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tailed preachers of narrow mind, and 
by loud-voiced noise-makers and tak­
ers of the Holy Name in vain, on 
street corners. We are told in the 
Bible that God created the world in 
His own image—then we are right in 
supposing that if any one church is 
infinitely beyond and above all others 
and more real than all others, it is 
that church in which we find His 
likeness, His image, most conspicu­
ously reflected.

"I am not preaching, nor am I re- ligious today, more than I have ever 
been before. It is the solitude, or the 
music, or else the excessive heat. The 
music of Chopin went straight to my 
heart when 1 was still a girl, and made life worth living just for it 
alone: it satisfied a longing which the 
other composers had only awakened 
and intensified. I have seen God in 
the divine passages of Chopin’s pre­
ludes just as clearly as the Galilean 
peasants among whose villages He 
walked and spoke. .

"If I had my life to live over again 
I am not sure that I would not de- vote it entirely to studying the 
Bible. Now 1 have taken on such 
varied Interests that it would be 
difficult to alter my life from that of 
a tragic actress to that of a Biblical 
student, but it pleases me to think 
that I might have cleared up some 
things that have never been cleared 
up before, regarding the Scriptures.

For instance, I have never known 
what became of Aaron. The account 
given of his end in Numbers xx is 
excessively ambiguous and unsatis­
factory. Evidently he did not come 
by his death fairly, but whether he 
was murdered secretly for the furth­
erance of private ends, or publicly in 
a state sacrifice, I have never been 
able to make out.

“Thou could'st write something 
wonderful around the disappearance 
of Aaron which I speak of. Thou art 
at thy best when thou writest Bibli­
cal things. We are all at our best 
talking about things which we never 
practice, perhaps; here thou would'st 
be able to give entirely thine own 
interpretation of Aaron’s end without 
subjecting thyself to attacks by the 
clergy for Scriptural inaccuracy.

"My rooms are intolerable, and I 
do not think that I shall be here 
more than a few days. I never 
thought that there would be a crowd 
here and consequently did not write 
about rooms before coming, but all 
the decent quarters are taken up by 
tourists, principally Americans, and 
I had to come to this mean street 
and live in this mean house where 
the four walls are imbued with an 
odor which I can only define as be­
ing. evidently, a combination of em­
balmed oysters and old maid's arm- 
pits!

“Affectionately yours,
"SARAH."

Identifies Old Love Letter.
Apropos of Oscar Wilde, I vivid­

ly recall a conversation which took 
place upon the occasion of my first 
meeting with Bernhardt. The epi­
sode is worth recording. I had writ­
ten to her, requesting an audience, 
the ostensible purpose of which was 
to inquire into the genuineness of 
certain letters written to Pirre Ber­
ton, and bearing her autograph, 
which had just fallen Into my pos­
session.

The notepaper on which her 
answer came to me was identically 
the gray-bordered notepaper that 
made up my collection, but the Sarah 
Bernhardt I met a few days after 
was hardly the Sarah of the letters.

She smiled pathetically as her 
withered hands tremblingly fingered 
those letters written so long ago— 
those pages which in the intervening 
lapse of time had grown yellow with 
years! She smiled the saddest of 
smiles.

Yet she confessed proudly to their 
authorship, and was astonished to 
hear that I did not know all about 
Pierre Berton.

"Why, my child,” she said, “he 
wrote ‘Zaza!’ He wrote it for me, 
really, and we played in it together. 
We acted together in ’Fedora,’ too."

And then she dramatically recited 
the passages in "Zaza" and ‘Fedora" 
that had pleased her most.

Of the almost supernaturally beau­
tiful voice of Sarah Bernhardt the 
world knows so much. I want to set 
down here only the things whioh the 
world in general does not know, and 
which could never have been learned 
except by an acquaintance with the 
great woman herself.

Regarding her voice, however, she 
showed me a letter from Tennyson, 
who had written to praise her acting 
in London of Phèdre.

“Your words," he wrote, "fell on
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ton and a mocking finger until the end 
of your days.’’

“French women dress; American 
women upholster. That le the only 
difference between French and Am­
erican women."

"The pearls are numbered on 
Youth's rosary.”

