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CDONALD’S

PRINCE OF WALES
PLUG CHEV/ING

High in favor—
the satisfying
=~ chew.

Which do you prefer to save
the price of the Barn or
the cost of the Paint ?

When the barn raising is over and your fine,
paint it right
away! Every day's work that the weather
man puts in on its unprotected walls is a day
You'll pay for the
50 you had

new building stands complete

off the life of your bar.
paint whether you use it or not,
better use it.

Your %

dealer will be glad
to co-operate with
you in your painit-

ing plans

BARN AND ELEVATOR PAINTS

are made by a Western firm for Western
Barns, Granaries, Ferces, Implement Sheds
and all farm buildings. They are lllld‘;:

Railroads and Elevator Compani

cient guarantee that you'll receive :wd
interest on every penny you invest in paint.

G. F. STEPHENS & CO. LIMITED
Paint and Varnish Makers

WINNIPEG - -

CANADA

Tanks from Factory to
AT FACITORY PRICES

We also manufacture
Sheep Dipping Tanks
Hog F Feed
Cookers, Steel Cis-
terns, Snow Melters,

266 Imperial Gallons $38 26

Freeland Steel Tank Co.

formerly of Halbrite, Sask.)

ete 669 Notre Dame, Winnipeg, Man.

" 5 x 2 ft. $23.50

&~ An unconditional
Guarantee with Every
I'ank. Send for Free
Catalogue and
List of Other Sizes

Price

FOP SALE—One 32 H.P, Cross Comg:uud

Reeves Engine and one 44x88 Reeves
ator An up-to-
sutfit g and plowing
Young Bros, Wainwright, Alta

Apply

steam engin
36x00 separator in good condition, $1,800, h
cash, balance to suit.
Alta

FOR SALE—4-cyl. 60 H.P. gasoline engine,
xuv $1,500, and complete 26 H.P
at:

William Drewes, Botha

AND FARMER

July, ‘19

MACHIAVELLI

A Story of Love in a

Bird Store

By GEORGE WESTON

R. Hopper was a philosopher, but,
M alas for philosophy, Mr. Hopper
was also in love. Nature had
made him short, and a sedentary life had
left him stout, so that when he moved
around his bird-store, with a slow deli-
beration which must have been very
soothing to the canaries and the chaff-
inches, it was hard to believe that there
were times when he thought in empires
and sighed in lovelorn madrigals. But
Minerva knew differently, and so did
Dr. Faust.

Minerva was the owl which oecupied
the cage of honor at onme end of the
counter, and Dr. Faust was the parrot
which graced the large cage opposite.
At night, when the blinds were drawn,
Mr. Hopper would often sit between
this attentive pair reading Marcus
Aurclius or Swinburne and talking
first to Minerva and then to the doctor.

“Now I could have thought of these
things too,” complained Mr. Hopper one
night, looking up from a volume of the
noble Marcus and addressing Minerva
“Yes, and 1 could have thought of them
even deeper than he did. But suppose I
finish my American Machiavelli. What
then Hardly anybody will want to
read it because I haven't the m
People will say, ‘Who is this man Hopper
who has written the American Machia
velli And when they find out that 1
keep a bird-store &

Minerva blinked her eyes

“No,” said the

myself. The most exeiting things 1 did

And after he had given a sigh that
woke up half the birds in the shop, he
stood still and listened to a heavy tread
overhead

That's him,” he said, turning & jaun
diced eye to Dr. Faust. “He's calling on
her twice a week now-—him and his
little fox-terrier. First thing we know
they'll be married, and that will be the
end of that.” He dropped his voice
to & sly, revengeful note. “If I could
only get him to eat the biscuits which
hie buys for his terrier ' He hastily
turned his thoughts from the contem
plation of strychnine and prussic acid
and drew a number of unfinished manu
seripts from underneath the counter,

“Now, what shall I work on to-night?”
he reflected. “Here's The Drawbacks of
Speech, B on Observing the So
called Dumb Animals and Birds. Shall |
give that a go! And here's the American
Machiavelli, or, Only the Strongest
Survive, I guess I'll tackle the American
Machiavelli to-night, Somehow 1 feel in
the humor for it.”

He was sharpening a pencil (from hi
expression it might have been a dagger
when he heard a commotion in Mrs
Stebbins's rooms overhead.

“Has something happened to him?
Mr. Hopper hopefully asked himself, his
head on one side like that of a listening
robin. “Has he gone and fallen off &
chair, or set fire to himself, or some
thing The next minute there was a
knock on his door, and when Mr. Hopper
unlocked it & worried-looking man strode
into the shop carrying an even more

. Hopper reading his Marcus Aurelius

to-day were to sell three canaries, two
bird-cages, stuff a squirrel, and open an-
other barrel of dog-biscuit. Put Machia-
velli in a bird-store and he would have
been buried by circumstances, too. Well,
such is life,”

And having uttered this unconscious
summary of all the philosophies, he
cloged the Meditations of M. Aurelius
and turned his attention to Swinburne,
first moving his chair around to face Dr,
Faust

“Unrequite affection,” said Mr,
Hopper, wagging his head over the book
“No wonder the poets are always sing
ing about it. If T hadn't gone in so
strong for philosophy, I think I would
have gone in for poetry. Why, I could
write on tnrequited affection, Doctor,”
said Mr. Hopper, feelingly, “in mush
terms ag would bring tears to the eyes
of a—of a—blue-jay.”

He put the book down and walked
around the store

“And after all, who am I to think of
her?” he asked, stopping in frent of the
Doctor's cage. “I'm only her tenant.
There she lives above the store and never
gives me a second thought after I have
paid my month’s rent. Buys a little
catnip every once in a while for her
Angora cat, and thinks more of the cat
than she does of me. And that’s my
life. I can’t be a philosopher or a
Machiavelli because I haven't the oppor-
tunity, and I can’t show my regards for
Mrs. Stebbins because I'm not supposed
to have any.”

worried-looking fox
arm.,

“You'll have to leave him,” said Mr
Hopper, speaking with great dignity
after he had completed his diagnosis
In addition to the scratches and con-tu
sions this hind-leg seems out of joint
I'll have to bandage it and keep my eye
on it for a week or two before he can
run around much.”

The worried-looking man had hardly
left when another knock sounded on the
bird-man’s door. Again he unlocked it
and his landlady entered, tenderly car
rying a basket. A bright-eyed, bright
faced widow of forty was Mrs. Stebbins
but when she placed her burden in Mr
Hopper's hands she was too upset to
speak. She pointed to the panting
bundle of fur that lay in the bottom of
the t and sank into the chair by
the side of the counter. .

Again Mr. Hopper made his diagnosis,
and when at last he shook his head theme
was a very ominous atmosphere in the
bird-shop.

“I should judge, Ma'am,” said Mr.
Hopper, in tones which Talleyrand would
have envied, “that a dog has done this.”

“Yes, and would have killed her if 1
hadn’t hit him with the poker. You do
whatever you ecan, and if anything
happens to her, . . J”

“If anything happens to her,” thought
Mr. Hopper as Mrs. Stebbins left, “he
will never call to see her again—he nor
his fox-terrier, either, 11

The door closed.

terrier under his

Mr. Hopper locked




