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Bargain Pianos
For Quick Sale

' We have a number of excellent instru-
ments left over from our Christmas Sale
‘of overitocked lines. These are all
pianos makes of recognized
worth, some ne‘v;a. some slightly used and

some second-h

Every one is a genuine bargain.  Write at

once for parti of prices. Easy terms
_ if desired.

We are offering some Special
~ Prices in Church Organs

Send for particulars
J. J. H. McLEAN & CO., LTD.

Winnipeg’s Greatest Music House
The Home of the Heintzman & Co. Piano and
' the Vicirola
J. W. Kelly, J. Redmond, W. J. Ross, Sole
Owners
DEPT. W.

329 Portage Ave. WINNIPEG, MAN.

Real Hair Grower

Found at Last!

The Great English Discovery Crystolis
¢Grows Hair in 30 Days"’

$1000.-00 Reward If We Fall On Our

' Peositive Guarantee. Try It At Our
» l]sk—-all Coupon To-Day.'

This Man Is Growing Bald—“Crystolis” Is
Just the Thing for Such Cases.

In Europe “Crystolis,” the New English Hair
Grower, has been called the most wonderful
discovery of the century. .

The judges of the Brussels and Paris Ex-
positions enthusiastically awarded gold medals
to this marvelous hair grower. .

Already since we secured the American
rights hundreds of men and women have
written telling of the phenomenal results ob-
tained by its use. People who have been
bald for years tell how they now glory in
beautiful hair. Many report new hair growth
in 30 days or less. Others who have had
dandruff all their lives say they have got a
clean healthy scalp after a few applications of
this wonderful treatment.

We do not care whether you are bothered
with  falling hair, prematurely ay hair,
glat(tiedﬁhair. brittle1 hair or strmglyi fhalr é

andruff, itching scalp, or any or all form
of hair irouble,gwe want you to try “CRYS-
TOLIS” at our risk. .

We give you a binding guarantee without
any “strings” or red tape, that it won’t cost
youy a cent if we do not prove to you that
“Crystolis” will do all we claim for it, and,
what’s important we have plenty of money
to back our guarantee. $1000 has been de-
posited in our local bank as a Special Fund to
be forfeited if we fail to comply with this’
contract. Cut out the coupon below and
mail it to-day to Creslo Laboratories, 5-P
Street, Binghamton, N.Y.

FREE COUPON
The Creslo Laboratories,
5-P Street, Binghamton, N.Y.

I am a reader of The Western Home
Monthly. Prove to me without cost how
Crystolis stops falling hair, grows new
hair, banishes dandruff and itching scalps
and restores premature gray and faded
hair to natural color. Write your name
and address plainly and

Pin this Coupon to your letter
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garden party in progress. The music was
by a Pink Viennese Orchestra, which,
w.th heaps of other attraction, had been
sent down from town, including a company
who were going to do a_pastoral play,
for the giver of the party’had a wonder-
fully well-lined purse, so that by waving
a golden wand—the purse don’t you
know?—he could command all sorts of
wonderful things.

Betty found a gap in the hedge, and
got through quite easily. On the other
side she stood waiting—the music had
ceased, and she wished it would start

 again. There was nothing to be seen,

after all. Perhaps they were hidden be-
hind that thick clump of trees, and——
“0-0-0-0-h!” The exclamation escaped
with a little squeal of joy, because, coming
round the bend of those trees was—well,
most certainly. a fairy person. You
recognized him at once by his funny
dress, you see, for people don’t go about
—ordinary people, that is—in such
clothes nowadays.

He came right up to Betty, and they
stood and they looked at each' other
solemnly.

And suddenly she knew him—because
of his eyes, which were nice and kind and
grt:,{—a.nd then he wore doublet and hose
and a queer, green peaked hat with a long
red feather, and such funny pointed shoes.
Oh, there could be no mistake! So she
edged a little nearer, trembling with
excitement. -

“‘Are—are you the—pwince?”’ she asked
in an awed tone.

““The prince?” said the man curiously.
“How do you mean you funny little soul?”

“The pwince,” said the small maiden,
with ill-concealed impatience, “‘out of the
fair-wy tale. I've been telled a fair-wy
tale ’bout a pwince and a pwincess, and—"’

Her listener caught on to her meaning
and her mood, but he shook his head.

“No,” he told her, “I’'m afraid I can’t
be a prince, kiddy, I’'m only a wayfarer,
that’s all.”

“But—fink you must be,” she said, with
conviction. ‘‘’cos you’re just like my
pwince. Why couldn’t you be?”’

“Well, it’s like this,” he said slowly.
“You see, I can’t be the prince, litile
woman, because—well, there is no prin-
cess.”’

“If you found one, ’ould you be—the
pwince—weally?”’

And the man laughed, though there was
something in it the baby didn’t under-
stand. ’

“Really and truly,” he assured her,
‘ ‘if—if it happened to be the real princess;
for if you find her—well, you are a prince

at once, no matter what you were before.” |

“Well,” said Betty triumphantly, “you
must come wiv me. an’—an’ I'll show
you one. Please!” )

And, somehow, for the life of him, he
couldn’t have told you why, the man
allowed himself to be seized by this
golden-haired mite and dragged over the
grass of the other garden to the open
French window, where Betty, finger on
lipz paused. . .

