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No one thin

COLUMBIA

GRAPHOPHONE

And if you will only Place in your
own home this “B.N.’ ontfit you'll
believe it. Aluminum Tone Arm,
Spring Motor, can be wound while

laying. Dark Oak finished cabinet.

en inch turn table, suitable for disc
records of all sizes, Automatic Needle
Clamp. Japanned Steel Flora Horn.
Complete Outfit with12 Selections

—your own selection

$39.50

TERMS-$9.50 Cash and $5.00 Monthiy—no interest.

DOUBLE DISC RECORDS
ool 85¢

In One

Fit any
Machine

Indestructible Records 45c.

Last
for
Ever.

Fit
= Any
Machine

COLUMBIA
INDESTRUCTIBLE

Wont
Break

CYLINDER RECORD Wont

Wear

45c.

They can be mailed as easily as a letter

In every home where there are children there ought to be a

Columbia Graphophone

And also in ever

—only more so,

See and hear this “B.K.” model, compact,
convenient. Improved Lyric Reproducer

(genuine Sapphire), Oak cabinet, with oak

carrying cover, andem spring motor—_
' can be wouynd. while

playing.

' Complete Outfit,
with 12 Records—
your own selec-

tion

$39.50

S—-$9.50 Cash and $5.00 Monthly—no interest.

Dealers in évery town. Call on your loca] Columbia dealer or write us for the
New Catalogues of Columbia Double Disc and Indestructible Cylinder
Records.
We sell alf styles of Columbia Phono
WRITE FO

y home where there are no children

TERM

graphs on the Easy Payment Plan.
R TERMS AND CATALOGUE No. W.H. 100

The Winnipeg Piano Co.

Sole Jobbers for Manitoba

295 PORTAGE AVENUE

WINNIPEG

g will give so mu~h enjoyment to so
many people for so long a time at so little cost asa

\ .
small round eyes at her in lazy triumph !
It was too much. Was an immortal
woman to be outwitted by a couple of
finite hens? The little widow renewed
the conflict, but not daring to _lay hands
again upon the belligerent hlpgds, she
resorted to the discreet expedient .of
poking at them through the open win-
dow, thus affording to Mr. Butterkin,
as he rounded the corner, a_confused
vision of agitated calico dancing about

a distracted rake handle,
“ What! setting again, Mrs. Ebbe-
son?”’ :
The small lady, till then unconscious

of the genteman’s proximity, hastily
withdrew her head from the window
and looked down in some confusion

from her perch on an inverted barr.eyl.

“Yes, they're settin’ again; but it’s
just as well—just exactly as well,” said
she, rather incoherenty, harrowed by
the fear lest she were displaying her
ankles, ki

“ Now, now, we must see about this,
responded Mr. Butterkin, fishing in his
pocket for a small ball.of.twme he had
bought that day for stringing the toma-
toes, and meanwhile glancing over his
shoulder, apparently to assure himself
that the orchard was where it should
be. He would have liked nothing bet-
ter than to' lift the little widow down,
“but his instinct told him she would pre-
fer to descend by herself, urnobscrved)
and he was a man capable of self-sacri-
fice. “We'll tie the hens to the fcnu_‘,"
he added, presently, conscious of a thrill
of delight as he pronounced the “ we.”
He knew himself better than in the
early morning, and could not disguise
the fact that he felt.a personal satisfac-
tion in entering into even the humhqut
partnership with Mrs, Ebbeson—a satis-
faction evidently, not shared by the
Brahmas, who, resenting his continued
interference, tore his coat mercilessly.
It was a jagged rent, from pocket to
hem, in his Sunday garment, too, which
in Roxanna’s time had never gone to
the village on a week day; but who was
there now to watch over Mr., Butter-
kin’s  apparel? Not Mr. Butterkin,
surely, to whom the distinctions of
dress were but as sounding brass and
a tinkling cymbal,
“What a wicked, wicked shame I”
cried Mrs. Ebbeson, in distress. But
I'll darn it just as well as I can,”
“No, no, thank® you; it’s of no con-
sequence,” replied Mr. Butterkin, with
manly indifference.

in the days that followed, he hovered
about the luckless bipeds like a bird pf
prey. He bought the latest treatise op,
hens, and patiently tried In succession
all 'the experiments therein suggested
for subduing the wills of obdurate gj;-
ters, Mrs, Ebbeson assisting, as in com-
mon gratitude she must. This without
producing the least effect upon the
Brahmas, It was the widow that grew
restive, conscious of the absurdity of
Mr. Butterkin’s sudden and ostenta-
tious regard for fowls. She knew. the
very moment when his heart tur‘ned. to-
ward her, but whether hers inclined
similarly toward him wasn’t for her to
say till he asked; yet, coy little Woman,
she gave him no chance to put the
question, :

