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CHAPTER VIIIL
“David, when we leave this mesh-

ing to give full rein to my Mongol. If
I don’t, by the time we reach Culver’s
temple in the hills every ounce of self-
confidence will have evaporated.
give one the creeps.”

“I beg your pardon, Grace,” David
managed to navigate his pony through
a medley of carts, a lunch vendor’s
equipment, and a couplc of rickshaws,
and reach his cousin’s side. “I won-
der what would happen if some of the
New World energy were to suddenly
lodge in half the population of
China?”

“Headlong and sidelong collision, no
doubt. Right of way being unknown,

TO MAKE A ROSE JAR.

Gather the petals early in the morn-
ing and dry in an airy place, then put
them in a large stone jar, sprinkling a
little salt over half-inch deep layers of
petals. Add to this every morning
until the roses are gone. After the
last of the petals have been put in,
allow them to stand in the jar for ten
days, stirring the mass once a day.
Have an ounce each of cloves and all-
spice, coarsely ground, and the same
amount of stick cinnamon broken into
tiny pieces. Pack in another jar, scat-
tering the mixed spices in layers al-
ternately with the flowers. Cover
tightly and stand in a dark place for
three weeks. Make another mixture
containing one-quarter ounce each of
mace, allspice and cloves coarsely
ground, half a nutmeg (grated), half
an ounce of cinnamon (broken fine),
one ounce of powdered orrisroot, and
a quarter of a pound of dried lavender
flowers. Mix all together in a
and fill the rose jar with alternate
layers of the stock and this other mix-
ture. A few drops of one or more of
the essential oils—rose, geranium or
bitter almond—may be dropped upon |
the layers. Over the whole pour one
gunce of fine cologne. This is suffi-|
clent to fill two quart jars and will|
keep for years. Rose-geranium, sweet |
clover, lemon verbena or other frag-|
rant leaves may be added from time|
to time. It is not at all important
that all of the ingredients should be|
used. One or more may be omitted

If desired.
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A WINDOW COOLING BOX

A form of iceless refrigerator con-|
sists of a box a foot deep, as wide as
the window and the height of the
lower sash. The back of the box and
a part of each end are removed and
the openings covered with screen wire.
The entire box, with the exception of
the front side next the window, is
covered with burlap, and it is then
set on a shelf or supported by brackets
Just outside the window. Shelves are
put in at convenient distances apart
and the box secured in place and made
to fit snugly inside the window casing,
so that when the sash is raised the|
inside can be reached from the kit-|
chen and when the sash is lowered it;
serves as a door for the box. In place!
of the sash, if the housewife prefers,|
a temporary screén can be used. ]

The box is preferably placed in a|
north window or where the sun is not/|
on it for long during the day. Set a
large pan of water on top, and use|
some broad wicks of flannel or felt
to connect thé burlap covering and
the water in the pan. Thus the water|
follows the wick and keeps the burlap
moist whereby the air in the box is
cooled and kept several degrees cooler
than that of surrounding objec
These cooling boxes are more success-
ful in a dry climate than in r(-giom[

where the atmosphere is moist. i
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SUMMER GROWTH FOR FERNS./|

I learned years ago that if I want- |
ed the finest ferns in winter I did not
want to encourage them to make their
growth in the winter. They should

w in summer when the strong

ht will make the fronds dense and
Anely divided. The newer types from
the Boston fern have very fine foliage |
if grown in a good light and the soil

| measure.

=%

is rich. Potted in a fresh soil in the
spring and given good care for the
summer months will make a hand-
some specimen from a pan planted
with a half-dozen small plants, such
as you can buy at any greenhouse for
a few cents each. The shallow pan is
better than the pot for the ferns do
not root deep and all the soil deeper
than two or three inches is not occu-
pied by even the largest ferns, and
makes a heavy weight to handle.

The potting soil for ferns should be
well filled with humus. If a garden
soil is used, leaf mold or the loose
black, rotted straw, and manure from
around an old straw stack where cat-
tle have fed, should form a third of
the whole, and bonemeal should be
mixed with it. Do not make the young
plants too thick in the pan. Three
for an eight-inch pan, or six for a
twelve-inch, will be right. A table-
spoonful of ammonia in a gallon of
water makes a good liquid fertilizer to

applied frequently all summer. Ni-
trate of soda may be used instead,
and may sprinkled on surface.
-A. H.
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A PRETTY SEASONABLE FROCK.

