OUT OF THE GOLDEN
PACK

BY IDA M. EVANS.

PART L

From that first night Stephen Bent-
lewin knew that Lettice Towne ha
wiped other women—except one—
from his mind. But even then he
feared that in the’end he would decide
against marying her. Had he been,
say, twenty-five years old, he would
doubtless have married her in passion
and in a rush. At twenty-five one
still believes in a Santa Claus with a
golden pack of futures for men and
women. 2

Lettice looked like a lovely gift for
some man. Sitting a little back from
the fireplace at the end of the Well-
man's expensive Lake Shore hﬂ“, in
& misty pale green chiffon dinner
gown whose extreme low cut was most
kind to her white neck and shoulders,
she exhibited that cared-for petal per-
fection which iz possessed in common
by hothouse roses and many womnen
of this modern masseuse and steam
heat day. ,

But Stephen Bentlewin was neither
gixteen nor twenty-six. He was thirty-
seven. He had men friends who were
husbands—surgeons, and internes,
and some not belonging to his own

rofession. And even Bickings, tight-
ipped and reticent, had once grunted
in an after-dinner semi-professional
conclave: “The sex isn't quinine. You
can't say thus, or thus or so and thus
will a man’s spirit react to a long or
a short dose of some woman.”

Korffer, whose eyes were a glitter-
ing back and whose hair was a
washed-out gray, was ironically ac-
quiescent. “Simulate him or stagnate
him——"

Bickings finished oracularly. “Man,
there's no way of telling beforehand!”

Stephen Bentlewin learned a little
about Lettice the next day from the
Bickings, who had known the Townes
since the four children had the mumps.
“Good family. Nice irl—Lettice.
Let’s see, she must be about twenty-
six.”

He changed the subject.
then he had begun relentles:
pare Lettice Towne with ano
man—the little, bent, scrawny, pur-
poseful one who had borne him. It
was unfair to Lettice Towne, perhaps.
Admitting this, he could not restrain
the comparison.

When he was nine years old, freckl-
ed, barelegged, and bramble scratched
most of the year, not overfed or over-
clothed any month of the year, he had

But even

taken his mother to be an ordinary,

parent.
Since then, as he had attained skill,

he had dissected Cora Bentlewin, tend-!

erly enough, analyzed her, given her
a “humanity complex,” a lonely soul
and a timid but purposeful nature.
She must have had all three, so he
guessed, or she would not have con-
tinued to live on, after his father's
death, in that sparsely settled, poverty
inhabited northern sandhill district,
and minister to its needs without any
expectation of proper recompense.
She and Stephen’s father had been
students at the same medical school.
Stephen never understood just why
the two settled in those northern sand-
hills, in a three-room shack with its
few wretched acres. Perhaps for his
father's health or because two poor

graduates cculd not afford to go far-|

ther or make a better break for a
practice.
His father had died five years later.

cause a wet rainy body did not put
itself into dry clothing until a gaunt,

d wet horse had been unharnessed, fed

and bedded in a shed barn.

Stephen was thirteen. For two years
or 80 he worked for his board with a
fairly decent family nearby. Later
he sold his few wretched acres and
house for a few hundred dollars and
got to Chicago, and, by pure triumph
of mind over matter, through “Rush
Medical.” |

He was a man who made friends.
He was not vain. Sometimes he sus-
pected that his surgical and drug skill
was half vicarious, not so much orig-
inal as parentally inspired. He looked |
at his long, lean, careful but not|
genius-tipped fingers and surmised|
that the two who bore him had given
him, for all their willingness, hut half |
a heritage. But he had a keen mindi
and a conscientious mind, and in time|
—by the time he was destined to meet |
Lettice Towne—he was earning around
twenty thousand dollars, he was on
the consulting staff of several hospi-’
tals, held for waiting patients a dt*sk1
and a long bench of the best dark|
renaissance walnut }

Although no one knew this—and he|
was careful to tell no one, deeming|
the matter his own private affair—his|
small, bent, wind-browned, rain-soak- |
ed mother often stood beside him at
that renaissance walmut desk, paused |
to look over the bench-ranged putia-n!s,’
often sat with him in his inner office
where men and women stripped their|
bodies and their souls for his diunv!
nosis, and once or twice she had pooh- |
poohed in his ear while with a con-|
frere he had discussed the inconven-|
ience of night calls.

