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i (On, don't you hope
. :

1 chopped me three small birches,

" Joy—have yonr share of it,

* Bhe

. My bair has -lost

Kawaba, Muskoka, July 21, 1913.
Déar Toronto~Onters:
1 am on a great big boat,
aw, 0o not sigh =o sadly,
you read this hurried note;
safe, unleso the boat is grounded
| and all aboard, are
e I wnded. 2,
e that this here

Wil have the scnse to stay afloat)

man who's sitting forninst my seat
els, I think, that he may teati' :
He has a straggly, long moustache),
%.enin; cgge and corn-beef hash,
jeft cold from breakfast. Oh, my
i heart, .0
gl

“He's started on a tart.
e, b other o' Mike!
did I sce the

a deaf old lady across the aisle
th his mouth full of jam and an
¥ amles e :
!i?s!who feed on a boat should be
spped on or smothered in their in-
fap-ceal), " : - ’
PRRITTRE S\ St G S e Tuesday.
‘put.up a tent this morning,
. Assisted by ¢ight of ‘ten, .
Of ‘the ' superstupldest uniphtigal-
£ % lootedest, % . - - o

And reared 'em up on high;
‘With several drunken lurches

They struck me in the eye!
I'sat me down in a study brown,

And asked myself the Why?

The rest of the job was, so to speak,
A nightmare of a kind—

Of a crack on the head and a day in
o, B
"A black eye nearly blind.

(I put up a tent this morning,

And Fate was most unkind!).

I put up a tent this morning,
Alone I done it, by heck! !
But I'vé lost my nerve; and catch on
to the curve
Of my dislocated neck!

Wednesday A. M.

It is a very happy thing to wallow

in the *drink”
And teach the children how to swim,
And save ’em when they sink.
Their parents say that I had orter
Be skun fer shovin’ ’em in the water.
I only do it for the fun—
I ain’t yet drowned a single one!

Raggs’ bathing suit, handsome and
gay .

Can be seen when you're quite far
away!

In fact, I've heard sum

Say that they've seen it frum

The extreme other side of the bay!

Wédnesday P. Mu~i|ig

A river sweet,
A maiden neat,
A boy.
Two little boats,
Each closer floats;
“Ahoy!”
An answered call,
A kiss—and all
Is joy!

One sturdy yank—
A boat on bank
Is shown.
Deserted quite!
Now, is this right?
Where flown
The other boat?
Ah! ’Tis afloat
Alone!

And in it, lad

And lass-—egad!—.
Oh never!

And as it goes,

She steers, he rows,
How clever!

She sings “T'll float

In your dear boat
Forever!” s

% Thursday -
Oh, you most fortunate

Bank boy at play!
Rashly . importunate,

Come thers what may!
Flirtatious, debonair,
Kiss a girl anywhere,
Brow or casino stair,

Bank boy at play!

Days seem long gone
To the bank boy at play,
When he must pawn
His ticker {0 pay
The price of a ticket
To take his best queen
To a moonlight excursion—
In days that were lean.

Now the young man
Has the whole blaoming lake
And a moon to himself
And a girl for whose sake
He would die ten times over,
Or breathe in her ear,
“My love, will you wait
For a thousand a year?”

Oh vou most fortunate
Bank boy at play,

Rashly importunate
While it’s today!

Back to the tear of it
Go; and the wear of it!

Then, while you may!

Friday a.m.
smacked me on the sunburn—
ouch! ; i s
that girl’'s an awful g’ouch! 7
1 thought I’'d etter shove her in
the water,
smacked me on
ouch!

My,
Cuz

She the sun-burn—

Arms are all 2 briiliant red.

Also the front part of my head—

(Once it was a face, now it's a
disgrace, )

Mortified tears I shed!)

Skin’s all peeling off my nose;

Swelled up e¢yes will hardly close;

its curi,

'mi a remnant of a girl

Unrecognizable to friends and foes!

Made the sand my downy,K couch,
Along then came that girl, who's such
a grouch,
I was dozing with a boek and I thought
that ' 1 was took—
When she smacked me on the sunburp

Just as I reached my goal—the fly—

»| next spring.

The Tale of a Dying Fish,

I cauglit a pike today—sure Mike! a
pike— !

A te _mt;uml two—I'm telling you a

act. 5

‘He dumped me out of my canoe—a

hike

He made!—I wasn't afrald!—I act-

oh my'!—

The pke and 1

my eye!—

It was an awful fight—He had to die

Fate had ordained. it so, ye see,

And fate had given the murd'rous'deed

to me!

