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Com-
plexion

Lack of care wiii soon ruinth ie mostbeautiful comple ion. If you have al-
Joe orself to becomne tanned or

sunburne or f reckled this Sumxùeri, use
at once

Princesa
Complexion Purifier
It vill cure tise vorfft case. If your Corn-Plexo r se rsalp or hair is flt justwhty .woldhave t, write for our free.olit "W " .W ie ful'and confident-

tîa1i' of ~u~trouble and ve viii advise
you-witho9ut Charge.,
Hl1scott Institute, LlMlted
61E College St.> TORONTO

MAPLEINE
DAI NTIES

For Afternoon Tea
Delicious, rcris p icings, temp)ting
fllings for 5mali cakes ad French
Pastry are made with

MAPLEINE
The Master Flavor

Tise summer hostess deights in tise vel-
corne novelt3x of its piquant
flavor in tea-table acressoriesice creni, saerisets andi cooldesserts.

Grocers seli Mapleine 2-
oz. battics 50 cents. Il
flot, wrte us.

Send 4 cents in starnps and
tracte mark froni Maleine
Cartons for tise new Mape.
las Cook Bookc ta

henr your conplexion ana givoit a
olorias for a 'vis.!. veuhsg.
'MY FREE New l3ooklet.
,whas i yfo'nsfl oýwod l£5..
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particular point the master had tauglit,
only to feel a sort of shame in hier success;
more, to feel that she had diverted some-
thing to useless purpose whjch should
have turned directly toward helping Ger-
aid.

But, lookinq at the paper on lier iap,
that miorning in the park, an idea occurred
to lier. "Perlaps-"1

She rushed home, worked feverishiy
while Gerald was out, and, before hie came
in, she had five sketches posted and on
their way to, Toronto. Wîthin the next
two weeks she had flot only drawn other
,'types,"Y but liad sdId them.Thy are flot faultless, by any means,"
commented the Art Editor, squintîng at
tliem after the manner of artists, "but you
have the imagination, madame. This
fellow at the cafe-ah, lie looks drinking 1"

Toronto also approved, and the
sketches of " John Gerald " took the form
of a miid epidemic.

gO it came about that for five years
'Jeanette Lacy had more than slie could

do, but because it was ail for Gerald, she
did it! And lie? He stili leaned upon lier
without knowing ît, and lie bullied lier in
bis~ old time tolerantly affectionate way.
Indeed, in some inexplicable manner, lie
1ad comc to look upon himself as lier prop,
and mainstay.

" It mnakes a fellow feel like a stone
pergola with ivy ral n ver it, the
way my mother depends on me," hie
said one night to a group of lis intimate
friends. "h 's an awful responsibiity,
lie went on, a littie vagucly, "in fact, it sa
sort of handicap."

" Name of a og," jeered one of them.
"He lives at agand liotel, lias some one to,

mend his purple and fine linen, provide
hira with three-four--five meals a day,
smooth bis pillow when lie is iii, and
smooth lis temper when lie is cross!
And lie talks about stone pergolas and
responsibilities. It is tolaugl"Gerald stiffened. "Each of us las
problems," lie said.

"La, la," laugled another. "Wliat
knows my friend of handicaps ? Come
down in'the Quartier witli us, live in a
izarret on a franc a week wlien tliou hast

s;eat to-day and not çigain titi some one
invites you to a meal-trtily an answer to
prayer-then talk to us of' handicaps!"

" Bear hardships, and thou wilt paint
better, and seil better, petit Geraldi,"
spoke Duval, the eldest of the velveteen-
jacketed crowd. ''Thou lias been too
carefully nurtured to feel the prickings
of imagination. One cannot create on an
over-full stomnadl."

"So," thougit Gerald later, "they think
1 can't crea te!" He was in the depths of
indescribable depression. "They proba-

bymalte fun of my work behind my back.
'l elsocks and ties in a liaberdasher's!"

But immediately following this inconse-
quential tlireat came the comforting
assurance that his success, according to
them, depended only upon environment
and a littie dieting.

" If I lived in thse Quarter-but certainj$'
I could pant. Ther~e is where 1 shall find
congenial atmosphere. Madre z7igit have
thouglit of that t"

" Look here, Madre, don't you think al
this rather u nnecessary? "

Mrs. Lacy looked up from the toaster,
puzzled.

"This, dariing?
Gerald waved a comprehensive, hand

over the apartment.
"Of course, I'm flot biaming you,"

lie conceded magnîficently, " and of course
you nmust flot be made unnecessarily un-
comfortable. But, after ail, we came to
Paris te make an artist of me, didn't we?
Anid if 1 can't lie made an artist in this
place, why wçe ought to inove--don't
you think? Beside, lie went on, ' crn-
sider the mnoney we'could save by living in
the Latin Quarter! You have been
wickedly extravagant, old Madre of mine;
but l'Il forive y ou this timne, if you don't
kep up the hideotis expenditure," lie
added playfulIy, hlwdly realziing that lie
did notin t e least know what the
"hideous expenditure " was.

