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Worth Every Cent

of its Cost mu—

"SALAD

Black, Green
or Mixed,...

A"

8684

Sealed Packets Only.
Never Sold in Bulk.

Are you looking for the best FANNING MILL
made, the World's Champion hand and power
mill, will do work others will not do.

Kline Fanning Mill Co.

480 Crawford St.. Toronto, Ont.

COMET JUNIOR
GASOLINE ENGINE

Sold under an absolute
guarantee. Ideal for
running Washing Ma-
chines, Cream Separa-
tors, Churns, Grain
Graders and similar
small tools. The only
engine, we know of,
specially adapted for
women to use. No
hard cranking. Step
on the Pedal and it
starts. Nothing could
Safe, sturdy, reliable. Send

be more simple.
for circular T.

PERKINS’ ENGINE CO.
P.O. Box 368 London, Canada

When writing please mention Advocate.
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Then you are inter

into your writing.

(A) Theiridium-tipped
gold pen made in ten
grades of points

(B) The lever which
fills or empties the pen
— no unscrewing, or
inky fingers,

(C) The Clip-Capwhich
holds your Waterman
securely in your vest
pocket.

that
hand.

Do you ever write letters, orders, receipts,
or instructions ? Do you sign papers, make
notes, write cheques?
accounts and records ?

features of the Waterman’s IDEAL Fountain
Pen, which help to put business methods

Go to any good dealer
and select the Waterman

The L. E. Waterman Company, Limited, ()
179 St. James Street, Montreal
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is IDEAL for your

$2.50 and up.
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THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

Hope’s Quiet Hour.

Continued from page 570.
anything on that bill, and yet the children
are constantly buying candy.”

Those who have faith enough to know
that if they deal dishonestly with tjlelr
fellows they are stealing from (,Oc_i,
will do their very best to pay all their
hills. Religion which is packed away
for six days of the week, with the Sunday
clothes, is likely to grow musty and
mouldy. )

Faith is like the muscles of our body, it

grows stronger with daily exercice. And
Faith can't see the great Vision out of
clouded windows. Only the pure 1n
heart can see God. We must keep our
hearts akvays open and ready for the
Master. We dare not invite Him to help
us in any doubtful enterprise. We can’t
allow worry to spoil our peace if we have
really given Christ the command of our
lives.
I was waiting for a street-car the other
day when I heard a lady say to a com-
panion: ‘‘You know I am a great worrier."
That was a confession I should be as-
hamed to make—and yet the giant worry
too often makes himself at home in my
heart. Christ will not accept a divided
throne. If we allow worry to rule us we
are shutting out the Prince of Peace—
and we don't want to shut the door in
His face, do we?

We want a faith which can cling to
God even when He hides His face and
gives no sign of hearing our prayers.
Like our Leader we want to hold fast to
our Father even when He seems to have
forsaken us. And we have no confidence
in a fair-weather faith. Faith is a gift
worth praying for and worth fighting for.
Are you passing through a dark and
shadowed valley of testing? Listen!

“Couldst thou love ME s

When creeds are breaking—

Old landmarks shaking

With wind and sea?

Coulds't thou refrain the
quaking

And rest thy heart on ME?"

earth from

What is your answer to that searching
question? My answer to it is the earnest
appeal: ‘‘Lord, increase my faith.”

Dora FARNCOMB.

SeriéLStdry

‘““His Family.”’
BY ERNEST POOLE,

(Serial rights reserved by the Farmer’s
Advocate and Home Magazine.)
CHAPTER XXIX.

But later in the evening, when Allan
and Deborah came in, Roger, who in
the meantime had had a good hour in
Japan and was somewhat relaxed and
soothed, decided at once this was the
time to tell her and have done with it
[For Deborah was flushed with lrimnph'
the meeting had been a huge success.
Cooper Union had been pag ked to the
walls, with an overflow meecting out on lht:

street; thousands of dollars had been
pledged and some big politicians had
promised support; and men and women
rich and poor, had volunteere] their
Services; She started 1o tell him
< l”‘l 1 i |
wout i, hut :luLuwl his troubled ex-
pression and asKad him what was on his
mind.
“Oh, nothing tremendogs™ R i
I i 1 £ emendous,™ Roger said,
4 0 woana 114”\'7\ r to-night
I hadn't meant | I s
a meant to tell vou to-night—but
. 1 S
I think [ will now, for lool
1 8 1 ook as though
vou could find a solution for m‘lllins\;"
CThen, | lonk Jike an idiot."”
his daughter sand o | | i e
. ‘\11.\\I1H‘ A @ ‘H“yn numored]y “What
15 1t she dennnee §
“Is about Tohn 1
ahou hn Her counue
(]M”kl‘; cnance
“Oh. Ishe worse?™
“ldith thinks he i il shie save it
o 1L's
i 'u_‘ \ 1 | §
Felt , W HITR (O tob the house
( 1 ( RANER t ! !
, ‘\ ! ( ‘\ ) Yo \s he did
)=t it R 11 1
o ; e _“lf turning to
o . ‘ & “1‘ VO Say to
L=t there a
1 i ‘v‘ "
T
v L i e T
’ ' ’.J " Ve much
| . |
) othe trolley
“Ahe i
Lozl ailey© De
‘ x ilwavs go

M s silent

FouNben 1865

for a moment W |

) I ient. ell, there"
discussing it. If Edith feefsret;;tm
John must go. The iy
livable till he does.”

