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T H E incom-
ing fashions
are charac-
terized by
Tong lines,
trailing
skirts, wrist
length
sleeves, . long
coats 'a n @
slender lines
generally. As
utual, t He

fashions seem to have ~ been ordered
with a special reference to slim figures,
and will have to be adapted to the wo-
man whose figure has lost its, youthful
lines. o

The adapted model of the directaire,
which shows a slashed skirt reyealing
a pleated patiel 'of some contrasting
color and material, will be popular a.nd_
deservedly so, for if will lend Iitself’
readily to the remodelling. of two old
gowns into one new one. . One very.
pretty New York design is of blaek
satin cut on cireular Hnes and drawn
cnugly around the hips, right hip, with
a slight drapinf above the left just
above the slash; all around the edges
of the skirt there is a border of hand-
some. black braid; and the braid is used
in strap effect across the inserted panel

of pale blue liberty satin, \whlch ﬁ]ls:
the V-shaped slashing. The 'top of the

gkirt is in empire outline,
Collars are to be worn extremely high
with points at e ears. Some of these

collars are quit® five inches high, and |
have been dubbed’ “corset’’ collars by |

some one with a sense of humor.

The directoire frill is a collar garni- ]

ture of lace, mousseline or other likely
tabric cut from one to tow inches wide
and edging the collar top. Its purpose

is to soften the meck outline, and to.
accentuate the height of that import-

ant feature of the garment. The long,
smooth fitting sleevés are frequently
finished with a frill to match that of
the collar, so that by means of the frill
extension the hdnds are covered down
to the knuckles,

We are to have many little sash ef-
fects on the new gowns, and there is
to. be considerable latitude in the
method of arrangiug them. Quite the
prettiest way is. im -eonnection with

their use with the empire gown, where |

the sash is of soft satin and adjusted
at the left of the back and -hangs in a
single broad streamer almost to the
edge of the skirt,

A Paris rumor is to the effect that
silk sleeves are to be used in conjunc-
tion with  cloth costumes, the sleeve
being the color of the gown, the differ-

ence being in texture only. o

Tallored shirt waists of heavy linens
and pigues will be of good: form for
early fall, and with them will be worn
the linen collar and butterfly or Merry
Widow bow. )

fore it will surely: take some such form,
and will probably be called the Raffle’s
craze, Well, we are ready for a change
of some sort, and “variety is the spice
of life.”
: L T

- '“Children,” said a Sunday school su-
perintendent, “this is oné of the most
beautiful lessons in the - ‘Bible. His
money all wasted in riotous living, the
Prodigal Son, in rags and dirt, returns
to his father’s house, humiliated, sup-
plicant, Does that father turn away his
wayward son? No, children, the father
dressed him in purple and fine linen;
he put a ring on his finger; he made a
great feast, in that the wanderer had
returned, and called in all hig people.
There was muste and dancing }md great
rejoicing.” 1 ~

‘“Yet, children, there is a dark side
to this picture as well. Among all this
-merrymaking there was one- whose
heart ‘was  sad. The festive mirth
‘brought him no joy. Can any little boy
or girl tell' me who this-was?”

A chubby hand went up in the in-
fant row. > ;
“Yes, Little Harold may  tell us.”
© “The fatted calf,” piped the infant

progidy.
- * L]
Mrs. Brown, who is six feet tall and
weighs" two hundred pounds, recently
engaged a maid fresh from the Emer-

ald Isle. ¥

Soon after her arrival, Bridget an-
| swered a ring at the door, and a caller
enquired:

“Can I see Mrs. Brown?”

“Sure, an’ yve ‘can,”” said  Bridget.
| “Faith, an’” whin she’s in the room its
little ilse ye can see.”

Concentration of purpose, is, and al-
ways has been the keynote of success.
‘“The man who seeks one thing in life,

and but one,
May hope to achieve it before life is
done; —
But he who'seeks all things, where-
ever he goes,
Only reaps from the hopes which
around him he sows
A harvest of barren regrefs.”

The dancer spends hours every day in
arduous training, in fact a life of mar-
tyrdom is the price she pays for her
grace and skill; the contestants for
Marathon honors live lives of rigid self
denial, dining frugally every day and
practising incessantly; actors, singers,
make their art come first always; ar-
tists are constantly looking for new
beautiés in nature which they may re-
produce on canvas; writers are always
1on the Tookout for new types of char-
acters, new ideas, new  ways of ra-
writing old truths, and it is only by .en-
tire concentration of purpose that these
achieve even a moderate degree of suc-
«ce§s, The professional and business man

| Random Bichings

Now that the moon of the post card
craze is too evidently on the wane one
wonders what the next c¢raze will be,
possibly hunting for a mysterious man
who disappears and reappears, like the
actors in a Punch and Judy show. If
coming évents cast their shadows be-

mdst “be thinking,"thinking always how
to promote the best interests of his
budsinesé or profession; the mother
must think and plan unwearidly for her
children, getting new ideas, new meth-
ods for their training and upbringing,
ready to discard an old idea when a
new one has been proved better; the
house keeper and home maker too can
perform her duties in no haphazard
manner; she must think and plan, and
systemize and éconimize, striving al-

