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The Tea of all Teas.

CHAPTER XI—(Cont’d).

“What do think of that, Moll
for. an artist%agimﬁon? 1 loolz
like a crocus, don’t I, with thic mug!

Black, Green
or Mixed

}

.
Get a package and enjoy. S
a cup of Tea *“In Perfection™, §
AN L

. ,.Theo, put the kettle on, my son;" it's
tea-time; and don’t be an wnmitigated
ass, if you can help it. Why, what’s
become of the butter? And there are

Dainty Dishes.

_Prune Pie.—Line deep pie dish with
rich pastry. Cover bottom with stew-
ed and stoned prunes. Pour over
these one egg beaten with one-half
¢up sugar, one-half cup milk, one-half
cup cream and sprinkling of nutmeg.
Bake without upper crust.

Tomato Celery Sauce.—Chop ' fine
one onion, one green pepper and one
large bunch of celery. Mix, add two
and one-half cups canned tomato
(from .which some of the liquor has
been drained), one and one-half tea-
spoons salt, two tablespoons allspice
berries (if flavor is liked) and two-
thirds cup vinegar. Simmer one and
one-half hours,

Winter Fruit Salad.—Mix and chop
thoroughly one cup figs, one cup seed-
ed raisins and one-half cup stoned
dates. Combine with -this three or
four oranges cut into small pieces and
sweetened, one-half cup canned pine-
apple and sugar to taste. Mask indi-
vidual portions with maygnnaise and
top with whipped cream.

Breaded Pork Chops.—Have pork
chops cut thicker than usual, wipe,
cut out bone and skewer into rounds.
Season with salt and pepper, put into
bread-baking pan. Sprinkle top of
cach with dried bread crumbs and add
boiling water to half the depth of
chops, cover closcly and bake in slow
oven one and one-half hours.
lid, cover with buttered bread crumbs
and brown. . Arrange on hot platter
apd garnish with celery tips.

Corn ¥ritters.—Cut from the ears a
pint of green corn, or take canned
corn, drain off juice and chop
“Beat together a cupful of milk, two
tablespoonfuls  of melted butter, one
egg whipped light, salt to taste and
enough flour to make a thin batter.
Into this stir the grated corn. Beat
hard and cook, as you would griddle
cakes, upon a soapstone griddle,

Hot Buttered Rice.—Throw one cup
raw rice into two quarts boiling wa-
ter, slightly salted. Boil fast twenty
minutes or until each grain is soften-
ed, not broken. Drain in colander and
set in open oveifto dry while table-
spoon of butter is being heated in fry-
ing pan. Drop in  teaspoon grated
onion and stir until fat is hot again,
then turn in dried rice, toss lightly for
a minute, season with salt and pepper
and serve in deep dish. Onion may,
of course, be omitted.

iruit Tapioca. —One-quarter cup
prepared tapioca, one and one-half
cups water, pinch of salt -and fruit as
needed. Sliced apples, canned
fresh peaches, or pineapple may  be
used for this dessert. Place liberal

layer of fruit in bottom of small pud- |

ding dish, sugar to taste, and if ap-
ples are used, add a little. cinnamon.
Put water and salt in boiler,
and when hot stir in tapioca and stir
until clear.
bake until fruit is tender. This can
be told by testing with straw. Serve
“awith eream or thin custavd sauce,
Roast Duck.—Prepare a duck for
ing stuff with the fol-

double

roans and

lowing: Take the firm outside stalks |
wipe |
dry and with a sharp knife shave off |

of 4 head of celery, wash and
the strings. Deel two or three me-
dium-sized onions and chop them and
the celery fine. Put a picce of butter
the size of an cgg in a skillet and let
it get hot; then put in the celery and
onions ang let them cook till soft, stir-
ving orten; season with salt and pep-
per and stuff the duck with as much
of the stuffing as it will hold.
up, put a few pieces of salt
and pepper over the top and roast in
a hot oven from « half to three-quar-
ters of an hour, according to taste.
Remove the duck from the pan, skim
he fat from the gravy, add a  little
ith a littie flour,

made smooth in a little cold water.

butter,

bouiiion and thi

Toothsome Cakes.

