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than that; there was an air, a spirit,
an & that Dave could feel
although he could not define it; a sense
that everything was all right. He
soon found himeelf talking with Mrs.
Dunecan about horses, and then about
his old life on the ranch, and then
about coming to town. Almost, be-
fore he knew it, he had told her about
Reenie Hardy, but he had checked
himself in time. And Mrs. Duncen
had noticed it, without comment, and
realized that her guest was not a boy,
but a man. »

— Then Mr. Duncan talked about
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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters.

Dr. Hardy, famous specialist, and
his daughter Irene, meet with an aoci-
dent while on a motoring trip in the
foothills of Alberta and find a refuge,
in the cabin of the Elden ranch where,
dwell David and his dissolute father.|
The girl and boy promise to meet,
again in the future. After his father’s
drunken death David goes to seek h)!
fortune in town and loses all his|
money at a pool table. He spends an|
evening with Conward, his poolroom |
acquaintance, and ‘two actressps and'
takes liquor for the first timg. Next
morning he awakes from a®drunken
sleep resolved to amend. He is at-
tracted by the singing of a choir girl
in a church; then he attended a So-
cialist meeting. |

CHAPTER VI.—(Cont'd.)

“You talk about your masters and
your slaves, and your taxes and your
marriages,” the woman cried in a
shril voice that penetrated every
corner of the building. “I can tell
you something about masters and
slavées. I'm hearing everywhere that
what this country wants is population;
that is the talk of the politician, and
the learned men, that are supposed to
know. Now, what is the country do-
ing for those that bring the popule-
tion—not from the slums of Europe,!
that is not what I'm asking—but for
those that bring the native-born popu-
lation—the only . population that
doesn’t have to be naturalized? I'm
the mother of six, and what has the
country done for me, but leave me at
the mercy of those who charge more
for an hour’s attendance than my old|
man can save from a month’s drud-

v? And then, with my health|
broken down—in the service of the]
State—I have to go to the hospital,
and they tell me I must have an op-
eration, and I wake up with a horrid
pain and a bill for a hundred and
fifty dollars. All done in an hour, or
less, and that's the bill, or part of it,|
for the hospital dues, and the extras
and etceteras are still to come. Mas-
ters and slaves! More than I can save
in a year, or two years, and no one
to say whether the work was needed
or not, or whether it was well done
or not. When my kitchen pipes are
plugged a plumber fixes them and
charges me a dollar, and ® he doesn’t
do it right he has to do it over again,
but when the human pipes go wrong
the man-plumber charges a hundred
and fifty dollars, and if he doesn’t do
it right he collects just the same, and
the undertaker adds another hundred.
Now I don’t know whether this comes
under the head of Capital or Labor
or Single Tax, but I do know it is
outrageous extortion—extortion of|
blood money, imposed by the wealthy
and prosperous on the poor and the’
sick and the unfortunate, and while
the State clamors for population it
does not raise a finger to protect those
who are bringing the native-born.”

During this philippic Dave had turn-
ed toward the woman; her thin face
still wore marks of refinement, and
even his uncultured ear recognized a |
use of English that indicated a fair
degrée of education. But she was
broken; crushed with the joint cares'
of motherhood and poverty, and det-i
perate at the injustices of a system|
that capitalized her sacrifices. He had!
heard much talk of slaves, but here,!
he felt, he saw one; not in the healthy,
well-fed men with their deep mutter-!
ings against employers, but in this
haggard woman from whose life the'
Jamp of joy had gone out in the bit-|
terness of suffering and physical
exhaustion

He spent the rest of the day alone,
thinking. He was not yet sure of any,
road, but he knew that his mind had
been made to think, and that his life
was bigger that night” than it had
been in the morning. He might not:
find the right road at once, but he
could at least leave the old one. He
felt a strange hunger to understand
all that had been said. He felt, elso, |
a tremendous sense of his own ignor-|
ance; tremendous, but not crushing;
a realization that the world was full
of things to be learned; problems to
be faced; conclusions to be studied out,
and underneath was a sense almost of
exaltation that he should take some
part in the studies and perhaps aid in
the solutions. It was his first glimpse
into the world of Reason, and it
charmed and invited him.
follow.