4363. Quaint and altogether charm-
ing is the “period” style. Embroidered
voile with pipings in a contrasting
color, and with organdy for sleeve
puffs and kerchief would bé nice for
this model. The puffs and kerchief
may be omitted. This style is also
good for taffeta and crepe. It is a
very youthful design. |

The Pattern is cut in 7 Sizes: 34,
86, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust
A 38-inch size requires 7%
yvards of 36-inch material. To make
underbody of lining requires 1 yard.
For kerchief and puffs of contrasting

| material 1% yards are required. The

width of the skirt at the foot is 3%
yards.
Pattern mailed to any address on

| receipt of 15¢ in silver or stamps, by

the Wilson Publishing Company, 78
West Adelaide St., Toronto. |

USES FOR HAM FAT.

Many people, particularly children,|
dislike the fat of ham, so perhaps a'
few simple ways of disposing of it
will not come amiss in large families.
We fry the fat with the lean and
then cut off a generous rim, leaving
the lean part for the table. The fat
which is cut away is fried a little
longer than for the table, then cut
Into dice and used when baking beans.
The children who say they “hate fat
meat” will eat the crisp tender bits
with the beans and never know it. We
also use the ham fat for flavoring
bean soup. Fry the pieces (after cut-
ting them finely), pour off the surplus
fryings and put them with any meat
that is left in the soup kettle. The
fat of boiled ham is run through the
meat grinder and used for baked
beans, for baked macaroni, for. bean
soup, for mixing with ground beef for
meat loaf, for seasoning string beans
or succotash, and for every purpose
where a nice ham flavor is liked. It
saves the lean ham and lends flavor

to many foods which lack zest—H. R, °
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Ducks fly high in clear weather.

 Minard’s

there would be a general smash-up,
and Peking Would gasp out its last
on its own streets, Look, would you!
What do you think of that for non-

chalant stupidity ?—if there could be Sanbe

such a thing?”

David followed his companion’s gaze.
Three donkey riders and half a dozen
carts, overtopped by two camels, had
met from four directions#” As no right
of way regulation existed, no one
thought of allowing the other to pass,
consequently the medley were all
crowding closer and closer and making
more inevitable a hopeless tangle. But
might and dignity saved the day. The
camels moved forward stately and in-
vincible. The others stepped
and, behold, a way was cleared.

“Three cheers for the kings of the
desert!” laughed Grace, as her pony
bore her through the clearing made
by the camels. “Poor old China,” she
commented as David reached her side
again, “she finds the Old World chains
nard to break.”

“And yet her people aren't so dif-
ferent from us,” replied David remin-
iscently.

“Listen to the boy! I won't deny
they have muscles, a tongue, and even
cyes, but so have monkeys. But even
monkeys have a little sense of c¢lean-

liness

“Now, now, dear girl, you are leav-
ing out the soul part.”

“Their souls are so covered up with
{layers of antiquity one seldom gets a
|glimpse of them.”
| “That may be the case with some,
|but even China has her shining ex-
amples of humanity. Mr. Weng Toy,
instance; a more intelligent, re
fined gentleman would be hard to find
even in Europe or America.”

“Indeed!” A dimple showed in
Grace's cheek. Turning her head she
became suddenly interested in the
other side of the street.

“You haven’t met him, of course,
continued David

“I have his niece, though

David straightened in his saddle.
Grace felt indignant eyes boring into
the back of her head and the (Txmplu
increased to two.

“Perhaps”—David’s voice was de-
cidedly cool—“I mistake the meaning
in your words and tone, Grace. Un-
less my memory is decidedly unreli-
able, not long ago I heard you sing
exuberant praises of Miss Weng Toy.”

“Well,” Grace’s tone was tantaliz-
ing, “can’t one’s mind change? 1
haven’t seen her since, and I'm be-
ginning to think that in my first judg-
ment I was mistaken.”

“No, you weren’t,” denied David,
heatedly. “She is the fairest thing
China or any other country could pro-
duce, a pure lotus lily.”

Grace turned quickly. The dimples
had fled.

David flushed as he met the wrave
question in his cousin’s eyes. “Well?”
There was a note of deflance in his
voice.