“When we are young we can be 
faithless, and are not; and when we 
are old we want to be faithless, and 
cannot. That is the only difference 
between old age and youth."

“On the American continent, vul­
garity is the price of fame. You must 
be infamous there before they will 
call you famous. It didn’t take me 
long, of course, to make my name 
stand out! If one wants to be in­
vited to the White House, one must

1 walk Broadway in pink tights.”
“Niagara Falls is .the only thing 

in the way of natural beauty in

"Woman Has the Capacity 
To Love But Once, Where- I

as Man Has the
Capacity To Love 

At All." 99

By DORIAN HOPE.
[ Sarah Bernhardt, though absolutely 
original, was not beyond repeating 

Iherself; she condemns repetition in 
1 others nevertheless as a terrible and 
Ialmost unpardonable vice. "A thing 

that is’ worth saying twice is not 
Worth saying at all," she emphatically 
announces once.

She justifies her attack on others 
for her own offences by saying: "It 
is quite natural for us to condemn 
In others the things we are guilty of 

. ourselves."
She believed ardently in “trial mar­

riage," and thought that it was a 
sacrilege to connect the holy offices 
of the marriage service and its 
Golemn vows with an association that 
was not really love, and love which 
promised more surely than do loves 
as a rule to be lasting.

"The physical is for this world; the 
needs of the body seem to require all 
of our time here; the soul is for an­
other existence," she said.

She deplored the idea of a wo­
man marrying for money, and said 
that "the lolly-pop of the boule­
vard" was a saint in her own right, 
beside the prostitution of a mercen­
ary marriage.

“The one," she said, "at least leaves 
the Lord and the sacred vows out of 
her evil behavior, and does not add 
deception to her other iniquities!"

Once I asked Sarah Bernhardt 
who was the one person of her 
acquaintance by whom she had been 
most influenced. She had read a 
tremendous number of books, talked 
freely and in a most original and 
confident manner about the music of 
Chopin, Beethoven and Schubert, 
about the personality of Jesus, about 
Montaigne’s blunders, the consonant 
sounds dominating Hugo's best verse, 
of Cicero's trifling in cadences, of 
Gallicisms and Latinisms in the Eng­
lish language, .and even knew about 
the prose of Sir Thomas Browne!

I did not know what she might 
say, seeing all these names on the 
horizon of her thoughts, so I took 
pains to specify that my,interroga­
tion had exclusive reference to the 
personages of her own personal 
acquaintance. I felt that it would be 
either Oscar Wilde, who did actually 
influence her enormously, or Victor 
Hugo, whose influence she might 
have proudly pretended to have 
yielded to end profited by, purely out 
of vanity. I even ventured to ask 
before she answered, "Was it Victor Hugo ?"

"Oh, dear me, no," she answered, 
I influenced him."

The following two letters were 
written from Nice and Ez (Ez is 
between Monte Carlo and Nice, back 
in the Esterel Mountains), respect- 
lively, and tell their own story.

Moved to Tears.\
‘Dear love, 1 am selfish to say 

that I wish that thou wert here; 
either very, very selfish, or very, very 
vain; for if thou wert here, thou would st have nothing other than my- 
self to make up thy little world. 1 
thought that every one came here In 
winter, especially the American tour- 
ists, and for that reason I made my 
visit in summer, but I have been 
deceived, and all the hotel entrances 
are decorated with soiled white trousers, horrible spectacles, and a 
goodly part of the pork and accent 
which have made Chicago famous.

It is Sunday afternoon, and I feel 
for one time in my life like just 
what I am. It is terrible, dear!

is only one thing, of course, 
that I can do to amuse myself and 
I hope that I may be pardoned: 
Sunday afternoons are only good for 
two things—and I do not play cards' 

I went to church this morning 
The mass always has a terrific effect 
upon me. The procession not infro- 
quently moves me to tears But of course, I always could 1 cry without 
- 

wonderful Chopin, and sounded truly 
E 

eral eternities ars or sev- 
that have remarked at different times 
tit 

try. If there were no criminals then 
Æe there would be no exiles, and 
yob 

to give hie imaeinatio cma 
meantime, he set sail for the tar har- saw what none other utance and he 
out a Ake sufferance, see with-

All roads lead to Rome but only 
one road leads to artistic achieve- ment. And so with Chopin 
best work was done in Paris. Fits 

1 have never been exiled, person- 
to these ihe khowm.
thou, but my best work, too. Incldent- 
ally, has been done at Paris As I 
have said often, Paris is where good 
people go when they die, and London where the bad ones go.
. . Heaven and Hell.