He went early to bed, thinking over
all he had heard. His mind was full,
but it was happy, and, in some strange

way, fixed. Even the morning service

{and backed them up the long narrow
| drive connecting the family coal-

Hear Toronto and Montreal Radio Con-
certs every night, just as though you
were In one of these great oities, with
our Marcon! Radlophone (Model C).
Write for full information and prices,
The AUTOMATIC TELEPHONES and
TIME RECORDERS
TORONTO CANADA

| your studies a couple of nights a week

He would
!s.on Thursday night.

| satisfy him whether he had found the

|
came back with a sense of worth- gardening, and from that to Dave's
whileness as he recalled it in the skill in backing his team to the coal
semi-consciousness of approaching | chute, and from that to coal itself.
sleep. . . . The music had been good.| Dave had chovelled coal all winter,
.. . It had made him think of spring but he had not thought about coal, ex-
and the deep woods . . . and water cept as something to be shovelled and
... . and wood smoke. . . . | shovelled. And es Mr. Duncan ex-
It was about a far-away land . . .' plained to him the wonderful pro-
and Reenie Hardy. She was very like visions of
Reenie Hardy. away in the undiscovered lands bil-

lions of tons of coal, holding them in

CHAPTER VIL

reserve until the world’s supply of
Fortunate Fate, or whatever gond|timber for fuel should be nearing ex-
9 v
angel it is that sometimes drops un-|

haustion, and as he told of the im-
: ble wealth of this great new
expected favors, designed that young Mmeéasurable
Elden should the following day de ‘l“?{:d 1‘" C‘f)ﬂlhfﬁo}lﬂﬁs, andmfrf hﬁ t’-he
liver coal at the home of Mr. Melvin| Wheels of the world—traffic, a n-
Duncan.- Mr. Duncan, tall, quiet, and

try, and science even—were de-
forty-five, was at work in his garden

| pendent upon coal and the man who

: handled coal, Dave felt his breast ris-
as Dave turned the team in the lane ing{
calli

with a sense of the dignity of his

ng. It was no longer dirty and
grimy; it was part of the world; it
was essential to progress and happi-
_| ness—more essential than gold, or
i| diamonds, or all the beautiful things
'in the store windows. And he had

to do with this wonderful sub-
stance all winter, and not until to-
night had it fired the divine spark of
his imagination. The time ticked on,
and although he was eager to be at
work he almost dreaded the moment
when Mr. Duncan should mention his
|lesson. But before that moment came
there was a ripple of laughter at the
door, and a girl in tennis costume, and
|@ young man a little older than Dave,
| entered.

chute. As the heavy wagon moved|
straight to its objective, Mr. Duncan
Jocked on with approval that height
ened into admiration. Dave shovelled
his load without remark, but as he
stood for a moment at_the finish wip-|
ing the sweat from his coal-grimed|
face Mr. Duncan engaged him in con-|
versation.

“You handle a team like you were
born to it,” he said. “Where did you
get the knack?"”

“Well, I came up on a ranch,” said|
Dave. “I've lived with horses evm‘l
since I could remember.”

“You're a rancher, eh?” queried
the older man. “Well, there's nothing

like the range and the open countty. (To be continued.)

Nature; how she had stored |

The Lost Land.
We question of the Captains
Bach morning on the quay,
“Good -Masters, have you ne'er a ship
That salls to Arcady?”
“North and East and South and West,
Our white salls take the wind,
But never port o' Arcady,
May skipper touch or find.”

O lost land and lovely land, across thie
leagues of foam,

Across the sea, across the sand it's
we'd be winning iome,

For that we chose to wander once in
quest of golden gain

Is never ship upon the sea can take
us back agein?