L~

‘Now, a man,” sniffed

Mrs. Buntly leaning

comfortably against

the fence and wiping

her eyes with the cor-

ner - "her aprom,”

never thinks a woman

has anything to do. He goes out

to his work and he knows, just

exactly what he’s got to do, and he haa

time to do it in, But when does a wo-

man ever know how m she is go-

ing to have to do? She’s only sure of

cne thing and that is she will have a

gozen things to do she didn’t expect to
ave,"

“That’s just it,”” assented Mrs. Bates,”
throwing her apron over her head in
lieu of other covering, “when a man’s
work is dome, its done, and he can
smoke and read his paper in peace, and
he has his supper without any bother
getting it—"

“Yes,” chimed in her friend, ‘‘and he
has time to Jook around and see if there
is anything wrong, and if there is,
you will hear.about it, and if -there
isn’t, it’s no thanks to you and you get
no credit for it. I'm sure I wash those
children's faces a dozen times a day,
but they're sure to be dirty when their
father comes home and he thinks I
never wash them' at all.”

Mrs, Bates hwd turmed to watch a
grocery wagon which was new on the
street, and the !monotonous, complain~
ing voice trailed on. -*Ralph says I
have no brains, but I tell him he has
no imagination, and that if he would
read love stories the way I do instead
of spending all this time over those
stupid old newspapers he could have a
lot more fun, for it would make him
think about romantic things and for-
get about. his work. The world is just
full of romantic things,” she went on,
warming to her -subject, “if we only
know how to see them. Now, I've made
up quite a romance about that new
boarder who came to your house yes-
terday. I saw him in the yard, and he's
such an interesting looking man. He
might be any age between thirty and
fifty, and I always think a man like
that has a history, Now, Ralph is forty
{ll:d he looks it every day; I don’'t know
but what he looks more; but no woman
Would ever look twice at him, I'm sure
I often wonder how such a romantic
;Q“ as I was ever married him, for

oodness knows he diin’t know much
about courting; but he was the first

man that ever asked me right out and
out to marry him, and I was scared he
might be the last, so I took him.  But
I was going to say that new boarder of
yours might be anything from a mil-
lionaire te one of those men who go
around taking orders for enlarging pho-
tographs, but T hope he’s a milliondire,
for he’s bound to fall in love with you
or that young lady you have boarding
with you.”

Thinking the conversation was taking
too personal a turn, Mrs. Bates started
homewards, but. Mrs, Buntly’s elo-
quence had' burst its dam and was
bound to flow.

“A man_ can’t”. spend ‘the summer
where there are two good-looking young
women without falling in love with one
of them—and maybe both, ‘it ain’t na-
tural,” she said, laying a detaining
hand on her companiofi's arm. *“The
boarder has the best chance; of course,
for she has nothing to do but keep her-
self fixed up and lie in wait for him,
but then again, you're better looking,
that is to my notion. Then, again, your
being avwldow may - be against you
some, but you never can tell what no-
tion a man will take. If‘he’s pretty old,
fifty, say, he might be glad of two chil-
dren th4 size of ypurs, all ready rafsed,
so to speak, but you'never can tell. Men
are so queer and the thing you think
they’re sure to like they don’t like at
.alland there's no pleasing them. The
only way is to' keep on reading your
book when they begin to growl, and
pretend you don’t -hear. It saves a lot
of bother,”

Again Mrs, Bates turned to g0, but
again she was detained with: “Oh, sa¥,
I forgot.to ask you if there was any
trutl'in what Mrs. Dolittle was telling
me about your Lizzie getting her dress
on fire and the new boarder—you didn’t
tell me his name, helping you put it
out?”

“It was true! You don’t say! I didn’t
know whether to.believe Mrs) Dolittle
or not, she is such a gossip. I don’t see
how I missed hearing about the fire
before, but you're sure to get him now.
There’s Fate in it and you couldn’t miss
him if you tried. T do hope he’s a mil-
ifonaire, for then you'H be sure to have
an automobile and I'l] have lots of rides
in it and show Mrs. Dolittle a few
things. I never could bear that woman.
You'll. tell me about it first thing as
soon as it's settled, won’t you?”