Grace’s eyes grew soft as she no-
ticed the tense lines in his face. I,
suspected this, David, and was goin
to ask you to be fair to the girl, hut§
see you, too, are going to suffer.”

“Suffer? Why should either of us
suffer ?” David’s voice was almost
irritable.

“You would marry her, then?”

“Why not, if she Yoves me?”

“Yes, love is a gredt power, a great
panacea in most womwen’s lives: but
forgive me, David, I domt think even
your love would make litt}é Tu Hee

appy. What is more, I know you
agree with me, David.” |

David’s head was bent. ‘irace grew
uncomfortable at the silence that en-
sued. Had she said too much?—pre-
sumed on her relationzhip and friend-
ship? Had she proclaimed her con-
victions without taet? A little
frightened, she turned. She must say
something to break this horrible sil-
ence. David was gazing straight
ahead, his lips set in hard, Arm lines.

”»

Reaching out a hand she laid it rather

timidly on his saddle.

David looked at her, then covering
her hand with his own, he said: “You
are right, Grace. I have argued with
myself until I have almost broken my
owan will, but, thank heaven, my love
for her is too great to let me see my
own shadow where her happiness is
concerned.”

“I am sure she is as much Western
as Eastern in her make-up. Her eyes
proclaim that.” Grace seemed to be
searching for a loophole for her
cousin. “But against her Eastern
education and her love for her own
people, I'm afraid the Western strain
would weaken to nothing.”

David did not reply, but words were
unnecessary. The shadow on his face
affirmed he'agreed with her.

Mechanically Grace guided her pony
from a break in the road, as she pon-
dered over the cruel prongs of fate.
War-weary and battle-scarred, the
man at her side was yet destined for

wounds: for David, Grace knew, was'

one of the men who love well ofice in
a lifetime. Why, she asked herself,
did life make such a hopeless scrawl
f some lives? She siched heavily.

“What's this I hear?” David forced
{his voice to a hanter. “Your friend-
! ship, nay, kinship, is the boon of my
life—my salvation. With that I am

Unlmnthrco-’- and Warts ‘Fortunate Youth’ No. 2, so don't;

work of a Pekin thoroughfare I'm go-|

There's nothing like stony silence to“

aside |

waste your heaves of regret on me,
fair lady. By the way, I have a little
|secret up my left sleeve, which Il
wager you a box of Ma-Hi’s confec-
\licm'ry you can’t guess.”

hey were now ascending a hill,
and Grace, who was ahead on the nar-
row path, trusted fully to her horse’s
nstinct for life and limb, while she
| turned to glimpse her cousin’s face.
| “Might have known I could gain
| nothing from your crinkly, twinkly
mask,” she pouted; “but let me see—
left sleeve he says, h'm. What’s on the
left? A heart. our box of sweets is|
safe, Davey dear. I know of no v.hing1
or no him that can rock my heart.

Even Rowe, who swore he would drill|

{through the stone, has given up. For|
{awhile he did honor me with weekly|
epistles which dwindled to fortnightly,
| then to monthly, and now, alas, to nil.|
{I only know the creature exists
| through Mabel Hespeler, who persists|
in lecturing me about his broken|
It’s terrible to be disillusion-
led, Davey dear.” Grace’s dimples
showed bravely, nay, rougishly, but
David was not deceived.
: “This is the part of China one hopes‘
{will never change: the mountains, the/
| valleys, and the temples. I wonder,|
David, if the Culvers have taken the|
same tvm‘;le where their child died|
years ago?”

“I hardly think so. No; in fact I|
now recall Uncle Chess writing that|
that temple had been removed.” [

“How strange! I didn’t thipk the|
Chinese ever did away -Wit their |
temples, above all things. Ah, David,|
isn’t that lovely?” Grace pointed ex-|
citedly to the grove at the top of the;
hill, through the green of which glim-|
mered a red-tiled roof with upturned
corners. “How I wish mother would
take a temple for the summer months;
but she says she is far enough remov+
ed from civilization as it is, through
| me, as if it is my wish to be banished
to heathendom for the sake of empty
romance. Why, David, there’s a man!

he looks as though waiting for us.”
|  “Well, my dear, there is nothing
| strange in that, as Dr. Culver and
{ Uncle Chess both happen to be males.”

