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Wanted- shrewd capable men to
! DEVOTE ALL, OR PART OFTHEIRTWE 
! TO A SECRET YJORK FOR THE GOV­
ERN MENT WITHOUT COMPENSATION."
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Valuable Sugegstions 
for the Handy Home­
maker — Order any 
Pattern Through The 
Courier! State site.

Courier Daily 

Pattern Service
The Sealed 
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SIOV£S,MHCES 
AND FURNACES

THE GAliDEN OF fflSs SkV.
One day last summer Linda tied 

on her little blue bonnet and with 
Jr ne, her old rag doll, in her arms, 
went out into the meadow.

“Oh, you beautiful daisies! Where 
did you cone from?" cried Linda, 
and she gathered her arms full of 
the beautiful white blossoms and sat 
down to make a Chain.)

A tiny laugh sounded at her feet 
and Linda saw a dear little Blossom 
Fairy smiling at her from a daisy 
cup.

LADIES’ BLOUSE.I By RULBERT FOOTNER By Anabel Worthington.I The leaders for itlore than 
50 years, and are the leaders 
to-day. Why experiment when 
buying. Let us show you the 
largest, finest display of Stoves 
and Ranges to be found any­
where in Canada. Upon our 
floors are (70) seventy Happy 
Thought Ranges, Radiant Home 
Heaters and many other lines 
of high-class cooks and heaters.
Prices the lowest, quality con- =j= 
sidered. We still have a few of sa| 
those $27.50 steel ranges, they iŒ 
are excellent value arid are SB 
guaranteed. ..... 1=1

~V, The trend of fashion in waists is towaro
the peplum blouse just at present, and 

\ No. 8385 is one of the simplest kind of
I 'll 1 designs that can be found. It is slashed

wml \ at the front and is put on over the head, 
fl 114VV i '^'*le ride seams of the bionse are also 
iLjJnWl slashed as far as the waistline, giving an 

opportunity to repeat the trimming note. 
.0*05 A broad collar which extends to the edge 
0 of the shoulders is square in front ana

rounded at the back. The front and back 
of the waist are gathered to shoulder 
straps, giving a soft effect which is most 
becoming to the majority of women. The 
blouse is held in at the waistline by a 
broad elastic run through a casing. The 
small front view shows how the peplum 
may be cut off at the waistline so that 
a plain slip-on waist is the result.

The blouse pattern No. 83S5 is cut in 
sizes 36 to 42 inches bust measure. The 
36 inch size requires 2% yards 36 inch 

'material with 3% cards banding.
cent*0 thls pattern send 1?
cents to The Courier,

Any two patterns for 25

Author of “Jack Chanty" j (Copyright' /3
rJJ™™ Wednesday’s Daily) in the water. Him look and all the 

., Caesar spoke up from his side 0! water is muddy, and him not see this 
the «re “Him say him tell story thing with long hornsany mo^ lad 
now, said St. Jean Bateese. And he hear thunders roaring 
the boy went on with fire in his e/e After that they say Spider travel 
and shrewd gesticulation intimated like anybody else. Ahmek renrém- 
from his mater, St. Jean translated hers only this far.”
S0Z-»?CeoZ Ra!r>h' . The group around the fire broke

Little Spider happened to be up without Ralph’s having had 
traveling along alone in a certain chance to get into communication 
place, they say. He go alone through with Nahnya. She baffled every at- 
the forest eating. Him come to a tempt he made. When he saw her 
river and stand on the edge. Him leading her mother into the teepee 
want to go across very bad, but his heart went down like a stone" 
there is no way thinking he would not see her again

“They say Spider say: “Here 1 until morning, 
stand all tarn thinking, Oh! how I “Nahnya!” h'3 cried 
want sit on the other side!’ Then going to speak to me’ 
something big come swimming up 4sed ! ” 
against the current. But only his 
long horns are showing. Spider say 
again: ‘Here I set all tam thinking,
Oh! how I want to sit on the other 
side!’

i
“Don’t you know where we come 

from?” asked Blossom Fairy, and 
Linda shook her head. “Then we 11 
have to show you,” laughed Blos­
som Fairy. Out of every daisy cup 
there popped a Blossom Fairy, until 
tfie whole meadow seemed a sea of 
tiny faces and they sang:
Weave 11s a chain of daisies white 

And away through the air we ll

• a

Afly, rii ■Into a land where daisies bright
Bloom in the garden of the" sky!
Linda laughed and, twining the 

daisy chain round her waist, she was 
gently lifted into the air by the 
Blossom Fairies and sailed up into 
the clouds.

