FACTORY THEREFORE] |
0 ONE-PRICE
PARLOUR ONLY

ONE, TWO OR THREE YEARS TO

Having sole factory control for ten different factories, comprising 40 styles of
the best Canadian and American makes of Pianos, we challenge comparison.

WE SHIP EVERYWHERE ON APPROVAL

Wherever you live, whatever you are prepared to pay for a piano, if you
want to pay cash or buy on easy monthly or fall payments, we will ship to
any address in Western Canada. Every instrument guaranteed. :

: FACTS

When people buy pianos they want to know facts, something more substantial
than high sounding phrases, glowing descriptions and fine theories. They
want to know reganfm' g the stability arfd reputation of the Company they
are dealing with, and particularly that they are buying at a reasonable price.
Every person contemplating the purchase of a piano should write us for cat-
alogues and prices of the many pianos we handle. Mailed free on application.
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Winnipeg's Biggest Buslest and Beet Plano House:

295
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In the Hewson
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line

there’s an accurate,

comfortable fit for the
big, the

average men.

as' well as

ITewson Underwear is
made in oversizes as
well as regular sizes.

Cut by

system so as

a

special
fit

snugly around neck and

to

under arms—to fit ac-

curately everywhere.
Hewson Nova Scotia

‘Wool—a heavy, elastic

ribbed garment—is rec-
ommended especially

for warmth, comfort

and long wear.

Hewson Woolen Mills, Ltd.
|  Ambherst Nova Scotia
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The part of a lady's
stocking that wears

PAID |

VIGTORY over GATARRH

| The Greatest Catarrh Remedy of the day.

German Catarrh Remedy.

| Why suffer. Instaunt rel(iiEfbc Everylbodtv fwho
to the leg of the stock- | uses rec:)mmeuds it. Send 50c. postal note for a
ing andegyou have a new pair of stockings at a | buxtoC. A. MUMA, Drumbo, Ont.

low cost. N. SOUTHCOTT & CO,, London, Ont ' Mention this paper.

ND 50c. AND RECEIVE FIVE PAIR OF HOSE FEET POST

#

outis the feet. When
the feet are worn out
the whole stocking is
thrown away. Thisis
not necessary., Simply
cut off the feet and sew
& pair of our hose feet

1 platform,”

' who made
' dreawing-room looked at her
manner which she certainly found en-

. closed behind her

| she ordered breathlessly.
. use, the gentlemen never eat anything
 canned. I've got to think up some-
. thing else.”
| face of the insulted cook, she turned

| appealingly to the waitress, -a young

He was glad now that he had paid
a price for it that was too large ever
to be divulged to his wife.

“And the flowers?”

“What flowers?”

“The flowers you said you were
going to bring me.” :

“My dear girl, I never thought of
them from that moment to this.”

“Then we have nothing for the
centre of the table but that old
crumpled-up fernery,” she paused
tragically. “Not even fruit! There’s
another plank gone.”

“Never mind, you’re the

whole |

said her hushand

jollity.  “You always manage some
way.” -

The two irreproachably attired men
their entrance into the

in a

couraging. She concluded that the
chances were good for making them
enjoy the dinner, irrespective of
quality. She was enjoying their un-

| spoken admiration, and the conversa- |
| tion also, when Mr.
turned to the subject of their invita-

Warburton

tion.

“I's so good of you to have us |
notice—so uncommonlv |
We've been so tired of |

without any
jolly for wus.
hotel cooking, after the steamer.”

“Yes,” chimed in the other “it

grew to be almost as tiresome to us |

as the beastly tinned food we lived
on when ‘we were in Africa.”

“Oh, have you been in Africa
lately?” asked Mrs. Callender ‘with
composure, although she and her hus-
band felt the piercing of a mortal
dart, and did not dare to look at each
other.

“Yes, Kennard and I were on an
exploring expedition last year, acci-
dentally; it's quite a long tale—but

we lived on tinned soups and meats, |

and even plum pudding—fancy it in
the hot climate!—until even the
smell of them sickened us. We've

| not been able to touch a bit of can-

ned food since.”
“Canned things—or tinned, as you

ccall them—are very useful in emero-

encies,” said Mr. Callender with
idiotic solemnity.  “You know you
have to eat them sometimes—when
you can't get help yourself, you

know. Oh, yes, in emergencies tinned
things are very useful—if you like
’ »

em.
Mr. Kennard laughed heartily, as |
if at some delicate joke. “Ah, --es,
{ves, if you like them—if you like
them, Warburton, yes—mind that,
yes!”
“Excuse me for a moment,” said

Mrs. Callender with graceful deliber-
fation, sweeping slowly out of the
room, and as soon as the door was
rushing into the
kitchen wildly.
were against her, but win the victory
she would. There had to be some
way out of this!

“Don’t dish up a thing, Catherine,
“It is no

Daunted by the grim

i and venturesome person, as woman
rto woman.  “You must know of
something I could do, Nelly!”

