B =i -

T30

'

Why be content with inferior tea,
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BY LESIE GORDON BARNARD.

of B
movie, ke he used to—
anywhere to forgét, even X
or two, instead of eaving her?

“Poor little kid!” said the voice at
her ear, gently. -“I think-I can guess
how it is, Life hasn’t given you much'
of a deal, has it? I wender how you've
stuck it £0 long. It isn’t feir! Fv)nnt

1l to tel you

— —

—=

Z and you and I are going to make it !

e

The room was full of ‘an intangible,
steamy yapor. Many odors.had their
part in this vapor, Steam itself; the
rancid smell of gasoline; soiled clothea
from too intimate a contact with toil-
worn “humanity; -stale cooking; un-
#avory dampness of tweeds an
jserges; garbage from the back area

" The Bluest Lake.

In front of tis was that rise of gray
ash. like a sand-bar, cutting between
us and the sky. We dashed

pthi§ siope—and stopped abruptly.

Directly under our feet the earth
fell away in a vast slide of rock and

) volcanic ash, at an angle of at least
fifty degrees. It fell away for elevén
kiliedred feet, and if you once started

sdown that incline, you would keep on
to the bottom. It fell away into a huge
hole, and as we looked to right and
left, and then across, we saw this hole |
as an”almost perfect circle six miles |
in diameter.. At the bottom of thel
hole lay Crater Lake, with the eveu-’
ing stillness coming on it so that it
held in reflection all the slides and |
snowdrifts and white capped lava pin-!
nacies that ring it round, held lhem:
flected in a mirror of iu(‘ouceivnble“
u have seen water as blue us‘i
Ut that ic not sky-blue. It is |
er and richer. It is not|

ean nor Caribbean blue.
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It
, opalescent indigo, with a !

f green around the margin |

e are shallows. It is (7[):11(’5~l

—and yet that does not de-[

r it is capable of mzmy'

and mystic changes, dusky |

it Prucsidh grayne x'ivlwr:

unlder a wild set, of

wple; yet always, somehow,

ts own incomparable and 'inr!es-‘

ble color. . |
means little when you stand un:

fie Tign of Crater Lake, to be told Ihatl
e water is eleven hundred feet be- |
neath you, because does not look |
that far, in~the ciear mountain atmos- |
phere, ani even the two-thousand-foot

A SOFTLY-FLARING YET
SLENDER SILHOUETTE,

it

desgrnded those cleven hundred feet, the modish woman Cut with
3 even once you have walked fastening from ne
down and up the mile of steep trail, hroken line, this clever frock present
you have
depth. Still more do you have it when flattering to the woman of Jar,
n a boat at last you float out on the rorticns. The upper part of the froe
bottomles: blue water, suspended in| molds the figure to the hip-lire, whe:
some strange blue medium hetween an ' it springs into a graccful flare at th
Inverted world and an upright, and see | and back, -the frent being per
the naked sweeps of pumice il A ‘ong tie coi
e gray and pink and brown cliffs of color material is wrappe
ava rock, onz thousand, two ' * throat, bu? tko colar i
thousand feet right ahove vour head, | + and may Ye worn open
to meet the snow. It is then, at las Lt hanging in front. The lon
that you realize the maj sty a8 well as | set-in sleeves are trimmed with tailor

the beauty of Crater Lake 1
What gave this water its magic blue | pointed patch rocket and tie coll
I cannot say.. . I am content | No. 1233 is in sizes 8, 40, 42, 44, |
to aceept the fact, and let who will ' and 48 inches bust. 1
theorize. At any rate, it is quires 4 yards 39-inch figured, and
the blue jewel of the world's lakes.- | ¥2 vard p’ain material. Prike ‘_)b(-.
Walter Prichard Katon, in “Skyline' Our Fashion Book, illustrating the
Camps.” [ newest and most practica: st will
i Le of interest to every home  drgss-
[m iker. Price of the book 10 cents the
‘h-ur._\'.
}' HOW TO ORDFR PATTERNS,
Writ2 your name and address p-ain-
].y. fiving number and siza of such
patterns as yon want. Enclose 20¢ in
ti.mps or coin (coif preferred; wrap !
it carefully) for each number, and
Iaddxoss your order to Pattern Dept, |
Wilson Publishing Co., 73 West Ade- |
! laide St., Toroato.
| return—mail.
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Love Song for Lucinda.

