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YOU ARE

Losing  Money

if you have not a

MELOTTE
Gream
Separator

working for you. They

perfectly fulfil all the re-

| markable claims made for
them, of

ECONOMY, EFFICIENCY
and DURABILITY

‘¢ Entirely Satisfactory'’

thousands of Canadian farmers.

is the verdict given by

A postul to us will bring full information.

Melotte Gream Separator Go,, Ltd.

« WINNIPEG W AN ane CALGARY

Manager

Mail Order Department

This is a part of our business which has increased Very

rapidly in the last few years.  We attribute the success

to the goods we handle. It has always been our aim

and pride to handle only such goods as represented the

very best product of the leading manufacturers, and it is

owing to this fact that we have rcached the enviable

position as the Largest Dealers of Pianos and Organs n
the Great West.

We are sole agents for the genuine and original

HEINTZMAN & CO. PIANO

which is the recognized standard  of comparison, and s

favorably known in cvery community  throughout the

wide Domitmnion.

Wirite and we will oxplam how awe can save you money

by buving through our mal order department.

Get our Catalogue and Price List

J. J.H.McLEAN & Go. Ltd,

Mail Order Dept. W
52 Rlain St. - Wlnnlpeg.
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fore their marriage. Here she lived
quietly for a few years, and then died,
leaving some debts and a Dbittle boy.
The sale of the cottage paid the debts
and apprenticed the boy to a cabinei-
maker, who treated him well, and. in
dying. left him a little property and his
own name. The young man is now
called David Bruce, and is, 1 ])(]IL‘VC,
occasionally employed by 3ourscli
And Mr. Varens looked stealthily
into his client's face, fecling that he
could now afford to give the rebuke
ske had lately administered.  Miss
Foljambe met the look serenely.
“That is singular, is it not?” said
she, quictly. "I beliecve I need mnot
detain you any longer, Mr. Varens.
Will you take any refreshment?”

“No, thank vou. Miss Foljambe, if
I may be allowed to say it, you are an
honor to the sex.”

“Which?" asked Miss Foljambe,
bowing him out of the room.

Five minutes later she was sending
an imperative message for Bruce.
“Another old table, or a tumble-
down side-board, T suppose,” said the
young man, preparing to obey.

He was shown in to the working-
room as usual, and found Miss Iol-
jambe awaiting him. She put the pic-
turc discovered in the secret drawer
into his hand.

“Do you know that?” asked she.
David Bruce flushed scarlet, then
turned white as death even to his lips.
“It is my mother,” said he.

“You remember her, then?”

“I was ten years old when she died.”
“See here, too,” and Miss Foljambe

handed him the marriage  certificate.
[le read 1toand sat suddenly down in
Ilu nearest chair.

“Thank God!"™ muttered he, covering
ln\ face with his trembling fingers,

“And see here” pursued the lady,
holding out the will, and then snateh
me 1t hack “No, don't stop to red!
o bowill tell vouo Your tther Tefit ol
s property o his wite, vonr mother,

aned atter her o von My e
maother, his hali <er, did ot hnow
it e was married, and <o <he el -
e the property, e eon it in dving,
e Tor it to her clalidren, and o
Gy aldl come toorme T oever knew nn
nlotve imtes hefore Towent for von
\ wider<tand hat clearlyv, T hope 2
} o boew that 1t was vour erand
[ her Bor haed the Doyt with v
|t oy i b oghwmesdsy Tog was i the

hi.” I ! I
Yoo booew, 1 e ot

“Yes,” said Winifred, loon.ng at hiw
steadily.

“Well, then, Miss Foljambe, I have
been in love with you for years. |
never thought to  tell 1t, and ncver
should but for this. Can you forgive
ne?

Miss Foljambe considered the mat-
ter, and said:

“Yes, I can forgive you.”

“But that is not enough. Can you—
oh, Miss Foljambe! it is your own
kindness that makes me presumptuous
—but can you, will you give me the
faintest hopce? Is it possible that you
could cver endure to accept me as a
husband?”

Again Miss TFoljambe considered,
and at last said, with a queer little
smile:

“] have often thought if you were a
bronze or a marble I would buy you at
any cost.’

“T am not to be bought; and if you
were still rich and T poor T wou d not
marry you even if you ax\(*d me,’ aid
David Bruce, prmull\ “But now—"

“But now.’ interrupted Winifred,

“vou think to buy me. People—no, 1
do not care for people—you will thmk
I marry you to save my fortune.”

“When I cherish an unworthy
thought of you, Miss Foljambe, it will
be when I forvc all the goodness, and
the kindness, .m<1 the nol»]u\(‘x% I have
SO long admired in you,” said Bruce.

So it was all settled in the end, and,
as Mr. Varens remarked, it was a very
comfortable arrangement all round, for
goodness only knew how the property
could have been divided.

Mrs. Bascombe still loves rococo,

scene on W lt Creek, near Ellishoro, in Qu' Appelle Valley, Sask.

and the other day Reubens sold to her
1 wonderiul mlaid cradle, said to be
the very one o owlhich Marie  Antoin-
cite rocked the unfortunate hittle Dau-
phin.

AMay the Bascombe  Dauphin prove
moore fortunate, as mmdeced he is likely
toowith such a father and such a
maother.
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