But Mrs. Bates beat a hasty retreat.

i tinuity from the presernt that is, to the

ways for the best résults from the least
expenditure -of time, and money and
labor; giving in short, her time and her
talent to what is often unjustly con-
sidered—a work requiring no special
.adaptiability or talent, while the fact is
that to make home, dnd life pléasant,
and restful,-and beautiful, is the grand-
eat— in the universe, A man, or child
without the right sort of a home, and it
matters not a whit whether it be cot-
tage or a mansion, 80 long as it is the
right sort, is a ship without an anchor,
just as Hable to be blown unte the
rocks as into the.‘satety of the harbor,
s »

To most of us, the future is a con-
venient substitute for the fairyland of
the ¢hild. In it all things will be pos-
sible—all inconveénient realities will be
done away with-—~some sorcerer’s wand
will sweep all difficulties from our path.
The past with its sorrows, and disap-
pointments, and worries, and@ heart-
acdres, lies in the mellow light of dream-
land, the future in the rosy light of
dawn; only the present is despised as

_““We look before and efter,
And pine for what is not.”

And yet, the present—or -an eternally
developing now—is all we can call our
own. The line which divides the present
from the future is forever just before,
and the division between the Now and
To Be, is never broader than that line.
We can shape our present—but except
through it we cannot teuch our future
Our lives pass on withoit break of con-

present that is to be—and na power on
earth can make that life in any future
what it is not in some present.

The human heart however was made

! to hope; and though proverbs of all na-
tions tell us that hopes deceive, the

{ﬁoughts by the V?;yﬂ

The Lost Baby

A Chiidren’s Story in Five Chapters.

(Written for the Times by Marguerite
Evans).
‘CHAPTER 1IL

For long, long weeks Mrs.. Paterson
did not miss her baby, s0 many queer
things happened. About the ‘queerest
wag the way she would start off:on long
journeys by herself witlout telling any-
one where she was going or when she
would reéturn. ; =

After one of these journeys she invar-
iably came bacgesrom somewheére and
found her -hus®™nd holding her hand.
8o, she was glad to be back, for it was
either very cold and dark, and lonely
where she went or-elsé very hot, and
crowded with strange people, who
laughed at her and showed her all sorts
of bables, black, red, brown and white;
laughing, crying, slegping babies, but
none of, them the one she was looking
for.

Then one day when she came back
b~fi'om a journey whieh had not been so
tiresome as usual, she discovered that
there were other people in the room
besides her husband: One of them was
a rosy cheeked lady with a white cap
and apron. She wag.very quiet. Mrs.
Paterson used to forget she was thére.
Then, the first thing she knew a glass
would glide through the air and stop at
heér mouth. Part of the quiet person
with the white cap and rosy cheeks
would be at the other end of the glass
and part would be around her neck
holding up her head.

The other person in the room was a
big man with red hair. He seemed to
be there most of the time. He sat be-
| side her, too, and held Hher hand, not
i her wrist, with one of his hands, and
his watch in the other. He seemed a
queer sort of fellow.

Then, oné day, when no one else was
there, a boy with tumbled hair came
in. He had something white in his

heart refuses, sometimes wrongly,
sometimes rightly, to recieve their tes-
timony,

‘“Hope springs eternal in the human
breast,

Man never is, but always, to be,
blest.”

That the youth of the present day is
sadly ldacking in courtésy is only too
readily seen ‘as one goes about the
streets, How often does one see & lady
burdened with a baby on one arm, &
satchel and parasol on the other, trying
to board a street car when a big, hulk-
ing well dressed boy will be standing at
the top of the steps, and it never seems
to occur to him to reach out a helping
hand. Who is to blame for this gtate of
affairs—is it the mothers, the teachers,
the boy himself, or is it all three?

Then, if a lady speaks to a strange
boy on the street to ask him some sim-
ple question, how seldom doe& he raise
his cap. There is no nicer sight in the
world than to see 'a boy raise his cap
politely. to his mother or sisters when”
he meets them on the street—but how
seldom do we see it. In this case, the
fault is certainly the mothers and the
sistars, They should jnsist upon this
courtesy as their due.
~ In ‘these days of rush and bustle, we
forget to Be courteous ourselves, forget
to exact courtesy from others—and the
question is what is geing te be the end
of 1t all? Ave we golng to degenerate
into & race of boors? As a - ryle, older
men are more courteous to women than
younger men or boys, and especially the
latter. Why is this? Were they .better
taught in their youth, or have they,
with their years come to a bettér ap-
preciation of woman—individually—and
collectively? In olden days women were
proteécied by the privacy and seclusion
of their homes: in these days they are
protected by the courtesy of the strong.
er sex.

