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Polly and Johnny Chuck Make Up 
and Begin Living In the OrchardOP FCC By MARY •ILoO MARSHALLWOMEN and THE HOME By THORNTON w. BURGESS

Never will the little people of the 
Old Orchard tire of talking about the 
great fight between Johnny Chuck 
and the strange Chuck. Never had| 
such a fight been seen in the Old 
Orchard. When at last the struggles 
of the strange Chuck began to grow 
feeble. Johnny Chuck let go his grip 
and backed away. The stranger 
struggled to his feet. Such a sight 

ias he was! His coat was torn in 
many places. Without a word he 
turned and headed toward the old 
stonewall on the edge of the Old 
Orchard, lie was so used up that he 

Icouldn't run very fast. Johnny 
Chuck followed him. snarling and 
snapping at his black heels. Over 
the stonewall the stranger scrambled. 
Johnny climbed up on the old wall 
and watched him until he disap­
peared.

Then with a whistle of triumph 
Johnny Chuck climbed down from the 
old stonewall and headed straight for 
Polly Chuck’s new home in the cor­
ner. Polly Chuck ran to meet him. 
Her eyes were shining. "I knew you 
would whip him!" she cried. "I just 
knew it! I have known all along 
that you would come back and would 
drive that fellow out."

Then Polly Chuck fell to licking 
Johnny Chuck’s wounds, and there 
were many of them. All the time 
she kept softly murmuring: You 
poor dear. You poor dear. Do they 
hurt dreadfully? I hate that fellow 
Yes, I do. I hate that fellow. I hate 
him for hurting you like this."

"Huh!" grunted Johnny Chuck. 
"He’s a. lot worse off than 1 am. 
These hurts are nothing. 1 guess he 

I won’t show his black nose up here

SILVER FOX FURS 
SMART FOIS YEAR

Dressmakers Are Not Enthusiastic 
Over Spread of Mannish Fashions.The Astonishing Adventure 

of Jane SmithDorothy Dix Some of the dressmakers see a 
real peril stalking in the guise of the 
mannish costume for women. They 
pray devoutly for a return of frou- 
frou styles, the sentimental fripperies 
of the age of Empress Eugenie, the 
extravagances of the Pompadour 
period, the bustles, ribbons and 
ruchings of the period of 1880.1 
doesn’t matter which or what, so long 
as women are not further persuaded 
to solve their clothes problem by 
wearing things that are as nearly 
like those of husbands and brothers 
as present prejudices will allow..

Not long ago in London a well- 
known actress appeared at one of 
the dancing clubs after the play 
clad in a little mannish suit 
short. scant skirt, tailored jacket 
and masculine white silk shirt, 
was decidedly becoming and she 
danced as gaily as if she had been 
dressed in conventional evening at­
tire. Other women have done the 
same. After all. why shouldn t they . 
If they want to go about at night 
why should they have to endure all 

Ithe inconveniences of . decollete, 
clinging or ballooning skirts, floral 
festoons, lace frills, etc.. That

Parents Who Are Shocked at 
Modern Customs and Who 
Try to Protect Their Daugh­
ters by Keeping Them Ig­
norant of World and Its 
Ways Do Them a Great 
Wrong.

By PATRICIA WENTWORTH.Spring Suit Bids Farewell To 
Woolens and Comes Out 

All in Silk.
potting-shed, and to descend fi om 
conspiracies to garden lumber would 
indeed be an anti-climax.

On the left there were four pas- 
sages. Jane walked back along the

INSTALLMENT XXIII.
Having made her decision, she 

found an unlooked-for opportunity 
for carrying it out. for at lunch Lady 
Heritage announced her intention of 
putting in several hours of labora- 
tory work, whilst it transpired that 
Ember was going out in the two. 
seated car which he drove himself, and 
that he was quite uncertain when he 
would be back. Jane at once made 
up her mind that, as soon as th 
coast was quite clear, she would slid 
down into the passages. S 
wait until lunch had been cleared and 
the servants were safely out of the 
way No one was likely to come in­
to the hall, and the whole thing would 
be so much less terrifying than an 
other midnight expedition.

