
Coloring Silk In Cocoons
M UCH interest has been awakened by the experiments at Lyons 
IVA in feeding silk worms with leaves stained with various dyes 
in order to cause them to spin silk of corresponding hues. The ex­
periments have been successful.

New Process For Tanning Leather 
CONSIDERABLE interest has been aroused in American leather 
C tanning circles by reports from Europe of the invention of a 
vacuum tanning process by Albert von Forselles, a Swedish in­
ventor.

I Magazine Page For Everyone
Ain’t It a Grand and Glorious Feelin'.

The Million Dollar Doll
By C. N. AND A. M. WILLIAMSON.

Authors of “The Lightning Conductor.”

THE DAILY SHORT STORY-AN» AFTER CALLING THE 
WIFE You YELL FOR HELP 
FROM YOUR SISTER - IN - LAV 
Ou -PEARL,

WHEN, ON A SATURDAY NIGHT 
You CANT Sleep AND YOU'RE 
CRAVING A SMOKE AND You

-AND You FRANTICALLY 
SEARCH COAT POCKETS 
UNTIL You FIND A COUPLE
OLD TIMERS

COOKING TIMOTHY'S GOOSE
By H. LOUIS RAYBOLD.

About all there was to Tim's act 
was Caroline. Caroline, the Marvel­
ous Trained Goose—that is how she 
was billed. Even Daisy's song was 
incidental, merely serving to fill forty- 
nine seconds while Tim changed 
Caroline’s costume in the wings. Yes, 
Caroline was the little money-maker 
in the Gordon and Gordon combina­
tion, and if Daisy hadn't had the in­
fluenza and been laid up in a hospital 
for several weeks the season's profits 
wouldn't have been so bad.

Fortunately they were booked some 
weeks ahead, and if they made good 
further bookings would doubtless 
open up. At least, that was the sit­
uation when Tim fell a victim to the 
same prostrating malady which had 
so weakened his sister.

"It's no use. kid. I can't go on 
today. Heaven knows whether you 
can manage alone. Just our luck, 
too, having that guy Winters follow 
us with his dog act. Can't figure 
whether he’s sweet on you or has an 
eye on getting the goose or queering 
our act somehow.” Tim tossed rest­
lessly.

His sister Daisy tried to soothe 
him, but they both were too well 
aware of the various vicissitudes of 
a second-rate actor’s lite not to know 
that by no means the least of them 
Was being stranded and ill and near- 
broke.

"I’ll manage,” Daisy assured him. 
"Don't worry—or about Dick Win­
ters, either. He’s on the square.”

But at the very mention of Dick's 
name, Daisy flushed until she rivaled 
Tim's feverishness. Was it coinci­
dence that Winters had played in so 
many theatres at the same time as 
she and Tim? Was he really “sweet 
on her," or was Tim's other cynical 
surmise correct?

She resolutely put the thought 
from her and rose briskly. The work 
of the performance would be doubled 
for her. and before that there was the 
cold-blooded manager to propitiate 
who would not be keen about can­
celing one member of the Trained 
Goose act.

At the stage door, Daisy ran into 
Dick and wondered if it was her 
imagination, or if, in the absence of 
Tim. he wasn't considerably more 
cordial and friendly even than usual.

"Darn shame about Tim." he said. 
"Let me know if there’s anything I 
can do. How's Caroline? Any time 
Tim wants to sell the old girl, don’t 
forget she'd just top my act."

But Daisy shook her head. “Haven't 
reached that point yet, thanks,” she 
said.

Somehow or other. Daisy staggered 
through the afternoon. Caroline rose 
to the occasion almost as if she un­
derstood the circumstances and won 
many applauding hands. Buoyant, 
Daisy rushed home to report to Tim. 
only to find her brother tossing in 
a delirium that took no interest in 
either her or Caroline.