She vaguely seemed
quizzical contrast to Lettice Towne
those first few months. His meetings
with Lettice were casual ones; edged
necessarily with infrequency into the
professional days of a busy and pre-|
occupied man. Once or twice they|
met on the street; otherwise at din-|
ners or evening gatherings mostly|
under the Wellman roof. He gave|
Dan and Maud Wellman due crdit for|
putting him and Lettice in each|
other’s way. Adroitly, so they thought.|

Friendships are made as well as|
born.

to afford a

His friendship with fat, rich|
Dan Wellman had begun twelve years
before, over a buginess and profe m-
al men's gathering. Maud, stout,|
overdressed, and overrouged for her|
age, had tried to marry Stephen off.
He had never been tempted by her|
bait—until Lettice appeared. |
Tempted—he eorrected himself. He|
was not tempted now. Dangerously,
that is. He laid the pros against lhw!
|cons. Besides love and money, the|
greatest modern argument for mar-|
riage is loneliness. He had his mo
ments of that of course. But an ab-|
sorbed and successful professiona
man is likely to realize personal lone-|
liness less than many people must|
| realize it. ‘
{ Furthermore, he had seen almost as|
much loneliness inside the marriage
pen as outside it. His work gave him
}almns’ merciless vantage for seeing.
| The interiors he saw—the acrid homes
he entered. And even in his own pro»l
fessional cirele—— !
There was Korffer of g!.lh-ringt
black eyes and washed-out gray hair,|
| whose consultation fees alone hn.ughl‘
{him in around fifteen thousand dollars

that he was in love. thm'by.OHWn'p.Sﬁlt

a curious involuntary

a few days later he accepted an ln-l
vitation to dine at the Wellman table
and afterward take in a play down-|

town.
(To be continued.)

The Fly in the Olntment.

Bridget, the maid, approached her |
mistress.

“Of would loike a week's holiday,'
Miss Eileen,” she sald. “Ol wants to
be married.” ;

Her mistress gave her a week's holi-
day, a white dress, a vell, and a cake.

At the end of the week Bridgel re-
turned.

“Oh, Miss Eileen,” she exclaimed,
“Of was the most lovely bride. Me |
dress was perfect, me veil lovely, andl
the cake splendid.” , ]

“Well, Bridget, this sounds dn\lixhl-'
ful,” said her mistress. “I hope you
have got a good husband.”

Bridget's tone changed to one
dignation.

“Now,
think?
up.”

of in- !

what d'ye
turned

Efleen,
spalpeen

Miss
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never

Sweater, Curtains
in Diamond Dyes

Bach package of “Diamond Dyes"
containe directions so simple any wo-
man e¢an dye or tint her old worn,
faded things new. Even if she has

| never dyed before, she can put a rich, | other kinds of kettles and mixing

fadeless color Into shabby skirts,
dresses, walsts, coats, stockings,
sweaters, coveriogs, draperies, ghang-
ings, everything! Buy Diamond Dyes
—no other kind—then perfect home
dyeing I8 guaranteed. Just teil your
druggist whether the material you
wish to dye I8 wool or silk, or whether

{it 1f linen, cotton, or mixed g0ods. fasten a piece of tape to each corner

Diamond Dyes never streak, spot,
f:nl‘, or run,

The Riding Mountain forest rezerve
contains what is believed to be the
largest herd of elk in Canada, esti-
mated at between three thousand and
four thousand head.

PR G,
Minard's Liniment for Coughs & Colds

An Apron From Left-Overs.

Turning a stray yard of chintz and|
a jagged length of organdie into a|
fichu apron is a good antidote for a|
blue Monday or a drizzly spring Wed-|
nesday. It gives that pronounced sut-!
isfaction—the same feeling you have|
when you roll out the bit of Irft»()\'er'
pie crust, pare a couple of sperklw!‘
apples, slice them, crumple up (hr!‘
crust, and pop two delicious turnovers
into the oven, registering the thought
that you have made something tasty
out of what might have been thrown
away.