We question of the Wise Men;
“Fair Sirs, of courtesy,
Now show us where the glad star lles
] That shines o'er Arcady?
| “North and Bast and South and West,
We call the stars by name,
But never land o' Arcady,
I Is lighted by their flame.”

O lost land, of faith and truth, not all
our useless tears,

May bring us back the dreams of youth |

acroes the crowded years, |

Nor merchants in the market place, |

nor skippers on the sea, !

Nor craft, nor skill, nor wish nor wlll‘

lead back to Arcady. ’

—Theodosia Garrison,

e . et |
Mammoth Pumping Plant. |

A pumping plant has been installed
deep in a South African gold mine that |
can lift 8,000,000 gallons of water al
day 2,600 feet above its level, |

SRS S

New Tea Kettle. [

Water is boiled in one compartment
of a new tea kettle and as desired ad-
mitted to another containing the tea. |

|
- ——

If I could handle horses like you there
isn’t anything would hold me in town.”

“Oh, I don't know,” Dave answered.
“You get mighty sick of it.”

“Did you get sick of it?”

Elden shot a keen glance at him.
The conversation was becoming per-
sonal. Yet there was in Mr. Duncan’s

omans
Snkerests

manner a certain kindliness, a certain
appeal of sincere personality, that dis-
armed suspicion.

“Yes, I got sick of it,” he said. “I
lived on that ranch eighteen years,
and never was inside school or church.
Wouldn't that make you sick? ...
So I beat it for town.”

“And I suppose you are attending
church regularly now, and night
school, too?”

Dave’s quick temper fired up in re-
sentment, but again the kindliness of
the man’s manner disarmed him. He ‘
was silent for a moment, and then he| term applied to the outdoor feas:
said, “No, I ain't. That's what makes| Which broiled bacon is the king of the
me sick now. I came in here intendin’| ocasicn.
to get an education, an’ I've never| It may be necessary to have a meet-
even got a start at it, excep’ for some| ing for arrangements. To make the
Samathin’ listn Whead® good vvden to visit some point 7 inter

“There always will be,” said Mr. est, either historical or natural, and
Duncan, “until you start.” there must be water available, We

“I suppose so,” said Dave, wearily,| will not forget the girl who a
and took up the reins. tenderfoot in hiking. On the first

But Mr. Duncan persisted. “You're| trip, the distance must not be too
not in suih a hu}'ry with that team,” great for her.

!}e sfld&hmﬂzie;;({ )lzl&rnrﬁbltxe—rei‘:‘n There will be a captain and lieu-
;hu)t'su nothing to sgulimg this matter| tenents for the day, who will take
of getting started with an education.” charge and whose orders we must all
agree to obey—of course, we hope
they will not be too strict. The cap-

“But how's it to be done?” Dave
questioned, with returning interest.

tain selected is preferably the mother
of one of the girls; the lieutenants are

Let's Have a Bacon Bat.

The season is here for planning a
day along the untravelled ways
through the woods or down the
stream. Oh, yes, we have much neces-

garden but there is nothing quite like
that whole day of recreation with all
the girls in the neighborhood.

A “bacon bat,” you know, is just s

at

is

“School!s an’ books cost money, an’ 1
never save a dollar.”

“And never will,” said Mr. Duncan,
“until you start. But I think I see a
plan that might help, and if it ap-
peals to you it will also be a great
convenience to me. My wife likes to
go driving Sundays, and sometimes on
week-day evenings, but I have so
many things on hand I find it hard to
get out with her. My daughter used
to drive, but these new-fangled auto-
mobiles are turning the workd up;id&
down—and many a buggy with it. . :
They're just numerous enough to be| boy fashion. X Sl
dangerous. If there were more or| . An(g r(-momfur. giris! We ar2 much
less they would be all right, but just like Napcleon’s army. You rememter
now every horse is suspicious of | Napoleon thought food was the first
them. Well—as I saw you driving in| necessity for his men: So let’s think
here I said to myself, ‘There’s the man| about the provisions t> carry. Can
for that job of mine, if 1 can get|you imagine anythinz better than
2::’ ;_r‘:)u:‘;ma?“\t.ﬂ’;;}:' 8&33”“;‘:\1:‘:’]"" sizzling bacon or juicy frankfurters

v A‘ i : # broiled over the camp fire, and eaten
squsre the aecount by helping “uh:between some of Mother’s home-made

~1 used to teach schcol, and haven’t|rolls? .~\.yt.i if you have never reasted
altogether forgotten—why that would | potatoes in the ccals under the camp
be just what I want. What do you| fire, ycu simply don’t know what you
say?” : have missed!

