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VERYWOMAN'S WORLD

Young children also received. Fine location,

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT.

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto

i sity and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Yreparation for the Unhferﬂ vE Outdoor games and physical training,
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master and of a
Sister, who for twelve years taught in the School with marked success. !
a qualified mistress. College re.opens September 14th, For terms and particulars, apply to the

Sister in Charge, or to The Sisters of St. John the Divine, Major St., TorontoJ
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TR
A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS

Voice culture will be in charge of

of Commerce
CLINTON, ONTARIO

gives, by Correspondence, courses in Prac-

tical Bookkeeping, Shorthand (Pitman or

Gregg), Penmanship and all Commercial

subjects. Fit yourself by Home Study to fill

a well paid ofhice position, For particulars
write Ii F. Ward, B.A., M, Accts.

FALL TERM OPENS AUG. 28th
LLIOTT

Z22202%%

Yonge and Charles Sts., Toronto,
Was asked to fill more than thirty times as many
positions as they had graduates, during the last
twelve months. = Write to-day for Calendar,

tion with the outd

Healthtul, pict

ONTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE

A SCHOOL OF IDEALS AND AN IDEAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

que 1 ;dvn.nt’nzes %Hhe country as well as llhn cult:xnll inﬂugrnce gl

ich i ly 80 milesaway. Academic courses from reparatory work to Junior Matricu ation, Teach-

g:;oga‘:fl:cn:; :n‘:lnl"’i'rsl Year University; Music, Art, Oratory, Domestic Science, Commercial Work, Physicial
Training by means of an unusually well equipped gymnasium, large swimming pool and systematized play,

COLLEGE RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER

FOR CALENDAR, WRITE REV. F. L,

and Conservatory of Music and Art
WHITBY, - - . ONTARIO

12th, 1916
- FAREWELL, B. A., PRINCIPAL

estminster
llege - Coronto

A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS
Situated opposite Queen’s Park,
Bloor Street West

Re-opens Tuesday, September 12th.
Calendar mailed on request

J. A, PatERSON, K.C., Mgrs, A, R, GREGORY,
President Principal

WANTED—AIl kinds of names and addresses,
We pay 25c. each. Send dime for contract (silver),

P-Sun, LeRoy, Mich,

e
Royal Victoria
College

Montreal

The residential College
for women students of v
McGILL UNIVERSITY

Courses lead to degree in Arts
separate in the main from those for
men, but under identical conditions;
and to degrees in music.

For prospectus and information
apply to the Warden.
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Read What
Students Say

I await each new lesson
with the keenest delight.
They truly are wonderful.
1am sure any woman who
desires to dress herself
and family economicall
will find just what she s

r 1 had Six Dresses
~ Instead of Jwo

Today hundreds of women are telling practi-

cally this same story of how thei have found
“the easy, delightful 'way to clot

through the simple and

Courses in Drescmaking and

WOMAN'S INSTITUTE

OF DOMESTIC ARTS & SCIENCES INC.

These Courses tcach you how to have stylish clothes for o little
the cost will surprise you—a $35 suit for L
hat for $3, a §5 waist or simple dress for §1 or $2, and children’s
clothes for a mere iraction of what they would otherwise cost.

“PRETTIER dresses — more

stylish—better made—and for
the first time in mi life dresses
that my friends say have my own
individuality in every line.” And
they cost me less than the two I
had last season. How did I man-
age? I made them all myself.
Besides, I've made three skirts
and half a dezen blouses and
practically everything that the
children are wearing. And a year
ago I couldn’t make a buttonhole,

€s economy
ﬁrnctical Home-Study
illinery offered by the

$15, a 820 dress for $6, a $10
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When Love Was Young
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LOVE
AND A FAMILY FEUD

(Continued from page 10)

to Sam’s son.
off, and here
building.

Presently he looked at his daughter again, and
a queer little jealous spasm tugged sharply at his
heart. Some day—it was not a very distant
day perhaps—she, too, would be going. He
shrunk from the thought; it frightened him.
One by one he told off in his mind the young
men of the neighbourhood—all save John
Hains; there was no use considering a Hains, he
told himself—and being dissatisfied, he shook
his head at each. With whom, among them all,
could he trust her? Even now, though she was
grown to be a woman, he could still feel the
pressure of her childish arms around his neck,
the clasp of her baby fingers upon his own.
She had been so little, so loving, and he had
spoiled her, perhaps; and this man who would
take her from him wouldn’t know about that—
and—and—how could it be possible that she
should care for that one, more than she cared
for “Daddy,” who loved her so?

The young folk were marrying
and there new nests were a-

HIS soul was disquieted within him; and the

broad sun slipped down and kissed the west-
ern hills, and the labourers came home from
the fields singing and whistling along the paths.
But the girl took no heed of the undertone of
sadness and of vague regret in it all; nor was
she conscious of the rich blaze of the fading
sunset, and the dying light on the hills; neither
did she see the shadows creeping up the village,
nor hear the night birds calling from the
orchard and the woods. True, the night had
come, but Beth was thinking of the afternoon
and of the spring and the man in the dark blue
overalls, It was good, she thought, to live,
and she went singing about her work.