The fichu apron is a recipe, too, that |
can be varied to suit the mgu-\lwn(s"
at hand.- Crisp blue chambray with/
a fichu of blue-dotted white swiss is a
possibility that comes to my mind.]
Checked gingham might be used with
a starched voile, batiste, or lawn fichu.
Or cut cross-barred dish-toweling for
a fichu, using the band that comes off
at the side for trimming on a white
lawn apron |

And if your sewing bag disgorges
an odd length of voile that's yellow
beyond using, put on the tint pot and
have a new blouse. It will take a
lovely light gray, which happens to be
decidedly smarter than white as an
accompaniment to a blue suit.

In fact, running over the new styles
makes me think of many more “tuck-!
aways.” A square of lace, for in-|
tance. It will make one of the ripply
berthas that all the girls are wearing
There are several ways of accomplish-
ing the feat. It can be edged with
narrow the
and left raw. Or scallop it and finish
it with an edging. For the neck open-
ing, just cut a circle in the centre. Of
course, you must tint the lace exactl)
to match the shade of the dress.

lace, o corners rounded

Paisley
far gone to

Perhaps you have a
shawl that's t
make a jacquette However, there
may enough that will hang
gether to paich out a delightful band

seey

one 00

be to-

Stephen's childhood was a series of & year, but whose medical desk was!ing for a white wool sport skirt, piec-

grim pictures.

An old, rattling buggy and a gaunt
horse and a little, bent woman going
forth, wind and rain, all seasons of the
year, to answer calls.

He could not recall that she ever
refused to go herself, no matter what
the hour of night, what the miles to
some “foreigner’s” kitchen bedroom
and shackful of numerous progeny.
Those she attended in their sick-
nesses——

Came ever a five-dollar bill, or even
a two-dollar, his mother’s way, and
gromptiy it posted to city wholesale

ouse for quinine, calomel, aconite,
podophyllin and chloroform. He re-
membered once asking her what she'd
like to have for Christmas. “Two
thousand grains of guinine, son,” she
said gloomily. “That swamp four
miles west of Nord's hill i

She died one spring—of a common
cold which went into bronchitis be-

wrists,

yod iron

[heapc«l g0 high each first of month|
Iwith modiste bills, millinery bills,|
masseuse bills, caterers’ bills, houﬂu-!
hold bills, that every end of month|
saw his bank account overdrawn and|
Korffer's nerves had an edge he per-|
mitted to few of his patients.

There was Bickings, general prac
titioner, with his full, immobile face|
and sarcasm. Mrs. Bickings weighed
two hundred and forty-two pounds
and was a leading and contributing
member of half a dozen charity boards, |
Stephen had heard that thirty years
before she and Bickings eloped be-
cause her parents considered her too
young to marry. Now Bickings apol-
ogized mechanically when he had kept
dinner waiting, even to perform a|
major operation, eyed small, dirty|
boys wistfully and wished he could
adopt one.

There was Caldson, who, when an|
interne, had given up a scholarship|
prize, two years in a foreign univer-|
sity, because Mrs. Caldson would not/|
go so far from her family for so long.|
Caldson was bald now and fat and|
not a very good allopathist. Never|
sure of his own judgment. Some in-|
nate fault in the man himself, of|
,course, Still -

There was old Dewey—who hid his
non-paying patients’ names in a
cret drawer of his desk. There
young Stillwell, who reddened when|
.slander suits were mentioned. There |
was Graisy, too, with his huge prac-
tice and huger fear that eventually
Mrs. Graisy would win her way and
he would consent to move to New|
York—and, at fifty-four, build again.
|  Extreme cases, Stephen admitted.
, Well—not so extreme, but garnered a|
i little prejudicially by himself. He!
thad no great fear that he himself |
would come to apologize for dinner!
!tardiness. But he said to himself that |
he could place Lettice Towne.

Jim Towne, her father, was a com-
monly met type—and not the worst
earth knows. He bragged about his!
business and his daughters. “Other!
people can stew over their offspring. |
I don’t have to. They take after their
mother in looks—and I didn’t marry |
Mrs. Jim Towne for the way
could cook. Bay, by the way, did y'
hear Metal Motors Accessories drop-
ped to six and three-fourths yester-'
day ?' Y'know, I don't often get eaught
on wrong side of the market—for
all my little fliers are only infrequent.
But this time—yep, it's down to
that——" '

He said to himself that he was not
in Tove with her and he had no inten-
tion of allowing himself to believe

i

ing your band at the centre
the sides.