A hastily summoned doctor looked 
grave, feared pneumonia, urged a 
nurse for the next few days. After 
he had gone, Daisy sat quietly for a 
few moments, then silently gathered 
her resources together, determined to 
pull Tim through.

Recalling Dick's words, she called 
him by telephone in the lobby below, 
explaining how she could barely leave 
Tim for the time necessary to tele­
phone, and she felt a great wave of 
relief sweep through her as Dick 
promised to come right over.

Three days later Tim woke from 
his first refreshing sleep. Daisy sat 
beside him holding his thin, white 
hand. “Good old girl!" he murmured 
and slept again.

Beneath Daisy's eyes were dark 
circles and her face was wan. There

had been no work for Caroline the 
past few days. On the contrary, there 
had been bills for medicine, for the 
doctor, for the nurse, for extra hotel 
service. Daisy’s pocketbook was flat 
and Tim’s rifled pockets no longer 
jingled. Not near-broke now were 
Gordon and Gordon. Stony broke.

And the doctor had said Tim must 
have nourishing food to pull him 
through.

Daisy bit her lip and her eyes 
filled. At that instant the door open­
ed, and Dick’s head poked in. “How’s 
Tim?" he whispered cheerily. "Bet­
ter? That's good. Say, lend me 
Caroline, will you? She's no use to 
you right now."

Listlessly Daisy nodded assent and 
Dick withdrew. Tim. waking shortly, 
took all Daisy's attention for some 
time. Suddenly: “Gee, but I’m 
starved,” he said. “What do I get 
for supper?”

Daisy turned away. What did he 
get, poor fellow? And how could she 
disclose to him their plight? Eva­
sively she postponed the moment.

But it arrived later—at that dusky 
hour when the street lamps are 
lighted and one hears the feet of 
hurrying crowds homeward bound, 
and from the myriad kitchens are 
wafted appetizing odors of preparing 
meals.

Daisy stood irresolutely at the 
window. She could pawn her suit 
perhaps and depend on her old rain­
coat. It might tide them over until 
they were earning once more. As she 
turned to take it down someone 
knocked at the door.

It was not Dick, as she had hoped, 
but the bellboy with a tray—a heav­
ily laden tray. Such a supper! Broth, 
for Tim. roast fowl with all its ac­
companiments for Daisy.

"De compliments of Mister Win­
ters.” said the boy and vanished.

Just as they were finishing the 
meal Daisy remembered Caroline.

“I wonder what he wanted her for?” 
she said half aloud.

"Her? Who?” asked Tim.
"Dick borrowed Caroline,” said Daisy.
"Dick Winters!” exclaimed Tim. 

who did not yet know of all that 
Dick had done. ' "Well, then, our 
goose is cooked!"

At his words Daisy's hand flew to 
her throat and her eyes to the empty 
tray. “Goose is cooked! Oh, no 
Dick wouldn't have—that sort of 
thing might make a good plot for a 
story, but in real lfie-----

“Well, well, folks!" Dick's breezy 
voice burst upon them. “Some little 
benefit that was, thanks to Caro- 
line! Stop your noise, Caroline! And 
here's the proceeds." Into Daisy's 
lap he poured handful after handful 
of coins and bills.,

After he had told them all about 
it Tim apologized sheepishly. "Mis- 
judged you. old man," he said. 
“Thought you were after Caroline."

"No," said Dick slowly. "I’m not 
after Caroline." And across Tim’s bed1 
Dick's honest eyes and Daisy’s shin- ! 
Ing ones met.
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WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY: 
Who's Who in the Story.

Terence Desmond, (Terry) —Ex­
quisite and convent-reared, unbeliev­
ably innocent, is forced to work as a 
cashier in her father's roadhouse 
while

Ji/Bet Divine, the stage name of 
her beautiful half-sister, whom Terry 
has not seen for year, lives like a 
princess and talks vaguely of a mil- 

• lionaire.
Terrence Desmond, their father, 

moody and selfish, formerly caretaker 
of an estate, is now the proprietor of 
the Blue Moon, a roadhouse. He is 
anxious to get Terry married and off 
his hands.