\ very nice cake 1o bake for a sil-

anniversary, or for any

casion where this effect is desired,

8 ohtained by following the directions

ghve elow.  The cake isn't veally
ril g se, butThe #lusion

name.  H

O

wedding

the

Nrrbibisse
<y 3 cups of
" baking powder
6 eggs. Beat th
n, then add t
r and beat well;
ind beat till very ght.
Fhen ddd the milk and mix carefully.
No A
tog and add gradually to the
Turn into a buttered pan
1 o moderate oven for 5

re-

Remove !

it. |

or |

Pour this over fruit and |

Sew 1t

t the flour 'and baking powder |

no biscuits either. Have you eaten
them all?” !
" "He was rummaging
board. :

“Not quite all. The landlady’s cat
had some. We held quite a feast
here while I waited for you. It was
the cat that strewed crumbs all over
the floor; I was too hungry to waste
them that way; I’ve had nothing to
cat since breakfast in Paris this
morning.”

“Why didn’t you get lunch on the
boat 2"

“I had no money; only my cab-fare
and two-pence over. I wanted to ask
the waiter for a penny roll, but he
looked so superior.” :

‘ Jack turned round with an aceusing
ace,

“What did you do with Hauptmann’s
last cheque?”

“Oh, I—don’t know.”

“I do,” said Jack grimly. “Next
time a deserving applicant comes to
(you with a pathetic story, hand him

in ‘the cup-

cipe. Take a pound of butter, a
pound of sugar, a pound of flour, the
juice and rind of a lemon, a pound of
blanched almonds, % pound citron, %
pound of raisins, 9 eggs and a tea-
spoonful of baking powder. Blaneh
and peel and pound the almonds and
{crush them in a mortar. Seed the
raisins, cut the citron into shreds, and
quarter-inch dice, very fine. Grate the
zest of the lemon.
a cream, as in the other recipe; add | a little to go on with. There, sit still,
the sugar gradually, beating till light. [and T'll get you something to eat.
Then add the yolks of the eggs, beat- | Xou 11 have to put up here for to-
: s : night; and wire to Hauptmann for
en to a cream. Beat till very light, . 5
& . A more money to-morrow.
then mix the sifted flour and baking He went  out,
powder with the almonds, and add | Molly silent by the fire.
ithem gradually to the mixture, beat- ‘ t
ing vigorously. Add the raisins, |I do,” she said “suddenly. “1 dldn"t’
dredging with flour, and the citron; understand what you meant just now.
mix well. Add the juice of the lemon mﬁ*fo smiled; then grew suddenly
and, finally, th.e whites of the CESS, “And I can’t explain, though you’ll
beaten to a thick froth. Turn mto.a realize it yourself when you know him
. buttered tin and bake for an hour in phetter. I think what I meant is that
a moderate oven. Use the broom-wisp ' he’s so—unconscious.”
test before removing from the oven. “Unconscious ?”
White lady cake is a pretty ~deli- ) “Yesti l.itke a thingtthat wogkﬁ by the
- . A B se | laws of its own nature, not by any-
i?/cv(ﬁ:;;l :)Sfe;ss:rtol zﬁi)l\i'f stug)z'\r U;j body’.:x ethical codes. Don'!: you see?
= I “ | For instance—well, take justice; in
cup of butter, the whites of 4 eges, i {him it’s not a virtue to be cultivated;
cup of milk, 1 teaspoonful of baking j's what music is to me, an inborn
powde» and a teaspoonful of peach ! passion eternally unsatisfied. He'll go
extract. Cream the butter, add the on wanting justice all his life, and
‘egyzs, beating the whites to a stiff | there's ne such thing to be had.” ;
froth, and mixing well. Add the milk | He hesitated for a moment, looking
and gradually add the flour, blending ' 2Way from her; then asked under his

i thorouzhly and beating till very light. | 1.03:&1 all your gates ave shut??

Add the essence and bake in a moder- | gho rose, putting her hands up as if

ate oven for an hour. to stop him; then let them fall again
Madame John’s cake is expensive iand turned away, with a broad and

jbut very good. Use a pound of sugar, | m9urnful recklesgness.

|7 ounces of butter, the whites of 16| “Yes, all; and there is no one that

= . TN 55 has the key.”
.‘fﬁfﬁjjgg 2fp(::”i:fn:gtul(‘fgnm' i;g ,‘ She crossed to the window, and stood

| § i with her back to him, looking out.
|sugar and butter, then add the whites | Jack, coming in with his paper pack-
jof the eggs, beaten to a stiff froth, |ages, found her so, and sighed under
and stir in gradually the flour and a | his breath as he put the eggs on to
! teaspoonful of bakipg powder. Flavor | boil.

with the juice of In orange extract, SR

and bake from 30 to 46 minutes in a ' CHAPTER XII.