Tiny Elfin artists with palletles 
and brushes were busily tinting the 
clouds the colors of the rainbow. 
Linda had often wondered how the 
clouds found their wonderful hues, 
and She was glad she had learned. 
Fat ahead a tiny star peeped at 
them from over the hills, and out 
from behind the darkest tilotid there 
floated a silver boat bearing a beau­
tiful lady. Linda "was told this'was , 
the Lady of the Moon, 
drew near and Lady Moon invited 
Linda to take a sail.

HIBOU & ME“Aren’t you 
You prom- 5

She turned with her incrutable 
face. “I am coming back,” she said. 
“Wait for me.” She paused for an 
instant and added: 
stay up, too. We three will talk.”

Ralph angrily bit his lip. So it 
appeared she was still bent on keep­
ing him at arm’s length.

He wanted no third at their talk.

4 ..T-111 Ofii j / .... "5
Hardware and Store Merchants, Reefers, Etc. U“St. Jean, you Brantford.

cents.”“Then the beast with long hours, 
him stop there and say to him: ‘Ho: 
friend! I will take you across this 
water, but you mus’ do something 
lor me.’

“Spider say: “Come, my young 
brother, I all tam do what you tell 
me.’

the boys and the girls
8*-6bu. I .«* .t M„ h. ,„„t^!it=b,f5l4‘1U1,terd tle

me, and at night when all are asleep “There is a white man in the 
I go out of the dormitory as soft as I'French outfit store, and he is kind In 
a lynx, and he is wait for me in the me. He give me things for myself out 
/vegetable garden. We talk together. | of the store, and I think he is a good 
He is like my brother. He tell me man. I tell Mm I want to go oub­
lie is going to run away from that)side so bad, and he say he will take 
school and go outside. I feel bad. I me when he goes in the summer 
want to go, too.

“When I come back In the house 
a nun wake up and catch nre. They 
make awful trouble. They say I bad 
girl. They lock me up and give me 
onlv bread and water.

“I am mad because they call me

speak to-

CH.APTER IX.
Nahnya’s Story.

St. Jean Bateese, Nahnya, and 
Ralph sat by the fire. The fiâmes 
threw strong, changeable lights up 
into the three unlike faces ; the first 
ashy "brown, the second ruddy 
brown, and the third ruddy white.
The fire held each pair of eyes stead­
ily; it. was too disconcerting to look 
at each other.

Nahnya, in the middle, sat on her 
heels, with her head a little lowered 
and her hands clasped loosely in her (Bad and look sour at me. Because I 
lap. Ralph was reminded, with a think before that they did love me. 
little pain at his heart, of a picture I know I am not bad, but I will not 
of Mary Magdalen that he had seen. Bay anything. They say I am hard-

Throughout the telling of her long IBned. I am not hard. I am soft. All 
story she scarcely ever changed her the time when I am alone I cry. But 
position. . I will not let them see me cry.

“.Long time I am locked up. It is 
near spring when I am let out. The 
boy is gone from the school. I am 
changed. I hate that school now. I 
want to run away.

1 “I act very good now, so I get a 
chance to run away. The nuns say 
I am reformed, and they smile again. 
They not know what is inside me. 
By and by they begin to let me go 
out by myself. Because I am one 1 f |

The boat
“So he say to him: T all tam swim 

in the water with my head not out. 
So you mus’ sit and watch for me.’ 
Then I will double up and go back to 
deep water.’

“Then Spider say: 
young brother, what will I do when 
you double up and go back to deep 
dater?’

New Methodist 
Hymnals

“I’m going to take a look at my 
“I am so glad I near crazy. I not star blossoms,” said Lady Moon, and 

think any bad, because he is an old Linda stion saw a beautiful garden 
man with gray hair, and he say he filled with star daisies, 
will take me to see his daughters Drifting along, they gathered the 
that he- got outside. Me, I am not lovely silver blossoms until the sil- 
yet sixteen years old. ver boat could hold no more. Lady

“So when the ice go out of the Moon steered over the meadow, and 
lake and they say the first York boat with a merry laugh the Blossom 
will leave Grier’s Point soon as it is Fairies tipped the silver boat, and 
light next morning, he tell me, and the Star daisies fell to the meadow 
in the night I get out of my bed. below. They nodded and smiled as 
There is a nun sleeping beside the Linda tumbled down beside them, 
door, but I crawl under all the beds Linda opened- her eyes, 
like a weasel and I get out.