Mrs. Parmalee owns Silverwood, 
the estate of which Desmond was 
caretaker.

Betty Sheridan, her granddaughter, 
whose rudeness to Terry the latter 
will never forget, is the wife of

Miles Sheridan, handsome and lik­
able, Who when Terry was a child 
furnished the money to send her to 
the convent, partly to atone for his 
wife's rudeness. To Terry he is al­
ways "the prince."
Eustace Nazlo, a wealthy Greek, un­

scrupulous with women, is impressed 
by Terry's beauty and her resemb­
lance to Juliet Divine, the famous 
stage beauty. He invites her to go for 
an auto ride and on the way to New 
York he kisses her.
While Nazlo is arranging for a pri­

vate dining-room at the hotel, Terry 
slips away. Nazlo Is furious.

CHAPTER 14.
An Unexpected Visitor.

"The young lady had a letter in 
her hand," the doorman informed 
him. He had asked if she would like 
it posted, but she said “No. thank 
you," she preferred to go out herself.

“Did you see whether she took a 
taxi?" Nazlo inquired, controlling his 
voice.

The man hadn’t seen what the 
young lady did after she went through 
the revolving door. Others had come 
in about that time. He'd forgotten 
to watch for her return.

Nazlo’s blood pounded in his head, 
and he had difficulty in concentrat­
ing. But he was a man trained to 
master emotion except at times when 
he could afford the pleasure of letting 
it master him.

He forced himself to face the ques­
tion: “What would the girl be likely 
to do?"

There was one thing certain. She 
wouldn't have run away if she’d 
meant to come back. And it seemed 
almost equally certain that, as this 
was her first visit to New York, she

in front of a hotel.
The girl had seen many couples 

arrive at the Blue Moon in such con­
veyances and knew that they were 
not private cars.

“Take me to the Ardlamont, on 
Riverside Drive," she said, half 
afraid, in her ignorance, that she I 
might be asked to pay in advance. 
If she had been she planned to say: 
"My sister lives there. She will give 
me the money." But it was a relief 
that the man seemed to trust her.

If Julia were not at home, maybe 
there’d be a servant from whom she 
could borrow. But oh. It was too bad 
to be true that Julia should be away! 
She hoped desperately that it might 
not be so. *

There was not only the difficulty 
about paying! She did not know what 
would become of her for that night 
unless she found Julia, or, indeed, 
for the nights to come, for she felt 
that she could never go back to live 
with her father.

The drive seemed much longer than 
before, because the girl feared each 
moment to see Nazlo’s great gray 
limousine. He had asked her why 
she was interested in Riverside Drive.

He might come now to suspect 
from her questions and from the like­
ness to Julia, that they were related.

Even when the taxi stopped, and 
the lighted pale brick bulk of the 
Ardlamont loomed above her, the girl 
peeped anxiously out of the window 
before she ventured to descend. But 
there was no automobile in sight re­
sembling Nazlo’s.

The only one in front of the build­
ing was a dark colored car of much 
the same build, which looked black 
in the summer dusk.

“Will you please wait a few min­
utes and I’ll bring you down the 
money, or send it," said Terry. The 
chauffeur made no objection to this 
proposal, and she was relieved.

Yet her voice trembled as she asked 
a negro in livery, inside the door, if 
he knew whether Miss Divine was at 
home.

"No, I don't know, miss," replied 
the man. staring, no doubt because of 
the resemblance. "I ain't seen her 
go out, and her auto ain't been 
around. But you better take the ele­
vator up to her floor. It's the tenth."

As he spoke, the smart-looking 
negro motioned toward a pair of slid­
ing oak doors which at that instant 
flew apart, showing a tiny room, with 
an electric light and red velvet seats 
round the wall. In it stood an old 
negro in the same dark green livery 
as the first.