“I never saw anything on four feet| The long stick on which the bacon is
I C?““‘"i;,.‘“”‘;“»‘ 1"“’ D;“"“v & if| to be broiled will do double duty if
%\?;\le?d“c;‘ \::':g:'ta';t:‘"p b am'i roastin’ ears are ripe, as they too can
“Pirst losson to-night. Second les- be roasted over the ﬁ'rc. There must
First drive Sun-| be something to drink, of course.

day.” Mr. Duncan did not explain|Shall we decide upon cocoa?
that he wanted to know the boy better To supply the necessary foods for
before the dri\'e!} commenced, and he; this dinner, each girl may bring her
felt that two nights together would| cwn potato and roasting ear. For the
other items, we will divide the girls

into groups, all the girls of one group
bringing extra rolls, others bring
bacon, frankfurters, cocoa, milk for the

selected as recreation leaders, water
carriers, wood gatherers, cooks and
dish washers,

Comfortable clothing is a necessity.
Walking shoes with low heels; a khaki
suit if we have one; if not, a com-
fortable dress and sweater, a hat with
a brim and one of Dad’s big handker-
chiefs tied around the neck in cow-

‘,righ»t man.
| Dave hurried back to the ccal-yard
and completed the da{'s work in high
| spirits. It seemed he wae at last .
istarted on a moad that might ]wl‘cccoa and sugar to season it, butter
| somewhere. After supper he m‘"'pﬁs'i for the potatoes, and so forth. Should
ied his fellow-laborers by chancirvz: the day be thundery, the milk will be
il; his S\:W:}' k‘i:,‘ltlh“ and t;::ﬂﬂmg sure to keep sweet until needed if
|down & stn ng into the resi-| scalded before starting.
Igg:ﬁﬁ;f’);“ ":ht.':" "“T""l‘:hm‘:]”: The more knapsacks, the casier the
g ’ load is to carry. It would be too bad
skirt. ! ® o
‘ Mr. Duncan met him at the door nndj to be h:*therml‘ wnh' baskets or bun-
| ghowed him into the Jiving-room. Mn.|dle’ on the trip. You are lucky in-
!Duncnn, plump, motherly, lovable in|deed if someone at home is the po:-
| the mature wmancsn of forty,| sessor of a thermos bottle in which
ig@gted him cordially. She was 8orTy | to carry hot or cold drink right aling.
| ith was out; E‘“”! had a tennis| There is something about these
[edmlﬂm S.ht;“ “:;:t :L’p“r":‘gg‘ bacon bats that seems to me!: away
‘f‘f‘?y "‘:; lhe“hbar (‘uﬂch) T'gl)ave frowns and pouts and leave in their
had never been in a home. like thiﬁ,' Sﬂk 3 Co Cl
and his eyes, unaccustomed to com- an tton ippi
{fortable furnishings, appraised them i i T e Ppings
as Juxury. There were 4 piano and - e Steh-Work = and
. 4 . |§ Faney-Work, Large Package sent
a phonograph; leather chairs; a fire-| for fifty cents, or three for a'dol-
place with polished bricks that shone lar; stamps or money orler.
M. J. TELLER & CO.
59 Wellington St. West, Torouto

- coal; thick”
carpets, spi to the foot; painted
m ng down out of gilt
. And Mr. Duncan hed said he

sary tramping around the house zmd:

girls who will act as leaders of squads, |

3

| place broad smiles and a comradely
spirit, and that is what we girls want,
is it not?

|

| A Contest for the Business Girl.

