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The Robin’s Nest.

“1 Weave My Nest of Odds and Ends.”
BARBARA.

‘“ Here where the pale green
brood,
On snow and silent pine ;
With no word but God's solitude,
Between His face and mine.’’

—Stringer.

twilights

It was a grey day.
crimsoning gleam at sunrise, there was
no hint of

Theré had been no

sunset glory now—nothing
but a grey world creeping; out to meet
a greyer sky. The hills to the right,
which yesterday had been wrapped in
silver sheen and warm blue mist, were
a wall of greyness, the willows border-
ing the river a procession of nuns, grey-
faced,

grey-robed, grey-veiled. The

wold alcng which the wagon creaked
wearily was but a grey ribbon untan-
gling itself from wide stretches of grey
prairie.

‘“ It is starting to rain,”” said Walter
Preston, letting down the curtain of the
covered wagon, ‘“ and we've a mile or so
yet to cover.””

‘“ A little rain isn’'t

said his wife of

going to hurt

you,"”’ three weeks’,
saucily.

‘“I'm not thinking of myself.”’ They
looked at each other and smiled. The
smile told the story. Then his arm
slipped about her waist. ‘“ Nearly
home, my girl—"’' adding as an after-
thought, * though there’s no home till
we make it.”’

““Isn’'t it a still world ? '’ she said, at
length. ‘“ We seem to be wrapped up in
silence, curtained off with it, covered
over with it. Are you lonely, Walter ?’’

A vigorous shake of the head. “I
have you. Adam didn’t do much pining
hecause there was only one person in
Eden to keep him company, and do the
bossing. He wasn’'t dead anxious to
give a garden party, eh ? "’

They both laughed. What did they
care that the little lakes dotting the
landscape were but sombre grey eyes

staring miserably up at a greyer sky ;
that the gulls flying lonesomely home-
ward were pgrey, the wild ducks swim-
ming among reeds and rushes were grey ;
that the rain itself was gray ; that the
grey land stretched itself cut so6 deso-
lately in the dusk it would seem that
God must have made it, and then for-
gotten it, and left it to its loneliness,
its virgin strength, and its awful still-
ness.

‘“ Here we are !’ The covered wagon
drew up at the foot of a small hill.
The man jumped out, and assisted the
woman in her somewhat perilous descent
over the front wheel. ‘‘ Welcome to the
garden. Our house will stand on the
hill. We'll have it up this day week if
all goes well.””

She was tall, with a softly rounded
figure. The eyes she turned on her sur-
roundings were blue, and very beautiful.
He watched her with some anxiety.
Would she regret, ever so little, leaving
home, kindred ‘the friends of a lifetime, for
this lone place—and him. As if reading
his thoughts, she said :

“I'm to be architect,
You’re only the builder.
a little cornerwise.”

‘“ Why not facing the road squarely ? "’

‘“ There, you are {interfering with the
architect’'s plans already. I want it
cornerwise, so that I can look from any
one of its four windows and watch you
at your work. Just the two of us,
Walter ! ™’

‘“ Just the two of us, darling,”” with a
tremor in his voice. She was such a
brick, this blue-eyed wife of his.

She brcke into a peal of laughter—
surely the sweetest sound that had ever
stirred the grass and sage. ‘‘I'm think-
ing of father’'s ‘ Lost, a pair of luna-
tics,” ** she explained.

‘“ Your friends were all against you
coming out to this new land,”” he said,
‘““but we’'ll show them. I know what
they said : ‘Two young fools, with
only love and poverty and inexperience
to begin with.’ But we’ll thrive here.
I feel f{t. Ten years from now we'll
have exchanged our inexperience for wis-
dom and our poverty for a competence.’’

‘“ And our lcwve for the friendly indif-
ference so many married people enter-
tain for each other, eh ? ’° That ‘‘eh

remember.
It must stand

THE FARMERS ADVOCATE.

Without Colds
No Lung Trouble

Prevent and Cure the Colds and
There Will be no Consumption
or Pneumonia.

Did you ever hear of a case of con-
sumption which: did not Hegin with a
cold and cough ?

A person may be predisposed by hered-
ity, he may be in unsanitary surround-
ings and breathe iwmpure alr, but the be
ginning is always a neglected cold.

In thousands of Canadian homes Dr.
Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and Turpentine
is kept at hand as a protection against
diseases of the lungs.

It has long since proven its right to
first place as a cure for croup, bronchitis,
whooping cough, asthma, throat irrita-
tions, coughs and colds.

People who realize the danger which
lurks in a neglected cold have learned to
trust to the extraordinary curative
powers of this great medicine.

Dr. Chase’'s Syrup of Linseed and Tur-
pentine, 25 cents a bottle; family size
(three times as much), 60 cents, at all
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., To-
ronto.

To protect you against imitations the
portrait and signature of Dr. A. W.
«Chase, the famous recipe-book author,
are on every bottle. om

SPEQCIAL OFFERING IN

JERSEYS

for the next 60 days; heavy-milking
strains. Write for particulars to

W. W. EVERITT,

Dunedin Park Farm. o Chatham P.O. & Sta.