When you rummaging around |
you may bring to light a dress length|
of blue chambray which you have been|
holding for a house dress, way back|
to the time when house dresses were
not gay calicos, chintz, and tempting |
peppermint green-checked gingham.|
My advice is to forget the house-dress |
idea right off. You have the start of |
a smart summer street dress if )'r,u;[
invest your spare time for a -‘nuplnl
of days in stitching a pattern on it
You can use a band design transfer |
paltern, stamping the band crosswise
of the goods and paiallel to give an!
all-over effect.
machine, place the
goods so it won't pucker, and use!
coarse sewing cotton. Then there are
slipper frills to use up your scraps of
silk. Some are just straight strips
of material, six inches wide, folded
through the lengthwise, and
gathered to form a hoop. The centre
is finished with a buckle. This forms
a “trim,” as the shops eall it, t
can be tacked to the front of
pump

front and
|

are

paper under the

centre,

at
a plain
|

|
We Like Gasoline Lamps.

Since we have installed
line vapor mantle lamps in our home
it is so very much more cheerful,!
bright, and agreeable that now we |
look forward to the arrival of evening
with its time for reading and fun. |

We had used the common coal-oil |
lamps, as so many farmers do, until!
we purchased our first gasoline vapor
mantle lamp. A year's use proved
this system for lighting our home 80!
satisfactory that we purchazed a sec-|
ond one.

This was the latest type lamp gen-
erated and lighted directly with a
couple of matches. It gives a power-
ful light of several hundred candle-'
power, costing us Snly a few cents an
evening to use. While its light is

two gaso-|

| bright; it is non-flickering, pure white,

and restful to the eyes. We fill the
lamps only once or twice a week.f
There are no wicks to trim, no chim-
neys to keep clean. They are perfect-'
ly safe. ‘

I wish every farm woman could see

our home as we now light it for night]

recreation.—R. L.

! to your individual charm?

| not

! shades.

In stitching on _\'uur;

The Little Vanities.

Everyone likes the woman with the
dainty trail of elusive fragrance—
something different that stirs the im-
agination. Fortunately for thin purs-
es it isn't a question of price or label.
This aroma of distinction may be
achieved by anyone who gives a little
thought in selecting her perfume.

Of course, you know certain colors
are becoming to you. But do you
know that a perfume may add equally
Colors and
perfume are much alike. Yellow may
look well on you. T leave
amber, chypre, and narcissus to the
dark-eyed languid girl. They belong
to the same personality as the yellow
Brown hair and blue eyes de-
mand one of those half-flower, half-
oriental odors. And for the woman
gray-haired and a trifle plump there's
a bottle of sweetness not too frivolous
yvet not at “old.” While a scent
as sweet and clean as orchard blos-
soms belongs to the young girl who
pretty pink and white

all

looks so in
gingham.

Well-kept nails are another little
vanity that adds one hundred per cent.
Professional manicurists give
a double polish. First a pink cream.
Then a high polish powder. A whisk
or two of the buffer, and you have a
polish that is lasting and water-proof
If time is valuable, plan your mani-
curing after you have had your hands
in water. Then the thor-
oughly softened and responds rapidly

Or you may use a new
that actually the
reduces manicuring to a

charm.

cuticle is

preparation melts
cuticle
minimum

Blackheads! Of course they're not
a vanity. But to my way of thinking,
getting rid of them is quite a.worth-
while indulgence Rub a | lard
on them. Let it stay for a few min-

Then wipe it off carefully and
the same place with a cake of
soap. Rinse this off with warm

water

and

utes
rub
wet

Ideas From Other Farm Women.
Try using a straight-handied sa
pan in which to mix waffle or pancake
batter or stir up a cake. It is much

MOTHER! MOVE
CHILD'S BOWELS

“California Fig Syrup” is
Child's Best Laxative

Hurry mother! Even a cross, sick

easler to manage than the ordinary
mixing bowl, especially if one’s hands
are small and one’s wrists not par-
ticularly strong. I find it easy to
tip the saucepan for beating and to
. pour or spoon the batter from it onto
the griddle or waffle iron. I have
| them in all sizes, and use them for
| nearly everything in preference to

| bowls.—L. A. H.