Ember excused himself before lu 
was over, and she heard him drive 
away a few minutes later: but Lady 
Heritage sat on. her untested coltee 
beside her. She sat with her chin 
In her hand, looking out of the win­
dow and it was obvious enough that 
her thoughts were far away. She 
was probably unconscious of Janes 
----- 

under her lashes at Raymond’s still 
white face. There was a new look 

aie aha et monter. San looked 
as if she had not slept at all.. 1.Al€ hoir sheAfter a very long half hour she turned her eyes on Jane.Thew 
a flash of surprise and then a frow 

“You needn't have waited, she 
said in a cold voice, and then met 
up and went out without another

By AILEEN LAMONT. 
Copyright.

New York, March 18—It is plow­
ing time for most farmers, but it is 
harvest time for the owners of fur 
farms. Apparently there will be 

more silver fox scarfs worn this 
spring than ever before, largely be- 
'cause the animals no longer have to 
be trapped. The neckpieces, black 
sprinkled with silver, range in price 
from $150 to $1.000.

For years the spring suit has been 
’associated with the woolen fabrics, 
but In 1925 silk will be equally 
popular for tailored costumes. Some 
of the frocks are composed of two 
layers of chiffon. Others are of

way she had come. The first has- 
sage left the main tunnel at an acute- 
angle which obviously carried It back, 
under the main block of the house. 
Jane decided to explore it. She held 
her candle high in one hand and her 
skirts close with the other. The 
passage was low. and she had to bend 
a little. After half a. dozen yards she 
came to a flight of steps. They were 
wet. slippery, and very steep. Jane 
stood on the top step and looked

“Go right down inside, my dear, 
and see what a nice, big bedroom i 

we have."

demure and innocent that he merely. 
grunted and started along toward 
the new home. Polly hurried ahead, i 
Johnny whimpered now and then| 
under his breath, for lie was very: 
stiff and sore from his great light.| 
Polly was waiting for him on the 
doorstep.

"Go right down inside, my dear.

A young girl writes me that her 
parents have become so obsessed by 
what they call "the evil of the times” 
that they will not let her go to any 
place of amusement, or associate 
with any young men. She is not 
permitted to stir from the house 
without mother by her side to guard 
and protect her. She is not even 
permitted to read a paper or a book 
until it has been carefully censored.

6

down., 
The walls oozed moisture, the 

candlelight showed her a pale slug 
about five inches long—Jane said six 
to start with, but under pressure 
from Henry, retreated as far as five 
and would not yield another halt- 
inch: she also said that the slug 
waved its horns at her and was 
crawling in her direction. Right there, 
as the Americans say. She made up 
her mind that this would be a good 
passage to explore with Henry later 
on. She caught a glimpse of another 
slug on a level with the fifth step, 
whisked round, and ran. 1t

"The one point about slugs is that 
they can't run." she said as she came 
back into the main corridor.

Without giving herself time 10 
think. She plunged into the next 
opening on the left. It ran at right 
angles to the central passage, and 
was comparatively dry. It kept on 
the same level too. and Jane, trying 
to make a mental plan thought that 
it must run under the house, cutting 
across the north wing. It occurred to 
her that there might be vaults of 
some kind under the terrace, and that 
this passage would perhaps lead to 
them. If this were so, it must soon 
either curve gradually to the leftn 
take a sudden sharp turn. She wish- 
ed she had thought of counting her 
steps but it was difficult to pace 
regularly on a slippery floor and in 
such a poor light. 2

Just as she had begun to think 
that the passage must run out to 
sea she came to the sharp turn which 
she had expected. A wall of black 
rock faced her. to her right a tunnel 
ran in at a sharp angle, and to her 
left there was a dark stone arch:; a 
few feet of a new sort of tunnel built 
of brick, and then a steel gate ex­
actly like the gates which shut off the 
laboratories in the house above.

Jane stared at the gate as if she 
expected it to dissolve into the sur­
rounding darkness. The candlelight 
danced on the steel. It was rusty, 
but not so very rusty and therefore 
it could not have been for very ions 
in its present position. She came 
closer and touched it. It was real

Her amazing good fortune almost 
overcame her. What a thing to tell 
Henry. What a justification for 
flouting his orders! What a scoret:1

Jane transferred the candle to her 
left hand, put out a right hand which 
trembled with excitement and tried 
the gate. It was open. For a mo­
ment she drew back. Like the child 
who sits looking at a birthday parce • 
the mere sight of which provides it 
with so many thrills that it cannot 
bring itself to cut the string and un­
wrap the paper. Jane stood and look­
ed at her gate, her discovery—hers.

and see what a nice big bedroom we 
have," said she. “Then you d bettei : 
come out and lie in the sun for a 
while. It will do you good."

