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Short Story Writer
Mrs. Madge Macbeth

N starting to write about Mrs. Madge
l Macbeth, Canadian short story writer
and also National Drama League
promoter, I find myself in the fisherman's
position who, having found a casket on the
seashore and having broken open the seal
of Solomon upon it, discovered that his
act had released a Genie, so changeable
in outline, so rare, so potent, that re-
peated attempts to confine it left him
baffled. The difference is that Mrs.
Macbeth is a Genius.

For who could go into a city library
and putter awhile among the periodicals
without being struck by the number of
times that “ Madge Macbeth,” a real name
not a pen-name, occurs in the highest class
magazines displayed there, and each time
presented as “‘a feature.” As many as
six periodicals at once have carried stories
by this brilliant fabricator—the stories
carrying the magazines sometimes—no
two of them alike, yet all of them clever,
all of them whimsical, all of them fas-
cinating.

What is her style? It is non-existent.
That is to say it varies with the matter.
What is her field? The world is her field—
the lonely places and the peopled places.
For her there is nothing common or “im-
possible.” Her fancy plays about the
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A recognized maker of short stories, varied, whim-
sical, forceful and delightful—Mrs. Madge
Macbeth of Ottawa. She is also an active charter

member of th ti
Canste e National Drama League of

Rough to beautify it and about the
Smooth to enhance its delicacy—with the
industry of the spider always, which looks
upon burdock as possible web-beams as
glgt‘ef ully as upon the stems of clover.

I love everything I write,” this writer
once confided when a stranger who pastes
her productions in a scrap-book had impul-
sively thanked her for one called “Things”
which had sounded, she said, as though the
author loved it. That is the secret, |
fancy, of the patience which underlies
the production of the work which is
rapidly making this story-writer famous.

Talent may work, but Genius must
work. I have seen Mrs. Macbeth at her
writing—interrupted by door-bell, tele-
phone, housemaid, and ‘“the boys"” by
turns, with nervous intermissions. The
last are a loveable pair of children, but a
bit hard on their literary mother, who has
aot Mrs. Jellaby’s mind to overlook things.
The callers were met by a gracious hostess;
the 'phone was answered gayly if suc-
cinctly; De Neige, the ‘““help,’” was helped
intelligently; and the apples of their
mother’s eyes, “the boys,’”’ were sympa-
thised with, or roundly enough admon-
ished. And all the while the mind of the
woman was busy, endlessly busy, with its
stories. She paused in her writing with
resignation, not unmingled with amuse-
ment, and her hands returned to the
Underwood keyboard in showers of light
taps—much like caresses. It was obvious,
in brief, to the looker-on that the story-
maker loved her manufactures.

I happened to be in the Capital lately—
a city “‘good’’ from the journalistic stand-
point—when I had it from Mrs. Macbeth'’s
mother, an exquisite lady from North
Carolina, that “Madge” as a child was
a passionate small person whose joy in
life was to have folk marvel at her. She
studied at school to astound her teachers,
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she played at concerts to hear the applause,
and once during a summer in the Alleghany
Mountains, she submitted to learning
whist and pinochle from three stout
elderly gentlemen, Germans, who captured
her daily to make a ‘““fourth’” and praised
the play of their ‘““find” inordinately.
After which, she would warble “O Ye
Tears” to the huge delight of the Three
on the verandah, and to the proportionate
disgust of little Cuban and Spanish lovers
who peeped and blew her kisses round the
corner.

This child of twelve “grew up’' in the
course of Nature—graceful as a flower,
ambitious, vivid, winsome, and talented
not with one, but with many talents. She
could act. She could “play.” She could
write stories. She possessed a wit which
enchanted men—women, too, except upon
occasion. When she chose a school it was

Mrs. W. R. Lang, a leading member of the United
Suffragists of Toronto, and organizer of that
body's undertaking to look after mothers among
the poor, this winter,

here in Canada—Hellmuth, in London, to
be explicit. Her mother had heard that the
school was ‘““nice.” So, after her training
in North Carolina and a subsequent
course at the l.atin Preparatory School
in Baltimore, she came to London to
“finish"’ her education.