A typewriting contest is to be one
of the outstanding features among the
demonstrations of Women's Work in
| the Women's Building at the Canadian
National Exhibition this year. A cir-
cular is already being issued from the
Exhibition offices the Lumsden
Building, Toronto, and an application
form which will enable prospective
participants to register for the class,
the day and the hour they wish to
take part,

Provision is made in three classes,
for the expert stenographer, the more
recent graduate, and the girl just out
| of business college, so many a one is
| in training to try her skill against
others of her own class. Each class
| will compete every afternoon and
'(-\'vning and there will also be a daily
contest in the operation of adding
machines, and a friendly contest be-
tween the winners and Mr. Fred Jar-
| rett, champion typist of Canada, who
‘will be the competition judge.

Bronze medals and certificates will
be awarded daily and the winners of
| these will be eligible to take part in
| the final contest which will be held
{in the Dairy Theatre on the last
afternoon of the Exhibition and when
silver trophies will be awarded by the!
Canadian National Exhibition Asso-|

| ciation.
|

Tested Recipes.

When blucberries are at their best
€at them fresh with sugar and cream
and can them for winter use. A fa-
vorite recipe for using fresh berries
or the canned pr:Zuct
Blueberry Pudding—Heat the con-

s of one jar cf blucherries (or on
quart cooked-fr.-h berries) and pour
into a buttered shallow baking dish.
Lay cver the top thin ¢lices of butter-
ed bread, cut in halves or quarters,
buttered side up. Bake in a hot oven
until the bread brawn

is:

te e

is a golden

| his sorry, granny

with all your meals P4.

Freshly Mi

Aid
- qugost

ion

Serve hot with or without sauce. If
sauce is desired, a delicious one is
made ‘according to the following
recipe:

Cream a quarter of a cup of but-
ter, add one-half cup of powdered
sugar and beat until smooth and light.

Devonshire Apple Tart—Core, pare
and slice tart apples. Line the sides
of a well-buttered, deep pie plate with
thin pastry and flll with the sliced|
apples. Add two .tablespoonfuls of |
cold water, one tablespoonful of but-
ter cut into small pieces and about
three-quarters of a cup of maple
sugar sprinkled over the top. Cover‘i
with pastry strips and bake in a mod-|
erate oven until the apples are tender|
and the crust a“delicate brown. Serve|
with cream, |

When is a pancake not a pancake?|
Naturally, when it becomes a delicious, |
nutlike flavored doughnut made after
the following recipe: |

Dropped Pancakes—One egg, one-|
half cupful sugar, one-third teaspoon-'
ful salt, one-third teaspoonful Kmted‘
nutmeg, one-half cupful milk, one-|
half lemon, grated rind, 1% cupfulsi‘
flour and three teaspoonfuls baking|
powder. Sift the flour and baking|
powder together and mix the ingred-
ients in the order named. Drop by
teaspoonfuls into hot fat. Fry like
doughnuts until a rich brown in color.

e 4 1

The Blue Apron.
It tells a tale of beds to make, '
And pies to bake, and mats to shake;|
Of china rare to wash with care, |
Her blue check apron hanging there.|

In this brave armor, day by day, |
She fights the fray and keeps at bay|
Her hated foes of scot and dust
And smear and stain and moth and
rust. ]

And
Her

all her fond housewifely cares,
thrill fears comrade
shares,

Abets and each charming
To cheer a hungry homing man.

s and this

plan

aids
alds

Ah, wife! although with dainty grace,
In silk and lace you take your place,
For me, the heart of home, my dear,
Is your blue apron hanging there.
—G. M. Fowell.
PR S
Very Sorry. |

Little Michael had been on a visit to
his grandmother, who had not been
very well

His father had come to fetch him
home, and Michael, as he was leaving,
felt that he must be polite '

So he looked up at.his grandmother |
and said |

“Good-bye, granny. I am so :-nrry;
you have been ill!"” !