Love

Is a ripe plum

Growing on a purple tree,
Taste it once

And the spell of ity
Will never let you he.

1 oi
g

enchantment

AvVe

Is a bright star

Glowing in far Southern skies.
Loook too hard

And its burning flame

Will always hurt vour eyes,

- e e

Comes Peace at Last.

Comes peace at last! The drums have
beat disarray,
No armistice of hours, but ever and !
ever
The slow dispersing legions of de-cuy.[
Under the muffled skies, tell all is
over.

Love

Is a high mountain |
Stark in J
If yvou

Would never lose yYour breath,

Do not climb too high ’
Langton Hughes. |

a windy sky.

2

— ! Returns the husbandma returns
To Entertain the Prince. | lover. U, returns the

The styling of printed siik on tailor-
cliff, of Llao Rock does not impress ed lines is a venture in its expression,
yourat a glance. But once you have that is meeting with the approval of
fron:
< to hem in an un-

a4 new conception of the a slenderizing si houette atogethe

ed cuffs matching the material of th

Size 40 bust re-

;'with its disregard of by.aws and ord-
(inances; persperation—and - cheap
|stent; soapsuds and dishwater;
jdrains; hot irons; clean limen strug-
| g“ing vainly to hold its own.
. Myra Smai. raised an impatient
i hand from her iron, and brushed back
|a rebelious wisp of dark hair that
,clung like an ink mark to her smooth,
,white chesk. She quelled the rebellion
| roughly, then glanced involuntarily at
| & steam-moistened mirror hanging on
i the wa.l, taking in at the same time
the glimpse obtainable of the little
outer store with its counter®and its
! boxes and bundies on taffy-colored
| shelves.

Harry was tying up o.d Mr. Stein- '

witz’s bundle, and arguing the point
of price for pressing a two-piece in-
stead of a three. Old Mr. Steinwitz’s
vests were not of his suit. They were
white until' the world of eating and
drinking and sleeping and ®moking
; had stamped its mark upon them thor-
|oughly; then, perhaps, they were
{ white again. -

l No one ought to wear white unless
| it was fresh. No one ought to wear
«! white who lived east of Centre street
!und south of Main.

| ~Myra adjusted her hair with her
thoughts. Why? Harry was too busy
itn notice her hair. Harry was ‘too
i much immersed in this wretched busi-
| ness of pressing pants and suits at a
quarter a suit to see—anything.

Her cheek burned. She nestled its
'fire against the cool, clean smoothness
| of her own worn and patched linen.
{ She loved the smell of clean linens. By
| this degree of closeness to it she could
{shut out the horrible, unending, al-

most unendurable ciinging of the odor-
ous vapors of “Smail’s Wardrobe Re-
i pair Shop.”
'of the same thing. Once only—on her
honeymoon  with Harry—she had
traveled in a Puilman slezper. Her
pillow was a pillow of romance, and
fresh linen spread by a deft Negro
hand the covering for a queen. Travel
—scenery—new sights—other places
—romancc—escage!

Od Mr. Steinwitz had gone. The

S
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8er pro- crackling of wrapping paper ceased.|

Harry came in from the shop.

“I've got to go out, Myra. Young
Scholes next door said he’d help out
Guess we'il have to remember

k
e
(]
"~ again.

of c¢on- him with something one of these days. twn-minute respite.

decent of him.”
ery!” she assented.

“What's the matter? Do you mind?”
“No.”