But there i< no end to the education of a
person who, at the age of three, produces
a commentary on the Bible. That
“Madge’ had done, as legend had it. If
“the child is father of the man’’ it stands
to reason that the child is also mother of
the woman. The queer little girl of the
big ambition was parent, no doubt, of the
graduate of Hellmuth who left the school
diplomaed but unfinished.  She had
studied, she had been gay, and in the
course of college happenings, she had met
the man whom afterwards she married.

Of course, a ‘“coming out”’ intervened—
a mad season of dances, caprices, billets-
doux, and broken-hearted suitors. Then
came the wedding, a home and ‘‘the
boys’'; the swift sickness which claimed
the husband; and Life—which is one vast
net to gauzy creatures. The butterfly
folded its wings, sun-feathered. The girl
all at once stepped forth a woman. Her
breast heaved with the mother-bird’s
passion in whose care are left the tender
fledglings. She stretched new wings,
less gay, more tender. Her pastime of
writing became her support. She toiled
herself into fame with a mother's object.

The World was her field and Life her
study. She learned to paint life as Fra Lippo
Lippi learned it—watching—living. gge
wrote what she saw, what she lived. She
succeeded.  Delight returned in the
fascinating labour. She produced her first
novel, “The Winning Game,” and more
books clamoured to be written. Mean-
while, the short-story waved its blandish-
ments. She wrote. Her manuscripts were
accepted. The magazines asked for more.
They kept her busy. That is why light is
seen in her window at night when “the
boys"’ have been long in slumber and when
every other house in the street is darkened.

“Rod and Gun,” “Field and Stream,”’
“The Ladies’ Home Journal,” ‘““The
Canadian Magazine,” “ Canada Monthly,”
“McLean’s” and ‘‘Ainsley’s” are just a
few of the many monthlies in which I have
seen good stories by this author. She
contributes also to several weeklies,
among them, ‘“The Canadian Courier,”
in addition to writing parliamentary com-

ment for one of the biggest dailies in the
country. Sporting tales, mystery stories,
character sketches, serials, romances,
these are some of the lines her fiction
follows. Her versatility is unbounded.
At the present moment she is even writing

a play.
“The Mother of Mothers”’
Mrs. W. R. Lang

ERHAPS in the whole of the Feminist
Movement, no single effort has so
ably demonstrated the efficiency of

womankind’s work for womankind as the
organization of the United Suffragists
of Toronto, with the object of providing
care this winter for prospective and
nursing mothers among the poor. This
self-constituted mother of mothers—for
a mother it is in spite of the fable that
Woman Suffrage and Motherhood are
strangers—attends each week some one
hundred and thirty cases, supplying milk,
butter, and eggs to the mothers, to the
end that healthy instead of puny babies
may result. This organization has also
the wit to use its allies, for instance, the
Women's Institutes, and much of the food
consumed in this endeavor—which is
taken to the homes by a corps of ladies
in motors loaned expressly for this purpose
—has been the gift of the women in the
country. Support in the city has likewise
been most ready.

Mrs. E. C. Cotes, of Simla, India, otherwise
‘‘Sarah Jeanette Duncan,” whose fiction ranks
with that of the Countess von Arnim. Mrs,
Cotes is a native of Brantford, Ontario, and was
recently much feted in Toronto, where her play,
‘‘His Royal Happiness,” was presented.

Now the organizer of all this usefulness
is a rosy-cheeked, blue-cyed woman of a
wholesomeness and delightsomeness of
person which make the air buoyant all
about her. Her freshness is that of the
English girl student who has taken prizes
for hockey and tennis, in addition to being
“Senior Optime’ in the mathematical
“Tripos' and a graduate of high standing
in social economics, of Newnham College,
Cambridge. To be specific, she is Mrs.
W. R. Lang, whose husband, Lieutenant-
Colonel Lang is abnormally busy over
military matters, as ‘‘Officer in charge of
Instruction, Second Division'’; in addition
to this he commands the University of
Toronto Contingent of the Canadian
Officers’ Training Corps, and the Divi-
sional Engineers, and is also a Doctor of
Science and a professor in the University.