People have often asked me if I believe in heaven and hell—why I 
do not know. I have received heaven 
several times from several people, and 
have given hell to others an equal 
number of times. So for me of 
course, there can be no doubt about their existences.
I really have a religion after all, 
although I do not make much noise 
about it. I respect the church too 
much, in my heart, to link myself 
with it until I will have become more 
worthy. At any rate there is one 
thing certain—if I could not be a 
Catholic I would not be anything 
Protestante are made by swallow-
SEPTEMBER IN "THE HIGH- 

LANDS."
To those who as yet have not 

enjoyed a September holiday in the 
“Highlands of Ontario," there is a 
treat in store. No part of Canada’s 
great vacation country is more beau­
tiful than "The Lake of Bays" and 
"Muskoka Lakes," and no time of 
year is more pleasant than the 
month of September, for a holiday 
in these wonderful resort territories.

A number of the leading hotels, 
including Bigwin Inn. Lake of Bays, 
will remain open for the accommoda­
tion of guests up to the end of Sep­
tember.

The Canadian National Railways 
furnish direct service, and will be 
pleased to supply illustrated litera- 
ture and full information on applica­
tion.

Make your plans early for a Sep­
tember holiday with any agent of the 
Canadian National Railways.—Advt.
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breakdown which was perhaps the 
most serious illness of her life until 
the last. She had been given up as 
lost by many eminent physicians, and 
was resolved to die, taking the shrill 
decree from the professional attend­
ants as calmly as though it had been 
an announcement by the birds of' 
Spring:

"Dear Love»—Thy letter delighted 
me profoundly when it wee brought: 
to my chair on the veranda this, 
morning along with some lilacs. The 
huge bunch of those heavy blossoms! 
that I so love, and that have a so 
significant meaning for us, were band 
in hand with thy words of comfort 
to me, and I am still at a loss to 
say which of them to sweetest. Thy 
words are, at any rate, it lees frag- 
rant, more abiding!

“As they told me a month ago that 
I had three weeks to live, I have al­
ready overstayed my leave by more 
than a week, and it is terrible of me 
—wATt can I do?

"I am feeling much better! I do 
not feel at all as if I am going to die. 
Of course, it will be all wrong if I 
do not well, for there is my artistic 
position to be considered. First, I 
die all over the stages of the world. 
Then. I make lovo in gardens by the 
sea and gardens by marble palaces, 
all over the stages of the world.

“I run over the fields, my breast 
is afire with rage, fury, jealousy, re- 
morse, love and all the emotions 
that have residence to the character 
of the young. Then, after voyaging 
all over this territory, after explor­
ing absolutely all these emotions, I 
come back and die all over the stages 
of the world again!

“My ‘farewell performance" is pro­
claimed from the housetops of sev­
eral continents and two hemispheres.

“Obviously, if the dramatic de­
velopment of my life is to be con- 
sistent, now is the moment to come 
to a full close, make my bow and 
retire; but I am sure that I am get­
ting well, after all I know that it is 
very inartistic; its technical imper­
fection will be to none more apparent 
than thee. But I cannot help it!

“Ever thy affectionate friend, 
“SARAH." 

(Copyright, 1923. by Sarah Bernhardt),

radiant hour, and then go their way 
and leave us in complete darkness 
with our tears. The stars may give a 
less brilliant illumination, but it to 
more permanent and secure.”

“A man cannot both like and love 
the same woman.”

“When men will have learned to 
love women less and to like them 
more, the world will learn at last the 
force of union and the luxury of an 
all-year-round drink as compared to 
champagne that goes so quickly flat!" 

Too Much Law.
“The minute you tell a woman that 

she has a pretty profile, she begins 
to live sideways! I think sometimes 
that people must have admired my 
back excessively when I was young."