* e 9

I wonder how many people know just
how beautifu] Victoria’s suburbs are—
have driven, or wheeled, or motored
away from the dust, and noise, and
bustle of the city, out . past orchards
ang harvest fields to Cordova Bay—
than which there is surely no more
beautifui spot on earth—then back, and
along the Saanich road, driving for
long delightful miles through “the for-
est primeval” where the giant firs and
maples arch over head, and the water
glints and glitters through the openings
and the sunlight filters through the
green canopy like drops of golden
water. For the tired brain and the
overtaxed body, there is nothing so
restful as the woods; the ocean tires
one sometimes with i§ réstless-
ness — so typical of llfT— but in
the woods, where the trees sfand quiet
and undisturbed as théy have stood for
ages—“chucked full of hush”—as the
Sourdough poet would say, the body
inhales new life and vitality with every
breath of pungent, salt-laden air, while
the brain indulges in what Cowper
calls “an indolent vacuity of thought,”
or in other words, f# content to thln'k
about nothing.

® = »

The recent wholesale vaccination of
children makes cne think of the num-
her of “necessary ilis” of life which we
undergo to prevent some future evil
which may never assail us, and we dose
ourselves with noxious drugs to pre-
vent snother; we submit to the torture
of the dentist’s forceps for fear we may
—some day—have the toothache, and
we allow ourselves to be drugged and
rart of our anatomy removed for fear
we may—some time—have appendicitis;
we hurry our sick friends off to the
hospitals where they suffer the pangs
of lonlirtess and have to submit to the
careless ministrations of hired strang-
ers, Yor fear we may not be able to give
them proper attention at home, and we
stay ouiside when we would rather re-
main by the fire because doctors advo-
cate fresh uir—and we deny our chil-
dren the delights of unripe fruit for
fear we may lose our next night’s sleep
—and, but the list {8 endless. Would it
not be better, on the whole, to say with
Hamiet, “Better bear those ills we have
than fly to others that we know not of.”

BLINDED WITH HEADACHES,

The most common results of consti-
pation. Simplest remedy is Dr. Hamil-
ton’s Pills, which enllven the bowels,
tone the stomach, help the whole sys-
tem. No headaches or bilious attacks
for those that use Dr, Hamilton’s Pills,
26¢ per box.

Newfoundland is without reptiles. Tt is

said that no snake, frog, toad, or lzard
has sver béen seéen there.

| hands. He laid the white thing beside
| her. It was soft and warm and she
| liked it there. The boy got up beside
i her on the bed, and she liked to have
him there, too.  She didn’t know whose
boy he was or anything, but she patted
his red cheeks and smoethed ‘his tangled
hair. ‘Then the boy eried and said he
was sorry he’d given her baby to the
ragman, that he wouldn't i#"he had
known it was her's and she wanted it.
She wondered what he was talking
about, for she didn’t remember—not at
first. He kept on crying and said he'd
have given her his white rabbits long
ago in place of the baby only. they
wottldn’t let him come into the rodm.

Then she grew cold all over, iey cold.
Everything got black, too, and she
seemed to be falling, falling, falling!

Before she got to the bottom some-
body caught her and held her tight.
Somebody else put' hot, hot stuff be-
tween Rer. teeth. "It burnt her mouth
and thrbat, but she went to sleep and
didn’t fall any more.

‘When she wakened up she heard the
big man who was holding her wrist,
say she was dying. She didn't know
what dying meant, but she thought it
must be something “pleasant, for she
secemed to be floating, floating, floating
away from all pain and all sorrow and
darkness. to .where, everything. was
“bright .and shining“and she could hear
soft music tinkling 7 like silver bells
away off in the distance.

Then she heard ‘a loud shout and
someone caught her' around the mneck
and called to not to'go away for she
woulad ind her babw &t

“Jt=was the boyiwho brought you
back, darling, just when you had al=
most crossed the bourne,” hér husband
gatd. 'This was many days afterwards.

“Yes,” she answered, smiling happily,
“and he will bring my baby back, too.
I know he will, and I am not afraid to
wait.” . ¢

She closed her eyes but he ew
they were still ‘smiling under the ?:lte
lids which covered them, as the violets
smile beneath show in the early spring-
time. t

They had long talks, the boy and his
stepmother, after that, When he
wasn’t out hunting for*the baby he
always sat in her room. He never cared
to play with the other boys now, but
sometimes he brought: the white rabbits
up for hie stepmother liked to hold thém
in her lap, ¥

“Do you think you will be getting
strong pretty soon?' he asked wistfully
one day.

“Yes, 1.hope 80, she answered, lean-
ing down to pat the curly head which
lay on her knee.

“Strong enough to take me up In
your arms and rock me and sing to me
like my very own mamma used to do?”

The violet eyes filled with tears, “I
think I'm strong enough to do that
now,” their owner said.

