
Save 
Money 

On Your 
Cement Silo
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TT IS mighty hard work and an 

expensive proposition to place 
the last eight or twelve feet 

of concrete on a cemeat silo.
J
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yTo give the best results a silo 
' should be at least thirty feet 
high. The last ten feet—hand­

ling the heavy concrete at a con­
siderable height and under unfavor­
able conditions — requires skilled 
labor. It will cost you more in time 
and trouble than the rest of the job 
put together.

Save yourself this hard work 
and cut down building expenses 
by using steel plate construction 

to replace the concrete at the top 
of your silo.

The steel plate comes to you all 
ready for erecting. It is light, 
can be readily handled, is rolled, 

punched and marked for quick as­
sembling. You and your own help 
can put it up. It doesn't need a 
boilermaker or a contractor to put 
the plates together. All you need 
do is to follow the marks and know 
how to swing a hammer.

«
The plate is rolled to 10, 12 and 
14 feet diameters. Each course 
is made 4 feet high. Two or 

three courses placed on top of your 
cement base will extend your silo 
the necessary height, 
more—and this is important—if your 
corn crop is larger than you figure 
on, you can add a course at any time.

That this steel plate is durable, 
is storm, shrinkage and frost 
proof, and that it will keep en­

silage in 20% better shape than 
stone, cement or wood has been 
thoroughly demonstrated in the 
numerous steel silos built by. Cana­
dian farmers in the last ten years.

As for prices—this plate, with 
rivets supplied—will cost you 
no more than the cement and 

gravel required for the same amount 
of work.
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Write for prices and full particulars to-day.

The Waterous Engine Works Co., Ltd.
BRANTFORD, CANADA.
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A Woman’s Work.
A year book published

the following rhyme
in Northfield, 

on the
\ t., has
cover :

Men work from 
They do.

But a woman's work is 
Quite true.

I-'or when One task she’s finished 
thing’s found

Awaiting a beginning all year round. 

Whether it be 
To draw the tea,
Or bake the bread,
Or make the bed,
Or ply the broom,
Or dust the 
Or floor to scrub,
Or knives 
Or table set,
Or meals to get,
Or shelves to scan,
Or fruit to can, 
hr seeds to sow,

Or plants to grow,
Or linens bleach.
Or lessons teach.
Or butter churn,
Or jackets turn.
Or polish glass,
Or plate or brass.
Or clothes to mend,
Or children tend,
Or notes indite,

But I must stop, for really if I should
Name all the ors, taJue me a day it would.

—New York Sun.

morn till set of sun.”

never done.”

to rub,

Paying for the Auto.
“ We must have a car," declared mother, 

"Those upstart De Peysters have one. 
We’ll pay for it some way or other,

As every one seems to have done." 
Poor father demurred, but quite vainly, 

For mother was hot on bis trail,
So pa bought the motor, a big yellow 

bloater,
That looked like the Overland Mail.

inn
Then ma and the glrfs started touring,

While pa gave his trousers a yank, 
And hustled like crazy securing 

Extension of time from the bank.
He mortgaged the farm and the horses, 

He mortgaged the oats and the hay, 
The chickens he’d wake up and give them 

a shake-up
To make them lav twice in one day.

He took brother Jim out of college, 
And set him to work with a flail,

For money is worth more than knowledge 
When debts must be met without fail. 

Poor pa slaved from Monday to Monday, 
And got up each morn with the sun, 

To pay for the motor ma wanted to tote 
her,

Because the De Peysters had one. 
—William Wallace Whitelock, in New York 

Times.

Home and Homemaking.
I WILL.

I will start anew this morning, with a 
higher, fairer creedi ;

I will cease to stand complaining of my 
ruthless neighbor’s creed ;

I will cease to rfrt repining while my 
duty’s call is clear ;

1 will waste no moment whining, 
heart shall know no fear.

1International Poultry Food
Prevents Cholera and Save» the Little Chicks

will look sometimes about me for the 
things that merit praise ;

for hidden beauties that 
elude the grumbler's gaze ;

to find contentment in 
paths that I must tread ;

I will cease to have resentment when 
another moves ahead.

A little chick is just like a little batw—its health depends on its food. Improper feeding 
opens the way for disease. Chicken Cholera, Roup, Apoplexy, can be prevented and curd 
by feeding INTERNATIONAL POULTRY FOOD.

My chickens had Cholera until some of their combs were turning black.
After using a few feeds of "International Poultry Food," I never lost 
another fowl, and Cholera has left my premises.—J. F. Baknxtt.

Give all your chickens a daily feed of " International." It keeps them well—fattens up the 
broilers—makes hens lay all the year round—keeps the cocks vigorous—and 

I (A? insures raising the little chicks. If yeu want to make money out of your
-tt, fowls, feed 11 International Poultry Food."

25c., 50c. and $1.00 a box. At dealers everywhere.
J __ // 1 „1 ? Write for free copy of our $3,000.00 Stock Book, the

1 y. J—_ greatest book ever written for farmers.

I

I will search

thewill try

not be swayed by envy when my 
rival’s strength Is shown ; 

will not deny his merit,, but I’ll strive 

to prove my own ;
I will try to see

fore me, rain or shine—
to preach your duty and be 

concerned with mine.

