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«Mammia, 1 do wish you woulId luff
youýr hair like Mrs. Suie Barker,» uaid
twelveyearold FeBaie Stone.

"Mum haa't any hair to fluf, beaidea
j&e'e too old for aucli nonBefl8," au-
nounced Perey Stone,; 'Tve heard lier
tell dad 90 loada of tumes.» 1

The Stonea sat at breakfast. The
summer sun shone brightly. Father
Stone, a mild-eyed, rosy-cheeked rap,
shook bis head at his son Perey .akn
with the ten-year-old bhmntnesa of boy-
hood, then looked quizzieally acrosa at
,Mother Stonle.

Mmir. Stone vogosf cd no reply to the
remarks of her childi'en, but a flush
crept upward f rom the severe, highly-cut
collar of a faded gown, over a thin, ual-
Iow f ace 'and disappeared among the
wisps of straw-colored hair. She rose
lastily from the table and spoke
sharpl *y, "It's school tirne, childrsn."l
Wbile the youngsters seized bats and

.hincbeon, Mrs. Stone cleared the table
%with nervous haste and as they scam-
pered away faced h<i, husband witb a
pair of fiashing black eyes.

"You ncedn't stars so, Father Stone.
Nice %vay to allow children to sauce
their mother. Maybe, 1 cantfýQuff my
hair! Maybe, I arn too old for sucli
njonsense," bitter scorn in every tons;
"but, pray, why is it so? Nothing es
tban slavery! Work, work fromrmora-
ing' tili night, but, what is far worse, isa
the everlastimg mention of Susie Barker.
Uler perfections are fiaunted on ail oc-
casions!"

"Why mother, mother, no need to get
worked up so. You don't need to work
se bard, I've often pleadéd with you to
takre a bit more leisure, and-?" Mr.
Barker heard a door slam and finding
himself alone shook hie head rnuttering,
"'No use to f ollow her i the present
mood," and taking his bat from ite
nail proceeded to hie out-doors labore.

Mother Barker, sesing from the sitting
rooni window the forrn of lier huéband
walking slowly toward the barn, re-
turned to the kitchen and eommrenesd
washing the dishea in s. perfect frenzy
of motion.

"Susie Barker, Susie Barker, bah!" ehe
soliloqÎfized contemptuously; "Pa is al-
ways quoting Susie Barker to me as an
example as bow 1 should drese or live or
work. Tbat's bad enough, but when
Flossie and Percy begin te harp on Suais
Barker and my old loos-God, it's too
hard ta bear!" Her lips trembled for a
moment, then compressing ther n to a
firm lins, Mrs. Stone neyer eeased her
toil until her wbole large houas was i
apPle pis order, even to the ecrubbing
of the cellar staira.

As the dlock struck twe)vs at raid-
nigbt. Mother Stone crept W*earily in bcd
beside ber sleeping husband. "Maybe
tbey'll forget the thin bair and old looks
when P'M dead and a sioven cornes te
keep the bouse. Like as not Pa 'wifl
marry Suais Barker. Sb's a widow now
and only cames to fluffber hair, wear
peek-a-boo waists and display a goodly
lengi'Ï of silk stocking. I-11 but Mme.
Stone was sleeping.

As she slept s dreamed. Suais
Barker and Father Stone stood tegether
in the parlor of the Stone farrn houes.
Susie Barker played with the lapel of
Father Stone'e bet broadcloth coat and
smiling- up ito his face obeerved
sweetly, "Your first wife was dreadfully
thin and bomely. Rernember the wispy,
straw-colored hair and aallow face?"
Susie Barker laughed gleefully. Father
Stone with sudden ardor clasped the
yielding charme of Suais Barker te hi@
heart ând Mother Stone i Spiritland
heard bum murmur fondly, 'Tut, now
you're xny wife, Suis." The fluffy bead
was resting on the broadcloth coat. A
peek-a-boo waist opened boldly at
Susie's wite tbroat. "Oh, my God," eaid
M'other Stone in Spiritland; "Oh, my
Gj'od." The agony of protest broke the
,hains of slumber. Mother Stone awoke
to oýrthly scenes and 55flSe5.

1'110 early rising sun shone in a glory
of? rinson and gold., Father Stone

*1iedi azily, and sleepily inquired,
Tm, o get UP, Mother?"