“Oh, are you " and ever so gently, a
forlorn little figure ¢rept into the de-
sired haven, and rested there well con-
tent. 3

“You’ll be my very own mamma
after this, won’t you?” a pleading lit-
tle voice asked. “Everybody has been
so cross since she went away and left
Alma and me. Nobody ever rocked me
like this, not once.” :

Tears of contrition rained from the
step-mother’s eyes, on the little face
so hungry for mother love upturned to
hers, and thin, and wasted though her
arms. were, shée managed to hold him
very tight while she crooned a lullaby
learned in sweet anticipation - for the
other baby-her very owh, of which this
orie had unwjttingly deprived her.

“Why, larling! You're surely ‘not

nursing that big boy? You will make
yourself ill again!” exclaimed her hus-
band, coming into the room an hour
later.
. “No; -I'm getting stronger every min-
ute,” she answered with a smile. “But
he is sleeping now,; so you ‘may lay
him down on my bed and throw the
afghan over him.”

“I’m ashamed to think how I have
neglected that poor child,” she contin-
ued, when she in turn, lay in a pair of
loving arms. “I thought I was doing
my duty when I kept him nicely dress.
ed and looked after his manners and
health, but I didn't love him enough,
and his poor little heart was just starv-
ed. 'Then, to tell him to love a strange
baby when he did so want a pair of
white rabbits! No wonder he thought
he was doing well to get rid of it.”

Mr. Paterson sighed. He was just be-
ginning -to realize what a strange,
wonderful thing; what a power for good
or evil, was the little soul intrusted to
his guidance and k::zlng.

Alma, meanwhile attached herself

1 becauss the doctor ~was of necessity

around the house a great deal, and al-
though he was big and blustery and red
haired, he was gquite a young man and
unmarried. :

Whenever he came he bhad to go to
the kitchen for something that no one.
but Miss Jean could get for him. At
first, when she couldn’t find things he
was awfully cross and nasty. After &
while, no matter how -long she kept
him waiting, he didn’t "say a word.
Sometimes Alma would see her Aunt
Jean watching. the doctor through =
crack in the pantry door, with the very
thing 'in her hand that she knew he
was waiting for,

Then, one day Aunt Jean cut her
finger, just a little bit of a cut, such as
she, Alma, wouldn’t have dared to cry
over, But the doctor! Oh my! He
wrapped her finger up in his own band-
kerchief and held it for ever so long.
Then, he said Aunt Jean looked weak
and wern out, she had far too much
work. to do, and was putting his arm
around her, to hold her up, Alma sup-
posed, ‘when Aunt Jean said, cross as
anything:

“You forget yourself, doctor, the child
is here.”

“Bother the child!” growled the doc-
tor, “why don’'t you send her away?”

I }ike her here,” Aunt Jean answered
laughing. Then, she ran inte the pan-
try and locked the door,

The doctor waited and waited, but
she didn‘t come out and at last he went
away without going up-stairs at all

Aunt Jean laughed harder than-/ever
when Alma told her that and said it
would be a good excuse for him to
come back soon,

But he didn’t come, not for two whole
days and Miss Jean complained to her
brother that Dr. Benson was neglect-
ing his patient-shamefully.

Mr. Paterson laughed at that and sald
the patient in the Kkitchen seemed to
require. thore-of the Doctor's care than
the gne up-stairs, but he would phone
for him right away if Miss Jean
thought best.

The kitchen patient got very red at
this and said she didn’t care whether
he ever came anymore or not, she gues-
sed he wasn’t much use anyway. -

The doctor put in-an appearance that
afternoon and brought Alma a beauti-
ful wax doll. He told her to take it up-
stairs and show step-mother and Alex.

“Mustn’t T show it to Aunt Jean to0?"*

“Not just now. Take it up stairs first
that's a good girl.” ’

“But Aunt Jean’s up-stairs,” persisted
the unsophisticated child, “she runned
away to cur] her hair when she saw you
comin.”

Just then, Miss Jean came to the top
of the stairs with her'hair all fuzzy and
dressed in a pretty pink muslin, and
said:

Come right up, Doctor, I guess you
know the way.”

Alma thought no one would have time
to. Jook at her dolly for a while and she
wanted to enjoy it all to herself any-
way,; 80 she hid behind the parlor sofa
She laid the doll flat on its back to see
if its eyes would shut, They didn’t and
she pressed its stomach, hoping that
would have the desired effect., Instead
of shutting its eyes, the funny doll said:
“yas.”” She began to undress it to find
where the: sound came from, when who
should come into the parlor but ‘the
docter and Aunt Jean, :

I* They sat down on the sofs, and the
doctor said;

“How is the finger you cut the last
day I was here?”

*You silly old thing,” ‘Aunt Jean an-
swered, “didn’t you know I cut it on
purpose ”

The doctor laughed. “I knéw it was a
strictly surface wound,”” he sdid, “but
you gave me a pretty deep ome wheh
you shut yourself up in the pantry.”