“And I'm sorry, tco!” his father put
in

Michael félt
merit of _his
tinued:

“But my sorry is much bigger (h;m!

the |

|
lessened i

So he con-

that this
remark

e
Roll Butter. |
The young hcusekeeper wio told the |
fisherman that she wanted some
and when he aswed her how much, re-
plied, “About two yards and a ralf,”
has a rival in a Baltimore woman
“I wish to get scie butter
che said to the dealer |
Re n?" he
litely |
“N We |
seldom have rolls.” |

eels |

please,” |

11 butter, ma asked, po-|

. we wish to eat it on toast

i >

Minard's Liniment for Dandruf?.

o

¢

will start anew this morning with .i

higher, fairer creed;

will cease to stand complaining of

my ruthless neighbor’s greed;
will cease to sit repining while my
duty’'s call is clear.
will waete no moment whining and
my heart shall know no fear.

will look sometimes about me for the |

things that merit praise;
will search for hidden beauties that
elude the grumbler’s gaze;

will try and find contentment in the

paths that I must tread,

I will cease to have resentment when |

another moves ahead.

will not be swayed by envy when my

rival’s strength is shown;
I
to prove my own;
will try to see the beauty spread be-
fore me, rain or shine—
will cease to preach your duty and
be more concerned with mine.
—8. E. Kiser.

-

The Procession of Bottles.

A singular custom is that observed
in Boulbon-en-Provence, a village in
tbe department of the Bouches-du
Rhone, near the town of Aramon, so
famous for its red wineés
Every ‘year, on St. Marcellin's Day,
that is of the first of June, there is a
procession of bottles. About 7 o'clock
in the evening, while the bells are
ringiug at full pitch, the men—the men
alone—assemble and In a procession

I

I

|nmrr-h to a distant chapel, every one

carrying a bottle of his best wine

The cure blesses these bottles after
which the participants drink a gulp of
this wine while the priest
psalms.

At the end of the ceremony the cor-
tege returns to the village, this time
following the banner of St. Marcellin
And then goes home with
the precious flask which is only open-
ed in case of fever, stomach trouble or
other indispositions

St. Marcellin, in Bouldon-en-Prov-
ence, I8 as favorable to water as he is
to wine. In perfods of drought his bust
is carried acrc where-

chants

every one

s the vineyards,

{ upon the carriers sing, and immediate-

ly it rains

Minard s Liniment for Qurns, ete.

Bess, crying: 00, hoo!
ed my hand on the pussy-cat.”

~\/aseline
CARBOLATED

PETROLEUM JELLY

VERY efficient

antiseptic when

used as a first-aid

- dressing for cuts,

scratches, bruises, in-

sect bites, etc. Keep

a tube in the house
for emergencies.

CHREUEBROUGH MFG. COMPANY
(Consolidated)
1880 Chabot Ave.
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SUPERIOR---The Inland Seca
“The Blue, the Fresh, the Ever Free”

to
miles from

this Is a trip

A"
and blue waters As |

liclous meals they serve

But. best of all to most of
promenades and concerts
a mugnificent Great Lakes liner
Prince Arthur Hotel Port Arthur
Port Arthur. the day

you

us,

SIX DAYS ON THE GREAT

remember!

Duluth and return

i& the
the delightful

Six glorious days on the «
rnla to Sault Ste. Marie,
Six days of fresh uir
you will recall with loeng
Naoronle,” “Hamonic
daily lfe on shipboard
duys on the wide, shu
And the trips ashore; the
the trip by «in to Kakebok
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e he
« Fallg,

in beautiful Duluth

Sarnia--Soo--Port Arthur--Duluth

Bpecial Fealures — Dancing,
week-duy  evening Refres
certs
Hotel Port Arthur train
Xakabeka Falls near
Golf meters. Afternoo
eorn Wavigator,” daily
per. Mile March Music.
Chorus on Deck. Bocial Hostess.
KRouhd trip continieus crulse
Sarnia to Duluth and return, in
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Trip by
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shipboard
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I scratch-|

When you get up in the morning and
pull on your worsted socks, does it
ever occur to you that the word wor
sted indicates that this material was
first made at the town Worstead?* You
then put on your suit of Cheviots or
Tweeds, and elip a Cambric handker
chief into your pocket, thereby calling
to mind that this delicate fabric wag
first woven at the French town of Cam-
brai.