(quick oven, using the broom wisp test. f During the months which he spent
in Vienna, Jack heard almost nothing
of his sister, He had parted from
her at Paddingten Station with a
lingering hope . that the friendship
born during her visit to London would

Household Hints.

When watering house plants a little
sweet milk added will often be a bene-
fit to them. |live and grow; but from the moment

The only way to insure shiny, clean |of her return to Porthcarrick she
dishes is to insist on clean, sweet had slipped back into the old stiff re-
dish towels. | latu)nzhl?. }}ler lettel*s, rargttaml 1short,

¢ G seemed to have been written by a

Dried lemfm peels sprmlxle.d | schoolgirl, with the governess looking
the coals Will destroy any disagree- | ;yer her shoulder. After some time
ahle ‘odor in the house. }they stopped altogether.,

When frying oysters try adding a When Jack left Vienna he went to
little baking powder to the crumbs |Edinburgh to take his degree. This
in which they are rolled. accomplished, creditably, but without

When a vegetable “is tond

tandsr enough Especial honors, he returned to Lon-
to be pierced with a fork it is per- |

don and applied for hospital work,

i ce ohtained.
fectly done and should be removed | which he at.once obtained, There was
from the fire.

{indeed, not much fear of his lacking
|employment; several professors who
Set the flour on the top of the'had known him as a student had pro-
| warming. oven of the range the night  mised to recommend him in case of
|before baking. Warm flour will ; his applying for a vacancy. He was
make the bread rise more quickly.
Charming little candle-shades can

| offered the choice of two posts, and

i chose the one with the smaller salary,

e as it gave him Dbetter opportunities

be made at home by the artistically SLL B : BEoiSnilies
{inclined member of the family. They |
should be cut from heavy drnwing'

for study, and had the further ad-
vantage of being non-resident.

paper and painted decoratively hefore

| putting together with clips.

over |

He settled down in shabby Blooms-
| bury lodgings, and worked like a

i ment with vehement effort or deaden-
|ing fatigue, that he might not feel
| the dread and blankness of his isola-
| tion.
French Keep Careful Record of Bur-' Lonely, indeed, he was excecdingly.
ial Place of Fallen. Th\‘_n was on a concert tour in
America, and from there was to go
on to Australia and New Zealand; he
would be away a vear. For that mat-
ter, had he been in London, his pre
sence would have been small help to
Jack.

Early in March violent storms of
wind and rain swept over London,
with a sudden .fall of temperature
which caused much sickness and dis-
and, in consequence, very heavy
at the hospital. One evening,
a struggled home, late and
weary, through a blinding downpour
whose purallel slanting  threads
thom: £leamed wickedly in the flickering
cm; e 2 %
lamp-light, he caught sight of a wo-
man’s figure clinging to an area rail-
ing, the cape of a drenched -eclouk
flapping round head and shoulders.
He crossed the street to offer help
against the sav wind; but when
he reached the opposite pavement the
woman had turned a corner and dis
appeared.

He p home at last, cha
wet clothes, and ¢at down by ¢
information ire t for Az]m‘«*“. ["Im‘--l’ ly
1 rod te I R atal s eiails ' e n¢ ‘as tred .UEHI cold, he fo

allowed to v | mcatalogued; ult
wch eross has its own humble chron- \10,_“.(“;;;,”‘_ Sohichod
icle all written down and indexed and to spring upon hi
catalogued. < off his g

“Fach tragedy chronicled is “A woman has been' h (
then copied in duplicate, one always for you,” said the landlady, b
accessible 'in case additiona! informa- 'h'_“ ”"W. s . oy
tion should crop up and the other de- . L; thi: \\1'1‘:1’.):«’_.' “‘h»' bl Usfntss
| posited "at  the nearest general head- Sk \””U"h-” give her name; r-ﬂ“i
S & s she’d call again, She's been ‘walking
| quarters. |up and down the street waiting' for
yvou. She looks very bad”

“A patient, walking '
on such a night! What was she li

“I couldn’t see; she wr
up, and drenched to the
queer somehow,—all draggled

ing and shed

ot i e B P

WAR GRAVES MARKED.

