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Church at Birthplace of Emperor.
The land which marks the birthplace in Tokio of the present 

Emperor of Japan is to have a Christian church built upon it. The 
church will take the place of the Protestant Episcopal Holy Trinity 
Cathedral.

Seek Haunts of the Whale.
A party of English scientists will soon make an expedition to 

the Antarctic in an effort to discover the haunts and habits of the 
whale about which extraordinary creature comparatively little is 
known.

THE HOMEWOMEN and
finished, glancing at the diminished 
heap of sandwiches on the table.

"I’m so glad." Desiree said shyly, 
still avoiding his gaze. “I—I shouldn’t 
like to think of you being neglected 
in any way."

"It’s you who are being neglected, 
countess, not me. I’m sure you must 
need something after your long, hot. 
dusty drive down to Nice and back."

For a moment soft blue eyes met 
steady brown ones

Yes. this must be the same man— 
John Wilson, not Edward. There was

mentioned in his letter to Desiree.
Luck was with Wilson. At the 

broken iron gates leading into the 
Domaine de Mailly his carriage over­
took Juliette.

On seeing the occupant of the car­
riage she threw up her hands.

"It's the English monsieur him­
self!” she cried.

At once Wilson was out of the car- 
raige and laying his campaign of de­
ceit before her. She agreed to his 
plan.

She told him Desiree had gone with 
her governess into the distant town 
to meet the train. Then she drove 
with him to the chateau, showed 
him his room. and. leaving him to 
wash and tidy himself, went off to 
let Pierre into the secret.

He came downstairs and was given 
something to eat and when his hun­
ger was appeased he sat on. plan­
ning to himself how the mansion 
could best be modernized. whilst 
still retaining its old features, when 
the sound of wheels coming up the 
drive sent his mind to other matters, 
and made his throat swell with a 
choking, excited sensation.

He knew who would be coming— 
Desiree, whose eyes would rest on 
him for the first time full of sight. 
But. thank God!! she would be think­
ing him his cousin.

He heard the carriage halt. A few 
moments later there was the sound 
of light little feet entering the hall 
beyond.

When she came in "Wilson stood 
dazed by the vision of grace and 
beauty confronting him, knowing 
exactly how much he had lost by do­
ing the "right thing."

He had tried to deal as honestly by I 
the girl he loved as he had dealt with 
the rest of the world. And now

She came toward him with out 
stretched hand.

"I’m so sorry I missed you. Why

SANATORIUM AID 
ELECTS OFFICERS

no mistake. There could not be two 
men so kind and thoughtful, with the 
same firm, pleasant voices, the same 
strong, careful hands.

But why had he come, back as a 
servant to his slave, this man she 
would call "master"?

(Copyright 1924. by the Bell 
Syndicate. Inc.)

Letter Box THE NECKLACE OF TEARSDorothy
What Kind of Wife Will That Girl Make 

Who Has Always Been Babied?—The 
Husband Who Would Rather Be a Good

Sport Than a Good Provider —Shall They 
Wait Till He Can Give Her Every Wish?

By LOUISE GERARD.

Mrs. John Stevely Again Heads 
Organization To Assist 

Tubercular Families.

CHAPTER XIX
Paris.

At a large house in the center of 
Paris a garden party was taking 
place. The mansion stood remote 
and aloof from its plebian neighbors, 
with shallow stone steps leading 
down into the screened pleasance. On 
one of the stone seats a girl sat. a 
young man beside her. He had eyes 
for nothing but his companion, but 
her gaze was fixed on a mase of blue 
lobelia that edged the border.

“So it’s true then. ‘Ice Maiden.’ 
that you turn us down at the rate of 
two a day?" he asked.

Hastily she walked away from 
him. to be pounced upon almost im­
mediately by another of his sex. and 
then to be swallowed up by the crowd 
that surged in and out of the house, 
up and down the steve, around and 
among the scattered chairs and 
tables.

Two months before Mrs. Green had 
brought the girl to Paris Before a 
month had passed she and her charge 
were the most sought-after people in 
the most exclusive and aristocratic 
set. Desiree was the beauty and the 
sensation of the season—a girl who 
had been blind until she was 21. 
when she suddenly inherited both 
sight and money.

All sorts of romantic tales were 
afloat about the young and beautiful 
heiress—how some man met. her quite 
by chance, a blind girl wandering 
about all alone in a little hamlet in 
the distant Maritime Alps, with a 
diamond necklace worth millions of 
francs about her neck; how he had 
declared she could be cured, and had 
taken her to a specialist; how he 
had sold her necklace for a fabulous 
sum and then disappeared.

