugated Iron

Toronto

NowW

Galvanized

‘* Kast-
lake” Shingles and
*“‘Redcliffe’’ British-
made Corrugated
Iron makea staunch-
time - proof barn.

L]
some things I want to talk over with
1im, and then I want to thank him for
what he did for me. He’s a man, every
tnch of him; I haven't told him so yet,—
aot to his face,—but 1 will to-morrow.
Fine fellow is Breen; blood will always
tell in the end, my daughter, and he's
got the best in the country in his veins.
Looks more like his father every day he
{ives.”

She had hardly slept all night, think-
tng of the pleasure in store for fer.
3he had dressed herself, too, in her
most becoming breakfast gown—one she
4ad worn when Jack first arrived at
Corklesville, and which he said reminded
2im of a picture he had seen as a boy.
There were pink rosebuds woven in its
eoft texture, and the wide peach-blossom
ribbon that bound her dainty waist con-
trasted so delightfully, as he had timid-
ly hinted, with the tones of her hair
end cheeks.

It was the pufly, bespectacled 1little
doctor who shut out the light.

“No, your father has still one degree
of fever,”” he grumbled, with a wise
shake of his bushy head. ‘“No—nobody,
Miss MacFarlane,—do you understand ?
He can see nobody—or 1 won’t be re-
eponsible,”” and with this the crabbed
old fellow climbed into his gig and
drove ‘away.

She looked after him for a moment
and two hot tears dropped from her
¢yes and dashed themselves to pieces on
the peach-blossom ribbon.

But the sky was clearing again—she
dldn’t realize it,—but it was. April
skies always make alternate lights and
darks. The old curmudgeon had gone,
but the garden gate was again a-swing.

Ruth heard the tread ‘on the porch
end drawing back the curtaine looked
out. The most brilliant sunbeams were
but dull rayg compared with what now
dashed from her eyes. Nor did she
¥ait for any other hand than her own
"0 turn the knob of the door.

“Why, Mr, Breen 1"’

“Yes, Miss Ruth,”” Jack answered, lift-
‘g his hat, an unrestrained gladness at
the sight of her beauty and freshness
UWumining hig face. ‘I have come to
"eport for duty to your father.”’

“But you cannot see him. You must
feport to me,”” she"Taughed gayly, her
heart brimming over now that he was
before her ‘“Father was going

to send for you to-day, but the doctor
would not Jet

again.

him. Hush ! he mustn’t
hear yg '

““He would not let me go out either,
ot as 7 am tired to death of being
:‘00[30(1 UP in my room, I broke jail.
“An°t T see him 9" he continued in a
e key. He had his coat off and
tad h”“@’ it on the rack, she following
bim  ipt, the sitting-room, absorbing
every inch of his strong, well-knit body
from his short-cropped hair where the
band.&m\‘q had been wound, down to the
'prl&med wrist which was still in
®plints. She noted too, with a little
chOkO in ' :

her throat, the shadows under

th .
© Cheek bones and the thinness of the

/3 Hogs—$100.00 Prizes

A bright boy can win this
combination prize at

TORONTO
FAT STOCK
SHOW

Union Stock Yards, TORONTO

Dec. 11th and 12th, 1914

Lots of other good prizes,
Entries close November 25th, 1914.

Further information upon application to

C. F. TOPPING, Secretary

& Union Stock Yards, Toronto

Sweet Cream Wanted
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S. PRICE & SONS, LIMITED = BErars

3 proof Collars
Toronto. Ontario ever made. As

0 Becey Dd bu
t [ _Aﬁ

no other.

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

m:fmdna]:ol':dt.:m lator?fg or direct
or &Je.

68 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

All “ARLINGTON COLLARS” are good,
but our CHALLENGE BRAND is the best

MADE IN CANADA

Mention The Advocate

quick NAPTHA

THE

WOMANS SOAP

nose. She could see plainly how he
had suffered.

I am sorry you cannot see father.'
She was too moved to say more. *“Hs
still has one degree of fever.'’

“I have two degrees myself,” Jack
laughed softly,—‘‘one records how anx-
ious T was to get out of my cell and
the other how eager I was to get here.
And now I suppose I cam't stay.”

‘‘Oh, yes, you can stay if you will
keep as still as a mouse so father can's
hear you,” she whispered, a note of joy
woven in her tones.

She was leading him to the sofa as
she spoke. He placed a cushion for
her, and took his place beside her, rest-
ing his injured hand, which was in a
sling, on the arm. He was still weak
and shaking.

‘“Daddy is still in his room,” she
rattled on nervously, “but he may be
out and prowling about the up-stairs
hall any minute. He has a hoap of
things to talk over with yow—he told
me 8o last night—and if he kmew yom
were here nothing would stop him.
Wait till I shut the door. And now
tell me about yourself,’” she continued
in a louder voice, regaining her seat.
“You have hiad a dreadful time, I hear
—it was the wrist, wasn’'t it?”’ She
felt she was beginning badly ; although
conscious of her nervous joy amd her de
sire to conceal it, somehow it seemed
hard for her to say the right thing.

“Oh, I reckon it was everything, Miss
Ruth, but it'’s all over now.’” He was
not nervous. He was ia an ecstasy.
His eyes were drinkling in the round of
her throat and the waves of glorious
hair that crowned her lomely head. He
noticed, too, some tiny threads that lay
close to her ears: he had been so hungry
for a glimpse of them 1

“Oh, I hope 80, but you ehouldm’t
have come to the station that day,’”’ she
struggled .on. “‘We had Uncle Peter
with us, and only a handbag, each eof
us,—we came away so suddemly.’’

“I didn’t want you to be frightened
about your father. I didn't kmow that
Uncle Peter was with you; im fact, 1
didn’t know much of anything until {t
was all over. Bolton sent the telegram
as soon as he got his breath.’”’

“That’'s what frightened us. Why
didn't you send it?"” sHe wae gaining
control of herself now and something ef
her old poise had returned.

“T hadn’t got my breath,—not all of
it. I remember his coming into my
room where they were tying me up and
hawling out something about how te
reach you by wire, and he says now
that T gave him Mr. Grayson’s address.
I cannot remember that part of it, ex-

cept that I— Well, never mind abowut
that—'""he hesitated turning away his
raze—the memory seemed to bring with

it a certain pain.

““Yes,—tell me,”” she pleaded. She was
This was what she had
There was me detail

too happyv.
heen waiting for.
he must omit.

“Tt was nothing, only T kept thinking