Interesting details regarding the
manner in which the graves of sol-
diers who have fallen on the field of
battle are identified are given in the
i following article, translated literally
he Paris Matin:
ave for a minute those trenches
{and carthworks. Let your gaze wan-
der in that orchard or there in that
|.n>;~,~n, or yet again on that crest. Sce,
lone, two, three, twenty little mounds.
On every mound a wooden cross and
](\H cvery cross a little khaki or red
,x:xp. The orchard is fyll of
the copse is studded with -them; the
ilxm\’.’ of the hill is fringed with them,

tre
W

as J

CK

“Along the whole battle line from
the wooded mountains of the Vosges
down to the d dune.
every single has
g\mde‘r a scparate officer,

of Belgium
been placed
whose sole
duty it is to.identify and collect mat-
i ter’ concerning cvery those
little mounds
| “Not a

or

of ot

one
single piece, of
g than u
) shake off the
lay in waui
whenever he w

once

| “Nothing is omitted which could
{ possibly afford a clus to the dead
fh“ru‘s Identity—name, surname, regi-,

ment and r -and then each grave
i;ri\«n a number corresponding to the
I document.”
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PINK BYE, EPIZOOTIO, . |

BEIPPING FEVER

and CATARRHAL FEVER.
how herscs

atter

and her hair tum! g down, anc
dressed., 1il
she’s a bi

“Orvald

sitive 1 entive, np m

Beat the butter to  over to me, and I'll see he leaves you |

leaving Theo and |

“You know my brother better than !

cart-horse, trying to fill up every mo- ©

and down |
a2t |

|
|

i
I

he: ge:t!, ':5 'lgru % the
er and stop short in
half-light near the door. The . land-
ady, after one qg;ck suspicious
glance, went away, s k’ﬁ:g her head.
" “I'm sorry I was out when you-eall-
ed,” Jack bogtm, rising,  “You must
be wet through,” he said. “You wish-
ed to see me?”

There he broke off and drew back a
step. The woman came towards him
slowly, with a stumbling, swaying
movement as though she were

drawn over her head; but as she
dropped her arm he saw that the half-
hidden face was white and wild and
haggard, and that the brow was
broad and very level,

“Molly!” he cried.

She pushed back her hood and star-
ed at him vacantly. She made two
or three efforts to speak before any
sound came from her lips.

“Yes,” she said; “you were quite
right.”
| “Molly! How did you——"

“Uncle has turned me out of the
house. You said he would.- I came to
you—I hadn’t anywhere else to go.
| Will you put me up for a night or two
|—till I can think—of something—
'make some—arrangement—I'm tired
| —sleepy—I can’t—see—~———""

Her voice was sinking into an un-
He caught her

Iintelligible murmur.
| by the arm.
| “Sit down.
it afterwards. You
| wet things and 7
His touch seemed to rouse her; she
| shook her arm free, .

“I won’t sit down till you under-
stand. How do I know you’ll take me
in? I tell you, he has turned me out
because 4

“Good Heavens, child, what do I
care why! Take this cloak off; one
could wring & gallon of Water out of
>

You shall tell me about
,must get off these

He was unbuttoning the ¢loak. She
flung it off suddenly and stépped into
the light.

“Look,” she said.

He stood still, looking at her fig-
ure; a moment passed before the truth
flashed on him. She turned away
with a slow, grave gesture; and stoop-
ed to pick up the wet heap lying on
the floor; but he snatched it out of
her hand with a cry.

“Oh, my poor little girle—and at
uncle’s mercy!”
| He caught her up in a sudden pas-
sion of tenderness, and, lying her on
the sofa, covered her hands with
kisses. His vehement emotion roused
no responding thrill in her; she only
shivered faintly, passive in his arms.

“How cold you are! You must get
off all these things at once. I'll fetch
you somm~ clean things; you'll have to
manag ¥ vith underclothes of mine
and the blankets, Let me get your
hoots off first; I must cut them, I
think.”