“Phep—
h,

4 It's

o ”
a

-
= “Oh, it’s me, 1 guess. It's not you.
It’s the heat, and the smeil and the
. places and the people. They've got me
6 semething fierce, that's a:ll”

Her voice broke a little. She re-
sumed her ironing swiftly. He went

e

d rea’ly belong €ast of Centre and south She couid briathe again; his words
ke

|
Clean linen always made her think

She always thought of him as Mr.
Scho’es——not as Ronald, in spite of his the p:
ka'f-playful insistence, There was with me,
something about him that she had not; we can b
that Harry had not, nor Mr. Smith, body knows us—where tha air isn’t
nor any one of this distriet. He didn’t foul, and men don’t Nve like beasts!”

pay up—see?” Her heart was caught'
in a viee; every word of Lis tightemed
ressure, “You're coming away;
litt'e woman—coming where

were soft, flowing, soothing, as

Myra kept on ironing, with a swift went on: “Fresh air end flowers and
doxtority 4o  keep fpace with her trees and all sorts of green things,
thoughts—with the racing of her and water—and youth. There’s no
pu'se.  What a sticky, suffocating youth here; it's age, a dragged-out
night it was! Mr. Scholes would be age!
in any minute now. Harry poked hisl “Look at Mrs. Smith—she’s been
head in again on his way with Mr. waiting all these years—hoping, hop-
Smith to say so. Funny how Harry ing. You know that. And-her youth'’s
didn’t like her to be alone when the long gone. Yours hasn’t—yet!” The
shop was open! That slip wouldn't vise caught her heart in a new way.
stand mors than one washing; easy Youth was going fast. She knew it.
with the iron there! And then he left She’d not dared face it. Her mirror.
her with Mr. Scholes. How hot it was Her hea.th.
in here! Was it better to have the! “Just two -nights’ journey. Look,
window closed or up, opening on that kiddo, there we are!”” He pushed an
foul courtyard? Harry should cer- open raiiroad folder before her, with
tainly complain about the garbage. |its picture of a man and a girl, hover-

The street door flew open, its bell ed over by an attentive waiter, against
jangiing. Young Scholes called brisk-'a background of dining-car windows,
Iy: 5 - and scenery beyond.

“Hullo, in there!” “No, don’t! I've got to stay. It’s

His head appeared in the doorway not right!” - She hardly recognized her
between the outer shop and the work-l'vcice.
shop. behind. He was a good-looking, What was he saying? Something
youth about Myra’s own age, ten years ' about life owing her things again. The
younger than Harry, as one counted room seemed a dizzy, spinning place,
years, and more than that in looks. |nauseating with its stale, clinging

“May I come in? Well—what are odors—suffocating. What was that
you upto? Pressing the bags out of  picturs on the other page. A smiling
somebody’s seccnd best? - Oh, domestic Negro, white coat, mahogany car,
matters, instead,¢h? Go righ ahead, berth just ready, clean linem, clean,
don’t mind me.” !eco. linen.

Her cheeks burned a little, but she' Trave!, scenery, new sights, oth
toseed her head, a coquettish move- placess—romance—escape!
ment from out the past, a ghost from| With a quick inhalation, she buried
the dead days of girihood. She jumbl- her face in the piie of clean linen at
ed her own uynfinishad Jauncry into a her side.
rough, dry pi’e, and snatched up an| The city endured two days of op-
articie for the househoid—a “worn,' pressive hzat. The sky hela a leaden
initialed .piece that once-friends, in haze—an unfulfil'ed promise of rain
pre-nuptial inspection, had come in to Occasionally there came a little gust
see and admire. lof wind, but never the welcome patter

He watched her closely for a time.'of raindrops to follow. It simply
She stuck valiantly to her ironing. He raised choking, eye-smarting swirls
said at last:

“Gosh, it’s hot in here!”

“Kind of!”

“And close!
right upstairs, doesn’t it?”

“A—bit!”

“I don’t know how

of Main.

(suddenly in another part of the gut-
| ter.