While her husband is training officers,
Mrs. Lang, in her woman's way, is as busy,
and also as patriotic, in her effort to make
“hard times' less hard for mothers.
She goes to a down town office daily—the
United Suffragists’ Headquarters, Bond
Street, and works like any qualified clerk
at her books, her telephone calls and her
correspondence. She has planned the
work and she works the plan—which is
something to be said for the cause’ of
Woman Suffrage. v

Now, of course, you conclude there are
no children. There are, on the contrary,
“Betty” and “Jean,” two quaint little
girls in the Lang nursery, their ages being
respectively, five and three.  Betty is a
dreamer and Jean a romp—a smali pocket
edition of her father. They are soft pink
babies with innumerable dimples. As to
their behaviour, it is a pleasant commen-
tary on their mother’s system of governing

(Concluded on page 22)
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Learn to Play
The Piano

in One Evening

You Can!
Here’s the PROOF

‘* My boy, who could never play a note, sat down
and played three pieces first night.”’—Mrs. E
Windorer, Halls Bridge, Ont. .

‘1 certainly think Easy Method Music wonder-
ful, my Grand-daughter, 11 years old never had
a lesson, now she can play several Yleces quite
correctly."” Mrs. (Rev.) Jas. Graham, Ingle-
wood, Ont. ; )

“‘T could play the first piece in 40 minutes and
never tried a note on the piano before.”’—Mrs.
S, Standling, 460 Bournan Ave., Winnipeg, Man.
* My nephew, 8 years old, in 20 minutes learned
to play ‘God Save the King’."’—Earle Lucier,
Burton City, B.C.
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“What do you think of that! Never played
before and now just hear her”’

As Simple as A.B.C. because it is nothing but
the first 7 letters, A.B.C.D.E.F.G., printed in the
music instead of the puzzling characters and
signsfound in ordinary music. A chart and guide
for use on the piano keyboard (see illustration
above) shows you where to put the fingers of
both hands. Anyone can learn to play the
piano or organ in a few minutes.

The Easy Form Music Method is a genuine
blessing to those who truly love music, but who
have never before been able to express them-
selves in melody.

Try it FREE in Your Home

In order to prove to you that all we say is true,
we will mail you the entire method and 100
pieces of music for 7 days’ FREE Trial. Keep
it 7 days to prove to your own satisfaction that
every word we say is true—then send us $1.50
as a first [myment. and $1.00 a month until
$6.50 in all is paid. If you are not delighted,
send it back in 7 days and owe us nothing.
That's fair, isn’t it? If it is not all we claim,
could we afford to make such a fair, square offer?
When writing, give your home address and
Post Office. Simply write—-———"‘I accept
our 7 day Free Trial Offer as announced in
Lverywoman’s World.” State how many keys on
your piano or organ? Address EASY METHOD
MUSIC CO., 116 Wilson Building, Toronto, Can.
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FOOD CHOPPER |

your Home?

IF you /kave, you know

how many little eco-
nomies it can effect in the
kitchen, If you have not,
here is your opportunity to
buy a real “Made-in-Canada”
machine—the

“HOME 65” FOOD CUTTER

A quick, clean cuiter, with water-
tight eap. Huids all the food
juices. Four cuiting plates, or
three plates and nut grater, if
preferred. Cuts bread, n eat, vege-
tables fruit food of every kind,
Easily cleaned after use.

A Dainty Food Cho-per Cook Book
Given Free with every Machine

I

—or, write direct to
us (enclosing 4c. in
stamps) and we will
send yvou a copy.
This Cook Book
contains dozens of
ever_vdag recipes
and profitable hints
on how to use up
“‘odd dishes.”

Write to-day.

MAXWELLS LIMITED
St. Mary’s, Ont. (15)

COUPON
MAXWELLS LTD., St. Marys, Ont.

Gentlemen:— ¥

I enclose 4¢c in stamps. Please_ send
me your Food Chopper Cook Book.
NAME
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100 Post Cards Given Free

IF YOU SEND 25c FOR 25 HIGH
GRADE BEAUTY EASTER CARDS

In erosses, greetings, eggs, rabbits, floral,
I} scenery, etc.; no two alike, Ilam{so;nely
I eolorelx. raised gold and silver denxﬁns,
superior quality, American make. lag:
= pﬁow included in every order. The
P, test worth you ever saw. Send to-
0P and mention this paner. We make this
= grand offer to introduce onr Post Cards to
A mew customcers. Fverything POSTPAID,

5 (S Satisfaction guaranteed or money back.

L_id_’:.“m Post Card Co., Beebe, Que.