Alma 'wondered how that could be,
but Aunt Jean seemed to understand
for she sald something, Alma couldn’t
¢datch 'what, about, cutting deep to make
it hee]l quicker. e .

The doétor replied that his wound
would never heal and he didn’t want
it to anyway. ?

Alma though that very queer.

Then, neither of them said anything
for ever*so long and the long eared
_pitcher behind the sofa thought they
‘Biad gone to sleep, when she heard the
‘doctor begging Aunt Jean to say ‘“yes”
to something for he wag in a hurry to
g0.

Aunt Jean never let on she heard him,

Alma was getting very tired sitting
there, besides she wanted to show her
doll to Alex but she was afraid if Aunt
Jean knew she was behind the sofa
there would he trouble,

Then, she ‘thought of a plan whereby
she and the doctor could both get away,
Ehe pressed the doll's stomach and it
gaid “yes’” just as nicely as Aunt Jean
could have done.

The doctor kissed Aunt Jean then.
Alma didn’t see him of course, but she
knew he did, so maybe she heard, and
she was glad that Aunt Jean was get-
ting paid back for having her stand
with her face to the wall that morning.
Then, the doctor laughed and said:

“] knew you'd say it if I waited iong
enough.”

“T didn’t say it,”” Aunt Jean protested.
“1 didn’t speak at all. You said it your-
self, I heard you.”

The doctor denied this emphatically.
“#It must have been your good angel”
he insisted, “for you meant to say it.
Own up now!”

This time Alma and her doll did no?
need to come to the doctor’s assistance.

To Be Continued.

HOT WEATHER AILMENTS.

A medicine that will keep children
well is a great boom to every mother.
This is just what Baby’'s Own Tablets
do. An ogcasional dose keeps the Iit-
{'e stomach and bowels right, and pre-
vents sicknesgs, During:the hot weather

®ronihs stomach troubles speedily turn

to tata] diarrhoea or cholera infantum
and if 2 medicine like Baby’s Own Tab-
lets is not at hand the child may die
in a few hours, The wise mother will al-
ways keep a box of Tablets in the
house and give them to her children
‘occasionally to eclear out the stomach
and bowels and keep them well, Don’t
wait untit the child is-sick—the delay
may cost a precious little life, Get the
Tablets now and you may feel.reason-
ably safe, Every mothér who uses these

best evidence that there Is no other
medicine for childrén so good, And the
mother has the guarantee of a govern-
ment analyst that the Tablets contain
no opiate or harmful drug. Dealers sell
the Tablets at 25 cents.a box or you

to Miss Jean, miuch to the latter’s in-
convenience sometimes. - Bécause, well,

éan. get them by maill from The Dr,
williami's Medicine Co.. Brockville. Ont.

Tablets praiges:them and that is the |

.
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OUTING MAGAZINE FOR SEPTEM-
BER.

A subject of national concern-—and
.oné particularly of interest to the
Amierican Pacific Coast—is discussed
in the Outing Magazine for September.
The salmon industry is presented in
two leading articles; one is entitled
“Farming the Seas,” by Danlel L.
Pratt; the other is entitled “The Mys-
tery of the Salmon,” by Bonnycastle
Dale.

In these two articles the depletion
cof our salimop supply .is described and
the urgent need of even more. active
Jfederal regulation by the government
is made clear. These two articles are
freely illustrated by pheotographs.

-The illustrative features of the Sep-
tember Outing Magazine are unusually

iattractive. Worth Brehm contributes a

Full-page drawing that will recall the
bellicose ' days ef boyhood, -.eéntitled,
“The Chip—'Go On, Bammy, Knoc¢k it
Off—Ga In!"" One of the most aur-
jous and instructive of the pictorial
features is that series of drawings
made from under a magnifying glass
by ¥. H. Hallman, illustrating = the
third installment of Miss Agnes C.
Laut’s series, “The New Spirit of the
Farm.” s

Ralph D. Paine writes of the "Fa-
mous Clipper Privateers of 1812, Al-
bert Bigelow Pains ha& another amus-
ing chapter in his ‘“Tent Dwellers,”
which is entitled “Fishing o# the
Wing.”

Other articles in this interesting
September number are by John R.
Spears, who tells picturesquely - of
“Crossing Panama Isthmus With"Bue-
caneer Morgan”; by Robért Dunn,
who in his article, “Newpo#t, Blessad
of Sport,” touches with considerable
ginger upon the diversions. of the
“American Aristocrat;” by W.-Bu Bl
lis, who writes of “Cruising fn &:Cat-
boat;” by A. W. Dimogk, who -de-
gcribes “Yachting in a Cance.”. 8Sév«
eral short stories of merit gre among
theé contents.