And so we fought—he thrust and par-
ried with his fin!—

And I—1 stuck my hatpin idto him!—

My gore and hig'n dyed all the lake

with red,

I thought that

A dic dead. X

And finally he-fixed me with his eye,

And cried, “Oh human thing, 'm un-

prepared io die! -

“Alas, I s'Wa.!lcm’cd six young fish to-

ay! :

“He that has slew, Fate soon, alas,

; will slay.

“Thou'rt but the instrument of a Just
Fate. ;

“Think of that when I'm sizzling on

your plate,

'fAnd. as you choke upon an unseen

. ~bone, ¢
“Think, ‘It is well to have dark deeds
alone’.”
And saying so, he died. To land
I swum. i
‘I weighed™ him-—-tipped the scales af
twenty-oue.
And as T scaled, and sliced him up the
middle,
heard a small voice,
from the griddle!”
I almost quite relented—then ‘I maw
A §ight that filled my heart (and
tum) with awe! X
For there, witiiin (he monstrous prike’s
‘inside, .
Looking as “natural” as before they
died.
Were those six fish—'"tween cruel jaws
we grouund ’em—
All but the bones—'bout five pounds
- ‘each, we found ’em!

qong grappled-—oh,

never would that fish

“Save me

My n;iends, there is a moral to this

ale, :
Of dying fish
In telling fishy

one

Not stretch the tale a bit dnd tell a
good one?

helike unto a whale:
narratives-—oh should

I caught a fish today—folks sd »
That fishermen c;n't be s
Veracious—ecan’t, with gay
And happy pride, say—“Gee!”
“What do vou think?—
we A fishing in the drink,
1 caught a two-ounce perch today!
4 ¢ ¢ It got away!
‘Sure thing-J caught a ﬂgsh!" i

I Heéar It Calling Me!
When I am sad within—bereft inside—
When al] ambition in my. sou] has died,
ave that I may with :eager. ear
Catch sweetest melody the soul may
hear. ; i
I hear it calling me.
And then, when happy heart with joy
cries loud,
No longer is iy weary head so sadly
bowed;
{ cry, “Oh, music. sweet unto my ear,
Sound onee again that, gladsome, I
may. hear”’;
I.hea: it calling me!
Oh, melody for which my being cried,
I hear your echo in my own.inside;
A joy- possessein me too deep to tell—
Oh. most melodicus message of the
dinner Yell!
I hear you calling me!
Farewell!
Yours hastily,
Raggs.

i

Now is the time to look around and
see what shrubs need pruning. From
where I am working, I look out of my
south window and notice several li-
lacs whose new shoots, long, thin and
tapering, are waving high above the
tops of the bushes,

Keep these tops well rounded down.
It is surprising how much may be cut
away without damaging the bushes.
these ‘thin branches will bear blossoms
next spring.

Be sure to cut off all the seed pods.
These are not necessary to the tree.
Lilac seed pods are mot wuseful mor
ornamental, but only give a ragged,
Remember the more severely ithis
pruning is done the more fresh, pale-
yvellowish green shoots. KEach one of
untidy appearance to the bush. There-
fore, shear them .off.

Cut off all shoots issuing from the
lower stems. Work with the idea of
making vour lilacs well rounded com-
pact shrubs,

Keep down -all -.suckers.
the old-fashioned varieties are dire,
sucker-breeders. They cause ‘con-
stant trouble because they must be
kept down continually.

If suckers are allowed to come up
during DPlooming time, bloom cannot
possibly be 5o luxuriant. These suck-
ers take the very bDest of the life sap
from the flowers.

The golden Dbell shrub needs prun-
ing mow. if not attended@ to before.
New shoots are springing up from the
base of the root. Do not remove these.
These are not suckers, as in the case
of the lilacs. On the contrary, these
will produce hundreds of yellow bells
But cut away all wood
that is more than two seasons old.
That is. of course. in reason.

