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Please, Ma’am, Have You
Any Jap-a-lac?

I Can’t Keep House
Without it—

I'm very particular about
my kitchen and with no dis-
respect to the girl who was
before me—you’ll excuse
me for saying it—it’s about
time yours was fixed up.

The pantry shelves need
a coat of Jap-a-lac badly. It
will not only make them
look nicer, but being like
enamel they're cleaned so
much easier.

And the table needs coats
of white Jap-a-lac, too. It
costs less than oilcloth and
don’t need constant recover-
ing. When a girl has a
nice, bright, sanitary kitch-
en, she takes so much more
pride in it; beside I like a
kitchen fit to receive com-
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natural (clear)—renews
everything from cellar to garret.

If you can get me some Oak Jap-a-lac, I
can restore these old battered chairs. No
need to buy new ones—they'll seem just like
the day you bought them. All you have to
do is to wash off the dirt with a little bit of
warm water and some soap, dry carefully
and refinish,

The woodwork on the refrigerator looks
awfully shabby, but in ten minutes I can
change it into a new ice box.

What else can you use Jap-a-lac for? My
last missus varnished her furniture with it
every spring and fall.

There's a clear Jap-a-lac, called Natural,
for that purpose, and it’s a splendid thing for
hardwood ?oors, too. Dries very quickly
and doesn’t show heelmarks or footprints at
all. She used it on her linoleum as well—kept
it like new all the time
—and if you could have
seen her old bath-room
after a half day’s work
with white Jap-a-lac
on that tin bath tub—
her husband thought
she’d ordered an enam-
eled one. She went over
thewoodworkof course,
and then silvered the
pipes and the radiators
with Aluminum Jap-a-
lac.

Where can you get it?
0!it’s sold everywhere.

Thank you, ma’am.
I'll have a lot of it sent

up right away.
SIZES 25¢ to $3.50

The Glidden Varnish Company

Cleveland, O. Factories  Toronto, Ont.
New York Branches Chicago
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WRITING UP WEDDINGS

MANY girls who yearn for journal-
istic life fondly imagine that so-
ciety reporting must be the ideal
newspaper work. “Oh! you write up all
the weddings. How delightful that
must be. 1 should just love to do it,”

cried a gentle young thing, fairly bub-,

bling over in her enthusiasm to start
then and there. It seemed cruel to dis-
illusionize her. The facts appeared any-
thing but attractive beside her dreams
of the joy of daily witnessing white-
robed visions plight their vows before
flower-embowered altars to the strains
of sweet music. For, after all, to keep
in touch with the matrimonial intentions
of a city of three hundred and fifty
thousand requires nothing more roman-
tic than the combined temperament of
a female detective and a book agent.
You first find your victims, then—ex-
tract the information.

“Why, I thought people just wrote out
accounts of weddings and sent them to
the papers,” says a surprised reader.
Some do, we may inform her, but as
frequently they merely send them to
their own particular paper, the others
are forced to look after themselves.
Again a paper must be sure any such
matter is thoroughly correct. For that
feather-brained personage, the practical
joker, loves nothing so well as a wed-
ding to show what he can really do.
Woe betide the innocent editor who, on

receiving a notice, without further
investigation, announces that: “Mys-
tical mass was solemnized this morn-
ing at St. Mary’s Roman Catholic

Church for Miss Bridget Murphy and
Mr. John Ulster.” The latter gentle-
man,a prominent Orangeman, may turn
up later with blood in his eye, looking
for the scoundrel who published such a
slander about a man who was not even
engaged. Some years ago there appear-
ed a lengthy account of the marriage of
two young people of a nearby town,
well known in Toronto society. Includ-
ed was a list of the guests. Later the
editor of that sheet had a rather
interesting interview with the groom
of the story whose wedding was still
a year distant. A fellow townsman,
with whom he had quarreled, had con-
cocted the whole affair. The guests
mentioned, by the way, were prominent
residents of the negro colony in addi-
tion to a few of the town's most no-
torious characters, who were then do-
ing time in the local jail.