And, such is human perversity, the
more she seemed not to cafre for him,
S0 much the more was Mr. Butterkin
resolved that she should care for him,
Before July was ended he had  fully
made up his mind to propose, inwardly
assured that his late wife would sanc-
tion the proceeding, not if she were re-
turned to the flesh, of course—in that
case he would not ask it—but as g
shade she would not stand between him
and her beloved Ruth. Of Mr. Ebbe-
son’s shade he scarcely thought, doubt-
ing, perhaps, whether a4 man on earth
destitute of moral substance could at
death attain the dignity of a heavenly
shadow. But there s a vast difference
between purposing to propose and pro-
posing. Mr. Butterkin learned this to
his chagrin after repeated abortive at-
tempts at giving hig frequent interviews
with Mrs. Ebbeson 1 sentimental turn,
At each advance of his she sped away
as shyly as a girl, and in the secure re-
treat by her mother’s couch was as un-
approachable as if seated aloft in the
chair of Cassiopea. In regard to g
written declaration of love, Mr. But-
terkin would sooner have' attempted an
€ssay on  protoplasm. August  found
him  still waiting for an opportunity,
He, usually so prompt and unhesitating
—the first selectman of the town! The
better he loved the widow, the more he
despised himself, till one soft twilight,
when the zephyrs were whispering ten-
der thoughts to the leaves, he rose with
desperate resolve, and strode boldly
round to the open door of the L. Mrs,
‘bbeson sat just within the sitting-
room, but he was too crafty to enter,

“If you'll kindly step this way - a
moment,” he said, “I've another ex-

" But Esther can’t mend broadcloth.”
“Can’t? You don’t say so!”
mbued with the masculine supersti-

tion that incapacity with the needle be-

tokens idiocy, Mr. Butterkin
aghast,

“No; she’s young, you know, and not
used to sewing. Besides, I'm respon-
sible for this rent. Let me attend to

looked

periment we might try on those hens ™
But having lured her to him, his next

words were wide of the mark :

"I came to ask—that is, I wanted to

know—in fact, ] wanted to have a ser-

fous talk with you.”

She believed in free-will, he in fore-

ordination; byt his  “serious talk ”

it, please.”

He removed the garment without g
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anna’s decease that garment of his had

at being dependent upon Ruth
menial service, when it was
growing “desire

of sympathy, colored, too,
vivid ahd lasting crimson th

kin, while he, weeding the |

der the fence the

word, his face flushing like moose-ber-
ries in autumn. Not g thought
that, since Esther was incapable, he
must be indebted to the widow for past
favors with the ncml]c‘indccd, he
would have unl)lushingly declared that
this was the first occasion since Rox-
needed repair—but he felt a reluctance | ¢
for a

; now the
of his heart that she
should lean upon: him;

Seeing him color, Mrs. E

and such 3 |y
at her moth-

much trouble about those
5

standing in that ba
for all that, tl

Butterkin, | beg.”

bbeson, out | 1

would not savor of theology, she knew.

She nervously essayed to confine it to
poultry,

“Really, Mr. Butterkin, you take too

hens. They
« Nothing I
trouble.”
“They're

do for you, Ruth, is a
fairly rheumatic from
irrel of water, and,

ley’re not cured of set~
ing.” i

“As T was saying, Ruth—”
€«“

Dont say any ‘more about ’em, Mr,
“I'm not speaking
ere Mr. Butterkip
vith his handkerchief

about hens, Ruth.”
wiped his brow
- “I came to talky

' : ) about you, Don’t g, Your mother
'roat dmn_er mildly chided her for go- didn’t call. Why won’t you marry me
ng out without her bonnet, Kuth ?” ’ ) '

Busy over his coat that afternoon,

tuth naturally thought of Mr. Jutter- | g
ate turnips,

ecalled her blushes

o analyze them. Op the whole, he | i

ouldn’t believe she went so far

lislike him. Ang so night

came, the |4
1ended coat hung in it

undiscouraged Brah- | g

‘ ) being proverbial, My
s and clumsily tried the

as to | E

s place, and un- b:

She gave him a dozen reasons on the
pot, but the fallacy of feminine logic
Butterkin was hot
man to heed them. At least this [
now. before the SHOw came the Widow

become Mrs. Butterkin,
nd fro_\ty evenings she and her hus-
and might have been seen carefully
eltering two late broods of chickens,

‘bbeson had

mas brooded over im;xgm;n*_\' eggs. | f
Next morning they brooded there still, | w
and there, had they been his own,
light  they have continued to brood,
forgotten by Mr. Butterkin, who, as
his late wife often said, complainingly. i
never charged his | with hens; but 4
‘ ecial  Br Possessed  pe S
rest as g him audience !
charming widow. A

\ccordingly, | a

’

T 1n the end the Brahmas had their
ay.

Tm——————
To keep Palms green and fresh-look-
ng and remove the dusty ang faded
Ppbearance of the leaves, wipe each leaf
cparately with a cloth dipped in milk.

'his will at once give back their natur«

l gloss ang fresh green appaerance.
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