When he had drawn the sofa to the
fire and laid her on it, rolled up in
{the rug from his bed, he ran down-
stairs for hot-watér bottles, boiling
milk and brandy. Coming back
found her in a kind of stupor, neither
faiting nor asleep, but too much daz-
ed with cold and fatigue to wunder-
stand when spoken to. After some
time a faint tinge of natural color
came back into her blue lips. She
opened her eyes and looked at him
gravely.

“Jack,” she said, “did you
stand ?”

He was sitting on the edge of the
sofa, chafing her hands.

|  “Yes, my darling.”
| “And you—will take me in?”

He pushed the damp hair from her
forehead.

“Why, you little goose! Drink some
hot milk and don’t talk nonsense.”

“No—mno!” She drew herself away

iiiuz 2nd sat up, her eyes glitter-
“You wanv to be merciful, like
Aunt Sarah.
yesterday—talked to uncle about the
woman taken in adultery and the one
sinner that repenteth . I've no-

under-

round

blind-
folded. The hood of her cloak was |

he |

She tried to interfere !

DO

»

hant

ione night, b
to-morrow.”
l!lnd-sli onee-' L
state t it

' ~##0h, you 'don’t-understand] ¥
{are more than two months still—
iwhen the time 'comes———. Do yeo
think they’ll take me in at any hos
pital, Jack?”

He turned round, shaken with mor-
tal fear. Y
“Molly, you’re not going, to leave
mel” ;

“You wouldn’t have me stay here
and be a burden on you till the child
is born? No, no; not for the world.”

“Why not? Have they made you

ate me so that you can’t come to
me when you want help ?”

“You see, I came; I don’t know why.
I—thought, somehow, you wouldn’t
turn me away. If you had, I should

e »

“Do you think I have so many joys
in life that I can afford to turn away
the sunlight when it comes in -at my
door. T can’t give you up. Stay tiil
lit's over, anyhow; if you must go
then, at least I shall have had you for
a little while.”

! “You want me, really?
self? Not just out of pity?
want anybody’s pity.”

He laughed and clasped her in-his
arms,

For your-
I don’t

(To be continued.)
DEATH NOT GREATEST EVIL.

Sir Oliver Lodge’s Message to the
Bereaved.

Sir Oliver Lodge, whose faith in
|life after death carries him to the
'point of believing that communica-
tions have been actually established
between the living and the dead, has

i
the L
upon

Som
ball rig
but thi
instancg
marked
| Brigad

one

On
lying
respo
conne;
and £qually e
mepdons odds. .

‘As soon as we heard the groa®
Jombardment start,” he said, “we
knew the big advance was about '
begin, and for nineteen solid days
guns banged away, till, as one wit g
the regiment put it, “it was a wo
der the shells don’t bally well ja
together in the air,” so thick "di¢
they come over our heads. When we
were ordered one night to the back
reserve trenches and ‘fed up well, we !
knew the time was near. ‘Fattening
the calf for the slaughter,” said. we to
ourselves. R

“I can’t tell you the pride we felt
when we heard that we were actually
to have the honor of leading the divi-
sion. Our first objective was to be:
the Valley Cross Roads, which com- |
manded the way to Loos and Hill No. |
170, after taking which we were, if

A,
Wonderful Oratory
Born 2,300 Y
The modern world
thenes, whose birthds
December 6, 385 Fad
fame in which he

issued a “mescage to the bereuved,"lPOSSibk‘, to break through as far as ancients, namely,

which:is published in the Christian
Commonwealth of London.

Sir Oliver’s message reads: “The
|amount of mourning , and suffering
throughout Europe at the present
time is something terrible to contem-
(plate. The loss of those who have
gone over is not to be minimized;
violent death while young is a serious
calamity—a man-made tragedy with
dire consequences—and lamentation
{is natural and inevitable. But it
must be remembered that, from the
point of view of the individuals who
have gone over, there are many miti-
gating  circumstances. They have
done their duty; they have sacrificed
a useful career here; they have given
up all they possessed; and it will be
reqited to them. By such & 'death
a burden of sin is lightened; some

atonement is made, good friends are |

| waiting for them; their help can be
utilized and is much wanted for their
fellows who are coming over; ' and
they themselves will continue in the
joy of service.