“All the "way I run to Grier's 
Point. It is five miles. Soon It is 
day, and they push off the boat. I 
am so excite, I am weh-ti-go, crazy.
But I am still.

“Soon I find I make a mistake.
That white man is no good. There 

many people going on the York 
boat, and with so many I am safe:

(Continued in Friday’s Issue.)
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“Long-Horn say: ‘When you tell 

me and I double up and go back to 
deep water.'

“Long-Horn say: ‘When you tell 
me and I double up and run away, 
you will fall beside the shore. When 
you say to me your grandfather is 
coming, that means the thunders 
roar.’

“So Spider was going along in the 
water, sitting on the horn. When he 
was going along in the water near 
the other shore black clouds came. 
So Spider say: ‘Wah, my young 
brother, your grandfather is com­
ing!’

The new Methodist Hymn Book is i 
now on sale in all sizes. Music editions ! 
are also ready.Sure

enough, the meadow was filled with 
beautiful "white daisies that looked 
jukt like tiny stars. Over the hills 
peeped the sun, casting his light 
over all like a golden smile, 
bird twittered in the tree nearby, 
and" Linda jumped up and hunted 
everyhere for the Blossom Fairies. 
Even Lady Mbon had dropped Out 
of sight.

>: "IThere was a long silence before 
anybody spoke. When it became op­
pressive St. Jean started to tell the 
story of the making of the world, 
but Nahnya silenced him.

“St. Jean,” she said, “I have been 
thinking much what to do. Now I 
know. Often the doctor was angry 
against me because I did not tell 
him all about us. Now I will tell 
him. I think he is a good man. I 
think he is not so greedy for gold as 
other white men. I think when I tell 
him all he will go -away- and forget 
what he has seen.”

It sounded like a death-warrant 
to Ralph.

We Supply Churches alt the Book 
RoomTrices

A
A

STEDMAN’S BÔÔKSTÔREare j
“Wah! Wah! Towasasuak ! All 

around the water is jump and roar 
and go white! And where Spider 
goes he not remember at all. Long 
tam he not remember nothing. By 
and by when him get his sense back 
he is lying half on the land and half

“Well, Jane, I guess the daisies 
must come from the Garden of the 
Sky and Lady Moon must be the 
gardener,” Linda whispered to her 
rag doll.

Gathering her arms full of daisies 
and twining the chain around her 
bonnet, Linda went home to tell 
mamma about her adventure in the 
skies in the wings of a happy dream,
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“Nahnya—” he began.
“Wait till I have told you,” sheIs| (Sr Win OtMRBONsaid. —She was’ silent for a space, look­

ing down at her hands end search­
ing, it would seem, for the right 
words to begin. She told her story 
in a low-pitOhed, toneless voice that, 
concealing all, suggested all.

When in certain parts of the story 
her voice threatened to shake ; she 
paused until she could control it. 
Nahnya had no fine English phrases; 
therein lay the ppwer of her talk; 
its bare crudeness went deeper than 
pathos.

J
WHY SOME MARRIED ME N ÉNVY BACHELORS.

love “things” so might work reasonably hard and 
have a decent amount of time to rest 
and play.
dog to keep ahead of the standard 
of living she imposes upon him. She 
pushes him into buying a house 

“which is -a constant struggle to keep 
up. A bargain yes, hut one of those 
bargains that ride you the rest of 
your life. Then, his daughter must 
go to private school though the pub­
lic schools in their town are excel­
lent; and of course they must have 
an auto and she couldn’t think of 
riding in a flivver. Her latest is to 
persuade hint to let himself be put 
up for a club that is hopelessly be- 

to discussing yond their means. The initiation fee 
alone is over a hundred dollars. And 
that of course is only the beginning. 
Yet the last time I saw that man I, 
to whom he is nothing but an bid 
friend, was touched to the heart by

“Do stop
working so hard,” I said. “I can't,” 
was all he would answer, (He does 
not talk about the reasons,

The came to me from another source.) 
He Never Gets a Chance to Really 

Live
Just think, that man never gets a 

chance to really live and probably 
don’t till he dies. (Am I not a good 
Hibernian?)

The woman is an excellent mother 
and a most efficient housewife. Sh,e 
would be astonished to be called 
brutally self-centered. But I think 
she is—and every other woman like 
her who denies her husband the 
chance to live just for the sake of a 
few more things.

And, mind you, this doesn't mean 
only middle class or rich women 
either, it means every woman.