“The Warings, ma’am—"

“You told me you'd been there, and |

that everything they had was cooked
for their own dinner.”

The eyes of Irish Nelly sparkled. |

“That’s just it ma’am.
home late tonight,

Mr. Warong’s
and they’re only

just now sitting down to the soup. '

I seen it going in through the win-
dow. If you—" she stopped, tenta-
tively.

“Well, well—say it!”

“Sure, they’d loan you the whole
dinner, ma'am, if you asked it.”

The light of kindred inspiration

| kindled in Mrs. Callender. The neigh-

with |

its |

re- |

The fortunes of war .

.10 GHhe Western Home Monthly Winnipeg, October, 1905,
' ; “Nelly went to the Appletons and 'borhood was practically a joint-stock
‘ | the Warings to see if she couldn’t get ' food company, where maids might be
l AM o US pl A N some eggs, but they had only one seen flitting through the back yard at
, } left - at each place. It's no wuse, any hour of the day or evening, with
SUCH AS | Cha““fey’ we've got to do- the best we the spoils of the borrower. But an
o = | can. I've put on my prettiest gown, | o tire dinner! The magnificence of

1 ‘| |and—did you bring the wine?” ‘ ¥
Chickering, Knabe, llames, Bell, &c., &c. " “Yes, and it's good,” said Mr. Cal-|%he scheme took Mrs.  Callender's

Y ; - — | lender, with returning cheerfulness. '

“You'd give the lend of it yourselft
ma’am,” said Nelly, impartially. .

Mrs, (Callender gasped—and assent-
ed.

“Come!” she said, and followed by
the maid, dashed out of the kitchen
door, down the back biazza steps, and
then up again on the piazza of the
adjoining house,

"The people seated at the table in
the dining-room looked up at the
long window, amazed to see Mrs,
Callender gesticulating insanely at
them from without.

“Don’t help any more that
soup,” she called insistently. “I)on't
help any more of it—wait till 1 get
in.” The window opened from the

of

" inside, and she hurled herself into the

room. “No, no!”
look on their horror-struck faces,
“it’s not poisoned. I don’t mean that
—it’s all right; Oh, will you let me
take it home with me?”

“My dear Mrs. Callender,” expos-
tulated Mr. Waring in a quieieing
voice, rising cautiously.

“No, I'm mnot crazy! I mean just
what I say. My husband has brought
| home company, and we had only a
canned dinner, and they can’t eat it
because they’ve been in Africa—and
oh, I can’t explain. Aid it's so im-
| portant to treat them well, and—oh,
i you dear thing!”

For Mrs. Waring: had handed the
soup to Nelly and was already giving
orders to her own maid.

“Don’t say another word,” she
commanded rapidly, with a woman’s
perception grasping the  situation,
“Send us over just what you have in
exchange. We have only a plain
home dinner—roast beef, vegetables,
macaroni, cottage pudding—you can
put the things in your oven again,
Henry, carry over this roast will you?
Don’t make any noise, any of you.”

“I'll take the potatoes,” said Mrs,
Callender fervently, but as she climb-
ed her own piazza steps once more
and saw the ghostly procession that
came and went stealthily bearing
dishes, her knees suddenly bent un-
| der her, and she leaned against one
of the piazza posts, too weak from
. laughter to move.
| “Take care, you’ll drop that dish,”
| said Mr. Waring interposing a dex-
| terous arm, while he endeavored to
]

she answered the

balance the roast on the railing.
Mrs. Callender, don’t sit down on the
piazza; get up. You'll have me laugh-
| ing, too, if you don’t stop, and I'vc got

'to take this in and go back for
- plates.”

“We have plates,” said Mrs. Cal-
lender, strangling. “Oh, Mr. War-
ing, we have plates—we have some-
thing.  Oh, Mr. Waring, go and
leave me, go and leave me! I'll nev-
er be able to stand up.”

“Hello, what’s the matter?” Mr.
' Callender, with an excited whisper,

came peering out into the semi-dark-
 ness.  “That back door keeps letting
in an infernal draught. What on
| earth are you and Waring doing out
here, Cynthia? And you without a
thing over your shoulders! I call
that mean, having a good time out
here by yourselves, and leaving me

inside to do all the entertaining.
Don’t you know that we’re waiting
for dinner, and it’s after half-past

 seven o’clock?’

His ill-used expression was the last
straw.  Mr. Waring rocked and reel
ted with his platter, while the roast
. performed an obligato movement.

“Oh!” moaned Mrs. Callender as
her husband finally assisted her to an
erect position, and offendedly took up
the dish of potatoes. “Don’t say a
sword, don’t ask me a thing; you'll
never in this world know all T've
gone through in the last hour—you
couldn’t take it in. But I've got the
dinner—your Englishmen are provid-
ed for—yvour future s assured, an
all that we have to do now is to g0
in and cat—and eat—and eat.”