“Going up, miss?" he asked.
Terry had never seen an elevator, 

but she walked into the little room 
and was shot up and up. With appal­
ling speed. The attendant was able 
to inform her that Miss Divine was 
in. He had taken a gentleman to 
call on her about fifteen minutes ago.

At the tenth floor the black man 
pointed out a door at the left of a 
marble-paved corridor, and Terry 
touched an electric bell.

But her hands were cold despite the 
humble warmth of the nieht. Could 
the gentleman with Julia possibly be 
Mr. Nazlo?

She was kept waiting a few mo­
ments, and was just about to touch 
the bell again when the door opened. 
A tall, fine-looking mulatto woman 
in a black satin dress, a little lace 
cap and apron, and high-heeled shoes 
gazed wide-eyed at the red-haired 
girl in mourning. Her expression 
showed astonishment.

“Is Miss Divine in? Oh. I hope 
she is!" Terry almost gasped. "She 
—she’s my sister."

"My goodness! You sure did give 
me a start, Miss!" exclaimed the 
maid. "Ye-es’m, she is in. I reckon 
if you’re her sister she’ll maybe see 
you. But I ain't sure. She wasn't
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Hambone’s 
Meditations 

By J. P. Alley.

Mothers and 
Their Children"You Said It, Marceline!”

=====-------- .By MARCELINE d‘ALROY=--------

On Shop-Window Women
A WOMAN is like a shop window.

Unless she makes

PAT ‘AR WELL-WINDLASS 
KIN HIT You MO' TIMES 
IN ONE PLACE AT DE 
SAME TIME DAN A LOAD 
O' BUCK-SHOT!!!!

OTHER WOMEN put all they 
have

In the WINDOW-
But, at least, these women

Give THEMSELVES a CHANCE,

For many men

Are quite SATISFIED

With a good OUTSIDE show

In fact, many men MARRY

Women like this,

And spend all THE REST of their 
lives

Dressing THAT WINDOW

For OTHER men 

To LOOK INI

An ATTRACTIVE display 

NOBODY will stop

To look in. «TOSo MANY WOMEN, 

Often the best,

Removes Superfluous Hair 
Roots and All—Imme­

diately.
4 Marvelous New Method.

Have WONDERFUL treasures 

INSIDE their shops, 

But they have never learned 

How to ADVERTISE;

And the world hurries by 

Never knowing.

about thewouldn't go wandering 
etreets.

It seemed as if her one thought
would be to get home. Probably she 
hadn’t much money. No doubt, how­
ever, she would have enough for a 
ride in the subway, and the journey 
to Oldport by train.

Like a fool he’d told her among 
other things how easy it was to 
travel to New York from Long Island 
and back! Yes, she would run for 
home. That must be what happened.

But it had not happened.
Terry had made use of a convent 

letter which she had in her pocket 
in order to escape without rousing 
the door porter’s suspicion. She was 
going to her sisters’! She was going 
to find Julia.

She had no money at all. Never­
theless, while Nazlo was studying a 
time table, in order to head her off 
at the Pennsylvania station, if it 
could be done, the girl was in a taxi.

She had not dared to get into one 
in front of the restaurant, lest she 
might be seen and tracked. But. 
having hurried round the corner and 
walked very fast for a block and a 
half, she noticed a number of vehicles

A Summer Shampoo.
One Mother Says:

My little girl made such a fuss 
about having her hair washed that 
shampooing was always a battle. 
The least bit of soap in her eyes was 
torture. This summer, when her 
hair needs such frequent washing. I 
am using a new plan. I place, her 
across two chairs, allowing the hair 
to extend just over the edge of the 
chair into a basin placed on a stool 
beneath. It is easy for me to wash 
her hair this way. obviates the 
chance of getting soap in her eyes 
and has made the shampoo a bugbear 
no longer.__ 
(Copyright. 1923. Associated Editors.)

