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This patented rust-proof squ
stee‘ cap is supplied only v(v;it;:re

| Paroid Roofing

Other ready roofings are laid with
heap, round caps, cut from scrap tin
thatsoon rustoutand destroy the roofing

~  Parold Rust-Proof Caps
‘cannot work loose. They have la
_};jndin,f surface and add gears to r:;%g
life. The rust-proof cap added to other
superior features, makes Parold the best
re'ni_dy lrotoﬁng evter laid gn a building,

‘To let you test an rove Paroid’s
superiority we make this '

Money Back Guarantee

Bu‘one roll of Para
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An Important Saving

JOHN J, M, BULT
140 FENCHURCH STREET,

- CsH TaiLor, LONDON, ENC.
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RIDING BREECHES cut on the most
approved lines from $10.50
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NEAPOLIS

A

Nordheimer
Piano

will invariably be found in the home
of the cultured. :

Musicians consider the Nordheimer
superior to many and the equal of
any piano made.

‘‘he Nordheimer has been long
enough before the Canadian people
t> c-nvince the most skeptical that it
is all that its makers claim for it.

A powerful sympathetic tone of
great volume and resonance 18 cred-
ited to the Nordheimer. -

Write for illustrated booklet with
all information.

NORDHEIMER PIANO CO.,

THE PULFORD BLOCK
DOMALD ST. WINNIPEG
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fBogs and Girls.

In Explanation.

Yes, I'm the fam'’ly baby,
And oh, the day I came

They did the greatest talking,
A-finding me a name!

For sister wanted Ethel,
And brother, Bess or Nan,
While auntie favored Winifred
And Grandma Hester Ann.

They did the greatest talking!
But father, when 'twas through,
Just called me after mother, dear,
And so I'm little Sue.

The Little Bird Prisoner.

He fluttered against the bars of his
cell and begged to be let out. All his
little feathers were getting crumpled
and torn so soon. That troubled
Teresa most of all. The poor little
peep-peep-peeping she could stand quite
;:.ell, now that she was getting used to

*You won’'t be homesick very long,
birdie mine,” she sald consolingly.
“You'll get 'customed 'to it. I did. First
I s'posed I'd die; but, when I didn’t, 1
kept getting cureder °'n’ cureder until 1
was all well. If you only keep still
long enough.” ¢

The little prisoner had been in his
beautiful gilded prison only a very
short time. Jflst the tiniest bit of a
while ago he had been at home in the
long-handled elm . with the rest of the
children. He had nevep dreamed of go-
ing to jail—oh, no, no! How could he

‘know ‘that Teresa had the little prison

door all open, ready, the minute Felix
should catch him? “I've got him!” at
last Felix had shouted in triumph, and
then the prison door had shut. It had
stayed shut ever since. . ;

Teresa’s window was sunny and full of
bright flowers. It seemed like a beau-
tiful place to swing, in a golden cage;
but the little captive oriole was home-
sick. He kept right on beating his tiny
wings against the bars, and calling
piteously to the oriole mother in the
long-handled elm. And at last she came.
She brought him julcy worms, and sat
on the outside of the cage and talked
1little encouraging talks to him, as other
mothers do. She came again and again.
One day Teresa' sat in the window, and
listened drowsily to the conversation.

“Peep! peep!” Why, no, it was in
words, like other people- Teresa held
her breath in wonder, and listened
harder than ever. The oriole mother
was gaying something. Hark!

“Cheer-up, cheer-up Things will
clear-up, clear-up,” ‘she =sang in her
sweet, plaintive volce. Teresa thought
it sounded as if there were tears in it, as
Mother Annetf{e’'s voice did when she
felt sorrowful.

“Never-mind, never-mind, dear. Some-
body-will-be-kind, dear,” trilled on the
little voice, comfortingly. The little
mother pressed close to the prison bars,
and her bright feathers mingled with
the little captive’s. For a while they
seemed to be whispering, and Teresa
could not hear wihtit they said. Then
the mother kissed her child good-bye—
it truly looked so! Teresa could hardly
believe it; but didn’'t she see it with
her own eyes, and hear the queer,

| chirpy little ‘smack?”

“Cheer-up, cheer-up, dear. Things
will clear-up, clear-up, dear. Somebody
will be kind. Never mind. Somebody’ll
open the gate, deur. Somebody
will be kind,” the little bird mother
sang all the way home.

Then Teresa opened her eyes. She had
been asleep! To be sure, the little bird
mother was there, but she wasn’'t talk-
ing in words at all. The tears were in
her voice, though. Teresa was sure of
that.

“Cheep! cheep!” coaxed the little pris-
oner.

“Che-ep! che-ep!” answered the oriole
mother wistfully. And how very much
it did sound like ‘“Cheer up, cheer up!”
to Teresa.

The little girl sat in sober ‘thought
for a long time. Then she sprang, to
her feet, and ran to the window. The
mother bird had flown back to her other
babies, in the long-handled elm, and
her clear song came floating across to
them on a special little breeze—a kind
little breeze.

“Somebody will be kind,” murmured
Teresa; and she was not thinking of a
little breeze just then. She put up her

{ hand and gently opened the door of the
| golden-barred prison.

“Things will clear-up, clear-up, dear.
Somebody-will-be-kind.”

And with one shrill, glad note the free
little fellow hurried home.

My Boy. i

Ah, there he goes, my manly boy,
The dearest lad of all; : ‘
Some little one’s in trouble now, X
Has had a blow or fall.
But Fred is sure to be on-hand, !
‘When trouble is in the ajr; . -
Where wrongs rise up or right deed
‘My manly boy 18 there. :

He never sees a weak omne hurt .
‘Whate’er the game ma

Strong and brave as his
_True hearted, too, 18 he. ©

He is trusty as a man:could ‘-be— - -

E,Whate;?r he hmmdh L

3¢ sure his promise he will keep;
My honest boy s Fred. \

(As 1f his tender heart
Holding some love for ey
"Of each act formed a pa
A 5au:t’ avvithmh!tm <18 ‘s00M

.. Or trifies that ¢ Y
His bright face meets fu
thoughttul, lovin,

He is always gentle in his ways, »
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IV.
What’'s the use o’ growin’ up?

fwgnen “yer 5roWed why every day
All waterm ,on&xice. :
You just have to be one thing
TP dowiboyt can Py’
Er a cow-boy—- -
‘That I'm anythi A
1 don’t - ‘to ‘be no: o}
‘ ‘What's the use?
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Ax:l"qoonhms'ukﬂ- him if I'm bad

An’ he says “Nope!” 'lst gruft and |

cross
An’ says, “W'y, {du can't kill a hg.
An’ if you do, it ain’t much loss!”

An’ ’en she’s mad an’ he 'll‘t bn.qt :
Out laughin’ an’ he says “Don’t fret,
He's goin’ t° be all right, I trust. -
W'y, he ain’t even half dead vet.
An’ ‘en he felt my pulse, ‘at way,
An’ patted me on my head
An’. says, “There ain’t no school tq:day.
‘Cuz one of th’ trustees is dead!

An’ my, I'm awful sorry w'en
He told me that. An’ 'en he _sgld
“He’ll be ait right by noon,” an’ ‘en
He went away. An’ ma says Ned,
How do you feel?” An’ en, you know.
Since doctor told m? that, somehow,
I'm awful sick a while aro,
But, my! I'm almost well right now!

So Say We All of Us.

When 1 was just a little boy,
My gran’ther used to say:

“Just keep on growing, sonny, and
You’ll be a man some day.

Ah, would my gran’ther could decrge
Another kind of joy,

And I would grow the other way
Until 1 was a boy!
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