‘Don’t make any noise,” she whispered
tremulously, “ ’cos it’s Auntie Caro, and
she’s asleep! But she said she wished the
pwince would come, and of course—"

The rest of the sentence was lost as she
tiptoed softly over the threshold, beckon-
ing the “pwince” to follow, and because
of the fact that from his stand by the
window he could see the face on the
pillow within the room. He did follow
with a sort of smothered exclamation,
and stood looking down at Carolyn West’s
still form. Her eyes were closed. One
hand (the left) lay lightly beneath her
chin, touching the slender, bare throat—
a favorite attitude of hers when asleep.
And the “pwince” smiled suddenly, be-
cause he saw there were no rings on one
finger of this hand.

“Pwince,” said the excited voice at the
head of the couch, “it is in the stor-wy;
you have to kith her—quick!”

There was a breathless silence. And
then—well, the man stooped low and
kissed the third finger of that left hand,
and that woke the princess.

She opened her eyes and looked up,
right into the grey eyes of the man.

“Philip!” she said, with a sort of cry.
“T—oh, of course I am dreaming!”

“No,” said the man called Philip; “I
don’t think so. You were lost, but I
have found you, and I am never going to
let you go again. D’you know that?”

“I'm due to play in ‘As You Like It’ in
another twenty minutes,” he went on.
“But first I've got to tell you a lgng story,

if you'll let me, or part of it; and after
the show—well, dear, I shall come back
and tell you the rest, if I may?”

* * *

Betty was going to bed very soon, and
she came tripping into the room to say
“Good-night.”

And it was really funny, because there
sat Auntie, don’t you know with quite
another person—not the prince at all.
She felt vaguely disappointed, because he
had said he was coming back, and Betty
had wanted to ask him quite a lot of
things.

But this man was ever so different. To
begin with, his hair was quite short and
brushed smartly back, like Daddy’s, and
he wore ordinary clothes—just like other
people.

Yet it was extraordinary, becaise he
was sitting with an arm round Aunt Caro,
who didn’t seem to think it at all funny.
He held out the other arm to Betty

“Hello, Babe!” he said—and the eyes
and the voice were those of the prince,
after all—“don’t you know me?”

“Yeth!” said she joyously.

“You see, I had to come back to look
after the princess,” he informed her.

“And see about building the castle
again?”’ she inquired anxiously. Then
she added curiously: “Why did it fall
down before?” _

And the man smiled into the brown
eyes.

“Weil,” he said, “you, the fairy god-

mother, were not there you see, and real
fairy tales never come right without a
fairy godmother. But of course you
never knew that.”
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The Last Toast

We’ve drunk to the King—God bless him!
We’ve toasted our sweethearts, too,
Our khaki lads in the trenches
And our sailor boys in blue.
But there’s one more toast t0 be honourcd
So in silence your glasses take,
And drink to the men of Britain
Who have died for Britain’s sake.

From field, and mine, and city
They raced to the jaws of death,
With a jest at the foeman’s cannon
And a laugh with their latest breath.
And now they’re at rest and sleeping
Where they fell on an alien shore,
But their graves are here in Britain
In our hearts for evermore!

He Had To Go

A rosy-cheeked office boy who is em-
ployed by a great business house one day
walked quietly, hesitatingly, into the
manager’s office. His face was drawn
and haggard, says a writer in the Chicago
News, and it was evident that the errand
which had brought him there was of no
ordinary importance.

4 ;:iY?” he interrupted, and the manager
looked up at him severely.

“Say what?”’ growled the office man
turning back to his work. "

“Say? Kin I git off this afternoon?”
queried the boy, his head down, his hands
twitching nervously.

“Get off! What for? ’Nother grand-
mother dead?” grunted the busy man,
looking up again.

“No, ’tain’t that,” admitted the office
boy. S

“Well, what will you do if I let you off?”’
the manager relented.

“I’'ll never ask again,” brightened the
boy. “An’—an’ I'll work any Saturda;
afternoon to make up for it, an’—an’—I’
work any night—I (fon’t care if you dock
me—an’—an’ I’ll work twice as hard if
you’ll just let me off this afternoon.”

“Well,” gasped the office man, “it must
be pretty important! What on earth do
you want to get off for?”’

“De Giants is goin’ ter play de Kellys
dis afternoon, an’ I'm on de Giants’ team,
an’ we've all gotter be dere dis afternoon
an’ dey can’t do not'in wit’out me,”
answered the young man, importantly.

“Oh,” grinned the manager, “baseball
game, eh? Yes, you can get off.”

The boy grinned, and rushed out of the
office, his face covered with smiles.

The overworked manager turned back
to his figures resolutely, then looked u
wistfully and remarked to himself, ¢
wish I could get off to see a bascball game

this afternoon myself.”
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MADE IN CANADA

Write to the Cudahy Packing Co., Toronto,
Canada, for our booklet: ‘““Hints,
to Housewives.’’