The Battle

BET\VEEN the man and the girl there were
other meetings—such frequent meetings that
the gossiping housewives of the neighbourhood
wagged their heads sagely and, when “two or
three gathered together in one place,” indulged
themselves freely in forecasts and adventured
forth into prophecy. Did they not know Bill
Norton, and was John' Hains a man easily
controlled or readily turned aside in his purpose?
But, regardless of these comments, the two
continued to see each other on meeting days at
the church, sometimes by accident as they
travelled the country road, and, if Bill Norton
suspected aught, he gave no sign—at least, none
that his daughter or the public could read. To
some it seemed that the old man had wistfully
shut his eyes, not wishing to see. Others
averred that such was Norton’s hatred for a
Hains that it had not even occurred to him that
his daughter would look at John, much less
tarry within the sound of the young man’s
voice or harken to his stammering speech.

“Bill'll waken up one o’ these days,” said one
of the apologists.

“Dunno as I blames the young folks though.
John Hains, he are a man—built from the
groun’ up, he is, and muscled like a steer. An’
Beth, why, Beth, bless her heart, is as red-lipped
as a young rose, an’ sir, she’s clean-limbed, an’
as light in her pastern i’ints as a thoroughbred
colt! Tdon’t blame John—he’s got a good farm,
an’ they'll git married one o’ these days, an’
ole Bill, he’ll r’ar then an’ pitch, but his gal’ll be
married all right enough, so it won’t do a bit o’
good. Yes, siree, Bill’s got to wake up some
time. I'm dang sorry fer Bill, I shore is.”

I such fashion the community helped the
matter forward and knew far more of its pro-
gress than old Bill did or, as for that, even
Beth herself or John.

And vet, despite this absorbing adventure
which was stirring the good folk up, Nature went
her own way steadily and was neither to be
checked nor diverted. But at last the summer
passed and the sunlight grew slant and pale;
the maples tinged the slopes with red, and the

But on the hillside above a leafy bush
quivered, and Bill Norton, his heart beating
fiercely, parted the obscuring foliage to see
clearly who this man was who had come to steal
away his child.

“EJAINS!” he muttered. “John Hains, just
like I knowed it would be. An’ yet I
couldn’t believe—I had to just see it myself.”

White-lipped and quivering, the old man loosed
his hold on the branches, and they fell back into
place. His breath came in gasps, and a spasm,
half of passion, half of pain, distorted the
muscles of his face. He did not wish to give his
daughter up—not to any man; he had fought
out that battle with himself. But to a Hains!
The neighbors had hinted to him of this, but
even in the face of that evidence he had forced
himself to disbelieve.

He parted the leaves and looked down
again. Beth was leaning against the man’s
arm now.

“No,” he heard her say, hopelessly. “W,?
can’t tell him. He wouldn’t understand
There was a tremulous break in her voice, and
the listener was strangely moved.

“But you'll go with me>”’ interrupted the
man.

“Yes,” she murmured.
Daddy——?» o1

The old man turned stumblingly, not waiting
to hear more. Over him, quelling his anger and
frightening him, a very great change had come;
she was about to leave him. What could he
do, poor doddering old man that he was, to
prevent her?—and she was all that life still
held for him. How like her mother’s eyes
were hers, and just as long ago her mother }}ad
looked up to him, so the child was now looking
up to John—to a Hains!

In such wise the memory of his own youth
came upon him and softened him. Reaching
the brow of the hill, he crossed the fence and
the fields, and came with lagging footsteps to a
little plot shadowed by tall, straight maple
trees, and set with smooth white stones. Not
often did he turn aside here, but now he was
old and troubled, and it seemed to him that he
stood alone.

Careworn and shrunken, he sat down on the
grass. He was so clumsy, he thought, so
tactless and so awkward, in the face of this
crisis, But Mary—Mary, who slept so silently
there—would have understood. He raised
his head. Out along the roads wagons were
passing, the fields were golden with grain, and
rang with the song of the reaper. But under the
maples there was quiet, and an infinite solitude

» The Decision

THE autumn night had come. There was no
wind; and upin the vault of the sky a myriad
of stars sparkled crisply and frostily. In her own
room in the old brown house the girl moved
about in stealthy yet nervous haste, for this was
her wedding night. Her fingers trembled over
her task, but their deft intuitive intelligence
stood her in good stead as she folded some
garments and packed ‘them info 'her bag.
Hurried she was and afraid, for already it was
late, and she must slip out and go down the
Spring path to John, who was waiting for her
there.
Presently the tears came into her eyes. The
omely and familiar things about her seemed to
say good-bye.- Her father would never forgive
her, she knew, and her mother’s picture on
the mantel seemed to 8aze at her reproachingly.
Yes, she was leaving it all—her little belongings,
her memories and the sight of her father's face.
She listened, almost longingly, for some sign of
the old man’s presence—y movement, a cough,
a footfall, In a little while he stirred, passed

113 YCS, John__but

door creak as he stepped out into the yard.
It seemed strange to her that one of his years

should venture abroad so late, It was not his

h » and it might be that in the darkness—
almost she was minded to go and look for him.

looking forinthese
courses,
Mrs. Grace M, Lake
Lincoln, 111,

gol_denrod shone yellow by the waysides,
filling the long valleys with fame.

