gin Watch isfully guaranteed. All jewelers
Watches. An inte
watches, sent

resting, illustrated
on request to

ELAN, DATIONAL SAICH CO., Etgin, 1.

THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

Don’t Take Milk at Nigh
Milk in any form taken at night is apt to cause
digestive disturbanee. Your night's rest is not re-
freshing. To appease hunger, or merely for company’s
sake, “ BOVRIL"” in the form of a bouillon or sand-

wiched between thin bread and butter is excellent.

After this light supper you will sleep well and
awake refreshed.

= re

A Sure Cure for Women’s Disorders.
Ten Days’ Treatment Free.

Orange Lily is a certain cure for all
disorders of women. It is applied local-
ly, and is absorbed into the suffering
tissue. The dead waste matter in the
congested region is expelled, giving im-
mediate mental and physical relief; the
blood vessels and nerves are toned and
strengthened, and the circulation is ren-
dered normal. As this treatment is

1 , LYW based on strictly scientific principles, and
acts on the actual location of the disease, it cannot help but effect a cure of all

forms of female troubles, including delayed and painful menstruation, leucorrhcea,

falling of the womb, etc. Price, $1.00 per box, which is sufficient for one
month’s treatment. A free Trial Treatment, enough for 10 days, worth 35c., will
be sent Kree to any suffering woman who will send me her address. I will also
obtain for her free medical advice from the eminent specialist, Dr. D. M. Coonley,
President of the ‘Coonley Med. Inst., about any special feature of her case which
she may desire information about.

Inclose 3 cent stamps, and address MRS. F. V. CURRAH, Windsor, Ont.

‘The Eastarn Onfari Live-sock & Pouty Show

WILL BE HELD AT

! Ottawa, Ont., Jan. 20 to 24, 1908.

2 Exhibits will consist of Live and Dressed Cattle, Bheep, Bwine and Poultry ; also a
Dairy 8how and a Beed Exhibit. Large cash prizes offered in the various departments.
The Bhow will be held in the splendid new building. Practical lectures will be given
by experis every day.
Live-stock Entries Close Jan. 11. Poultry Entries Close Jan 6.
Reduced rates on all railways. For Prize List, Ent1y Form or Programme, apply to :

J. O. SMITH Prasident. A. P. WESBTERVELT, Secretary, '
Parliament Bulldings, Toronto.

DAIRYMEN'S ASSOCIATION OF WESTERN ONTARIO.

41st Annual Convention and Winter Dairy Exhibition,
Woodstock, January 15, 16, 1908.

Three sessions each day. Addresses delivered at each session by the best dairy and
agricultural experts of both Canada and United Btates.

Reduced rates on all railroads. Every person welcome.

For all information apply to:

FRANK HERNS, Sec.-Treas., LONDON, ONT.

Subscribe for the Farmer's Advocate,

lawed ?’’ he went on, in a half-ban-
tering tone that exasperated me.

‘“ No,”” I returned, sharply, and,
turning, began to retrace my steps
to the house.

The next instant he had taken me
by the arm and turned me about.

‘“ See here, Peggie,”” he said, in a
very different tone, ‘‘ don’t you know
you can’'t do that? What’s the
use of publishing all that miserable
business, as you must do to some
extent, if yocu go back there into
Might’s ? Anyway, this arrange-
ment has neither been of your nor of
my seeking. We have been thrown
into it, and must abide by it, how-
ever disagreeable it may ¥e; and, so
far as I can see, no wrong for either
of us in it, either.”’

‘“ But I promised—"’

All the same, as I said before,
neither you nor 1 planned for this.
It is an accident, and neither of us
can be blamed for it.”’

Feeling that there was some reason
in what he said, swayed also by his
masterfulness, I began to walk slow-
ly on again, and so we went silently
through the gate.

In spite of myself, a sense of satis-
faction came to me as we came out
on the road, yet 1 felt as though
such a feeling were treason. ‘‘ Ye’ll
remember he’s the son o’ the man
that killed yer father !’ my mother
had said, and I was remembering,
yet what could 1 do? I could not
now prevent Dick Carmichael - from
walking home with me, but I could
at least fight against being pleased
over the accident. So I resolved to
be very stiff and dignified indeed, and
to let Dick know that I by no means
approved of the way in which
things had fallen.

Thus we walked silently for quite
a way, I at one side of the road, he
at the other, then he said suddenly :

‘“ Peggie, I'm not going to bear
with this any longer !”’

‘“ With what ?”’

‘“ This dreadful secret that I have

years, ever since the night of—the
fire. Peggie, 1 can’t think father
ever set fire to that barn! To me
he seems the soul of honor ! Surely
it was someone else you saw that
night !”’

‘““ No,”” I said, slowly, for I could
not lie, and why should I try to
screen Henry Carmichael, of all men?
‘““ No, Dick, it was your father that
I saw. I was not mistaken.”’