The new phelactine process is as dif­
ferent from the depilatory, electrical, 
and other methods as is night from 
day. It actually removes the entire 
hair, roots and all, before your very 
eyes. It does this In just a few seconds, 
easily and harmlessly. Just try it! You 
can get a stick of phelactine at any 
drug store, with directions, which are 
quite simple. There is no odor to it, 
no irritating or poisonous constituent— 
you could even eat it without the least 
injury. It will leave your skin as soft, 
smooth and hairless as a babe's.—Advt.

. Copyright, 1928. Premies Syndicate, IM_____

Danny and Nanny Meadow Mouse 
Decide To Turn the Old Tin Can 

Into a Fine Storehouse II

expectin’ you. was she?"
“No," Terry admitted. "I didn't 

know 1 was coming. I live in the 
country, a long way off. Oh. but 
I’m sure she’ll see me! Do let me 
come in!"
Copyright, 1923, by Bell Syndicate, 

Inc.)
In Monday's installment comes 

news of an old friend.

By THORNTON W. BURGESS.
All that Nanny Meadow Mouse 

said about that old scarecrow tor a 
place for a new home was true. 
Danny had to admit it. The only 
thing he could find to say against it 
was that it stood a little way in 
from the grass of the Green Mea­
dows, for, as you know, it was in 
Farmer Brown's cornfield. Danny al­
ways feels safest when he can make 
his little paths through the grass. 
But Nanny promptly pointed out that 
it would be just as safe in there 
because the broad, long leaves of 
the corn would keep them hidden 
when they were running to and fro.

Nanny didn’t waste any time. She 
started to work right away to make a 
place in the middle of the bundle of 
straw with which the old coat was 
stuffed. She pulled out straw until 
there was a good-sized little room 
there. Then she brought fine, soft.

be driven out of our home. 1 do be­
lieve we have found the best place 
in all the great world to live."

Nanny chuckled. “I know it," she 
said happily. "I know it. Just think 
of all the food we will have when 
this corn becomes ripe. We won’t 
have to even hunt for it. Isn't it 
funny how things that seem about as 
bas as they can be turn out to be 
the best things that could have hap­
pened? If Mr. Blacksnake hadn't 
found our home in Redwing's old 
nest we wouldn't have found this 
new home. This will make us a much 
better winter home than that would 
have. I never felt worse in my life 
than when I saw Mr. Blacksnake 
climbing up to that nest. Now I'm 
glad. I wouldn’t have believed that 
Mr. Blacksnake could ever bring me 
gladness. It is a funny old- world, 
isn't it, Danny?"

Danny agreed that it was.

Dictation Dave
By C. L. Funnell.

Miss Hopper if you keep on wear­
ing that Egyptian dress of yours 
you’ll get your picture -on a cigarette 
box yet and take a letter to Miss Ara- 
bel Ardent. Trysting Trestle, Tennes­
see. Dear Miss Ardent.

I just received your letter telling 
about how your girl friend Catherine 
Caress who has just finished school 
where she got culture and learned 
how to greet a young man for the 
first time like the opening of a beau­
tiful flower was out with your crowd 
the other night and she was telling 
all about the Italian opera she heard 
in the city and she spoke about this 
hero that is a very stout baritone 
with a tamoshanter on and how he 
sings a song to the heroine very 
tragic about something she wants 
and he hasn't got any of.

You add that Catherine Caress your 
girl friend couldn't think of the name 
of this song and will I find out what 
it is for you and send you the record 
of it. so you can put it on your phono­
graph and show her where she gets 
off and after looking through all our 
records of operas and playing most 
of them I was just about to give up 
on account of their being in Italian 
when I stumbled on this Italian opera 
record where the hero sings about, 
something the heroine wants and he 
hasn't got in English which I am 
mailing to you today entitled: Yes 
We Have No Bananas.

Yours for authentic opera,
THE SUPREMACY EMPORIUM 

______________ Per ........... . D. D.

Is the Ice Pure 
That Cools Your Ft

The next story: “Fun in a Scare- 
crow.”________

BEFORE MY
BABY CAME

If it were melted down 
would you drink it?