Caspar -Whitney, the editor, has =
heart-to-heart talk with . his Tellow
Americans in the *“View-point,” upon
“What the Olympic Gamés -Taught
Us.” = His remarks regarding = this
year's International games are. pecu-
Harly interesting and authoritdtive in
view of the faet that he  is'ofe “of
America’s chef authorities upon spert.

THE SEPTEMBER ROD AND GUN,

Duck shooting has a mighty fascina-
tion in September and rod and gun
and- - metor = sports in canada
published by W. J. Taylor, Woodstock,
-Ont. degls in a gemerous manner with
the duck hunter in its September issue.
Eastern; Central and Western Canada
contributes duck hunting stories, and

which the sport is pursued in various
parts of the country are ‘well brought
out, Every duck hunter will sympath-~'
ize with the work of the Brandon peo-
ple in making a collection of the na-'
tive wild fow} and trust their example

Dominion, Fishing and big game hunt-
ing expeiitions and accounts of the ad-
ventures of a chainman in “Helping to
Make & Railway,” and th9 story of
‘“The Royal Nova Scotia Yacht Squa-
dron” are articles to which particular
attention may be directed. The story
of “The Alpine Glub’s Third Annual
Camp” is told in an article by a special
representati¥e and. care-is taken that
those interested in outdoor life.in any
of its phases are not neglected. There is
plenty of variety scattered thrquxh the
pages of an excellent number, not oniy
in the ' Departments, but also in the
numerous articles and stories making
up the issue,

THE BOHEMIAN MAGAZINE FOR
SEPTEMBER.

The Bohemian Magazine for Sep-
tember contains a group of attractive-

[y illustrated special articles that are

of peculiar and immediate interest.

Owen Kildare, who has been called
the literary prodigy of the slums, in
his article, “The Wall of the Under-
dog.”’ tdkes philanthropists to task for
their bungling mehtods designed to re-
generate the slums of New York City.
John R. Meader contributes an article
with  many pictures, entitled, *“The
Story pf the Picture That Moves.,” It
contains many new' and interesting
facts upen the rise and development
of the moving picture business.

Aubrey Lanston has a chatty article
{llustrated with several fetching pho-
tographs, entitled, ‘“The Pretty Girl at
‘Washington.”

Another article of unique interest is
entitled *“The * Cleverest Tramp “in
America.” This presents the strange
personality of a tramp who aspires to
eminence as an author and who, would
make tramping a fine art.

There are ten short stories in the
September number. “The Man With
the Diamond Eyes,” by. Mark F. Wil-
cox, is a story of a Zulu in the dia-
mond fields of South Africa. “The Ha-
gle’'s Young,” by Patrick Vaux, is a
stirring story of a future war of 1920
and dramatically recounts how an
American destroyer fighting against
two German battleships won the first
move in a gigantic war game.

In the September Bohemian are
dare printéd in color fourteen full-page
portraits of the stars of the summer
and new fall plays.

Fdwin L. Sabin is represented by a
geim of humor, entitled “The Ballad
of Capt. Kotch,’” which tells in rhyme
of a fight between a submarine, the
Bottom Dollar, and an air-ship.

WITH THE SEPTEMBER MAGA-
ZINES.

Eyerybody’s opens with an interest-
ing article on that terror of the pres-
ent day, the Black Hand. It tells in
graphic language how graduates of
Italy's penitentiaries are flooding into
Uncle Sam'’s territories—and it may be
across our own - borders—and banding
themselves toghther into "a lawless
company known as the Black Hand.
Their mode of procedure is simple. A
letter shoved through a crack in a
door of dropped into a tenement let-
ter box, bearing the dread symbel of
the Black Hand and’ signature, “La
Mano Nera,” and eontaining a de-
mand for money under threat of death
or disaster. A few weeks. later, if thes

the differences in the conditions under |

will be followed in various parts of the |

, 5 i

letter be ignored, another revolting

crime m the police. That is tij
Black nd. 3

There is &lso an interesting article
on Castro, thé present hero of Vene-
zucls, on whomn allieyes are. turned;
still ‘snother on the ‘Law of Killed
and qu“ed." which concerns itself
only with accidents happening to em-
ployees when working for their em-
ployers. ' The coneluding article of &
series of rehlistic experiences in the
Shadow Worid make up a strong num-
ber. Fiction is well represented by
Mve Hlustrated short stories, and there
are several dainty bits of verse.