Johnny went inside. It really was, 
one of the best houses they had ever| 
had. But he didn't say so. You see. ! 
he couldn't quite make himself admit| 
it. When he came out he stretched, 
himself out in the sun. and while Pol-i 
ly licked his wounds a feeling of 
great contentment and happiness took > 
possession of him. “We’ll never have ■ 
another falling out, will we, Polly.'! 
said he.i

"No." said she softly. Then she add-i 
ed: “Not unless you are obstinate| 
again.” __„ .

(Copyright, 1925, by T. W. Burgess.)

The next story: Johnny Chuck] 
Boasts to Peter Rabbit.”

ST. LAWRENCE MOTHERS.
Mrs. Charles Reid, Huron street, 

was the hostess of yesterday’s meet-| 
ing of the St. Lawrence mothers’ club. 
Mrs. Ed. Pellow, scheduled as speak- 
er. was unable to attend. The mot 
era presented an attractive program 
which included vocal solos by M 
D. M. Morrison: Irish songs by Mrs. 
William Pack Jun., and piano solos 
by Mrs. F. Grainger, Mrs. R. J. Wor- 
rail presided. At the close of the 
meeting tea was served, the hostess 
being assisted by Mrs. William Pack 
Jun., and Mrs. Bizley.____________

This is hard on the girl, and 
you do not wonder that she 
thinks she is ill treated. She is 
just as much a prisoner as if 
she had committed a crime and. 
was locked up in a cell, although 
her only offence is being eighteen 
instead of eighty. She is being 
denied all the pleasures that, be­
long to girlhood and which she 
sees other girls enjoying. Worst 
of all. she is being doomed to a 
drab spinsterhood because her 
father and mother arc cutting 
her off from every opportunity 
of love and marriage.

Of course, the parents have 
only their daughter’s good at 
heart, and they are taking these 
drastic measures to protect her 
against what they believe is a 
great danger. But their attitude 
is not only wrong but foolish.

seemed to be the argument.
But it is no secret that though 

the great dressmakers of Paris have 
been making frocks and wraps of 
decidedly masculine tendency to suit 
their customers, they are convinced 
that, save to meet with an existing 
demand on the part of customers, 
this is not good business. Women 
need more clothes when they wear

printed silk or crepe georgette. The 
frocks usually are set off by pleated 
jabots and lace collars.

Up the Back.
Worth, that wonderful designer of 

evening frocks, instead of cutting his 
latest model down in the back has 
cut it up in the back. A black satin 
gown by him lias a deep square- 
rut decolletage in front. The back 
is cut almost to the waist, but a 
narrow point of the satin comes from, 
the waist to the back of the neck,, 
where it is held up by a high choker 
collar of colored beads.

Soft felt and straw are materials 
from which the English milliners are 
achieving striking results in pro­
duction of small spring hats. Vesta 
Sylva, playing in the "Punch Bowl.| 
wears one of brown felt with a littlei 
turned back brim, which is inter- 
laced with straw braids of a con- • 
trasting shade and trimmed with a| 
bow of interlaced felt and straw.

The Flare’s the Thing.
To give the fullness at the hem so| 

essential now for conformity with 
fashions decrees, the pleat has been 
adopted even to the spring topcoats. 
Sometimes the means employed con­
sists of pleated godets inserted be-

3

the foolish feminine sort. So we. 
were not much surprised to sec the 
introduction of ruffles and jabots and 
frills in the spring clothes created 
by the influential French

again a hurry." „
"If he does, well both fight him, 

declared Polly..
"I guess I can do all the fighting 

necessary for this family, declared 
Johnny gruffly.„

"But he was handsome, wasnt he. 
said Polly softly. ..

Johnny looked at her suspicious y. 
"Huh!" he grunted. Then as Polly 
snuggled up to him his eyes softened. 
"I see you have a new house,” he 
said, changing the subject.