Roger looked at her j :
felt both relieved and di e Be
John's only one of thousandsp:)"mtﬁ'il.
he told himself aggrievedly “l'? h.erl,
close to her, she hasn't room fnmt
%twlhc})‘le mas? meeting in l;e:

u aven't, by George, I | 2
and I'm the one whogwillhlkl::\t:.et‘;oy~
hlm' to pack up and leave the hotdl
Isn't it the very devil, how thin ua!
comf back on me?" g all

“Look here, father,” ‘ B
‘‘suppose you let me 3:::;:“ thmd;
Am;l Roger’s heavy visage cleared *

'\Y{ou me}:‘an you'll tell himp*

‘“Yes,” she replied, “an !
stand it p?rfectly. I thing :: ga:nl?;;
expecting it. I have, for a .
weeks,”” she added, with some bitfemny
“And I know some people '{m"m
be glad enough to take him i 'll»{l
see that he’s made comfortable, Qg :
——"Ihehr face clouded. o sy

“It has meant a lot to him, bei »
her father put in gruffly. » beiig bes,

‘‘Oh, John’s used to getting knocks j
this world.” Her quiet voice grew hard
and stern, “I wasn’t thinking of John
just now. What frightens me at times
like this is Edith,” she said slowly
“No, not just Edith—motherhood, I
seg it in 80 many mothers these days—in
the women. downtown, in their fight
for theirchildrenagainst all other children
on earth. It’s the hardest thing we havwe
to do—to try to make them see and feel
outside of their own small tenement
homes—and help each other—pill to-

L}

house won't

gether. They can't see it's their only
chance! And all because of this inother
love! It's so blind sometimes, like an

animal!” She broke off, and for a moment
she seemed to be looking deep into her-
self. ‘‘And I suppose we're all like that,
we women are,”’ she muttered,. “when
we marry and have children, [f the
pinch is ever hard enough—""

““You wouldn’t be," said Allan. And
a sudden sharp uneasiness.came into
Roger’s mind.

“When are you two to be married?"
he asked, without stopping to think
And at once regretted his question.
With a quick impatient loek at him,
Allan bent over a book on the table.

“I don't know,” Deborah answered.
“Next spring, I hope,”” The frown was
still on her face.

“Don’'t make it too long," said her
father brusquently. He left them and
went up to bed. :

Deborah sat motionless. Shie - wished
Allan would go, for she guessed wiiatwas
coming and did-not feel equalit it to-night.
All at once she felt tired and unne
fromherlong exciting evening. If only she
could let go of herself and have a
cry.  She locked her bands together
and looked up at him w:th_xmpehenot.
He was still at the table, his back was
turned. B

“Don't you know 1 love youl _Sh(’
was thinking fiercely. ‘‘Can’t you se€ it—
haven't you seen 1t—growmg, growing,
—“day after day? But I don’t wantyo
here to-night! Why can’t you see you
must leave me alone? Now! this minute.

He turned and.came qver in front of her,
and stood looking steadily down. "

“I wonder,” he said slowly, ‘‘how we
you understand yourself.” With
" “1 think I do,” she mut.tcred. kl
a sudden twitching of her lip she lﬁon'
quickly up at him. “Go on, l?’
lot's talk it all over now if you Tnug id

“Not if you feel like that," he sai

. . he caught
At his tone of displeasure sl 058

his hand. oy
“Yes, yes, I want to! Ple@gﬁ{ 1:1,1hc
“It's better—really! Bélieve Mt

cried.
1t is—"' e
He hesitated a moment, hl:l W
hard, and then

generous mouth set
a tone as sharp as hers he ~ demanded:
“Are you sure you
spring? Are you surc¢ you .
next spring? Are you sure
of yours in the hous¢ '(mbl‘ ur v
day and night, with this md i
motherhood,  this mf)therh‘oo o 100
frightens you—isn't frightening

much?”

“No—a little—but
Her deep sweet voice
“You're the onc who !
If vou only knew! \\'hen you
this—with all you vt

e
of vou— e BT
' Continued on page 2!
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