"l'Il look for a plcýe to-day," mur-
mured Mrs. Lacy, loping that lier as.
quiesce-nce was flot too ready.

to give him help, but the success of an
exceptionaiiy weil painted picture, lie
attributed solely to lis novel environmient.

"lWe ouglit to have been here ail along,"
lie complained.

This conviction gained miglitily in
strength wlen lie met Miriam. Miriama
lived on the floor above and said she
thouglit she was a.writer, the empliasis
denoting a difference of opinion on the
part of several purbiind editors. Stili,
she was doing very well. She liad positive
genius for discovering jeweis in the Dustbin
of Life, and she surrounded tiem wtl a
unique setting of lier own which was
destined some day to malte lier famous.
Geraid looked upon thia radiant young
woman with a species of awe, whidh sensa-
tion soon intermingled with one mudli
tenderer and more chivairous. He iked
to feel thît lie was a lielp to lier in lier
work, and it was only after montîs of as-
sociation tliat lie was made to realize that
sIe more frequently provided lis copy-
in their rambles along the Boul' Miche, for
exampie-than the other way round.To this day of awakening Jeanette Lacy
iooked forward with anxiety. Gerald
neyer had accompanied any one s solo. She
even ventured a timid remonstrance te the

"i 1Suppose lie does see wliat a heip I amto him," she iaughed, growsng Pnk to
hier ears," lie will only like me more and
need me more. Hurt him? Well, why
not? Who is Gerald Lacy that lie slould
be wrapped in sweet-scented cotton wool
aIl lis Illfe and neyer be scratclied? Hemust realîze sooner or later tliat lie is oniy
an atom in the Scheme of Life-he is flot
the Scheme itseif. 1 am going to give
him a severe slock."

T îra, oever bt crfulot through
a suggestîon made by lits mother.

eli dn't you try some illustrations,darling shie asked, after a discouraging
season, marked with utter aucity ofideas. "0f course, tliey woud onîy lie
pot-boilers, buti1 understand there isquite a lot of money in the work." She
thouglit gniltily of "John Gerald,"' and
biuslied. But le did flot notice.

"Illustrations?"l lie repeated1 as thougli
she had uttered a fout cath in lits presence.

leAnd why flot?" taunted Miriam, who
happened te lie present. "If you realiy
do good cnes, perhaps I will Jet you illus-
trate some ofmry second best tonies.nd siyway, Gerald le she said, mr
seriuly you havelgot to mate somnemcney. Iwon't % out to dinner with
you anî' more--on rs. Lacy'a treat. Se

*Indignant, but vanquiahed, Gerald flunghimself into the studio and banged thedoor. He refused to show bis mother orMiriam the resuit of a couple of bours'work, and took lis sketches to an ecltor
almost before the ink 'was dry. By astrange coincidence, lie chose the anmemagazine in which thse okf"Jh

gald apparedwithunfailing regul-iarity, andi the editor, w ho promised, Vomake an immediate decision, was the saniewith wlom "John Gerald " deait.
Miriami rescued the rejected drawnp

fromn the conceirge and laid them in lishand. She was rather sorry for him, inspite of telling herseif that lie neededunwrapping from lis sweet-scented Cottonwool.
"Well, I hope you are satisfied" liecried, fhngiîng the letter rudely at hismotler. Tlere were tears Of rage andhumiliation in hi, eyes and voice.
Mrs. Lacy, white te the lips, read:

"Dear Sir,
We return the sketches owe goenuht uri eln htteei o

jus th orgiali'y n her %,,edesire, forour pages; they are distinctîy "afterJoh Ge"d," wlo lias enideared hiraself
te our readers and upon whose preserveswedo not~ care te encroach. We slould lieglad te aee anything else Of 'ours, however,for we appreciate the. correctnesg of yourlimes, and we beg ta renuain,

Yujurs truiy,
TFEDITORS."

MRS. LACY watcled himndumbly as lie.tramped aien)t tle roor s4Sewas tocmiserable to speak. The'situation wasthe height of ironic tragedy-G.cerald's
slthswrerfs< because they m-ere"after " tl1ce wi had been made solelyte help hîni rendh a pinnacli. of sc

SEPTEMBER x916

Mrs. Able Says:
13ROPLE ask me why
.I my tea, tastes so good.
First, 1 use freshly drawn
water. When boiling
briskly 1 pour it lover the
leaves, allowing the tes. to
steep, flot boil, five min-
tLtes. Next,1Ipour the tea off
the, leaves into another pot.
Ini that way you get the filo
of Red Rose Teami ail its full-
noms and richnesa. Try lit.

lu "ed packages only.

~For Excessive
IPerspiration

W WHE-N tired and heated, Ne-ý
i Odo Toilet Water is cool

and restfui.

LOVE AND CENIUS

THE SHADOW HAND
1(Coninuedjirom page 6)