"The capacity to be loved is 
younger than the capacity to love. 
An amateur may love perfectly, but 
only the habitue may be loved with 
perfection. The first may come out 
of ignorance, just as the second gen­
erally comes out of education. Any­
one may ask a question properly, but 
few may answer one so."

“Life without lovo Is like a lan­
guage without adjectives."

“Just as it is only when one's heart 
is broken that one has any heart 
at all, it le only when a few laws are 
broken that one has any liberty at 
all."

"There is far too much law and too 
little living—just as there is far too 
much talk about Art and too little 
creation of It!"

"Blank verse le the result of a 
poet's putting hie whole mind into 
his work."

"In love it is more blessed to re­
ceive than to give—because to love 
the capacity to receive, the spirit in 
which to receive—and love is a sacra­
ment—le more spiritual than the 
capacity to love merely."

"Men and women must learn to 
make themeelves dependent upon 
each other, and search out in each 
other the things that are necessary 
to each party, individually. It is 
only on this foundation that a love 
can endure indefinitely."

Sarah Apologizes For Living.
The following letter was written 

by Barah Bernhardt during the time 
of recuperation following a nervous

America. They have no scenery 
there off their stages, and there they 
have a thousand times too much. 
Even Niagara Falls, as Oscar Wilde 
said, would be far prettier, if the 
water ran in the other direction."

“Friendships may be mended when 
they have been broken, perhaps— 
loves never!"

“Of all the gifts of men, oblivion 
and the capacity to forget are most 
considerable. He has them abund­
antly, just as woman has her tears. 
Napoleon said that to conquer was 
to replace. A man can replace with 
forgetfulness, whereas a woman dedi­
cates her whole life to remembrance."

"Woman has the capacity to love 
but once, whereas the man has not 
the capacity to love at all.”

Never Look First.
"One should never look until one 

has leaped. Divorce is the result of 
looking before you leap."

"Love is a vase, which, when it is 
flawed by heat, or violence, or even 
accident, may as well be broken at 
once. We can never trust it after. 
The more shapely and decorative It 
was, the more convinced are we on 
discerning the hopelessness of re­
storing it to its one-time state. Rough 
stones, when they are fractured, may 
be cemented again; precious ones 
never."

"Men judge women by their hands, 
just as women judge men by their 
feet."

"Napoleon and Richard III. and 
Sarah Bernhardt were as great as 
people may be without virtue."

"A woman should never marry a 
man who lives beyond her means."

"Counsel for young: If it is a mat­
ter simply of changing your address, 
all well and good—do it as often as 
you please; but do not change your 
name. Give your name to any man, 
but your heart to none."

"We are as the moon—the stars 
represent our friends—our loves are 
the comets —the stare remain there 
forever, steadfast. sincere, whereas 
the comets, like meteors of a moment, 
flash, burn, light up the world for a

s
“Thy letter delighted me profoundly when it was brought 

to my chair on the veranda this morning along with some
lilacs." 0

Cholera Infantum From Sarah BernhardtA Fatal Disease of 
Children. “Friendships may be mended when they have been broken, 

perhaps ; loves never.”

“On the American continent vulgarity is the price of fame. 
If one wants to be invited to the White House one must walk 
Broadway in pink tights.”.

Cholera Infantum. or summer com­
plaint of children, is one of the most 
dangerous bowel complaints during 
the summer months.

It begins with a profuse diarrhoea, 
the stomach becomes Irritated, very 
often accompanied by vomiting and 
purging, and the matter excreted 
from the stomach has a bilious ap- 
pearance. The child rapidly loses 
flesh, is soon reduced to languor and 
prostration, and in a great many 
cases death ensues.

Mothers, if any of your children 
become sick with cholera infantum, 
do not endanger their health—per­
haps their life—by experimenting 
with some new and untried remedy. 
Get one that has stood the test of 
time—one that will quickly offset the 
vomiting, purging, and the diarrhoea. 
This you will find in Dr. Fowler's 
Extract of Wild Strawberry, a rem­
edy that has been on the market tor 
the past 78 years.