"Yes!" cried Polly excitedly. Come 
right over and see it. Its one of the 
nicest houses we've ever had. And 
there is more sweet clover here in 
the Old Orchard than ever before. 1 
know you are just going to love this 
new home. I had begun to think 
that you would never come. Did 
you have a nice vacation down there 
on the Green Meadow?"

Johnny Chuck gave her a queer, 
side-long look, but Polly looked so

C

dress-
makers.

Carefully supervised and fenced
about, the mannish tendency in 
present-day fashions can really do no 
harm. Mannish materials are chosen 
for suits and wraps even when given 
a. feminine touch in trimming. So 
we see all sorts of English and

withBoyish suit of blue serge 
plaid vest. The hat is of felt.

woadle took a book into the hall and
a saucepan, stir in three tablespoons 
of flour and cook for a few seconds.

sat there. ,. f
Presently she caught a glimpse of 

Raymond’s white overall in the unner 
corridor, and heard the clang 
which the steel gate closed behind 
her She sat quite still and went 
on reading until all sounds from the 
direction of the dining-room had 
caressed Silence settled upon the 
house, and she told herself that this 
was her opportunity. 1

She ran up to her room changed 
into the serge dress, and put on 
pair of outdoor shoes. She did not 
possess an electric torch, and the 
question of a light had exercised her 
a good deal. The best she could do 
was to pocket a box of matches and 
one of the bedroom candles which 
was half burnt down. She then went 
downstairs, and. after listening anx­
iously for some moments, she on 
more moved the heavy chair and. 
Climbing on it. began to feel for the 
knots on the panelling. As her fin 
gers found and pressed them, she 
heard, simultaneously with the click 
of the released spring, a faint thud 
ding noise. With a spasm of honor UliilA IIVTX 1.1 accor
she knew that someone had passed through the baize door that shut off 
the servants' wing. The sound she 
had heard was the sound of the door 
falling back into place, and at any 
other moment it would have gone

in street costumes. Add a cup of water in which fish has 
been boiled or plain water and stir 
until it simmers for a time and then

Scotch mixtures
But so long as feminine and mascu­
line nature remains as it is the vogue 
of mannish clothes will never . be 
more than a passing phase of fashion.

add salt and pepper and a tablespoon 
of chopped parsley, but do not allow 
the parsley to cook.

Tartare Sauce.

WISE AND 
OTHERWISE

fried fish.This is a favorite with
ofTo make it mix a tablespoonIt is wrong because it is such a 

cruel thing to deprive a girl of her
chopped sour cucumber pickle and a 
half-teaspoon of finely chopped shal­
lot or onion with a cup of mayon-playtime of life, which is so short 

at best, and it is foolish to think naise.tween bands of fur. Other coats are; 
pleated entirely around the hem.

Instead of fastening in front, the|
SAUCE FOR THE FISH.

Parsley Sauce.
Melt two tablespoons of butter in

She moved slowly down the room. 
It was quite dry in here. There was 
no slime, and there were no slues.

"I hate it a thousand times more 
than the passages." she said.

Her feet moved slowly and unwill­
ingly. In the far corner there were 
two more arches. She thought she 
would just see what lay beyond them 
and then return. She took the one

that you can keep her shut awa.v 
from the world into which she has 
been born, and in which she must 
live.

Sooner or later she must come to 
igrips with life as it is today, not as

Shrimp Sauce.
Make a cup of white sauce of 

medium thickness. Add to this a 
half-cup of cooked shrimps, a tea- 
spoon of anchovy essence and a 
quarter teaspoon of lemon juice.

AN AGE OF CURTAILMENT.
Some one remarked recently that 

this is an age when we shorten 
everything. Women cut their hair 
and abbreviate their skirts. We de­
mand shorter working hours for our­
selves and shorter school hours for 
our children. We want shorter ser­
mons and serve shorter dinners. And 
now we hear from London that pres­
ent fashion demands shorter legs for 
restaurant chairs and tables. It was

latest shoe exhibited here is but­
toned or buckled at the outer side. 
It offers a distinct comfort to stylish 
stouts.

Wise women use

SALT
Because it never cakes or hardens 
in the shakers no matter how damp 
the weather. Because it is an 
extra-fine, sparkling, snowy white 

salt,Siftois ideal forthetable.
-— In dust-proof cartons with
) patent spout.