Tired of the men who dogged her 
steps, presently she went into the 
house. However, she was not left 
long in peace.

urgent plea to come home at once
The letter ended up with a frantic 

cry that he might as well have no 
wife at all as one who appeared to 
have made up her mind to spend the 
rest of her life on the continent.

By now Mrs. Green was certain 
that Desiree regretted not having ac­
cepted Wilson’s offer, and she. deter­
mined to give the girl a chance of 
rectifying her error.

"Why don't you come back with 
me. my dear, and have a look at Eng­
land?" she asked.

Desiree wanted to go back with 
Mrs. Green, but she knew Wilson 
lived in the same town, and she was 
too proud to follow after the man 
who had gone away from her. #80 she 
refused and decided to go back to 
Nice.

Soon after her return to England 
Mrs. Green gave a party. Wilson was 
among those invited. On receiving 
her card he had intended to refuse; 
gavety and himself were very out of 
tune nowadays. But he had to go. 
drawn there by the fact that Mrs. 
Green had only just left Desiree.

He had not been long in the house 
before Mrs. Green saw him.

"I’d given you up." she said bv 
wav of greeting.

"I’m late, but I couldn’t get awav 
any sooner. How is everybody? And 
how did you leave Desiree?" he went 
on. going straight to his point, but 
in as casual a tone as he could mus­
ter.

"As well as if nothing had ever 
been the matter with her."

"No doubt she enjoyed herself in 
Parie."

"She ought to have enjoyed her-

TOMORROW—The Renovated 
Chateau.

Critical folk use RED ROSE TEA—Advt

Dear Miss Dix—I am in love with a girl whose people make a regular 
baby out of her. Mother has to hold her hand everywhere she goes, so to 
speak. She canshot go out of the house without a chaperone, and when I take

The annual meeting of the Wo­
men’s Aid Society was held at the 
residence of Mrs. William Falls, 
Grosvenor street. The president. Mrs. 
John Stevely, received a warm wel­
come from the members after her 
absence from the city. Mrs. B. C. 
McCann, secretary, read the annual 
report, showing that the work of 
caring for tubercular patients in their 
homes was being carried on ef­
ficiently.

A serious handicap to the work 
was the impossibility of providing 
proper houses. Many families had 
to occupy quarters so small that it 
was impossible to separate the sick 
from the well. In many instances 
conditions were reported as extreme­
ly bad. landlords refusing to do the 
necessary repairs, which left the 
houses not even weather-proof.

The annual report from the nurses 
showed that 500 patients had re­
ceived attention during the year, 
over 5,000 visits had been paid, and 
70 families received Christmas cheer.

A special feature of the work was 
the instruction given, whereby the 
patient was taught how to care for 
herself and also to prevent the spread 
of infection to those about her. Every 
home was fumigated after the patient 
had been romoved. In this way the 
health of the public was safeguarded. 
Mirs. A B. Greer, treasurer, gave a 
detailed report of the year's ex­
penditure, showing that the largest

her out I have to bring her home 
before dark. She is never allowed 
any liberty, nor to decide anything 
for herself. And she obeys just as 
if she was three years old instead 
of a grown girl.

This makes me wonder what sort 
of a wife she will make. I want a 
wife who has lots of pep and am­
bition. the push-and-pull kind, who 
will help me to get on and make 
something of myself. I don’t want 
a wife who is satisfied with any­
thing, who is slow and easy going, 
who has the habit of letting some­
one else do all the planning.

Do you think that after this girl 
is married she will buck up and 
have some backbone and initia- 
tive? Is it just her misfortune 
that she is handicapped by too 
strict, old-fashioned parents?

JOHN.
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PASTEURIZED

MILK,Answer:
I would like to shake hands with you, John. You arc a man 

after my own heart, because I am like you. I never have been able 
to see what there was so attractive to men in that Patient Griselda 
stuff. I should think that the meek wife, who had no mind of her 
own whatever, and who let everybody else do her thinking for her, 
and. tell her where to get on. and where to get off would bore her 
husband tn tears.

g Cold Buttermilk 
made the Silverwood 
way is a refreshing 
and healthful drink. 
Keep a supply on 
hand. You can de­
pend on its purity and 
beneficial qualities.
Ask Silverwood’s 
driver or phone Pure 
Milk Headquarters.

didn’t you wire and say you were 
coming by an earlier train?'