That stench must get! The heat formed a medium in which
| Myra Smail went her mechanical way.
|1t seemed that, in this time between,
you sbick it,'all her movements were automatic,
kid!” | her household duties, her aid in the
His voice was very gentie—a dan- sweating, steaming atmosphere of
gerous voice when one was sorry for the shop. More than once that sec-
'oneself. She bent over a checked dish ond day Harry asked her so’icitously
towel. jenough what ailed her.
“There’s some one come in.” | “The heat!” she would say, dully.
Young Scholes went out, whistling.! “It’s fierce—ain’t it?” he sympath-
There were voices in the outer shop; ized, and then the belt of existence
the crackiing of wrapping paper caught them again, and whiried them
again; an interchange of thanks. A 'apart on the cogs of work and routine.
Several times confession was-en her
lips, but always somathing happened
“The leather’s bad enough next to prevent it. Once it was a breezy
door,” he said, taking up the conversa- stranger who ran in from a motorcar,
Ilio:l where it had been dropped. “You,with a gray Fedora in his hand. A
| taste it even in the grub. Well, I’ll bé' gust of hot wind kad lifted it from
,quit of it day after to-morrow, if the his head and played with in in the
 mails don’t fail me.” {dust. He was motoring through, ke
“You're not—going away?’ Her said, and would be g.ad to get quit of
heart beat furiously. She did not try|the city. And would Harry brush his
to explain it to herseif. hat up as best he could, quickly.
“That’s what!” She felt his eyes' Harry took it into the workshop.

I
|
|

He returned, whistling. |

The

lof dust, and then dropped them as,

o

oth start again—where no- .

l

|

Making Dripped Candles.

A tearoom manager had a telephone’
call that a group of old college friends
wanfed a table for luncheon. Her
policy had always been to have some-’
thing different for special Tuncheons
and shé wanted to decorate that table
with the college colors, blue and white:
There were no blue candles on hand,
only one or two stub ends of the shade
of blue needed; there wasn't time to
| purchase more candles, so in despera-
, tion she lighted the stub end of a blue
|candle and fet the colored wax drip
{over a fresh white candle until it was
| covered. ' She turned and twisted the
white candle as she worked letting the
warm wax drip where it was most ef-
fective. The result was surprisingly
pretty, and the candles made the lun-
_cheon. i

Delighted with the success of her
| first venture, she soon began to try out
fdrlpped candles in all colors. As her
| skill increased she found ft well to
scrape the white candle with a coarse
grater to roughen the surfage before
beginning to decorate it, end to chill
It frequently in a jar of cold water to
set the colored wax drips quickly and
keep them round. Care was taken not
to wet the wick.

To give a better finish to the candle
she made a varnish by dissolving in
‘a]cohol amber sealing wax and paint-
ing with a brush a thin coating over
fthe completed candle.. Crystalline sift-
ed over the candle before the varnish
had hardened was sometimes used to
give another variety to the surface.

As many color combinations can be
tried as there are candles in solid
colors. Among those that-were par-
ticularly effective were rose and
green; green-and blue; rose, blue and
pink; greem tan and orange.
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The Lilac Tree.

A dreaming stillness pure as lig¥

A waft intangible as air,

About the blossoming Lilac flows,
A lambent veil, a scented spell,

| Such as in Eden groves befell
| When first a lilac bloomed, new lent

;cayital ro well, the money te had saved

| Bank had taken it. They were to have

Patterns sent .y to ¢
Yy, y
(‘(Hll‘}lg“d geran.ums

{ window box made of a soda-biscuit forest glades;

container,

her have none to suffer in this drab- that one could see, separateiy photo-
in the streets and alleyways until the upon whose golden bosom cances float-
Juvenile Court interfered.

| there he was again, the same old transformed; she was in one of those
story:

i ting her shoulder reassuringly.