It is impossible to do the weekly
wash without getting one’s apron and
dress wet, and the damp spot so quick-
ly becomes soiled, and then is not
easily made clean again.

Why not make a bib-shaped apron
of oilcloth, bind the edges with tape,

for your teeth, also
penetrating the crevices |
and cleansing them. {

Then, too, it afde |

[ of the bib, to slip over the head, and
, attach a piece of tape to each side to
| tie in the back? Splash all ybu want
to, your clothing will keep dry behind
this prote€tor—~Mrs. C. W. 8.

Last year when we butchered I ran
all the fat through my food chopper.
It came out inJong white strings, and |

!instead of the usual amount of crack- |
lings, I had, in comparison, just a/
handful. Of course, I have no lard
press, and this gets me more lard than
I usually get, and the waste is al-
ready ground ready for the hens.
—Mrs. F. C.

When getting ready to :dress a
cHicken if the water is boiling hard in
the teakettle, it is too hot, and is apt
to cook the flesh, so that the skin will

}mmv- off and make the chicken hard
to clean, and also speil the looks of it,
I aiways put half or two-thirds of a

white and clear.

Use WRIGLEY'S after |
every meal-—-sce how |
|

|

much better you will
feel.

e |
| |
| " |

cup of cold water into the boiling

| water, and then it will be scalded just

right. When I am dressing the chicken

use warm water, as it cleans much
easier than to put it in cold water,
Some rub baking soda on the chicken,
as it has a tendency to clean easier.
After dressing the chicken I always
put it into cold water at once, and add
just a little =alt, as it helps to draw
out the blood and makes the flesh
Mrs. A. R.

—_—

Minard's Liniment for Corns and Warts

2
An INVINCIBLE
Treat

Everyone in the family will

enjoy the delicious desserts

made from McLAREN’S

INVINCIBLE Jelly Pow-

ders.

Sixteen Fruit Flavorings.
Easy to make
Ecomomical.

1 Package Serves Eight
People.

Ask for
McLAREN’S

Made by McLARENS LIMITED,

Hamilton and Winnipeg. 1

>

|
|

}

HelpY

To sho

cracked lips,
chilblains.
Makes your
skinsoft, white,
clear and smooth.
DRUCQCISTS SELL IT

BRICYT.. [

Brack Knienr:
S gVE POLISH |

Will-
not

l)UIH

W

| pellers

ou

Run the Ball

—bring home the bacon, collar the blue vase,

carry the message to

I'TTLE Raisins, full o
iron, will put the pi

that makes winning plays.

like it in your business, t
One hundred and for

Garcia, etc.

f energy and
ep into you
Use vim
00.

ty-five cal-

ories of energizing nutriment in every
little five-cent red box that you see.
Comes from fruit sugar in prac-
tically predigested form—levulose, the
scientists call it—so0 it goes to work

almost immediately.
iron also.

Try these little raisins
hungry, lazy, tired or fain
they pick you up and set
toes.

ittle Sun-Maids

child loves tie “fruity” taste of “Cali- !

fornia Fig Syrup” and it never fails to |
open the boweéls. A teaspoonful to-day |

may. prevent a sick child tomorrow.
If constipated, billous, feverish, fret-
ful,
gour; tongue coatéd, breath bad, re-
member a good cleansing of the little
bowe's is often all that Is necessary.
Ak your druggist for genuine “Cali-

foruia Fig Syrup” which has directtons !

for bables and children of all ages
printed on bottle. Mother! You must
eay “Californla” or you may get ah
imitation fig syrup.

has cold, colle, or if stomach fis '

Raisins

“ Between - Meal”

Rich in food-

when you're
t. See how
you on your

| chemicals

| thelr

VOLCANOES MADE
TO ORDER!