Prune the weigelia now. Keep these
bushes well within the shrub limit.
That is. do not allow them to reach

Many of

Ed hastily—I swum along the pole, |

e
B

7854 Girl's Tucked Dress,
S~ 10 to 14 years.
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M soibevervehs bVecensnbspins

Address

BY MAY MANTON

A DAINTY LITTLE FROCK.

e e

& i1e 11 e dress by the
DrsiGN 3Y May ManTON.

ggs’ Weekly Letter | D2ily Fashion Talks

OTHING.
makes * @& |
daintier frock

than white voile
lace trimmed. This ¢
one is very charm-
ing. The insertion
of Irish lace gives
a bolero effect on
the . blouse and
forms pretty curves
on the skirt vet it
-is 2ll very simple
.- for the tucks and

trimming are‘ laid -
on indicated lines,
In the back view,
the frock is shown
- with.high neck and

Jong. sleeves. It .
can be made in that
way if liked but,
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PATTERN SERVICE[
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sty CHAPTER XXXI.
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Gordon Kebly was ay/ihe bridge a iul
RO CRBUC. Raadds St i UG ke BAME o
v Rad L L PO G e COTRPEI I OO0 TP G PRU R (9%
MM AN danatadCLL Eak ik mAmas sl Aiisat DNaasl®
MR aliccas il Wes o JRaay sl b
sl Vs GuL g, addu Blocs Wyieg W Kl
tuillg ulvulad vl Luuse uc aau, sa D8 it
PatiCleok, ywillpeu duw oy aldwiaobad and
VARG W Liiv duvclidig paavw,

LC LuanUles e, v Wwed S¢cined ages
10 N, LU wuo @ dualy Meud i wne
Yulll, JUS. Deiule . reacutd  bae brioge,
Ml LA AITECLIVEE MasmiliU Lok, wUlile, wold
e Bad W Wusl W, e toi' Pguder Lt
a8 €Yo W aelect vhe appirofichh Ui o Ve-
nicle. Ao laSl ne hediu o sound Lisai Ne
Aoew wWas maae bY tue litge fuaaboul.

When the car came in EigBL e wae
slanding on wne br.dge. Mlgred saw ium
add reas i @ haoa aTom e wiwel Sue
waved a pay.salute. uuraon iifted his
cap 10 unswermg greeuug, but ue had

iaved the crowad alid the turmiust and the

opposing pitcher in the crisis of what last
Bame 1.a AUanta with less trepidauvn
wnan he facea iné oncoming automobile.

Mildred stopped tae runavout cilose 1O

for summer, the
low neck and short
sleeves are charm-
ing.  Chiffon is
pretty made in this
way for dancing
parties and . occa-
sions of the kind. |
Colered  voile  is |
etty with white
nding.  batiste
and lawn are dainty
treated in the same
way and a great
many . girls |are
wearing * crépe de
. chine _with lace
trimming. The
blouse is a per-
fectly .simple one
_ with sleeves that
are sewed to the
armholes where
.there ‘is a slight
- fullness and- the
. skirt is perfectly
. straight.

For the 12 year
-+ gizey the' dress will
r 'S \yards of
'+ «material 27,” 334
“ryards 36, 23 yards
44, with 16 yards
- of insertion, 4 yards
of pointed edging
:{~and 2 yards of nar-
| row ing ¥ - .8

r.. The May Man-
ton pattern of the
dress ‘7854 is cut in
sizes for girls from
10 'to 14 years of
age. It will be
mailed to any ad- =

ash-
ion Department of , .
this paper, on re-

L:?ipi of 15 cents. |
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Six days should be allowed for the delivery of the patterns
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" DOMESTIC SCIENCE LECTURER.

‘ ‘I THOUGHT you

her to do.

how I manage?’”’

housekeeper and buy economically.
know the market folks.
have all the foods in season of the best quality.
hy going. :

Saturday.
is in full swing until ten o’clock at night.

only the bag neatly wrapped in a small parcel.
and have first cho.ce of everything. .
save money Jr (o secure rirst class food.

things right.
thera again.

on their way home.

when I was a girl.
for it is the costliest article of food at present.”

“Indeed I do,” replied the older woman.
I do differently. '
she smiled gaily at Edith.

thru the erowds for her.

purse and do the bargaining.

‘‘Some farmers have their truck farms on this side of the city.
to remember where those I buy from live; then, when I want potatoas or
heavy vegetables, I buy them of these people, who bring them out fc1 e

I wait until evening and take Mr. Hart with me.”
“I.think that would be fine,” said Edith, Lhink-
ing of her husband’s broad shoulders and how easily he would make a way

Marketing Series—No. 4.

did right well with your marketing for the first tinte.”
Mrs. Hart said again after Edith had told her that she had used the
last bit of steak and the final flake of fish as her neighbor had told

“Our town,” the older housekeeper continued, “is noted for its fine
markets, and all good housekeepers take advantage of them. Still it takes
practical experience to know what to buy. Would you like me to tell you

“I wish you would,” exclaimed the June bride, ‘I want to be a good
If I feel I am getting my money’s
worth I won’t mind dragging home a heavy basket.”