“They would like their friends here
to recognize that, and not to mourn
them unduly; above all, not to con-
(slder them as gone out of existence,
as extinguished and no longer real.
Sorrow at their departure is inevit-
able, but grief which is excessive
{eauses them pain.

“They did their work here, they
11 do it there; and in good time the
£

por g

licaw
‘wi

yunion may confidently be looked
{ward to. Death alone is not to man
!the greatest evil, and in some sort
they are happy in the opportunity of
their death. This ought to be recog-
‘nized by those who survive, and we
should not grieve unduly for those
who have only gone on before us.”

CANADA'S FIRST COLONIST.

e

Settled in Quebec 300 Years Ago and
| Will Have Memorial.

thing to repent of; I'm not ashamed. |

You have to understand that before
vou take me in. My life is my own to
keep or give away; and if I choose to
ruin it and pay the cost——"

“You shall tell me all that after-
wards, dear. Theories will keep, and
your supper won't. Take. this while
it’s hot.”

She took the cup eagerly and tried
to drink. Then r the firct timo ~he
broke—down.— When-she had grown
quiet at last, he forced a little food
on her with gentle persistence.

“When did you last have anything
to eat?”

“I—forget.” Some time yesterday.
They found out in the afternoon—I
think; or was it evening? Ah, ves,
it was davl. T tried to find some wa-
ter in the night; it was so cold on the
moor, and my throat burned—I sup-
pose it was the gale. I found a rain-
pool—hut the water smelt of graves.
Everything smelt of graves—and the
sleet made me giddy—I fell so many
times. That’'s why my hands are cut
about this way.”

“Were you out on th
night?” ‘e spoke in :
voice, harsh and low.

“Yes —I got to Penrhyn in the
morning and caught the early train—-
you know, the cheap one. I was lucky,
wasn’t 1?7 T shouldn’t have had money
enough for the express.”

“Do you mean that
out on to the moor alone
the storm, with no money ?

“It wa I wouldn’t
his questions. ‘Aunt Sarah gav
few shillings ‘hat she had ov
'something. And I had half a
reign. I.was threepence short for the

ilway ticket, but T had some

moor all

1 suppressed

he turned you
at night, in
beeause answer

me a

sove-

| W 1 get that bruise  or
| your for 1d 7" he intervupted.
I She hesitated a moment, then siler
i1y bared her right arm. It was
‘:(-xl 1‘-’ v
| marks,
“I—don’t think he meant it,”
| said softly.
“He struck you?” Jack
the same dead voice.
“He was trying to make me speak.
I had refused to tell him—who the
father is. He seemed to lose his senses
| bit 1 t. ITe kept on repeating:
‘Who ?’ and wrenching my arm hard-
» and harder. Then Aunt Sarah tried
g -and he knocked me

1

she

asked in

1

m-

top

from |

post- |

The name of Louis Herbert is to
he honored in perpetuity by *he city of
Quebee. Herbert came *o Canada in
1604 with the D¢ Monts expedition and
was the first colonist to settle in that
country. s

The site of the monument, donated
by the city of Quebee, is in the
square in front of the city hall there,
a part of Quebec which Herbert help-
cd to clear with his own hands.

De Monts, styled Lieutenant Gov-
ernor
Croix, in the Bay of Passamaquoddy,
on May 6, 1604. Among those
his expedition was S
! plain, the founder of Quebec in 1608,

Herbert did not reach Quebec till

1617, having returned to France for a |

trip after establishing his farm
the isle, and it is in commemoration
of the 300th anniversary of his

on

arri-

(val in the port that the monument is |

Ito be erected.

| Louis Herbert labored for
veais in the wilderness, and ,the little
{colony saw hard times, sickness
ling very prevalent.
returned to France, but came back to
| Acadia after two years., He

ithe destruction of the colony by an

E

came back to Quebec in 1617, and died
there in 1637.

e

A Bitter Cure.