TA The Dominion Salt Co., Limited

lit was in her father's time or her 
For the nursery or playroom here ] grandfather’s time. And how is she e sets consisting of toy chest and l2 : .

it meet it if she knows nothing of 
it? How is she to judge men if they 
Iare as unknown to her as if they 
|were inhabitants of the planet Mars? 
|How is she to stand alone on her own 
feet if she has always been held by 

Ithe hand and never suffered to take 
ia step on her own initiative?

are sets consisting of toy chest and
screen to match, both being covered 
with the same Mother (loose chintz.

the right hand first. It ran alongon
and then terminated ina little wayPE which wasa small round chamber IE

FREE RUSSOfull of packing-cases. She returned 
and went down the second passage. 
She was just inside it when with SALT

Ignorance is not innocence. In­
deed the less ignorant a girl is 
the more opt she is to stay inno­
cent. It is the unsophisticated 
little girls from the country who 
stumble oftener into the pit than 
the Wise Janes of the city who 
know their way about.

Therefore it seems to me that 
the way to protect a girl is not 
to put blinders on her, but to 
open her eyes to all the dangers 
that lie along her pathway, and 
to point out to her all the hair- 
pin curves and dangerous turns 
on which she must slow down 
and put on her brakes, or else 
she is likely to skid over the 
brink.

Startling suddenness she found her- quite imperative that table inch 
self looking at her own shadow. It should be made about an inch 
lay clear and black on the brick floor shorter when dresses became short 
in front of her. Someone had turned as they are at the present time, be­
en the electric light. cause women could not sit grace-

To Be Continued. ! fully at tables of the ou height.__

AT C30 351Fortunately for herself Jane was 
accustomed to a rapid transition from 
thought to action. She was oft the 
chair, across the hall, and sitting 
with a book on her lap when the 
butler made his usual rather s.ow

e S Sarnia • Ont.
132is in #4T 2... I

town entrance. + - „+
She had recognized at once that 

it would be impossible for her to re- 
place the chair and escape discovery. 
It stood in the shadow, and she 
hoped for the best. ..

Blotson crossed the hall and disap- 
neared into Sir William's study.

Jane gazed at a printed page upon 
which the letters of the alphabet 
were playing "General post." After 
some interminable minutes Blotson 
reappeared. He shut the study door, 
approached Jane, and in a low and 
confidential voice inquired would she 
have tea in the hall, the drawing- 
room or the library.„

"Oh. the library, said Jam, the 
library. Blotson." And with a ma­
jestic. “Very good, miss, B.otson

not Henry's.■ 
As she looked her eyes were caught ■ 

by a small knob on the right-hand I 
wall. It was about four feet above 1 the floor and quite close to the steel I 
bars. It was made of some dull I 
metal and looked exactly : like on I 
electric light switch. Byrnx quiteI 
close to the gate and looking through I 
she could see that a eased wire ran I 
along the bricks on the same level. I 
and she remembered that Henry had I 
said the passages were wired.I

Had Henry been first on the field 
after all? She turned, held her light 
high and looked back. The wire 
went up to the roof and ran along 
until she lost it in the darkness. She 
reflected hopefully that Henry might ! 
have seen the wire much farther 
along, and turned back again.

Her fingers were on the switch 
when a really dreadful thought prick­
ed her. Suppose the switch con- 
trolled some horrible explosive. It 
might turn on a light, most likely it 
did: but, on the other hand, it might 
let loose a raging demon of destruc­
tion that would blow the whole place 
to smithereens. It was an unreason­
able thought, the sort of thought that 
one dismisses instantly in the day- 
light, but which by candlelight in an 
underground tunnel assumes a cer­
tain degree of credibility.

"The question is, am I going on

“THE HOSIERY STORE”
Our Values are unequaled—Our Prices, the Best. We guarantee that every pair of Hose 
we sell are as represented, and we will give you the best possible satisfaction.