For earth a fleeting ravishment,

‘!The Cherry in her April white,

to her, and tooched her shoulder gent- upon her keenly, and fought for com- Myra was by the counter slill.'
ly. She saw in him a little thread-'posure. “Sorry, kid?” jman eyed her, not disrespectfuily at
bare man, coliariess, unshaved, sallow.|  “Sure, I am,” she laughed it oﬂ',}ul!. She was conscious of her hair The et
Only the eyes remained, in undiscour- adjusting a roer towe! on tho board. | straggiing moistly over her hot face.! 11© earwy L L ‘“‘q f‘he Pear,
¢ “Say, do you suppose it ain’t nice to, Her hand worked at it nervousiy. !The greenly kirtled ‘Cinnamon Rose,
have some one fresh to talk to now| He seid: “What keeps people like|Are sweet as maids from neck to hem,
and then?” I you in the city? Say, it looked to me' But no whist wonder alters them.
He whistied ag8T. Then ha pulled | like the smoke and heat had been Only the listening Lilac Tree
some. papers f{rom his pockat, colored folded in on your town so it wouldn't'Is dimly sphered in glamoury.
things, attractive to the eye. isoil the country round ubout! el ' —Alice Brown
a home of mod comfort, a littie| “I must show vou,” he said, “where cou'd e it hanging like a pal m'wef el W=y 2
place of dreams. And they had aiour little Ronnie’s trekking for, ju- |drove along in the sun‘,lght‘ outside.| Tpe Egyptians °had 200'.0 iea?
frowsy two rooms over a store of un-|8s scon as that money he’s been pant- | It beats me what keeps peop'e here!”| dens, containing large c Lo Si.garn
mitigated stenches. They were to have | Ing for comes in. Look!” Je A §nlglf word (]L_l‘l\'v.‘!'ed, bitterly, un‘w“&' animals & ge colectipng of
lived where she could grow a few | He stretched. a colored folder out her lip: “Poverty!’ ”"‘__”'Y :lppeared‘__-: i :
rs, and have a stretch of grass on the ironing board. There was a W‘f,h the hat, and a smiling answer:
Il their own. She had three dis- map, generously blue to mark the “Circumstances! Maybe . of these
upstairs in a water; pictures in color—cool green days we'll be able to get away.
waterfalls; lush mea- (To be concluded.)
{dows, bungalows, red-rcofed and e e =
Children were to have played on diamond-paned, with towers and trees A Resemblance.
St:me-iimes, she told her- and grass; ink‘rw from which, by day A teacher was trying
God had been good to let rubber-booted fishermen.lured the fish gmall pupils a menta! picture
barrel, without disclosing ihe nama of

the article. |

“The object I have in mind.” she ex- |
‘plained, “is large and round, being |
nearly ds big one way as ihe other, and |
if laid on its side and =tarted at ]
top of a hill, it would roll io the bot |
Now, who can tell me what !l;

aged moments, to remind her of the
man she had married in high hopes.
They were to have expended his

in youth. The crash of the Central

X:ur;’
of a;

the grass. give
fiercely

ness of destitution, and to run wild graphed on a string, overpage; lakes

jed under the sunset summer sky. She
Oh, yes, she caught her breath at the beauty of it.

She feit for Harry!
N rancid smell of gasoline was

feit for him—if only he wouldn’t— The
the

Features

{ motors circling the lake; on the wide,

“Patience, old girl,” he smiled, pat- white road.
| “It’s a place!” he sighed, shaking

tom.
is?"

i his head. “Was only there for a week

e Prince of Wales. who has prom-
once, but I’ve never seen anything bet-

t Portsmoath shortly, is to
rod the fir

created city,

- To reap the quiet harvest of alway;
1 The bright plumed stars whose wide | “Patience? My God——"
tfreedom of the new- ! fields may not cover, | She wanted to shriek aloud, Instead ter,

{ Though wings beat on forever and a | she ironed, fiercely. A rip in a piece There’s a bungalow up there on a tiny

day. | of linen caught the iron. The worn bit of a farm—chickens, and things,
¥ f

She drew away.