Lo s #

Modern Masriage and how to bear it.
is a new book which some will admire
‘and many éondemn. In"pite of the cy-
nical suggestiveness of its title this vol-
ume containis much sound ‘sénse, many
jdeas and suggestions which may be
pondered over to advantage, and a cer-
tdin amount of humor which redeems
it from the possibility of being regarded
merely as one rhoré addition to the long
series of Homoletic works upon marri-
age, its ideals, duties, joys and sorrows,
The a r treats all phases of her sub-~
jéct, and sometimes, * greéatly '‘daring,
geals with préblems which-it hias only
of late years been the fashion to dis-
cuss. But beneath it all, it is evident
that the writer Is in earnest, sincere a&
well as bold, and fired with Zeal for
womankind and the race. That the
general bent of her thought and teach-
ing is orthodox may be gathéred from
the fact that Goethe's azxiom: that,
“Marriage is the origin and~ summig
of all civilisation” finds a place of honor
on-the title page, but it is to be re-
greited that in some cases, her courage
amounts ‘to audacity, and there are
passages ‘which many ' will consider
might have been omitted ' with advane
; s

. i s v e
 Mrs, PitaGibbon, whose London let-
ters ‘have given her: a leading place
among Tanadian women -journalists,
‘has ‘written a short story of wnusual
power, ‘which has appeared in recent
nugitbers: of the London Graphic. The
fiame ‘of the story is ‘“‘Dhe Fetters of
Existence.” It is illustrated by the dis-
tinguished artist, Byam ‘Shaw, whose
decorative work, recalling the influence
of Eastéfn art, suits itself admirably
:ta' the ‘CHaracter of Mrs. FitzGibbon's
narrative. The theme of the story is
a strayge survival from an earlier age,
the burden of & man who cafinot dis,
and who has lost all but the thread of
breath which kéeps Him alive. The
story 18 told with a happy' selective
faenity, and displays #io ofdihary pow-
ers- of imagination. Mrs. FitzGibbon
‘has evidently & distinct gift for short
‘story writing,
: - s W ‘

The currént Tatler s’ & regulay
beduty show this week (August Tth),
for not only have some handsomé
dames and matrons been “hung for ex-
hibition,’* but some exceedingly pr
sentable mén have also been sufficient-

“the pablic eve to warrané their

ng izinie. The Duchess of Con-

naught, Marchioness of Ormonde and

other notables are on the list. There are

four or five capital half-tone cartoons—

& feature which differentiates the Tat-
ler from other fllustrated weeklies.
® ¢ 8 5

Those Victorians who have enjoyed
the exhiliration of a ride in Plimley's
big red Humber with Holten, the “Mad
Mullah,” - in the driver's seat, will
recognize at once that daring driver in
a picture which the Graphie (August
7th) devotes a whole page under the
title, ‘“Man’s Handiworks and Na-
ture’s,” A Beeston Humber in the
primeval woods of British Columbia.
The car contains Mr. Gillespie and two
other passengers. Thz Graphic also has
a splendid series of 8 of the Que-
bee celebrations, the different events
being treatéd in an interesting way
pictorally. :
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It is a Canada number that  the
Sphere presents to its readers * this
week (August 7th). The pageants ‘at
Quebec are given special attention, and
the Sphere 145 to be commended for its
enterpriseifh sending one of ‘the fore-
most artists, Bignor F. Mantania, to
the Ancient Capital to do justice to the
tercentenary ¢&elebration. This is' in
marked conftrast to some of the other
journals in the Old Land whose pic-
tures of the landing of the Prince would
convey the impression that Canada is
still a-land of Indians and frontiers-
men. The place, of honor in the Spheére
is given to Champlain’s ship, and there
are several other pages of excellent
views. An interesting page is that de-
voted to viewg of the newer warships
of the navy.
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MecClure's among its many heavy ‘ar-
ticles, gives us four stories which truth
compels us to confess are rather heavy,
too, but then—chacun a son gout—every
one to his taste. as the French say, and
McClure’s is always popular with' the
general public, There is a very interest-
ing article, From Lewis Carrol to Ber-
nard Shaw, by Ellen Terry, .kprofusely
illustrated from paintings and photo-
graphs., In it the famous actress refers
to'the tifme when she was gilad to see
Mr. Gladstone among her audience, and
at one time on a bitter ¢old night, she
lent him a white scarf.

* = »

Jack London has written a book deal-
ing with pre Adamic times—times when
our ancestors were apes, Think of it
all ye who yearn for ancestors -and
coats of arms. Get the book and trace
back your pedigrees. Nothing is impos-
sible to Jack London when he sets his
glowing imagination going at full speed
and never before has he given the pub-
lic a more vivid composition than “Be~

fore Adam.”
s & @

The Supernatural in Shakespeare:
The facination of the occult is so gen-
eral that there will be thousands to
whom this unusual little book will ap-
peal. The author quotes Shakespearean
references to sprites and fairies, ghosts,
presentiments, and so on and speculates
as wel]l ag quetes, She has chosen &n
interesting fantasy, and has treated. it

with ability..

Young's has a gay bathing ﬂrl
froptespiece, and its usual number e
bressy stories. H
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