= )
All kinds of tricks and devices are’
used by film producers to make their
pictures realistic and thrilling.
Modern films sometimes need very
elaborate settings, such as volcanoes

| In eruption, rallway accidents, and so

on, and in meny cases it Is impossible
to ptotozraph the real thing. So the
producer has to find a substitute,
Suppci-e a voleano has to be fillmed.
A plle of sand a foot high is budit up,
and inside it are placed explosives and
fireworks. A few handfuls of various
are added, and then the
“mountain” is fired. Streams of mol-
ten lava, block clouds, lurid bames,
masses of rock falling from the sky—

; really handfuls of pebbles thrown from

a distance—are seen by the audience,
and to anyone but an expert it is im-
possible to tell the difference between
the substitute and a real volcano.
Destroying Two Towns,

It s a simple matter to build a toy
town and show. it being destroyed by
the eruption. In cne picture tiny mo-
tor-cars were seen dashing about the
streets, while in the barbor equally
tiny ships wreckel and set on
fire. To give the impression of smoke,
several thicknesses of gauze MNe
placed the camera and the
“volecano.”

Railway “accidents”

the the old days real
trains were used, and even now, when
the expense is considered to be in
keeping with the effect, producers des-
troy thousands of dollars worth of en-
gines and carriages to obtain a start
ling picture. But a rule the acel
dents are skilful imitations.

Trains which are exaot models are
used, sometimes driven by electricity,
sometimes merely drawn by a string
w the of the accident,
trains with paper fronts are used, and
with the aid of a little oil a roaring fire
¢an be obtained in a moment.

Another thrilling sight sometimes
seen on the screen is that of a bursting
dam, with the

were

between

are often seen

on screen. In

as

result

wuter rushing down a
valley and destrc 1g everything in its
path. Here, again, expense and other
cousiderations forbid the use of a real
1 it ha ‘faked.”
, when magnified and thrown
reen, look like rocks, and
um will pass muster
Every detail is fol-
I'he model dam is
fixed to-
Levers are employed to
and the water rush-
es through with wonderful realism
“Faking” a Battle.

to be

s

e a small stx
for a huge river
lowed in
fractured
gether again
open these cracks

miniature

beforehand and

most extraordinary feat
producer was that of the man
who filmed the Battle of Jutland. It
was done so well that experts were un-
any difference between
Models were

Perhaps the
of any

able to detect
it and the genuine battle
made of every ship engaged Waves
obtained by the passage of
rent over the water, into
ich were dropped
sent falling shells. Tiny guns flashed,
and the ships moved about in the same
manner as they did in the real fight

The film has mauy other
tricks Some ouslyguarded
but others are more or less
common property Snowstorms, for
Instance, are made by dropping paper
tor ny scraps, and on the screen
cotton-wool looks very much like snow
Gales « be made by setting to work
a number of powerful aeroplane pro-
In fact, there is no feature of
Nature which cannot be reproduced by
the film director

were a
strong ai

stones to repre-

producer
are

b}

rets

n into ti

an

o ottt it a5
Not Working Overtime.

w was broken in
tumble-down
small domestic
particu-
in and

Eve
Mr. Jones'
Consequently,

ry cellar wind

old house
all
animals in the neighborhood
larly the dogs and cats—ran
out a§ will

SoMetimes there was quite a gather-
ing in the ceHlar, and when a pet was
missing, it was the regular thing to go
to “Uncle Bill's door with, “Have yon
seen my cat?”

One evening a nearby family missed
tortoiseshell” at bedtime, and
concluding that she had joined the
happy throng at Uncle Bill's, sent their
man over to ask him if ke would take
a lock and among the
number It of
similar
» Bill was not

e

see if she was
been a doy
at all events,

in his usual good

may have

many demands;
tin
temper

Your cat may be there, may
ot be there,” he said, “but I ain't a
goin’ to light up no lamp an’ go down
n that cellar this time o' night sortin'
for nobody

or she

cut cats
Who Lives Longest?

Talking with a big insurance man
the other day, I asked him in what oc
cupation he found the longest lived
nien

It to know that

may surprise you

| clergymen and farmers head the list,

bc Everywhere

Had Your

Iron Today?

| immigrants also die young.
| culcsis gets them

| faets.

American negroes are among the
ghortest lived of humans, while Irish
Tuber-
The Jews are per-
haps the hardiest of the various races.
There is food for thought- in these
G. M.

PR
Tim's Description,

An Irish rallway company has a re-
gular printed form on which to report
zny mishaps which occur to animals
cn its lines Recently a stray cow that
had wandered on to the lige was killed,
and Tim O'Toole, the traffic Inspector,
was asked to send in a report.

In answer to the question: “Dispost
ticn of carcase,” b wrote: “Kind and
geatle.,”