<•1 will
I 'U.] INTERNATIONAL STOCK FOOD COMPANY

limited
TORONTO

I &T' V-, /£f/'the beauty spread be-

iti -T w’ll cease 
more

\p* -tv • ilb

—S. E. Kiser.

InTihe Consignment Sale on June 12th
rite ox

I am selling 5 daughters ot my belt cows: 3 yearlings in calf to my stock bull, whose dam has recently 
made 29 10Tbs. butter in 7 days, and has three-quarters the blood of Sir Admiral Ormsby ; 2 three-year- 
olds, one daughter (fresh) of a 22.33 lb. cow, 3 nearest dams 23^ lbs. All are from good milkers and 

high testers. For particulars apply at once to :

the duty of every one of you to 
make at least one person happy during 

said the Sunday School

"It is
OXFORD HOLSTEIN CLUBOf T

the
'■ Have you ?”teacher.

--I did,” said .Tohnnv, promptly.
And what did you do?” 

aunt, and she’s al-
"That’s Hire.

F. E. PETTIT, BURCiESSVILLE. ONTARIO• [ wont: to sp(‘ my
when T go home again.”wax ^ happy
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Meditations of a Hindu 
Prince.
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All the world over, I wonder in lands 
that I never have trod,

Are all the people eternally seeking for 
the signs and/ steps of a God ? 

Westward across the ocean, and north­
ward ayon/t the snow,

Do they all stand gazing, as ever, and 
what do the wisest know ?

Here, in this mystical India, the deities 
hover and swarm

Like the wild bees heard in the tree tops, 
or the gusts of a gathering storm ;

In the air men hear the*ir voices, their 
feet on the rocks are seen,

Yet we all say, "Whence is the message, 
and what may the wonders mean ?”
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A million shrines stand open, and ever 
the censer swings,

As they bow to a mystical symbol, or 
the figures of ancient kings j

And the incense rises ever, and rises the 
endless cry

Of those who are heavy laden, and of 
cowards loth to die.a, a 

her 
iund 
with 
M*ful 
lus-

For t'he Destiny drives us together like 
deer in a pass of the hills ;

Above is the sky, and around us the 
sound of the shot that kills ;

Pushed by a Power we see not, and 
struck by a hand unknown,

We pray to the trees for shelter, and 
press our lips to a stone.

0t;

k. The trees wave a shadowy answer, 
the rock Ifrowns hollow and grim,

And the form and the nod of the demon 
ore caugtht in the twilight dim ;

And we look to the starlight falling afar 
on the mountain crest—

Is there never a path runs upward to a 
refuge there and a rest ?

and

:kly

3ria

see-

mil- The path, ah
which is the faithful guide ?

The haven, ah ! who has known it ? for 
steep is the mountain side,

Forever the shot strikes surely, and/ ever 
the wasted breath 

Of the praying multitudes rises, 
answer is only death.

who has shown it, and

laid

for
whoseon

Here are the tombs of my kinsfolk, the 
fruit of on ancient name,

Chiefs who were slain on the war field, 
and women who died in flame ;

They are gods, these kings of the fore­
time, they are spirits who guard our 
race ;

Ever I watch and worship ; they sit with 
a marble face.
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P. And the myriad idols around me, and 
the legion of muttering priests,

The revels and rites unholy, the dark,
tpr

unspeakable feasts 1
What have they wrung from the Silence ?

Hath ever a whisper come 
Of the

ay-

th.
Whence and Whither ?secret,

Alas ! for the gods are dumb.

Shall I list to the words of the English, 
who come from the uttermost sea ? 

"The Secret, hath it been told you, and 
what is your message to me ?”

It is nought but the world-wide story 
how the earth and the heavens began, 

How the gods are glad and angry, and 
a Deity once was a jnan.
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ry I had thought, "Perchance in the cities 

where the rulers of India dwell, 
Whose orders flash from the far land, who 

girdle the earth with a spell,
They have fathom’d the depths we float 

on, or measured the unknown main—” 
Sadly they turn from the venture, and 

say that the quest is vain.
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ls life, then, a dream and delusion, and 
where shall the dreamer awake ?

Is the world seen like shadows on water, 
and what if the mirror break ?

Shall it pass like a camp that is struck, 
as a tent that is gathered and gone 

From the sands that were lamp-lit at eve. 
and at morning are level and lone ?

ir,
si-
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Is there nought in the heaven above.
and the levin arewhence the haila-

hurl’d,
But the wind that is swept around us by 

the rush of the rolling world ?
Tie wind that shall scatter my ashes,

I

and hear me to silence and sleep
of 1 ament-v I h the dirge, and the sounds

ing. and voices of. women who
A’fr.'d T.vnll.

\v weep ?
ce

—Sir
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TEA SETS
We have just received from Europe a shipment ot 

Austrian China Tea Sets. The Tea Set contains at 
pieces, and would retail in the stores from $2.50 to 
$3.50, depending on locality. Present subscribers can 
secure one of these beautiful sets for sending in

Only Two New Subscribers
to THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE at $1.50 each. 

Send in the new names as soon as possible.
THE WILLIAM WELD CO., LTD.

London, Ontario
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