Rippling Rhymes4%
How can women 

much more than their husbands that 
they will lash their husbands on as 
a heartless man lashes on his tired 
horse, just for the sake of things?

Of course if a woman doesn’t love 
husband that’s another situa- 

But thousands of

SUTHERLAND’S iAs it is he works like a
; /mm HAIG.

We hear a lot of other men 
who’ve done artistic fighting, but 
Haig, who’s won, again, again, is 
unknown at this writing. He doesn’t 
hand out Haigish news to eager­
eyed reporters, nor yet submit to 
interviews which might be called 
rip-snorters. He doesn’t hunt the 
“feature” gent, or leave his post for­
saken to face a kodak In a tent and 
have his picture taken. I know not 
if he’s short or tall, I've never seen 
his photo; hut whether he is large 
or small, he’s getting William’s 
goat, oh! Some colonels view the 
hall of fame arid think it El Dorado, 
hut he who plays the mighty game 
Is always in the shadow. I know 
not how he wears his heard, or who 
may be his tailor, hut more arid 
more his strokes-.are feared, and 
Wilhelm’s growing paler. I’ve seen 
no pictures of his Wife, or of Ills 
Bons and daughters, or of his ancient 
home in Fife, beside some storied 
waters. The grand stand looks for 
him in vain, no gallery has known 
him but when the Prussians plant 
their slain, they cuss him and be­
moan him.
Such word as can’t, no obstacles af- 
frigthing; great man! like our own 
silent Grant, he fights and keeps on 
fighting.

Ü æ//î
her
tion altogether, 
women who honestly think they love 
their husbands with all their hearts 
will do just this.

THAT LONG LOOKED FOR BOOKii

m TOE NEW-*/!m
V Ï:“When I was a little girl,” she 

began, ‘‘I go to the mission school at 
Cariboo Lake. The nun’s school. I 
am there four winters.

“They teach me to speak English 
and French ; to read and write and 
number ; to sew and cook and keep 
house like white people. I am the 
smartest girl in the school, they 
say. I like to learn fn books; the 
other children hate hooks.

"When visitors come the nuns 
send me to say my lessons in the 
parlor.
They stupid and foolish,
They not like me, either. I different 
from them.

“At Cariboo Lake are plenty 
white people. I Hke them. I like 
how white people live with nice 
ways. I like to sit in a chair to my 
meals and have a white cloth on the 
table and china dishes. All the time 
I think of the white people, their 
owri country outside. I am crazy to 
go there and see all that is to he 
seen.
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Four Out of Five Wouldn't Marry 
AgainI > ■r IpEyf *:I heard an interesting and true 

story the other day of five married 
who were off on a hunting trip 
fell somehow

i:lilllijliig si

m mHealth Triumphs men 
and
whether, if they had to do it over 
again, they would marry and would 

the same woman. Four out

<3:j- ►
over disease every time you 
use Lifebuoy Soap, For its 
mild healing and cleansing oils 
are charged with cleansing 
properties that make it simply 
invaluable.

;■ / ti i ;i
marry
of the five said they would not marry 
at all. And the reasons those four 
men gave were all variations on the 
theme I have brought up. One had 
a wife who wanted to get into society 
arid who would not let him live the 
simple, natural life he loved, 
wife of another was determined to 
bring up his children in a. way 
which he hated —all ostentation and 
luxury and snobbishness. The other 
two simply shrank from the con­
stant struggle which wives deter­
mined to ’keep up appearances and 
have everything their neighbors had 
(and a little more) imposed upon 
them.
He Works Like a Dog to Keep Up 

to Her Standards 
I have a friend who is a profes-

I his utter weariness. is now in and will be in gréât demand. 
It is in various styles of type and bind­
ings and runs in price'from the small 
type cloth bound^t 40 cents, to the large 
type in limp leathèr at $6.00.

I not like the other girls.
I think.

%.
those

î:æ î
à:HEALTH SOÂF

,'W;
Mild and pure enough for 
Baby’s skin—therefore emi­
nently suitable for yours. 
The mild, antiseptic odor 
vanishes quickly after use.

Lever Brothers 
1 Limited 
5* TORONTO

At all 
Grocers

£:
With him there’s no

£ !

Jas. L. Sutherland“There was a boy at that school 
two years more older than me. He 
is half white like nre. He does not 
like books, but I look at him and I'sional man, his income of course de- 
know he feels the same like me in- pends entirely upon his exertions, 
side. I would like to be friends If he had a wife who was content 
with him. Blit the nuns do not let with a moderate way of lining he
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