JERSEYS For eale: Sweepstakes bull at London,

1803, 20 months old, sired by Bram pton

Monarch (Imp.) and out of a deep-milking cow; also

fifteen other imported and home-bred bulls, and cows

and heifers, all ages. Can spareacarioad. B H. BULL

& SON, Brampton, Ont., C. P, R, & G. T. R. S8tas.
om

Brookbank Holsteins

16 to 35 1bs. of butter in 7 dayw’ official test are the
records of this herd of Holstein cows, Heifers of
rlagperfgrrigWiaclb gl B T o e
dams are U] »

official butter records. -0

GEO. RIOE, Ourrie’s Orossing, Ontario.
OXPORD OOUNTY,

HOLSTEIN BULLS

MAPLE GROVE offers a few ver*choice
bulls, at right prices to quick buyers. For par-
ticulars, address H. BOLLERT, Cassel, Ont, o

Lyndale Holsteins

Won gold medal on herd at Ottawa, 1902 and
1903, and sweepstakes for females at Toronto
and Ottawa, 1903. - Present offering: Kive
young bulls from: 7' months to 16 months old;
6 heifers from 2 to .ﬂfdyears pld, bred to Bery.
Wayne Paul Concordia.

(V] BROWN BROS., Lyn, Ont

HOLSTEINS ;s TAMWORTHS
Present offerings: Sows, bred and ready to
breed ; boars fit for service, and a fine lot of
young (i)igs of both sexes. Also 1 bull calf, 4
mos. old. Write or call and see the stock. En-
quiries promﬁtly answered. o
BERTRAM HOSKIN,
Grafton 8ta , G. T. R. The Gully P, O,

HOLSTEIN BULLS 820, Pauliske

De Kol and Jesse families in my herd. The
record of 13 gows at the cheese factory for 8
mos. was 120, 1bs. milk, average per cow of
9295 1bs. J. A. Caskey, Madoe., Hastings Co.

GET AN

EMPIRE

The Empire Cream Sepa
rator turns more easily, is
more easily cleaned "and
kept clean, 1s more satisfac-
tory in every way than any
othercreamseparator made,
becauseitis simplest in con-
struction and has fewest
parts. It will pay you to
Investigate. Book free.

Empire Cream Separator Co.

28 Wellington 8§t. W,
TOROMNI O, CLANADA,

EmpireWay
ManesCowsPay

Ridgedale Farm Holstelns 272 and heifer

rich milking strains, on hand for sale. Prices
right. Write for what you want. o
R.i wl Wt:al EB.PO;:OIS) P, ‘a. TOlfthrh:i
Shipping stations: erry, G. T. R., an
Myrﬁe, C. P. R. Ontario County.

Riverside Holsteins

80 head to select from. Young hulls whose dams have
official weekly records of from 17 to 21 Ihs of butter,
sired by Victor De Kol Pietertje and Johanna Rue
dth Lad. Write for prices.

o
H Caledonia P.0.
Matt Richardson & Son, ‘&a’station
S EHHOILSTIRBIN BULILE 2
For SaLn: From 4 to 7 months old, having sires in
their K:dxnu from such straine as Inka, Nether-
land, ﬂgﬂe, and Tritonia Prince, and out of
lmponej females that have en their werth at
thepaii THOS. B. CA W & SON,
om Warkworth.

Choice youn
Menie Stock Farm ax=sdis
calves, from 2 to 9 u-oabnlhlndhol:;

heifers all ages. Write WM. STEWART & SON.
] Menie, Ont.

We combine beauty

with utility, My herd

hag won over seven
hundred 1sts, 2nds and sweepstakes, several diplomas,
three brorze v edals, in 8 years. For sale: Seven
young bulls from 6 months to 1 year old, sired by
Royal Star of Ste. Annes (7916), winner of 1st at To-
rontn, 1st and sweepstake at London, at 2 years old,
and from dams with milk records from 51 10 59 Ibs,
per day. Price from $35 to $50 each. A few deep-
milking cows f:0m $65to $80 each. Also B. P. Rocks,
White Wyandottes, Silver-zray Dorkings, Indian
Games, $1.50 to $2 00 each. Write : o

WILLIAM THORN,

Trout Run 8tock Farm, Lynedoch, Norfolk Co., Ont

SPRING BROOK AYRSHIRES 3 brsd

and comprise animals with a large milk r and
high test. COMRADE’S LAST OF GLENORA 1347
now heads the herd. Several Bull Calves for sale,
Pricesright. W.F.STEPHEN, Spring Brook
Farm, Trout River, Que. Oarr’s Crossing, G.T.R.,
1 mile. Huntingdon, N.Y.C., 5 miles.

DAVID A. McFARLANE,
Breeder of high-class KELSO, P, Q.
AYTRSESEIRAS.

Pmmmuommwmmw
oundation. Prioces reasonable. -©

SUNNYSIDE AYRSHIRES.

