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Shopping is only haif donc if you forget the Maple

Budg. Ghildren must have uwee. Their littie natures l
crave for daine, sweet things. Bad for them? P I
Not Cown's Maple Budu.- Pure milk, pure sugar, 1j
pure chocolate. What could b. more nourishing

and wholesome P What eise could made them
such favorites with intelligent mothers? Make the
children happy., Give them sweets you know are good.

Put Maple. Bud8 on your shopping list.
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,,SOME men ask for so mnany bags of
cernent "-À

Others, more careful, say they want
"Portland Cernent "

But the man who does the
best work insists upon get-

ting "Canada" Portland.

Wdte the Canada Cernet
information Bureau, Mon-
treal, for a free copy of
"'What the Farmer Can
Vo With Concrete."

Mmlee61 a Canada
Cernent dealer in your
neighborhood. If you do
net know hiun, wxite for
làs name.

square with you, and I'm goin' to speak,
my mind. 1 accu the young feller sizia'
your hair up last time yon two was here,
and I guesa he noticed how sort of bit
with a club it looked. You better prop
it up from, under with a rat, and tieu
pin on them haif dozen links. It'll make
your face look longer.'

"'Oh, my gee!', she aays. 'Was he
pipin' me hair like that?'

"'11e was s0,' I says, solemn-like, 'and
I was that worried,' I aaya, 'that I rua
and looked at myseif in the glass.'

"'Well,' she says, «I was savin' up
twenty-five dollars for to play The Spi-
der in the' secon' race to-morruh,' she
says; 'but here's where I blew it for
more fuzz.'

"'Louise,' I says, 'you got a good head
on you, if the trimmin's is a littie on
the hum just at present.'

"'I wisht 1 had more true fr'en's like
you, that would tell a lady when she
looks on the fritz,' she Baya, as ahe goca
away. And honuet, mister, I felt so bad
that I didn't eat nothin' but a aig for
lunch, to beat myseif up, and you rnight
say, for' hein' deceitf ni. But ain't it
awful how easy old single ladies is, when
you're taikin' beauty dope ?"

"They're quite impressionable," ad-
mitted the Boarder.

Mrs. Sweeny struggled- for a moment
with the long word, but ber pride would
not permit the question wbich was on
lier lips. Therefore she put it f rom ber
as one of life's unsolved mysteries, and
continued:

«I ha:d 'cm hore for dinner two days
after that-and say, mister, she had on
a tail and narrow steeple of hair, re-
mindin' you of the Eiffel Tower needin'
a shave. Aloysiua Boyle, hie looked
scared. I seen at once that ho was wor-
ried. I guesa he kept thinkin' that if
bis, fynancy's hair growed out that fast,
folks wvould think ho was married to a
excelsio r machine.

"Oncet durin' the evenin' ho said:
Somebow you ain't the samne, my dear.'

"«'How do you mean?' she asks.

e' means your hair is dressed dif-
ferent,' I put in.

"6'Lt, ain't exactly dressed,' he says,
besitatin'. 'It's sort of-'

"'You mean congregated,' I says, re-
memberin' how the minister usta talk,
back home in West Baden, Indianîa.
Then I laughs it ail off as a joke, and
wben I got Louise off to one aide, I
says:

"'There's too much on top. Get sorne
more for the sides, and you'Il be there
with bells on. Your gent'man fr'en,'
he's dlean fallin' off bis seat in admira-
tion. Oh, little girl,' 1 says, 'you're gai-
lopin' home 'easy,' 1 says, 'with thie
money. Go to it,' I says, thinkin' of a
joke, 'and you'l win by a hair.'

" 'We're goin' to the theayter to-mor-
ruli night,' she tells me, 'and M'I stuif
it out on tbe sides with somethin'.'

"ué'Use your gloves,' says I. 'They'1l
sut fill it out enough with that wbat's

there n1 Il'
"And so they hiked along home, but

the youngster ho was worried. 1 didn't
sec Louise with the finiabin' touches on;
but Aloysiua did, and be got so troubled
in his mind that lie came around to sec
me about it.

"XVbat,'-ho says, 'is doin'?'
"'Corne again,' I says, 'and take tbe

cover off your bundie. 1 can't quite get
to your lino of talk, littie nman.'

'I mean ber hair,' 1ho says. 'Two
weeks ago she looked like wornen you
sec in the streets. Now she's the inside
of a mattress, and more where that corne
fruni,' he says. 'I ain't goin' to rnarrY
nîo buman Angora cat. Why, Belle
Sweeny,' lie says, 'if I did, and it kcpt
on growin' tliat way, there couldn't ho
no0 lires in the neighborhood without it
gett ii' singed-and rna'1I teli you I neyer
couid stant the smell of burnin' hair.'

'WeII,' I says, 'tell ber to unbook
soine of it.'

"'Wiîat!' says lie. 'Do you nîcali

"'Stire, littie one,' I says. 'It's as false
as a suire-tiîing tip. AIl ladies Wears it,

1log, tells hirn, feelin' sorry at how
liard lie took it. Yo.u know, mister, nme"
likes bi sec women wvith lots of hair, and
f litN keep kidd(in' theniselves that it's
ruil, fiîongh they know 1,etter. Butt thje
iiiii'îf et1w tiiing corneslborne, real strouig'.

t 11wii a;me nien «Pts a bard jolt-ain't ~

1 1