TagDo you feel safe in 
chipping off a piece to cool 
your lemonade?

"I wash all my dainty things 
with LUX”

I Was Greatly Benefited by 
Taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s 

Vegetable Compound

Does it drain off in a 
brackish, malodorous 
slime?

Sydenham, Ont. —"I took your 
medicine before my baby was born, 
and it was a great help to me as I 
was very poorly until I had started to 
take it. I just felt as though I was 
tired out all the time and would have 
weak, faint spells. My nerves would 
bother me until I could get little rest, 
night or day. I was told by a friend 
to take Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound, and I only took a few 
bottles and it helped me wonderfully. 
I would recommend it to any woman. 
I am doing what I can to recommend 
this good medicine. I will lend that 
little book you sent me to any one I 
can help. You can with the greatest 
of pleasure use my name in regard to 
the Vegetable Compound if it will 
help others take it. —Mrs. HARVEY 
Milligan, Sydenham, Ontario.

It is remarkable how many cases 
have been reported similar to this 
one. Many women are poorly at such 
times and get into a weakened, run­
down condition, when it is essential 
to the mother, as well as the child, 
that her strength be kept up.

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound is an excellent tonic for 
the mother at this time. It is pre­
pared from medicinal roots and herbs, 
and does not contain any harmful 
drugs. It may be taken to safety 
by the nursing mother. c

“It only takes me a few minutes at night in 
my own room to wash out my silken under- 
things, silk stockings or my daintiest blouses 
and smocks in a basin of the gentle, bub­
bling Lux suds.
I just dip them up and down in the basin, 
pressing the rich Lux lather through and 
through them, and when they are dry, they 
look just as fresh and beautiful as when new." 
Lux will not harm anything that water 
alone will not harm. No fabric so fine 
nor hue so delicate that it cannot be washed 
with Lux.

“It will make us the finest store­
house that ever was," cried 

Nanny.
FOR FRUIT. FOR DRINKS

dry grass and lined it. Of course, 
Danny helped. But all the time he 
had a wistful longing for that old 
tin can. Once in a while he would 
mention it.

After the new home was completed 
Danny and Nanny made little paths 
through the grass of the Green Mea­
dows as they hunted for food. One 
day Nanny missed Danny. She found 
him looking rather wistfully into that 
old tin can by the fence post. At 
the sight of that old can a happy 
thought came to her. Yes, sir. Nanny 
Meadow Mouse had a happy thought.

"Do you know what we’ll do with 
this?" said Nanny.

“No,” replied Danny. "If we are 
not going to live in it 1 don't see 
what good it is to us."

“I do," said Nanny.
“What?” demanded Danny.
“It will make us the finest store­

house that ever was,” cried Nanny. 
“We can put a lot of seeds in there 
in the fall and they will keep per­
fectly dry and always be right where 
we can get them."

Danny’s eyes brightened. “That's 
so!” he cried. “I hadn’t thought of 
that. Then, too, we will always have 
it to run to for safety if we should

Facial Blemishes
Sallow, muddy, roughened 
or blotched complexions are 
usually due to constipation. 
When you are constipated, 
not enough of Nature’s lu­
bricating liquid is produced 
in the bowel to keep the 
food waste soft and moving. 
Doctors prescribe Nujol be­
cause it acts like this natural 
lubricant and thus secures reg­
ular bowel movements by Na- 
ture’sown method—lubrication.

Nujol is a lubricant—not a 
medicine or laxative—socannot 
gripe. Try it today.

Take No Chances on Your Good Health

H
The Only Ice Made From London’s 

Pure Spring Drinking Water.

he London Pure Ice Co., Limited
Sold only in sealed 
packets—dust-proof!ij086 Bathurst Street. Phone 141.4

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED 
TORONTOP* LUBRICANT-NOT A LAXATIVE LI11
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