In dressmaking, you learn by simple, fascinating methods how
to draft perfect gttﬂm patterns; how to use tissue patterns; how
to design, plan and make garments of every kind ; how to renovate
and remodel; how to copy dresses you see on the street, in the

1 have learned more in
the nine weeks I have
taken u% your study than
in the whole course I took
at a resident school,

Mrs. Hulda G. Reuter

Brooklyn, N. Y.

I consider thiscourse the
best thlnf that could come
into the life of any woman
or girl, single or married,
in a domestic way.

rs, G. L. Owings
Carrollton, Ala. ti

flowers and bows.

your own.

Your leno‘nl present the

self
ina

‘women situated as
wlth“htome cares an
mall town.
e Mrs. J. R. Smith
Oblong, Il1.

The lessons are just fine
and each step is described
so thoroughly and plainly
that any one can under-
stand them. Omne canlearn
through these lessons in a
few months what it would
take years to learn in a

shops or in the fashion
work; how to dress in taste and style. [
and trim hats, construct and alter shapes, make all kinds of ribbon
These are but suggestions

Be a Dressmaker or Milliner — Go in Business for Yourself

With the thorough training these Courses give you, you can go
into business —secure a good
The demand for dressmak
than the supply—hundred; are making $25 to $75 a week. The
work is pleasant and dignified. b
you can prepare for success in either field right at home in spare
me—no going away or serving a long apprenticeship,

Send this coupon or a letter or postal today and let us tell you all
ﬂ,ﬁ.ﬂ:”&z:,,::ﬂﬁ; o | about the Course in which you are interested most.

request will not obligate you in any way, but will bring you—free—
the full story of how you can dress betterat less cost or prepare for
a pleasant and profitable profession.

l____—____'—'—__—‘__'

I Woman’s Institute, Inc., Dept. 6-J, 358 Fifth Ave., New York City |

Please send me full information regarding your Home-Study i
w

zines; how to do all kinds of fancy
Hie Inmillinery, how to design

paying position. or open a shop of

ers and milliners is greater
Through the Woman's Institute

Your mere

Course in the subject I have marked belo
l [JHome Dressm’:'g [JProf. Dressm’k g [JHome Millinery [JProf. Millinery I

Specify whether Mrs, or Miss

oom: Name.
wm;ll‘:l. Mary H. Blake l
Wollaston, Mass.
I Address.
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ANI? because the year was dying, and the old

things were passing away, the young man
grew lonely and came once more in theafternoon
stillness to the creekside near the spring. This
time he bore no rod and made no excuses—
not even to himself—for his coming. And then
the girl came, meeting him there. When he
looked at her, he forgot all his shyness and
awkwardness and went to her holding out his
arms,

“Won’t you come to me, Beth?”
“Won’t you come, now?”’

The girl drew back a pace. “John!” she
remonstrated, “John!”

But he did not heed, scarcely had he even
heard. The slanting light had transfigured her,
angi he could not give her up now. With a
swift step he reached her side and caught her
hands in his own. “T love you, Beth,” he
whispered, Passionately; “will you come, dear
—will you comep””

{Xh.nost forcibly he drew her to him, and she,
resisting no longer, let her dark lashes droop,
and hid her face against his arm. “John!”
she whispered, and then again, “John!”?

words.were the same as before, but the intonation
told him all.

he asked.

But she could not tarr,

) ¥, for John—henceforth
and fox:ever her John—would be delayed and
wondering.

She caught up the satchel ’
S : and stepped ou
Into the light of the stars, A lighl?:pb"eeze
stirred, and she started nervously.  From the
shadows of the apple trees great shapeless forms
ieae:eld té) rt:iach blindly and gropingly. A

cless dread assai] her
tee};h hard, and ﬁed.l g e

or a space she ran on breathlessly. Then she
recovered herself, stopped ant:i ljcl)oked back.
Suddenly she turned and held out her arms
appeglmgly.

“Daddy!” ghe Whispered, “Daddy!” Al-
most as though in answer, ther’e wasa fo{)tstep on
the path, and 5 voice, low and subdued, broke
Compassed her.

the silence that en
<
the girl almost screamed,

“Daughter]”—
the strain haq been so great—“Ts that you,

“Y-y-ves,” she stammered,

¢ came to her afd took her ently in his

arms.  “He’s down there, Beth,” }?e whispered.
nght down by the Spring, j

minute ago, an’ I found kim there. An’—an’—

Ive sent fer the preach ey
to be married at hgmel” i Ty

“Yes, Father.”