Mrs. W. A. Harrison. 10 Elevator 
Court, Halifax, N. S., writes: "Dr. 
Fowler’s Extract of Wild Strawberry 
saved the lives of three of my child­
ren when all other remedies failed. 
It stopped the vomiting and terrible 
diarrhoea with which they were 
troubled. 1 always keep a bottle of 
it on hand in case of emergency." /

“Dr. Fowler’s’ " is 50c a bottle. Put 
up only by The T. Milburn Çompany, 
Limited, Toronto, One—Advt.

“A man cannot both like and love the game woman.’’

“The moment you tell a woman she has a pretty profile she
begins to live sideways. 93

“Life without love is like a language without adjectives.’’

“Love is a vase, which, when it is flawed by heat, or vio­
lence, or even accident, may as well be broken at once. We can 
never trust it after.”

my senses as starlight falls on bal­
conies or rose leaves on the grass!"

"England Has One Great Poet."
“I suppose I know what he meant," 

she said. "England, glorious as she 
is for everything, to most glorious for 
her poets!"

"This sentence," I said to myself, 
"is charged with great thought,” and 
I listened attentively for another of 
its company.

The first had been spontaneous, 
though, and now she was searching 
far and near for the supplement. She 
was after something more studied— 
more learned. And she soon found 
it. A sublime, far-away look came 
into her face, and as if she were an­
nouncing a most terrible truth, re­
marked: "England had one great 
poet—Oscar Wilde!"

The two adjectives were long- 
drawn out, and accompanied by a 
nod of the head such as accompanies 
one's meditations upon eternity. She 
told me that Oscar Wilde was the 
most powerful personality that she 
had ever met.

“Ellen Terry," she continued, "in 
her recently published memoirs, pays 
him the same tribute. England 
abused him outrageously, and the 
one grudge I will always have against 
our cross-channel neighbor is that. 
Indeed. I have played very little in 
England since it all happened! He 
did as much for the English stage 
as any man after Shakespeare. And 
his French was the best I ever heard 
spoken by a foreigner. His manners 
were like a piece of music. And he 
was so witty. He gave me the orig­
inal manuscript of his ‘Salome.’ He 
wrote several sonnets to me, too, you 
know, and I have all of his letters to 
me framed."

She pointed to a corner in her liv­
ing-room where the walls were cov­
ered with letters from Wilde and 
other celebrities, all in narrow black 
frames. In front Of them was a 
table on which among manifold 
strange objects, there was a skull 
with autograph verses written on it 
and presented to her by Victor Hugo.

“I never saw Wilde after his 
trouble," she went on. "When it all 
came up, his friend, Mr. Re s, camo 
here to see me, and asked me for 
the money required for his de­
fence. I told him that I did 
not have it. And I didn't! But he 
must have made out to Wilde that I 
said that in such a manner as would! 
suggest unwillingness rather than 
inability to help hlm. We were 
never in communication again. I am 
sorry, but one cannot give what one 
has not, can one? Mr. Ross wax 
simply asking a sponge to blush."

Referring later to the role played 
by Plerre Berton in her life, she ex­
claimed: "The great lovers of the 
world loved only themselves. Lovo, 
like charity, begins at home, and gen­
erally ends there. The master, you 
remember (she was referring to 
Wilde), said: ‘To fall in love with 
oneself is the beginning of a life- 
long romance!’"

She knew Wilde’s works by heart, 
and said she considered them repre­
sentative of the best in our times, 
and felt that they would be even more 
highly representative of life a hun­
dred years hence.

She did not speak English. She 
never wanted to learn it. French was 
the language of all the arts, and all 
the delicate emotions, and she had 
need of no other. Hers, also, was the 
opinion of Louis Blanc: L’Anglais et 
le français; ce sont les deux langues 
qui resteront; l’Anglais pour le com­
merce, le français pour la littérature.

Her Talent For Epigrams.
Sarah’s talent for epigrams was 

certainly fostered by her admiration 
for Wilde. In their love letters to 
Sardou she gives limitless play to 
that talent, as witness the following:

“Putting one’s heart down on 
paper is the quintessence of vulgar­
ity; it is like undressing ones self 
in public. One should reserve one's 
lips for communicating intelligence 
having to do with the human heart, 
and paper fbr merchants to make out 
bills on, and customers to make spit- 
balls out of."