“Of course.” Grace relaxed in her
saddle. “How foolish of me. I thought
for a moment it might be—" But her
{ explanation was left unfinished, for
at that instant a cheery halloo floated
down to them.

David, his eyes flashing mischief,
watched his companion’s face. But
Grace had apparently forgotten his
| very existence. As the clear, long-
drawn ‘notes continued, unbelief, sur-
prise, pleasure, and hesitation com-
mingled on her flushed face. The last,
however, disappeared almost as sud-
| denly as it had come, and she urged
her pony forward at a gait that is an
{insult to a Chinese beast, .especially
when the road winds up a none too
gently sloping hillside. As she gained
the top sfw was caught in a pair of
| strong young arms, in fact so strong
that they were not in the least hurry
to get rid of their burden
| “You may hold me just another
second, Rowe,” came a smothered
voice. “David will be_here then.”

But David had discreetly taken an-
other path.
| The moon beams down in the same
silvery way on China as on America.
The same fatal or rather fateful con-
sequences follow in its wake, also, but
the happy word bliss was predominant
| to-night.

{ “Say it again, sweetheart. It is so
wonderful to hear it coming from you
—you whom I thought Fate had ruth-
lessly put out of my reach forever.”

| “It’s surprising what a teacher dis-
tanc , almost as efficient as experi-
jence.” And the girl sighed happily.
“When did you discover you couldn’t
live without me, Rowe?”

“The instant I laid eyes on you,”
was the prompt reply. “I won't ask|
you that question, dearest, for I had
nothing to attract you but my love.” |

“Sh!” The girl laid her fingers on
the boy’s lips. “I won’t have you dis-
parage yourself. The germ was there, !

'the bud I mean, but mamma nearly

froze it to death until I—well, I al-
most felt I had no heart at all. But
oh! let's forget all that now. I don’t
want to even think, this wonderful
night.” |

“What's that?” questioned the hoy|
as the sound of a man singing floated |
out to them.

“It’s David, the wretch,” laughed
Grace. “He has the victrola on the'
edge of the verandah for our benefit.”|

Clear, resonant, the music poured
forth, drowning the silver notes of|
the temple bells, i

“ ‘Oh, was there ever a night like

this |

When all the world seems a song of

bliss!” ”

“That’s a clarion call,”
Grace.

“Hang it all. I can’t have you to
myself for five minutes,”

“Pime flies, I know, Rowe dear, but
my wrist watch tells e we have been
out here exactly forty-five minutes.”

As the boy and girl walked towards
the lantern-lit verandah Grace pressed
her companion’s arm. “O Rowe, I'm
so glad you came. I was so desperate;
yes, desperate enough to fall in love
with David!” |

The boy's eyes sought her face
Jealously.

Grace laughed. “You needn’t
the tiniest twinge of that green mal-
ady, Rowe dear. David has a rom-
ance, but,” and Grace’s voice became
grave, “poor David, I’'m afraid there
is no living happy, ever after attached
to it.”

“It's not a painted Chinese lady,
I hope?” |

Grace nodded.

“H’m, risky business, playing in the
cclestial region. I thougzht Dave was
more level-headed.” i
| “It’s not playing, Rowe.” }

“Good heavens!” Rowe stopped up
short., “You don’t mean to say he's
thinking of marrying a Chinese—a
yellow-skin ?” |

(To be continued.)
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Lifebuoy may be safely used
on the tenderest skin.

It is wonderfully cleansing
for little hands, faces, and

bodies.

It leaves a delightful fresh-

ness and softness.

Lifebuoy babies have beautiful

healthy skins.

The Purpose of Garden Paths.

Garden paths should always go some-
where, says W. S. Rogers in “Plan-
ning Your Garden.”

“Paths which start nowhere and end
at a blank wall suggest purposeless-
ness. It may be taken as
that the principal path should ’
mence at some point conviently m-:lr‘i

|

an aviom |

com-

and facing, the door by
which the house inmates enter the gar-
den. Its direction should be through
the flowers, and it should have a natural
or final destination. The |
best terminal to a garden path in my
opinion 1s the and
that an
or some other erection, should |
Failing that,
terminate in square
a seat, sun-dial
object might

preferably

tion

termir

summer house,

when
arbor
serve the
path might
pansion, in whic!
other appropr
placed.