“Bless you, child, you don’t have to do that,” said Mrs. Hart, “if you
I go to market twice each week and manage so 1

“I know, by actual counting up, and writing down, that I save money

‘““We have pullic market three days a week—Tuesday, Thursday and
It lasts from early morning until noon, except Saturday, wheu i.

“I find twice each week—Tuesday and Saturday—the best times to go.
“On Tuesday morning I take a shopping bag and basket, sometimes

I try, in nice weather, to

reach the market 1y a quarter to eight; then I miss the crowds on the car

“You must consider, Edith, what you go to market for; whether to
With me it is for both feasons.

“l make friend: with the market people and they try to pleasa me.
When :nistakes are made I go back and give them opportunity to make
Usually they do it gladly; if they do mot, I never trade with

1tvy

“I get butter and eggs at the stand where my mother used to buy :iem
It is with meat that I look most earnestly for bargains,

“Then,” said Edith, “you never buy provisions over the telephone?”
“On rainy days and when sp2cial
sales are advertised I depend altogether on the telephone.

“Now I have told you how I market on Tuesday morning.

Saturday
And

“Yes,” laughed Mrs. Hart, ““we make quite a study in domestic amity.
Tom holds the market basket and stands around while I hold the family

“How would you like to go to the matinee with me Saturday aftirnoon:
then we could meet the men folks and all go to market together, after we
have a litile dinner somewhere down town?’’ she continued, seciug how the
question of marketing interc<ited her young neighbor.

«we’ll go, if yeu'll have us, and think it a great lark,” declared Kdith

in this case.

ing time. . s
Seed pods from the weigelia are noti ber.

more than six feet in height. See that

~—ouch!

suckers are kept away from the TOOkS,

needed nor are they at all ornamental. August
If you haye any desire 1o change the great

Gut away any ragged| location of this bush, which does hedt
flower stems icft ever from Dlossom-| in a semi-shady spot, the transplan:-
ing will be best undertaken in Septem-
Never transplant a

shrub  in
he risk of drought is too

/

Gordon’s car, switched off the magneto,
put the lever in neutral and appued the
emergency- brake with business-itke pre-
cision.  ‘rhen, turning her heaa toward
the young man, she iavored him with a
beaming smile and said :

“Here 1 am on time, Mr. Gorden Kelly.”

“Mr. Kelly Againl”

At these words a lovk of dejection
came into Gordon’'s face. ’

“Mr. Kelly again! I suppose as long
as you call me Mr: Kelly | will have to
call you Miss Deery, and 1 am dying to
call you——-"" i . :

“Mf. Bud, then, if you like that name
better,” saild Mildred, with a little toss
of her head. i ;i i

Gordon smiled and held out his hand.
She placed her fingers in it and jumped
lightly to the ground. S

‘“That certainly has a more famiMar
sound, but I would much prefer to have
you call me Gordon,” he said.’

- Mildred faced him squarely. .

“But 1 want to know about this Mr.
Bud and this Mr. Gordon Kelly business.
‘Why is there such a mystery over it7?"

"’i‘:here‘a no mystery that cannot be

very easily lohéd." replied Gordon. “Let
us walk over to that big oak, wherc it is

&hout :it.”

by =side until they sfood benecath the
spreading branches of the huge tree.

don indicated a. place where they might
frest, ‘Jgat Mildred' shook her head.

S‘Betore we get too comfortable 1 want
to know about Mr, Bud, or Mr. Keclly, or
whatever his name 'is,”” she said.

“That is the gimplest thing in the
world,” be replied. ‘Bud is a nickname
my father gave me. My mother also
Rrew into the habit of calling me Bud.
The people around the place never heard
me called by any other name, and natur-
a.lly‘_the.\' addressed me as Mr, Bud’’

o ‘et her eves fall to the ground
and vegan toying with the leaves with
the toe of her shoe. ;

I can readily understand that.,” she
said, “but what I cannot understand {s
that no one in your home knows who
Gordon Kelly {8, When Elmer called vour
house on the telephone the other.day your
colored boy, Steve, sald there was no Mr.
Gordon- Kelly there, no Mr, Kelly and no
Mr. Gordon there. And when [ calicd
»ou this morning the person who an-
swered the telephone said . the w=ame
thing.”