PEP
3As for the so-called "evils of the 

times," they are greatly exaggerated, 
and a girl is in no more danger now

the peppy bran food
than her mother was in her day.
|"There are many histories." says 
Talleyrand, "but only one human 
nature,” and that hasn't changed 

ifrom generation to generation.
I | There has always been the same 

old stock line of temptations. Each

GLOVES
Milady's Silk Gloves—Wrist length, in 
all the best shades of pongee, mode, sil­
ver. black, white, navy, cm- $1 00 
broidered points; all sizes, pair • 1.00 
16-Button Length Ladies’ Silk Gloves— 
Heaviest quality, double-tipped, in pon- 
gee, mastic, gray, navy, beaver and 
white; $2.50 value. $1 75
Per pair....................................... 01.43
Children s Chamoisette Gloves, in colors 
of sand and brown; all sizes. 50. 
Per pair............................................ 30C
Wrist Length Heavy Silk Gloves, double­
tipped and embroidered points; colors 
mode, pongee, gray, black and $1 25 
white. Per pair ........................01.40

HOSE
Dropstitch Fiber Silk Hose in all the 
wanted shades of black, navy. nude, sand, 
gray, brown, white and heather. 20. 
All sizes, first quality, per pair... JJL 
Fiber Silk Hose—Ladies’ first quality 
Fiber Silk Hose, plain style, in black, 
brown, grain, sand, cork, skyn, pearl

withdrew.
Blotson’s "Very good" always re- 

minded Jane of the royal assent to 
an act of parliament. It was doubt­
less a form, but how stately, nowA Favourite

Since 
1835

|age has dressed them up in different 
guises, but they have been the same 

|old allure of passion and drink and 
gambling. Not a new vice has been 

I invented. And always the weak and 
|wicked have fallen, and the strong 

and steadfast have stood upright 
|There has never been a woman from 
|Eve down who hasn't found the ser­
pent when she looked for it. nor one 

|who couldn’t have gotten away from 
the snake in the grass if she had 
wanted to and had run.

DOROTHY DIX.

dignified a form.:
When the chill superinduced by 

the presence of Blotson had yielded 
to a more natural temperature. Jane 
went on tiptoe across the hall and 
replaced the chair. It was a comfort 
to reflect that it had escaped Blot- 
son’s all-embracing eye. With a 
hasty glance she swung the panel 
inwards, slipped through, and closedBRAND gray. jack rabbit, flesh and 

white. All sizes, per pair. 59cIt again.2
She descended all the steps before 

she ventured to light her candle, and 
she was careful to put the spent 
match into her pocket. Renata s dress 
really did have a pocket, which, of 
course, made the dropping of the 
handkerchief quite inexcusable.

The passage was much less terrify­
ing when one had a light of ones 
own instead of the distant glimmer 
of somebody else’s and the horrid 
possibility of being left at any mo­
ment in total darkness, with the idea 
of one's whereabouts or of how to

Ladies’ Striped Pure Silk Hose, also 
Clocked Hose, in brown, black, atmos­
phere. silver, nude, medium. 69c
gray and white. Per pair............O3C 
Childrens Silk and Lisle Hose, in sand 
and black: all sizes. Extra special 69. 
value, per pair ................................VC

99• •

The silence having failed to supply 
her with an answer, she said vicious 
Iv. "You're a worse rabbit than Ren- 
ata." shut her eyes, held her breath

HYMAN HALL IS SCENE 
OF ST. PATRICK’S SOCIALSAUCE and jerked the switch down.

Through her closed lids came al 
red flash. She clung to the switch 
and waited. A drop of boiling wax II 
guttered down upon her left fore-1 
finger. She opened her eyes and sawI 
the steel gate, like a black tracery1 
against a lighted space beyond. W ith 
a quickly drawn breath of relief she 
pushed the steel gate, took one step 
forward, and then stood rigid, listen­
ing to the muffled yet insistent whir 
of an alarm bell. After one horrified 
moment she pulled the door towards 
her again. The sound ceased. Jane 
considered..

As a result of her consideration 
she turned out the electric light, 
opened the gate, slipped . through, 
and closed it again so quickly that 
the bell was hardly heard. She did 
not allow it to latch, and stooping, 
set a piece of broken brick to hold I 
it ajar. The candlelight seemed very 
inadequate, but she decided that she 
must make it do. and holding it well 
up in front of her. she came through 
a. brick arch into a long chamber 
with walls of stone.

Jane looked about her with ignor­
ant. widely opened eyes. She had 
never been in a laboratory, but she 
knew that this must be one. The 
printed page does not exist for noth- 
ing. The vague yellow light flicker- 
ed on strange cylindrical shapes and, 
was flung back by glass jars and odd 
twisted retorts. A great many ap­
pliances. for which she could find 110 
names, emerged from dense shadow) 
into the uncertain dusk.