Dick was silent for a moment, then
he said, in a low, worried tone,
‘“ And I—1 heard him come in ! .
And after a moment he said to me,
‘ Come, Dick, Mallory’s barn is on
fire !’ .And 1, too, with you,
heard him threaten to be even with
your father. . . . Oh, Peggie Peggie "’
—and there was something akin to
agony in his voice—‘‘ suspicion is
enough to kill a man ! It has been
wearing my heart out by inches all
these years. I can’t believe, and
yet I'm compelled to believe. A
thousand times it has been on my
tongue to ask my father why he was
abroad that night; how it was that
he, in the depths of the night, was
the first to see that Mallory’s barn
was afire, and yet I have shrunk
from even hintingg" to him that 1
had suspicion of his motives. But,
Peggie, it must be done. To-morrow
or, at least, very soon, I shall ask
him !’

“Yes, that will be the better
way,”” I whispered, in a voice scarce-
ly audible, for I was trembling from .
head to foot. i
For an instant Dick strode on, for-
getting me, then waited until I came
up, and resumed his walk along the
farther side of the road, with the
width of the wagon way between us.

“ Whether that thing be—be true
or not,”” he said, ‘“it will be the
hardest crack my father ever got—
my mentioning it to him.* 1If it is
not true, then he will know that the
son who should have trusted him and
whom he has loved—for he does love
me, [Deggie—has been a miserable,
suspicious cur, unworthy of him or
his affection. If it bhe true ”’—with
a sort ol savagery—** then, let him

‘“1 know all that you promised..

been carrying about with me all these -
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enjoy the hell he has made for him-
self !’

Through sheer nervousness, I brokc
down utterly, and the sobs which 1
had been choking back shook me.

He stopped for an instant and
looked at me, then came over to me
and took my arm.

‘“ Why, Peggie,”” he said, in that
low, caressing tone so. so like that
in which his father had spoken to
me that day so long ago, when, as a
little child, he had held me in his
arms in the sheep-house, ‘* why, Peg-
gie, what a brute I am to have made
you cry ! Oh, girl, girl, I forgot
myself ! I am a great, careless,
clumsy brute—but I'm not much used
to girls, Peggie.”’

There was genuine distress in his
voice, and I hurriedly wiped away
the tears.

““ It’s all right,” I said, ** I'm just‘y

—just nervous, or something. There,
come on !”’

And again we walked silently under
the calm, clear sky, with the trees
on either side of the road murmuring
a lullaby, sweet enough and low
enough to soothe a fevered spirit.

And now we had come opposite to
the little garden, and the spot where
had been the old house, and beyond
the meadow field lay, all brown with
the upturned sod, beneath the steady
light of the moon.

‘““ Do you remember the old call,
Peg ?’’ he said, dropping into the
old name of my childhood. ‘“1
wonder if I could do it now.’”” And
he immediately began to whistle
softly the song-sparrow’s call, the
three quavering notes, and a long,
wild trill.

With the warble, the memories of
the old days came trooping up so
keenly that it seemed but yesterday
since we had roamed the familiar
fields together ; and when he began
to talk of the pranks we played, 1
forgot that it was my duty to be
angry, and only knew that I was
very contented to be walking again
with Dick, and living over again the
sweet days of long ago.

As we approached the woods sur-
rounding the clearing, the mud on
the road grew deeper, and tiny pools
began to show all silver in the moon-
light.

‘““ We will cross the fields the rest
of the way,” Dick said, presently,
““it will be drier that way.”’ )

And so I let him help me over the
fence, and even take my arm to
steady me as we walked over the un-
even surface of the field.

Beyond the next fence there was a
strip of plowed land, which I had
quite forgotten. Above it a dense,
white mist was arising, yet lying
low and heavy, so that the whole
expanse looked like a ghostly, glit-
tering lake, with a soft spray dash-
ing silently up against the clumps
of trees which arose like islands
from the calm, white surface.

“Oh ! I said, *‘“this will be
dreadful walking ! We must go
back.”” But Dick said no; that I

should get my feet wet if we went
back over the wet bush road,

“I'll carry you, Sis,”” he said,
‘““as I wused to—over the swampy
places, do you remember 7"’ And

without a word I let him take me in
his strong arms and stride into the
receding mist, carrying me.

Very strange and wunreal it all
seemed, we two, plunging into the

midst of that silent lake, Whicl“
gave way in a little circle about us¥.
then stretched off, dense and white,

to the black woods beyond. Yet 1
had no sensation save that which a
little child feels in being carried over
a difficult way. I was in a sort of
dreamland ; and it was se pleasant
to be with Dick again, and te know
that he was not vexed with me, but

that we were still the good old
friends.

And yet, as he talked, im his deep,
low voice, it seemed, too, as though

it were not he, but Henry Carmich-
ael, who was carrying me sé careful-
ly in his arms. Again I heard the
voice, that other voice so strangely

like, ask playviully, *“ Do you hate
me now 2" and that other childish
one find the ready answer, ‘“ No.”’

When the weird lake was passed,