““That, too, is easily explained,” de-
clared Gordon, His face became very
serious. ‘I ‘meant to have told vou, It
has been on my mind ever since we mect
under the- over there. I—I—I will
tell you now.” ‘ ol

But he hesitated. Mildred brought her
eves to bear on his. He was looking off
in the distance,

“Well,” she said,-quietly.

Gordon stooped and picked a twig from
the ground. He broke it in small pieccs
and tossed them one by one into tne
rippling brook. -8till he did not answer
Mildred, who had not taken her eves off
his face, caw the blood suddenly paint it
crimson, and she- felt herself tremhling
sligh#ly. Gordon turned his face ‘towprd
hers and their eyes met.

They're Engaged.

‘“Mlldred,” he said, and his volce was
hoarse and passionate, “God knows there
is nothing to conceal, and I want tell
you all about myself and my ljte, But
there Is- something I want to tell you
first. I must tell it to you first. It is
that 1 love you, Mildred. Oh, how I
love youl That is all 1 can &ay now;
say it over and over again. From the
“very first day, Mildred. From the very
instant you put your hand in mine and
the rain beat down on us. How /I love

you! Will you take me, Mildred?’ His

ool and -h‘dy and 1 will ‘tell you all}’
‘Y'ney walked siowly and silently side ['rai

At
tneir feet 1lowed the purling brook, Gor- |

- -

blue-gray eves wére humid now, and he,
too, was trembling,

' Her eyes .had never left his. A flood
of cmotion was rushing thru her.” She
sed her arms and Gordon crushed her
A0 his heart. - i

“You know it, Gordon,” she murmured,

Their Ups met and then her head nestl-
ed against his breast and she sighed con-
tentedly, - The merry brook raced on, the
sun shone kind, a lazy breeze played wilh
a stray wisp of her bair. She feit a
strange peacefulness creep over her as
sho rested in his arms.

‘“Honeybunch,” Gordon said at last, ‘T
am the—"'

“Heneybunch,.’” she repeated,raising her
head. “Oh, Gordon, what a sweet name
vou have -for' me, "Where did you find
ito ;

My mother called me that when I was a
little boy. My mother, Mildred, was the
sweetest woman, next to yvou, that ever
breathed,” - i :

‘““[®he must have been, dear heart. And
you will tell me all about her when the
time comes.” 2 :

Mildred gently released herself from'
Gordon's embrace and sat down on the
ground. He thraw himself by her side
a3 close as he could get, reclining on his
clbow. She gently stroked his hair.

_ * What the Tease Said

“Do you know what that little tease,
Elmer, said to me when I left him to-
day?"” she asked.

“I never could guess,’”’ he replied, look-
ing up in her eyes.

‘“He gaid'-——Mildred leangd over and
whispered the rest, blushing furiously.

“NHldred, you are certainly the sweet-
est girl in the world to tell me that.
Why, the little beggar is quicker tham

am.”

: : b Ae

~ ““He has been with m®& more than you
have, dear. He i3 a bright-lad. In this
case I think he was quicker than I was
myself.”

And so the talk of these two happy
voung people went on and on. The shad- .
ows lengthened and the sun sank behind
the hills hefore they realized it.

- “Oh,"I must be going, Gordon: they'il
‘thing I'm lost or that something has
happened ‘to me.” exclalmed M
springing to her feet.

“Something has happened to yom,
honeybunch, and something has happen-
ed to me t]g make me the happiest man
in the world.” :

“You are right, Gordon, something hl.!
happened and I am very, very ha 5
] ‘Tgey were walking toward the b
when Mildred stopped suddenly.

“Onh, Gordon, I want you to take me
home in your car. I want to ride right
next to you on the front =eat. But if
we do that what will become of the run-
about?" ; il

(To Be Continued.)
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“"Chew it after
every meal

»

A

delicious nibble
is beneficial —

|if you're enjoying s

It refreshes you iﬁstahtly, gives you a
healthy appetite, helps digest indigest-

Brightened teeth and purified
breath are benefits “thrown in” with
this delicious pastime. e

Aren’t these pleasant results—good pay?
\Get it while you think of it.
Take it home today.

BUY IT BY THE BOX

Made in Canada

Wm. Wrigley Jr. Co., Lid.

7 Scott St., Toronto
B. D’Emo, Adv. whicage