"It’s like a mediaeval torture

-

Hyman hall was beautifully dec­
orated for Banghart’s old-time dance 
on Tuesday night. The event took 

I the form of a St. Patrick s social. Ihe 
Idancers filling the ball to overflowing. 
! The guests wore costumes connected 
|with the St. Patrick's season, which 

proved so excellent that the judges 
|had difficulty in awarding the prizes. 
|The results were as follows: Best 
ladies, Mrs. Mary Eberts and Miss 
|Beatrice Erskine; best man. Mellon 

Evan: best boy. George Patton: best 
girl, Violet Watson; best comic. 
I Joesph Patton.

THE ORIGINAL 
THICKSAUCE

FIRST QUALITY LADIES PURE THREAD SILK HOSE, fiber reinforced, the 
most marvellous bargain of the spring season, thrush, grain, cork. 70A 
skyn, sand, dark gray, pearl gray, log cabin, brown, black and h 2: 4 JC 
A regular $1.25 Hose. Per pair..................................................................

get out.n
Jane's spirits rose brightly. To 

dread a thing and then to find it easy 
provides one with a pleasant sense 
of difficulty overcome. In great 
cheerfulness of spirit Jane walked 
along until she came to the cross- 
passage on her right. She turned up 
it walked a few steps, holding her 
candle high, and there, a couple of 
yards from the entrance, lay the 
handkerchief rolled into a wet and 
very dirtv ball. She picked it up 
gingerly, and put it into her conven-

MILADY’S GAUNTLETS
Pleated Cuff Trimming, the season's 
newest in Silk Gauntlets, in mode, 
pongee, French gray and $2 25 
silver. All sizes, per pair 04.40
Fancy Pleated Cuff to milady's new 
silk gauntlets make an exceptional 
appeal, in Pongee and $1 75 
mode...................................01.60

MILADY’S HOSE
Ladies’ Pure Silk Hose (sub-stan- 
dard), black, strawberry, silver, jack
rabbit and nude. Wonderful 
value, per pair.....................

Vient pocket. , ,
"And I suppose I ought to go back 

at once, but what a waste, when 
everyone is safely out of the way. 
and I’ve got through the really hor­
rid part, which is opening that 
abominable spring.

Jane hesitated, weighing the duty 
of a swift return against the pleasure 
of exploring and perhaps getting 
ahead of Henry. The recollection that 
Henry had forbidden her to explore 
turned the scale—towards pleasure.

She had four inches of candle and 
a whole box of matches. She had 
at least two hours of liberty, and 
most important of all. she felt her­
self to be in a frame of mind which 
invited success. The question was 
where to begin.

KING STREET TEA.
The ladies of the cradle roll de­

partment of the King Street Presby- 
|tcrian church held a most successful 
! St. Patrick's musicale and tea Tues- 
I day afternoon in the basement of the| 
.church. The large room was attrac-| 
tively decorated in green and white 
and shamrocks, and a dainty buffet 
lunch was served from a table pret- 
tily arranged with daffodils, pots of 
shamrock and green candles In brass 
holders. Mrs. John Colbert and Mrs. 

i McIntosh poured out tea. During 
the afternoon a delightful program 

was given, including solos of much 
Imerit by Miss June Warren. Miss 
Elsie Forsythe. Mrs. Patterson, and 
Miss Perris; readings by Miss Ella1 
Moote. and a violin number by Mrs. 
Swayn. Miss Moore acted as accom­
panist.

C
Children's Golf Hose in dark shades, 
wonderful wearing 70.80. 
quality. Per pair.. • JC 0JC

1. 
GN ROSE

0€ The turned back scalloped cuff on the silk gauntlet lends $1 50 
charm to the spring styles, in mode and pongee........................01.00all

SPRING'S DAINTIEST CREATION
Kayser made Gauntlets, hand embroidered cuffs, best silk, 
mode, pongee, gray and silver, all sizes. $9 50
Per pair............................................................................04.00

chamber—only worse, colder—more 
calculating! It's a sort of torture 
chamber. I hate it. It gives me the

On the right hand side there was 
only this single passage. Jane did 
not feel attracted by it. She was 
almost sure that it must lead to the grues, said Jane.
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