o wrecl:ed canoe.'he”lll'ceofthe terror i
nold’s path. Something underneath a thw. ectly acron Rey.

" reached out his hand and took hold of the side. 1 12
. ~ LK | T ’ N : 4 A ’ H
litle girl's upturmed, white face n:et til:?,":ﬁnc:"e,looked . A

quickly. It was a hopeless undertakin Fle.pond
g > : ) - o 8 to t M
| ;::rhalihey mg‘:.ldl;)’ utlh the water that washed ov: 1::, tli .
all upside d erA roat. Any moment another wavep o ey
L peice own. And there was the shark—somewh, might tu j
is feet down, thrust his arms in and drew the child o::e. He don

was flung far from him b The
girl safely in his gras: y the rush of a surge. By he ha:lant;i
Dazed, he started slowly to swim on towards shore He mag
: € Made

a few strokes and his limbs failed hi
;::th, d,'&iwhy fnake the distance. Burdl::;ed with the child ;
pe,‘.)i:]i;:, e. Bths l:yes darkened. His lips sucked in bri:x:el ’Hll -
perish bge.hind : - his ;lulled ear caught a sharp, imperat}ve e‘;:]s
o e m:m. \Vt was th? yelp'of his abandoned dog ’ Il:m
cmeivmedm s alon . : dnth inhnite pains he turned and saw; it Y
S, th:r l:::l 3 eading eyes, the upturned muzzle, the blunt. .
Torting b ch lshghtly. he thrust out stiff fingers to saveezhm
chol.{ed, An:lml':le; on;:lu(tfl:gm a|r\|:| strug'g‘led. . It yelped again. l:
other breaker. The child in his as:r:; :u:lc;’;'lfyditr:l::ﬁd“::; ot

follol‘:;ledth?,t; instant he saw the faithfulness of the dog. It had
simply foll m;d I-t had asked neither reason nor cause. It had
o gw thh.nm. It ‘h.ad .tmsted him. In his arms he clutched
did not. knoomc 'i!"l? familiar in the girl’s face moved him, how he
have wishedwti; t ¢ thought came to him that she might, at sine,
he made his da peop le w‘f“ld be good to a dog. Bitterly, quickly
without one | e‘:ﬂon'- Wl!h a huge intaking of breath, he dived,
heard & feebl:o lbelundthhlm. without a sound to signify that he
grel. yelp as the breaker engulfed the floundering mon-
Ten minutes later he strod
to _strode out of the water and up the beach
l'osea :;Smt;:e:: l;,: ”ltf s}x ricking for her child. At sight of him she
Withlcomman ds, V::‘El w:::i:;f'. Men crowded around, with orders,
wet 30:,':; ':l“f'" of this clamor he stood, holding the child. H
Somebod;“:f::‘;edAt his cI;eet iattllx’ered a dark pool of blood.
' wap up and too little gi im, call
| out loudly, “She’s alive! She's Sl l’;'.8"1:! le girl from him calling

. other man staring keenly at Reynolds, touched him on the

By himself he coy

;The :‘l;arl:!" he said. |
Reynolds shook hi moff. Without a w :

. OO ord to the astonished
z)e:;'l;lrz.'.h:;idled circlewise round him he turned and strode back
menacing] sea. They C.a"ed to him. A man, waving his am
strength h): rla n toward him. He shook his head. Gathering hs
to his waist ptungh;:d into the water, hastened out into it til it 1%
to -it, Swiml’n’o shoulders. Then with a sigh, he yielded himself
ers, to the llng seaward wearily, out towards the crashing break
dog. Place where he had heard that last piteous yelp of his

- "It.s $0 Simp]e *” l'l . .
his fact g »" he mused. ‘“Anybody can do that, Just—
sood‘:i:::::v dl:e;ﬁ?fu" as the warm tide flowed over it—"iust

| with this solita 3 : :

t00 high for him Al ry and ridiculous substitute for a morality

' mi':_it_;r d‘hm:, Aml.‘?b‘ld' T homas P. F;ey:;lds swam Oll—"a“‘l

o clumsy .mbnmi‘_-_ :‘:u:nto another, seeking a black, blunt eared,
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" WOMANS WAYS.
- 4 The Sacred Invitation. |
¢ further proof were nee_ded of the growing laxity in social mat-’
- s the. case of the once sacrosanct invitation. A dinner, a
[ on, a country house, visit, once accepted in writing, was con-
' ’ , as inevitable as the income-tax. Short

.d as binding as marriage,
ath or accident, it was simply not to be got out of. The de-
E 1t who ignored this rule was held up to-the detestation of other

«ses, and he (or she) was apt to get left out of the next house-
v, or only to be asked to the Dinner of the Bores. But nowa-
L charming and desirable people are allowed great latitude with
[,d to invitations. Society is so enormous, and parties of all
s so numerous, that there can be no effective snubbing brought

bear on those who shirk their engagements or insist on turning
at the wrong time.

The indignant hostess must always be per-
ly aware that the culprit will be received with open arm next
L in some still more agreeable house than her own.

Whatever
F does, she cannot socially extinguish him,

for the “old, unhappy,

Loff”” days when English Socitey was ruled by a dozen tyrannical
 rather terrible elderly women are no more. The modern hostess

s, in every sense, her “world.”

‘_ Dating Yourself.

| Every age has its ideal, its special idiosyncracy; and the present

e expects everybody—man, woman, and child—to stand on their

n, to take their line, and not to hang on to other people for suc-

ur or sympathy. The woman who thinks it charming to be help-

. and who exacts small attentions every minute will find herself

t of the movement. The young man of the present day does not

fmire a helpless female: he expects her to understand the insides

| motor cars, to carry her own clubs at golf, to punt him on the

Ner, and to be discriminating about cigarettes and to show judg-
ent with the wine-list when she invites him to dine at her club. The
d-fashioned, clinging, appealing kind may still find favor during
e first few weeks of marriage, but in three months she would be
assed as an incompetent bore. Above all, she must show no trace
§ sentiment, or else be banished to the outer darkness where dwell
he Legion of Frumps. The hearts of the present generation are set
b enjoying the hour as it passes. They are pleased to see you arrive,
ut display no undue affectation of regret when you go. One may
e reasonably sure that the Stephon of the twentieth century does not
ollect the odd gloves of his inamorata, nor decorate his rooms with
aded roses or cotillion favours. Regret is voted out of date, and re-

porse a foolish attribute of a bygone century. That they do enjoy

he passing show is certain; the question is, when old age—or even
and causual youngsters will

priddle-age—arrives, whether these gay
e as happy as certain of their elders are who possess a subtly selec-
ive memory.

' Comfy Upholstering......

§ Customs upholstering is acknowledged in every city as the De Luxe of
i Comfort.

Mzr. F. Kroeger

of 721 Courtney Street, Victoria

has an extended experience, and is always ready to adopt your designs,
b“i‘!.“ carrying a special line of materials, does not
‘ confine himself thereto.

Tel. 1148 p. O. Box 1277
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