“It would at a
tool house or garage, or even at a pot-
ting-shed, than to allow it to stop sud-
denly nowhere

feature is nonexistent,

purpose the
ex-
or
be

iate

be better to end it
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Fortitude.
Though the Omnipotent decree
That I descend into the mire,
Yet will His hand reveal to me
In smoking flax the unquenched fire.

For in the darkness I shall find

Brave comrades, nutured not to yield
Enfranchised from the shifting mind,
The craven heart, the nerve unsteeled.

Out of the land of gloom and shade
Him will 1 worship and extol,

Who of all great things, greatest made
The unconquerable human soul

Both
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Canadians
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On picnics and auto-
mobile tours—and
whenever you go out
to enjoy the sunshine
and fresh air of the
great outdoors.

Buy it by the case
from your dealer.
Keep a few bottles on
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To Design War Memorial.

After months of consultation and
study the French Government has
finally decided upon Andre Ventre as
| the artist to design the monument to
| be erected at the mouth of the Gironde
| River by the people of France in honor
of the arrival of Gen. Pershing and the
first of the American Expeditionary
Forces.

M. Ventre, who has for long been
regarded as one of the foremost archi-
tects in Europe, has prepared a tower
design for the monument, which will
enable it to be seen for a great dis-
tance. Work has not yet been started
on the monument, but it Is expected
to be completed before the end of the
year, and a great celebration |s being
planned for its dedication

Ralph Connor and the County Jail.

Rev. Chas. W. Gordon, of Winnipeg,
| the well-known preacher and author,

visited a certain jail on one occasion in
{ order to take notes for an article he
| was writing on prison life
| On returning home described

what he had seen, and his description
made a deep impression on his little
daughter

A few weeks
le&* offspring were in a train
stopped at
| building
| A passenger asked, “What place is
[ that?”
| “The county jail,” promptly answer-
ed another

Whereupon, Ralph Connor was great-
j Iy embarrassed by his little daughter

asking In a loud, shrill voice, “Is that
‘r!u Jail you were in, father?"”
| Cupid's Radio-Call.
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The Piano Often Called the
People’s Orchestra.
Three Western Ontario
High School were called upon recently

boys in a

of the students of
that Institution. Strange to say, the
first one o speak was assigned the
subject, “The Piano.” With only a
couple of minutes to collect his
thoughts, he commenced something
like this
“Mr
dents

ascembly

Chairman and Fellow Stu-
I am very glad that I have
chosen the subject I have, ‘The
Piano,’ as | have often wanted to ex-
press the great debt of gratitude we,
owe to the inventor
of the piancforte At thls very mo-
ment you will notice on the platform
beside me one of these Instruments
with its beautiful white ivory keys,
awaliting only the deft fingers of the
musician to stir our emotions and lead
us into paths of high endeavor. And
just think how this piano, which inoi-
dentally has been called the people's
orchestra—and rightly so—just think,
I say, how often this plano serves us
without, 1 fear, our giving it the least
bit of thought in return!

“Why, only yesterday afternapn the
girls were going through their calis-
theniecs with the aid of the piano. To-
day at noon our boys' choir was re-
hearsing for the annual concert, the
plano being used for the accompanl-
ment. And I dare say at the conclu-
sion of our little gathering this after-
noon, one of the pupils will come for-
ward and play ‘Gad, Save the King,’

viz.,

| on this king of instruments.

{

“I therefore ask you all to give more
thought to the plano and when you
hear it under all kinds of conditions
and in all manner of places, remember
that it is worthy of your highest re
gard.”

With thet, sat down amid the
ringing cheers of his fellow studeuts,
But he was not so seclfish as to think
it _was he whom they weore cheering.
It was “The Piano,” he stated,—"the
people’s orchestra™ for which they
were expressing their appreclation and
homage

ke

-
Light at Last.
The skipper was examlning the am-

| bitious young man who wanted to be
{ the gunner's mate.

|

He asked him several questions, end
wae not at all pleased with the an-
swers he received, and at last he sald
in desperation

“How wmuch does a six-pound shell
woigh?”

“I don’'t know,"”
“Well,” was
“what time does

train leave?”

“Twelve o'clock.”

“Ail right, then; how much does a
six pound shell welgh?"

'™ said the youthful mariner, as
ke suildenly saw light “Twelrs
pounds.” it .

the other confessed.
the next question,
the twelve co'clock