Our present offering is 10 heifers, from 10 moe. to 2
years of age; 1 bull, 6 mos. old, ard 8 young cows—a
rare good, strslﬁht-llned lot, and will be right. o

J.W.LOGAN. 's Corners P.0., Howick Sta., Que.

AYRSHIRES

WATSON OGILVIE,

PROPRIETOR.

(:guvie's A won the herd and young
herd prizes at Toronto, London and Ottawa in
1900; also at the Pan-American, in 1901, and in

1902 they won all the herd prizes and medals, sweepstakes and diplomas, with one exoeptien
, and were carefully selected for smwth
(quantity and quality). The herd is headed

The cows are all im
size of teats, and m:

and constitution, style,

by Douglasdale (imp.)
champion at the Pan-American and at Ottawa, Toronto and London, in 1903, a) ussisted%
Black Prinoce (imp.). Stock, imported and home-bred, for sale atall t.{mes. u%l’ -om Y

ROBERT HUNTER, Manager.

Near Montreal.
One mille from eleotrio oars.

Lachine Rapids, P. Q.

In ancwering any advertisement on this page; kindly mention the FARMER'S ADVOCATS,
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on her red lips was a challenge. He
kissed her then and there.

‘““ Our love for nothing under heaven.”
He meant it. Time would change the
face of nature, buildings would rise,
fields of grain wave in the breeze, cattle
herd in the pasture land, but his love
for this woman, and her love for him,
would remain the perfect thing it was
fcrever and a day.

‘““I don’t suppose Eve broke in on
Adam’s meditations with the request
that he set the coal cil stove going,
but—"’

*“ Of course,”” he cried, beginning to
bustle around. ‘“ All ready, your lady-
ship.””

While she fried the ham, and made the
coffee, he went abcut the task of at-
tending to the team. He whistled a
catchy air, and more than once she
found herself crooning snatches of the
same as she prepared the supper. They
ate by the light of the lantern, after
which Walter unstrapped a bundle, drew
from it a pair of blankets, a comforter,
a pillow, and proceeded, with Barbara’s
help, to make the bed in the rear of the
wagon. Then he took a little Bible
from his coat-pocket.

‘“ Might as well begin right, eh ?’’ he
said.

She nodded. ‘“ Yes. Somehow I feel
that we're just two little children here
alone, and that the Lord is all the
father, mother or friend we have—or
want.’’

It seemed but natural for him to
choose that particular Psalm, ‘‘ The
Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want.’’
The strong voice dwelt on the assurance
lingeringly :

‘“ He maketh me to lie down in green
pastures.”” Ay, the pastures of hope and
love are green and satisfying.

‘“He leadeth me beside the stil
waters.”” Home and hearth, the prattle
of children, the life well lived—all this
the still waters mirrored to him. Earth
was very near to heaven, and if he
mixed things temporal with things eter-
nal, who shall blame him ? His eyes,
warm with youth and love, could not
read the wcrds in their full significance
and grandeur. It takes tears to clear
the vision. He was to come into his
dower of faith in God, as many another
man has come into his, by a weary way
of loss, and failure, and self-abasement.
But to-night he did not dream of it.

After they had kneeled side by side,
he took the lantern and went to tether
the horses securely. Barblara was in
bed when he returned. He flashed the
light over her. The red-brown hair,
loosed from the bonds of comb and pins,
rioted on the pillow, the pure face smiled
up at him. How sweet she was !

‘““If you feel nervous of the dark and
strangeness, I'll leave the lantern burn-
ing,”” he said gently.

“ Put out the light and come to bed,”
she returned sleepily. ‘“ Do you suppose
Eve cried for a lantern that first night
in the garden ? '’

Without—a dark, wide world, and a
wind which wailed when it found sighing
too monotonous, sage and grass too
damp to rustle, a drizzle of rain playing
dreary marches on the canvas cover of
the wagon.

Within — warmth,
wonder happiness.

Love is to the heart what spring is to
the year. To-morrow would bring the
two men and the loaded wagons from
Edmonton, but to-night they had their
Eden to themselves.

- -* -* - - - - -

It is a day in August, ten years later.
A golden day. Gclden  now, when the
dawn signals so loudly, that the earth—
dewy, and dreamy, and fairer than at
any other hour, must wake and wel-
come. It will be golden at noonday,
golden and languorous, and heavy with
sweetness, golden still when the stars
creep out in a saffron sky, and night
comes lingeringly over the land with a
harvest moon to light her way.

As far as the eye can reach on either
hand are wheat fields ripening for the
harvest. As the morning breeze stirs it,
a faint line of green mingles with the
bronze, and the bronze, in turn, loses
itself in the deep yellow. This great
stretch of grain is a sea of gold with
ripples running tc some far-off shore.
There is a glamor in the air. The tur-
bid river has golden lights on its bosom:;
a little craft shcoting out from shore
has cloth of gold for sails. Oh, the

(Continued on next page.)

tenderness, and a