You come down to breakfast and
enjoy & cup of Moche, and when you
get ready to go out afterwards you
don your Ulster or Chesterfleld if it
is a cold day, ¢s In summer put your
Panama upon your head.

An amazing number of the articles
which we use every day of our lives
| @are named after the towns from which
| they originally came, t gh in many
| cases their manufacture is to-day car
ried on in places totally different.
| Huddersfield, for {nstance, has re
| placed Worstead as the centre of the
{ worsted industry, while Panama hats
| are imported chiefly from Ecuador, in
South America, and Mocha coffee (so-
| called) is growa principally in Java.
| Better cambric s made to-day in Bel-
| fast than ever Cambral produced.

Among other articles of attire which
we call by the names of the towns
which they originally came from are
the Inverness cape and the Leghorn
hat. The cape is still more of a favor-

will not deny his merit, but I'll strive | ite in Scotland than elsewhere; Leg-

{ horn hats, with their wide brims, are
1(0 this day made from Leghorn straw,
| though the manufacture goes on In
| several other places.
{ Balbriggan, which given its
'name to a certain type of cotton hosi-
jery, 18 a small- watering-place some
| twenty miles north-east from Dublin.
| Melton 1s another fabri¢c which re
minds us of & town, now perhaps bet-
| ter known as a hunting centre than for
its manufactures
It Is nearly a century since any pot-
tery has been mdde at Delft The
name of the ware will always remind
its users, however, that it .was this lit-
tle Dutch town which in the sixteenth
century began the manufacture of the
pretty blue and white pottery copied
from Chinese and Japanese designs.
Dresden, Worcester, and Sevres are all
names better kr ection
with beautiful I h the
towns to which they
The connectiont

| and Damascus
Nevertheless, damson
traction for Dama
rants are made from a sn
grown in the neighborhox
Their name is a corrupti
thians.”
| Cherries gain their
long extinct city
Minor, while the quir
name because the
brought from Cydon
Crete. Chestnuts remind us of another
| city of past days—( Pontas
whence the trees first came to Eur-
! ope

Cheeses, too, of various sorts render
familiar names that would otherwise
be forgotten. Stilton is a small town
in Huntingdonshire, and Cheddar, fa-
mous for its caves, is a Somersetshire
village of less than 2,000 people
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Famous Britishers at Play.
| All the worid knows of Mr. Lloyd
George's love of golf, and that an his-
| toric game at-Cannes is said to have
preceded Cabinet crises in France and
Italy; and now we are told that his
latest form of recreation is exercise

| with the panch ball

Mr. W. E. Gladstone's fondness for
trec-felling prov 1 many subjects for
caricaturists, the bis
prowe with 1t Hawarden
uséed to astonish a fc ation.
The British Cabine me
keen devotees of mes.
Mr. Winston Churchill big
¢ e, and ds. o 1 polo,
few met
accident the
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rested
of being’ prezent 2 mport
trial at the Old Bailey
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Nothing Easier.

Mr. and Mrs. Jimton, a young couple
recently maricd were be ing their
housekeeping and were doing the work
of putting the rcoms in order them-

selves

Mr

in hanging on
clock,
rgom.

“Why Is It tiking you so long, dear,”

:ked the young wife, ‘to put up that

clock ?"

“l can’t get it plumb,” he

“Then why don't ycu send

plumber?” rhe asked in perfect

cerity

| e Qe

| The Reason.
Tourist—"“Why, Denald, you surprise

me. You don’t like the English people

and yet you have an English wife.”

| Doneld twith a sigh)-—“Ay, mon,

, that accounts for it.”
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