A grimly humorous incident of the
* is told in a letter written by
izr to his mother in England:

> chap in our company

got a rippin’ cure for neuralgia,

n't going to take out a patent

i because it's too risky and might kill

| the patient. C.od luck’s one of ti

11'1‘!_'1' lients, and you can’t
gure of that.

|  “He was

7, D&

T 01

but he i

g in the tre

) v mad wi

his f: when a German

close by. He wasn't hit, but t
plosion knocked him sen f
bit. ‘My neural

when he came

|
| other

round

of Acadia, landed on Isle St. |

with |

three |

be- |
In 1607 Herbert |

again |
{returned to his mother country after |

glish force from Virginia in 1613, |
but at the invitation of Champlain he |

a

Lens, the key to Douai. After three
days good food and rest we were
{marched into the first trenches late |
fat night, laden with ammunition, kit |
| bags, and trench tools, and, in fact, |
everything we could carry. |

i
Leading the Charge. I

“Our first job was to get over the
parapet and start digging about three
hundred yards nearer the enemy, and
iby dawn we had managed to make a
sort of ditch about threc feet deep all
along our front. It was not danger-
ous work the first night, for the Ger-
mans had not spotted us,.and we left
off at dawn; but when they did spot
the new earthworks and realized what |
we were up to, the 1xrst thing they did
in the morning was to 3lart-& Terrifin,
tbombardment. We had to lie low all
day until it was safe enough to go
out again under cover of darkness and
complete the job, for we were told
| we_should have to stay in them the
next day.

“I shall never forget that night: As
we ‘marched into battle, to use i
old expression, the General—Go
him!—said a few words to
stirred us to our inmost g

“‘The Empire expecy
of the London™ Iri—4
ber that—for you
lead the whole dig#Sion.’

“A few miny€s later
| crawling out 4fito the open to
rvhe*trenelv-which was to be the spring
ing off place for the great dash that
we hoped would break the German
lines. No sooner had we réached this
| place than the stillness was broken by
the roar of the enemy’s guns, and bul-
lets and shells poured on us, the ex-
plosions silhouetting us momentarily
every few instants, and revealing us
hard at work.

“One set of our men footballers by
profession, made a strange resolution. |
| Tt was to take a football along with
|them. The officer discovered this and
[ordered the football to be taken back
!to the base, which, of course, was car-
‘;riw’l out.

[ Carried Foothall.

“But the old members of the London
Irish Football Club were not io be
| done out of the greatest game of their
i lives—the last to some of them, poor
i fellows—and just before Major Beres-
i ford gave the signal, the leather turn-'
led up again mysteriously. '
’ “Suddenly the officer in command
gave the signal, ‘Over you go, lads.’
| With thzt the whole line sprang up

ve beel

1a

as one man, some with a prayer, not
|a few making the sign of the cross.
| But the footballers, they chucked the
ball and went after it just as cool as
| if on the ficld, passing it from one to
the other, though the bullets were fly-
|ing thick as hail, erying, ‘On_the ball,
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THE ONE COMPLETE SUUCCESS.
British Navy Has Grip on Germany's
¢ Throat. N

The British Navy is the one instru-

ment, on either side¢ of the™ confiict,]

which has performed its work wi

complete and unchallengeable success,

says the London Nation. It has bro-

ken, as by a sudden hammer-blow,

the whole of Germany that lived upon

or trafficked in deep waters. It has

rendered the German High Sea T"Legg

as innocuous in its hiding place as if |

it never existed—as if the £300,000,-

000 spent in its construction had been

thrown carelessly into the North Sea. |2

And slowly, but surely; like the slay-

ing of a man in the darkress by ‘an

unseen hand, it has laid its grip on

the throat of Germany, never hence-

forth to be released until the end

comes, The victim may

slash out with hands and feef

in agony, and in its strugg

age all surrounding (hi{\gu;

pite the struggles the erip

secure, the pressure conting

tensified. And it is all d

some tiny aggregate of

men “somewhere in the By
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The total numbrr now 13
amount distributed
month was
about $15.19 per family.
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aMYSTERIOUS EXPLOSIONS.

ore Tham 100 American Lives Lost
in Munition Plants.
One hundred

lives approximately

Rave been lost in mysterious Ameri-
@n munition plant fires and

| £ax8 since the sturopean war 1
The following is a list of the
important fires and explosions:
_ Aug. 30, 1914.—Du
mour’s powder plant, Pompton,
explosion; one killed.

explo
more

de 1
NoLs

Pont

Jan. 1, 1915-—Buckthorne nlant of
Son's Coempauy,
1,500,000/
‘Margh 6.—Du, Pont de Nem

1
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