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M.O. <after listening ta *"Bath Mats- horrible list of ailmnents)- *Yea. my lad.
of Swingtheleaditous."

BATH MAT: -Yus, air; and it seemns to be getting worae instead of better.'
M.O.. "I quite believe you.-

you're suffering f rom a bad aitack

In the Days of the Cigarette Famine.
Mac " stuck his shingle out " announcing that the

cash Store, 23, Rue de Sunken Road, invites the
-e of soldiers and Canadians," bis cup of satisfaction
ýd.
1 do well here," he said. " There ain't much competi-
the troops are going to be paid. Looks to me like a

ance to scare up a few shekels for the regimental

ed at the spot relected for the canteen with disfavour
1nothing. The Hun had owned it at one time, and.
unsatisfactory tenant he usually is, had left débris of
ids scattered over the shell-pitted earth. The site was
)us and evil looking; the view consisting chiefly of
)les, broken trees and shell-bursts, altogether rather a
zing place for a commercial venture-and 1 never had
ith in a tarDaulin roof as vrotection from the black

" Far too mtüch," 1 echoed, fervently. '
take risks. Hadn't we better move to tii
over-I

Just then one of our fellows stuck his heai
whistling softly under his breath (l wish peopi
under their breath when I m waiting for
gives me the jumps>, and 1 collided with ti
mny anxiety to give'a life-likce imitation of r

" A franc's worth of chocolate," said thi
"Any cigarettes?"
" Ain't made now," said Mac. " No bc

Guess the blockade must be on."
The whistling one departed, muttering bitt

about the incompetence of canteen men ani

in the
stand
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