It can readily be seen from these
instances why a newspaper assigns to
one individual the task of personally
looking after any such events, A daily
minute scrutiny of all the papers for
announcements of engagements, present-
ations or “showers” 1is only the be-
ginning of her work. Sometimes no
addresses of either bride or groom are
available, and then it is the reporter re-
quires to become a veritable Sherlock
Holmes. In time, perhaps, she may de-
velop a wonderful sixth sense that leads
her directly to the scene of a brid-
al festivity, but until that appears eter-
nal vigilance is her only motto.

One absolute qualification for such
work is tact. It is always well for her
when meeting ladies of uncertain age to
ask them if they are the bride’s sister,
never blurt out: “Are you the mother
of the bride?” If she runs across that
most irritating feminine type, the lady
who shrinks from publicity, but all the
time is wild to get into print, she again
has to exercise great care. When even
church members solemnly assure her
they will send an account of a wedding
to her office the next day and it fails to
turn up, she must still continue to be a
perfect lady. If when she enters the
stately mansions of the nouwveau riche
and hearsa supercilious voice say, “Oh,
see here, mamma, it's always well to be
nice to those people,” she must smile
sweetly on the feminine members of
that household and pick her prettiest
phrases for their frocks and frills.

But there are some amusing charac-
ters met in the daily round that vary
the monotony of the various “pretty”
or “quiet” affairs. Ushered one day in-
to the drawing-room of an unpreten-
tious looking place by a bustling buxom
lady, we proceeded to get a few simple
details of =~ her daughter’s wedding.
Mamma, however, grew restless. She
seemed to feel that the meagre infor-
mation she was imparting was not go-
ine to do her Mamie justice. “You
know,” said she, “we were thinking of
writing this up ourselves. We saw such
a pretty description in a paper. It
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said,” the lady paused, “ “The bride was
a vision of girlish loveliness. And, you
know,” a most insinuating pause, “My
Mamie’s only eighteen, and so pretty.”
We're afraid after Mamie’s mother saw
our humble account of the proceedings
she must have developed as deadly a
hatred of the modern press as a cer-
tain Englishman we once encountered.
Calling one afternoon after a morning
wedding at a house, a dapper little man
with a most important air escorted us
to the mother of the bride. Still clad
in her festal finery, she looked tired
but oh! so happy. The little man seem-
ed to have appointed himself mas-
ter of ceremonies, for the inter-
view, for he kept close tab on mam-
ma’s remarks and did not hesitate to
correct her if she erred in the material
or shades of the various gowns, He
rather irritated us, and we paid no at-
tention to_him, until in a piqued voice,
with positively no regard for his aitches
he piped up: “I guess you don’t know
who I am?” We confessed our ignor-
ar:ce. “Oh,” said he, “do you remember
about two years ago, readin’ that a wait-
er at a down town hotel had fallen heir
to a fortune, at ’ome, of £6,000.” Still
further acknowledgments of our ignor-
ance. He drew himself up in a most
impressive manner. “H’Im ’im,” he de-
clared. We remained unsubdued, and
he went on rapidly: “Yes, h'and right
‘ere I should like to say a few words
about the miserable papers you ’ave in
this town. I look in the social columns
and see that Miss Thingabob is a-sum-
merin’ at ’Amilton, and that Mrs,
Thingame is a-spendin’ the week-end at
'Anlan’s Point, but”—with a look of
supreme disgust—“look at me. ’Ere
I've been touring Europe with my wife
for the last two years a-spendin’ money
like water, buyin’ ’er the most expen-
sive gowns and jewels. When I come

back ’ere, where do I come in? I am
not even mentioned.” It was no use
trying to pacify that troubled soul.

Brides may well congratulate them-
selves that newspapers now employ wo-
men to report the all-important event,
There was a time when men prevailed,
but we tremble at their daring Tt jc
enough that that sex still remains as
printers to mangle our choicest collec-
tion of adjectives. T'ry to imagine the
feelings of a bride who sees herself in
print as arrayed in “navy satin with tulle
veil and orange blossoms.” It never
strikes a mere man that “ivory” is the
word. Is it not enough to make even
the haughtiest social editor cringe when
she listens to the expression of the
wrath of a bride’s mother whose violet
costume is translated “violent.” But
what can you expect from a man whose
idea of “ninon” is “union”? However,
victims of these trifles should forget
their own troubles in sympathizing with
thg poor P_)nide for whom the printer
skipped a line of copy and informed the
public that she was “gowned in a tulle
veil with orange blossoms, and carried
white roses.”