"Words, once they have been ut­
tered, go with the minutes and the 
winds; but the written word remains 
on the spot to harrass you with deris-

After Vacation Peel
Your Discolored Skin.

Women returning from the seaside 
for country with browned, reddened or 
freckled skins will be wise in imme- 
diately taking up the mercolized wax 
(treatment, Weather-beaten skin had 
best come off, for no amount of "beau- 
tifying" will ever make it pretty to 
(look at. The surest, safest, easiest way 
to shed the despoiled cuticle is with 
(the treatment suggested. Put the wax 
ion before retiring, as you would cold 
cream, and rinse It off next morning 

with warm water. Minute particles of 
iscarf skin peel off day by day. grad­
ually showing the healthy, youthful skin 
beneath. One ounce of mercolized wax, 
obtainable at any drug store, is enough 
to make any discolored or spotted com­
plexion clear, white and satiny soft. 
Its action is so gentle no harm is caused 
and the face shows no trace of its use.

: — Advt. .00
WOMAN So In 
COULD NOT STAND
Says Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegeta- 
ble Compound Made Her Well 

and Strong

Glens Falls, N. Y.—" For over two 
months I was so sick I was not able to

Illllllllllllllllllll husband
did my house- 
work. The doctor 
said an operation 
might be neces­
sary. I read testi­
monial letters 
about Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vege­
table Compound 
and began to take 
it. Before I had 

.... ....... finished taking 
the first bottle I saw what good it was 

. doing me. I am now well and strong, 
■ doing all my work for a family of four, 

all my washing and my sewing, which 
I think is remarkable, as I had not 
dared to run my sewing machine, but 
had done all my sewingby hand.I truly 
feel that were it not for your medicine 
I would not be here today as my case 
seemed very serious. ”— Mrs. GEORGE 
W. BURCHELL, Glens Falls. N Y.

Free upon Request
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Private Text- 

Book upon ‘‘Ailments Peculiar toWo- 
men will be sent you free, upon re- 
quest.Write to the Lydia E. Pinkham 

!Medicine Co., Cobourg, Ont. This 
I book contains valuable information 
; that every woman should have.

May Obtain Relief By Enrich- Search the market with a fine-tooth comb and you will 
find nothing to match the value of the good Maxwell at 
its new reduced prices. Nothing but present volume pro­
duction makes it possible to put this unprecedented price 
on a car so fine.

ing the Blood Supply.
In the days of our fathers 

grandfathers, rheumatism 
thought to be the unavoidable

and 
was 

pen­
alty of middle life and old age. 
Almost every elderly person had 
rheumatism, as well as many young 
people. It was thought that rheuma­
tism was the mere effect of exposure 
to cold and damp, and It was treated 
with liniments and hot applications, 
which sometimes gave temporary re­
lief, but did not remove the trouble. 
In these days there were many crip­
ples. Now, medical science under­
stands that rheumatism is a disease 
of the blood, and that with good, rich 
red blood any man or woman of any 
age can defy rheumatism. There are 
many elderly people who have never 
felt a twinge of rheumatism, and 
many who have conquered it by 
simply keeping their blood rich and 
pure. The blood-enriching qualities 
of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills is becom­
ing every year more widely known, 
and the more general use of these 
pills has robbed rheumatism of Its 
terrors. At the first sign of poor 
blood, which is shown by loss of ap­
petite, dull skin and dim eyes, pro­
tect yourself against further ravages 
of disease by taking Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills. They have helped thou­
sands—if you give them a fair trial 
they will not disappoint you.

You can get these pills through any 
dealer in medicine, or by mail, at 50 
cents a box, from The Dr. Williams 
Medicine Company, Brockville, Ont.— 
Advt.

$1,14000T Car - -louring
Sport Touring • $1,375.00 

$1,140.00 
$1,280.00

- $1,395.00
$1,340.00
$1,675.00
$1,825.00
$2,325.00

• • = • • •
Roadster -• =
Sport Roadster 
Special Sport Touring
Club Coupe • • •
Four-Passenger Coupe
Sedan ■ •• •
Traveler’s Sedan e ■ * • . • •

Prices F. O. B. Windsor; Government Taxes To Be Added.
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