Corrp it

always

material tore hopelessiy. She rent it you know—waiting for me. Only
Move thus the Eatenni s mar. | 10 two, savagely, and flung it from relative left in a crue! world for our
andiickening, theimar (her. He shrugged his shoulders, and little Ronnie. A maiden aunt—God
went slowly up the dingy stairs to bless her for leaving it to an impecun-
shave and dress. | ious nephew! Nobody knows me up
Harry had gone. She wondered there for a roving spirit, so I may
an un- vaguely where. Somewhere with old, achieve a reputation for industry
! Mr. Smith from next door. Where after all. It’s the ore place in the
Forgotten now the toil of thund'ring | was it they always went together? | world I'd care to sett's down.

hours, { Mr. Smith cobbled and repaired do vou like it?”
What plotting thrones have given ! shoes, strainin.g his nearsighted eyes| “Oh, it’s too lovely!” she breathed.
their faithful this ‘ under an antiquated gas jet down-! She suddenly found herse’f weeping
The poor reward that was already hig? | SP2ITS while his wife kept boarders crazi.y over the fresh linen. An acrid
Gorali Ol e *|above—when she could get them. It;smell of burning cut through the other

rerald Chapman. | was 4 comparative oasis in this drab | odors.

desert. Even Mr. Scholes, the only  most burning her hand.
| boarder at present, admitted it was' patch of brown showed in the white

| nice, and Mr. Scholes was used to nice ! roller towel, It brought her to hor-!
things.

shaled powers,
swifter from the gathering than
they came. ) |
Through doubtful wars, for
certzin fame.

'
|
| Far
I
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His Instrument.
self. - She drew the plug from the
base of the iron. '

She turned away, taking up the
towel and examining it. He came be.- |
hind her, and peered over her shoul-|
der, [

“You're not crying over that, kid. |
What’s the trouble?” |

Uncle George was asking his neph-
| €Ws.and nieces about their music.
“What instrument do
{ Mary ?"

“The piano, Uncle.”

“And you, Jack?”

“I'm learning the violin.”

“And yiha( about you, Henry ?
| You play anything?”

, Henry thought hard for a minute
| and then said:

“Oh, yves, Uncle, I play the phono-
graph,”

WRICLEYS

Keeps teeth
clean, bzeath sweet,
a%eetigg keen and
igestion good.

Great after

\\
&

i\ Afrer Bvery Meal [ |

NURSES

The Torento Hospital for Inourables, In
affilfation with Bellovue and Allled Hogpitals,
New York City, offers a three years' Gourse
of Training te young women, having the
required education, and desirous of becoming
nurses. This Hospital has adopted the eight.
hour system. The pupils recelve uniforms of
the Sohoel, & monthly allowance and traveling
expenses to and from New York. For further
Informetion write the Superintendent,

you

|
i
| play,

Can
that was irresistible. He set aside
the bright-colored folder as if it were
a secondnr{ thing’' now. Why didn’t
Harry do little things, little under-
standing things like that? Why did
he not at least admit frankly the
awful drébness of iife, the sickening,

; e *- v
Minard’'s Liniment for Backache.

|
1
|
|
1
|
|
|
|

How Of that

She snatched the iron up, al-| .
An angry | birds can be caught in them.

His voice was full of a compassion ' 100 Miles

hand went and

A little up,

what do you think I was describing?” |
“My daddy!” came the reply.
Minard’s Liniment for burns.
Burns. .
Oh, but the mountain breeze must have '
been pleasant |
Upon the sunburnt brow i
poetic and triumphant peas-|
ant !
Driving his laureled plow!
William Alexander, |
|

|
|
|

{
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Some spider webs are so strong that

r
f
l
|

Per gallon of Gas on the |
© Harley-Davidson Motor
Less than one cent per mile to |

;New Bingl

eycle.
perate
rices.

Walter Andrews, Ltd.

848 Yonge St Town“i

Write for catalogue and '

the | |
i
and T've nmioved abodt - a bit'?tea(‘l1er sald: All right, Marwrlp;|

' WOl'k

hat meanless
foryou-

The Thumb Rest' which re-
lieves all strain from the hand
and wrist.

The Heel Stand which makes
it unnecessary to lift the iron.
The Hinged Plug, which pre-
vents wear and disconnection
of Ihc\ cord.

The Hbt Point, which makes
ironing quicker and easier.

[ 1]

2]
13
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Hotpoint is the only electric iron

in the world to give you all these

advantages. And the price is

remarkably low.

Hotpoint Standard Iron $5.50.
Special Iron $1 ‘extra,

H-27-Q

A Canadian Generm Electric Product
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