Perhaps the most agonizing moment
of a wedding reporter’s day is to find
herself in a street car beside a strange
female who is declaring to a companion
that she has tired herself out hunting
for a wedding present for Henry’s cou-
sin. The reporter pricks up her ears.
“Has she Henry’s cousin’s name on her
list?” Hark! Perhaps she can discover
something more. Perfectly shameless,
she listens. But no. That aggravating
woman does not deign to mention the
poor bride by her rightful name, and
the W. R. sits and squirms. Tf there is
such a thing Aas mental wireless tele-
graphy she will try that. She concen-
trates ’all the powers of her mind on
Henry’s wife. Tt is useless, the car stops,
and the lady disappears, and the mys-
terg will }?ever be solved.

ut the climax of everything i
reached in June. That word w%ich fugf
gests such a wealth of beauty and joy
to most mortals spells only hard work
to the faithful wedding reporter. The
same tradition which upholds Wednes-
day as “the best day of all” makes the
month of roses the favorite one for
brides. It is then matrimony becomes
a perfect obsession with the wedding
artist. Does she spy a cab? She eager-
ly .cranes her neck to see if it bears
white ribbons. If it does, she must in-
stantly find out from whence it came
or whither it is going. Does she dis-
cover an awning before a church or
house, or confetti scattered on the
ground, chills pervade her entire SyS:
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tem if she has not heard of that parti-
cular event. The writer had a wierd
adventure one night when on her way
hom.e'abou.t half past ten. A strangely
famll}ar air floated out from a nearby
church. Surely she knew those notes.
Ah! they were the bridal march. Some
organist r(?hearsing for a coming wed-
ding. A little investigation next morn-
ing and she had an item which had
escaped the other gatherers of news.
These incidents, however, come under
the heading of “luck,” and are some-
what rare. Unceasing toil has a more
‘f‘arplhar sound to the reporter's ears.
I}s a toss-up between a bath and my
dinner to-night,” said a fellow-sufferer
to us last June. We had had only one
meal since the night before at that time,
f&t}\yellzﬁared a4 moment to commiserate
; One Wednesday in June may mean
rom twenty-five to thirty matrimonial
events that are of interest to the gen-
“writing up” is
ty have hto vary
the mc 0 say the same
thing 1n twenty-five dj
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women for information about thm‘c
daughters .weddings and they 11me”
faint. Or if it be 5 bride, she mzly 01:;

gently coy. “Oh, nol
anything nobody wants to know

formation.”  Thep the poor reporter

nearly has to use forceps to extract the

desired details,
“But I never

the weddi
I’Fhit’s one part of the paper [ nl:\f{esx:
ook at,” sayg the. strong-minded woman

in her most decid
iy e ed tones. Then pos-
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met a lady of i
ltype two years ago, when anyunusu;}l]llfr
r:;:)if ':A;ccli;litllnﬁ vhadd stirred Toronto al-
as ¢h as do the int i
matches of American heiresseserigatlt?lr;?l
home cities. Happening to be out to
dinner a night or two after the event
we were almost surrounded by an ani-
mated feminine group eager

1 to hear
more of the entrancing  details. Just
then the gentlemen came in. “I can-

not see why the papers w

ler]gth with that werziging thee?)tth:: dq:ych
said one. SaNor 1! exclaimed the Iacfv
who had just been mosgt eager to know
each little detail. “T thought it perfect-
ly ridiculous.” 1In the face of this, how
can an editor ever make up his ,mind
what people really do want? They sa
one thing and mean another. Tt wag th}é
good old country editor who knew what
the people liked. There the bride wa
al_ways, described as “the fairest of th's
village’s many fair daughters.” She 11s
ways looked charming in g beauti?]
and recherche creation” Her fath}e1
was never anything less than “one o;
the r’?ost prominent and esteemed citi-
zens.” The wedding guests never failed
to partake of a sumptuous ~
a festal board amid
decorqtions, band “the happy
were invariably “the recipj

beautlft_ll and costly prgslgrrlxttss.”of Xl?t?
all, a city is often only a collection o?
small towns filled from the surroundin
countryside. Perhaps this fact explain%
the popularity of the personal item in
the journalism of the day.

couple”