han ically, Mrs. Stone pèrformed
1 r rurning duties. Rer mind wae

dan,1l with that dreamland picture. As
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soon as, the chattering cbildren were off
to sehbl and Father Stone had gone
for a day'e journey to the haj fields,
Mre. Stone betook herself te lier sleepig
chamber. Thereshab sat before the long
mirror of lier dresser. "You do look a
perfect fright," asetold ber image i
the glase. "How îovsly Suis Barker
looksd last night." Mme; Stone tors open
the tightly clossd collar of ber gown.
"My neck is just as white as Sus'a
but I arn too thin. The curves whicb
sbould be soft and full are angular and'
fiabby. Oh, dear, no wonder they al
.quote Suais Baxter for an example. Pa
must surely be in love with ber, else why
is lie always talking of ber? Why the
dream of last night 1" She raieed lier
syes above the rirror-a calendar carne
to view; listlessly s lookcd for the
date, thsn sprang crect: "Auigust 12th,
why it's my birthday, and Pmrntbirty-
four yeare old. Suais Barkcr is forty
next month. I abould look younger than
abc. What was that I beard at thc
bealth lecture I attended bast week so
seornfulIy at Pa's requcst. Let'a ses,"
Mme. Stone dropped again ito the chair
whicb faced ber image i the glass.
"'Ladies,' thc traincd nurse said, 'keep
your good looke-tbey mean mors than
spie-apan bouaes. Tonie thc falling hair,
soften thc wriflklg aki with a good
cold cream, une rie powder aparingly,
dresa prettily, be young, be happy, ful-
fil your beautiful duties as wives and
mothers, but,' how eweetly the nurse
apoke then, 'kcep Uic place wbere gode
do dwsil, beautifl, entire and clean."'
Mother Stone atood erect once mors,
and runnig to a wardrobe drey forth a
bat and coat. "«Oh, rny God f orgive my
long neglect of self. Help me to gain
the love and admiration of huzand and'
childrsn. 'Wbat a pretty, aoft, young
thing you arc, mamma,' bow well 1
remember thos words spoken by Pa
wben Flossie was a baby and te think
I could juat as well be soft and pretty
now. I wiil be too; why yours only
tirty-four* to-day," ahaking ber head
at thc mirror's reflsction, for, at thc
looking glass she was now standing,
hastily adjusting bat and coat.

"Suais Barker is forty and she's a
vision of loveliness.Y

Mrs. Stone ran lightly down ,taire and
ont into the dewy freshnesa of~ the mors-
ing. «'Gobble, gobble," said a flock of
turksys whom abc fiustered in ber sud-
den fliglit. Mother 'Stone Iaughed de-
lightedly. "WMat a lovely world it is.
Look at the beauties around you, Mother
Stone; anf Uic sweetheaa of those roses
among the. ahrubbery! Aren't you the
lucky woman, tbougb--only thirty-four
and Susie Barker forty. Oh, I'm young,
young and l'Il yct bc white and soft
and curvy. Once mors I want My bus-
band's love and caresses. 'God's i is
Heaven; all's right witb Uic world?'»

Down Uic white ribbon road hurricd
Mme. Stone te Uic town, scen only a
quarter-mile distant frorn Uic farmstead-

1Mr. Stone, returning from Uic hay
fields, stoppcd hi Uic town alao. Then
burrying home, Bneakcd upstairs' and
wasbing, dresscd carefufly hi bis ceond
beat suit. ",Motber'fl ecold me for being
80 sifly, but, ncvcrtbclcss, bers goe. 1
do hope Uic chldrcn'll remember wbat
I told them."

The children did remember. Soon the
trio found themsecves awaiting Mother
Stone in the dining room whcrc supper
was wont to bc spread.

Approaching footsteps. The do or
"opened, "HMappy birtbday," shouted
Flossie and Percy in unison; "Many
happy retu.it " called Father Stone.
Then ther wâs a silence- Was that
Mot.her Stone, that smiling sweet faced
woman courtesying bef ore then - a
sparkle in ber sys, a fluf to ber bair, a
flush in ber ebeeka and-wonder of won-
ders-a soft, white, frilly gown whicb
feIl gracefully away froni a lender,
white neck!

The cbildren an to tlieir mother and
clasping ber bands gazed, adoringly into
ber smnilink eyes. "How pretty you.are,
mother," said Flossie, almost fearfully.
"You bet. she's petty." avowed irre-
pressîbie Perey; "put s Susie Barker in
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Too Old to Dress Well
By Mr#. John J. Funk
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Don't Let Him Drive YO U!
'TfHE dry weather tast year will produce a rnlghty big crop ofjgop hers thia coming season. Therefore, Mr. Fariner, go«o the gophera, or they'il go for youl

is made ta kili go p ers as if It's like dynamite - reat
they were fliesandit does it. strenuth in a smnall package.
It's t i e telled. Once used, Makre no mistaire. Taireno

ruwill use notbing else. substitute. Kili Em-Quick~ach scasonwe double EaIes by ail odds produces the
because Kill-EminQuick ai- most d.ad gophera-for
ways works wonders. the least moneyl $120
Tlaere's nothing as good. takres care of 100 acres. -

Kilt Em- Quick savesfrom 1 to 10 busiiels an ace. Say
it saves only two bushels. 200 bushels saved on 100 acres.,
with wheat at $1910 p-tr bushel, saves $380. You make a -.-

net profit of $378.80 on a $1.20 investnfl Sa. buy
KiIi-Em i(Juick now. If your dealer is out of it we'u
supply you post paid! 100-acre size,

$1.20

KilI.Em-Qmick Company (Canada) Ltd. 0acre size,
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