Like a man stunned Wilson took 
her hand into his.

"I should have done so, countess, 
he lied, "had I known you were com­
ing to the station to meet me."

At his voice Desiree started, and a 
quiver ran through the hand she was 
just drawing from his relaxed grip.

Because Desiree had never seen 
him, it did not follow that she would 
not recognize him. He reckoned 
without the years of blindness that 
lay behind her—years that had taught 
her to recognize people by voice and [ 
touch and step.

To compose herself, Desiree turned| 
from him and went to one of the 
long windows to let in W olf, who was | 
scratching frantically at the glass 
panels.

As Wilson watched her go, again 
he cursed that fatal necklace.

But for it he would be a rich man 
still, standing on a pile of gold that: 
raised him to something approaching 
her level, not what he was now her 
paid servant.

If only there had been no railway 
strike! If only the Gilberts had 
turned up in time to have got that 
accursed necklace! Then------

There would have been happy days 
for the girl, safe in the knowledge 
that he stood between her and a mar­
riage she loathed.

And one evening, when he came to 
her bedside to kiss her good-night, 
she would put her weak arms about 
his neck, refusing to let him go. 
pressing against him with innocent 
desire.

Wilson came back to earth again 
Desiree had not eloped with him. He 
had been fool enough to touch that 
accursed "necklace of tears." He had 
done the right thing by her all along 
the line, and his reward was a crop 
of bitterness, not a harvest of love.

“Juliette has looked after me very 
well indeed.” he said, surprised to 
find his tone of voice quite normal. 
"She has seen after all my creature 
comforts, even to feeding me." he

self, 
her. 
tion.

The men simply swarmed after 
She was the rage—the sensa-
We went everywhere, to all

amounts had been spent 
groceries.*

Officers for the year

on milk and

are as fol- the best people. But I never saw a 
girl so stand-offish with men. so 
particular, so scornful. ‘The Ice 
Maiden' they called her. because she 
refused to melt to any one if them, 
and some of them were hot enough in 
love with her to have thawed a 
glacier."

"Is she as beautiful as ever?" Wil­
son asked, a parched note in his 
voice.

“Why don't you go and sec for 
yourself?"

“I can’t spare the time," he ans­
wered.

Mrs. Green glanced at him keenly.
All of a sudden it struck her if 

Wilson had ever proposed. It was 
not in keeping with his character to 
let the girl go. merely because she 
had refused him. He would have re­
newed his attack. But he always had 
avoided the matrimonial noose. In 
the eleventh hour he might have de­
cided he preferred bachelorhood to 
Desiree, although Mrs. Green could 
not imagine any man in his senses 
doing such a thing.

"Can’t spare the time, indeed!" she

lows: President. Mrs. John Stevely; 
first vice-president, Mrs. B. C. Mc- 
Cann; second vice-president. Mrs. C. 
H. Ziegler; secretary, Mrs. Frank 
Jewell; treasurer, Mrs. A. B. Greer.

My ideal woman is like yours—a peppy lady, who is full of ginger, who 
is alive to her finger tips, who is electric and simply seething with energy. 
She is the kind of a woman who is a go-getter and who is always right 
behind her husband, pushing him along, making a place for him and the 
children.

Within a few minutes the door 
opening made her look round. On 
seeing who the intruder was she got 
up quickly. It was Bassino.

He came to her side, looking at her 
in a hungry, hopeless manner.

"At least it’s you I want, not your 
money.” he remarked presently.

"I know that." she answered 
quietly.

"Won’t you let that stand in my 
favor?" he asked, despair and passion 
in his voice. "Desiree. If only you’d 
have me. you could wipe your feet 
on me for the rest of your life, and 
I’d reckon myself the luckiest man 
alive."

The passion in his voice and eyes 
made her move from him with a 
shudder.

"Oh. yes." he went on in a wild, 
distraught manner, "you're going to 
run away from me now. as you’ve 
always done since our first meeting. 
But before you go I want to tell you 
one thing. I know when I’m beat. I 
know when I’m done. And I’m start­
ing back to Rio tomorrow."

A look of relief crossed Desiree’s 
face, and Bassino was quick to see 
it.
"Good riddance!’ Say it." he 

continued bitterly. "You can’t hurt

ALMA COLLEGE HOLDS 
GRADUATES’ BANQUET

That is the type of wife who is a real helpmate. "She took the 
chances I wouldn’t and I followed your mother blind," says the 
dying old captain in Kipling’s poem, telling his son how he piled 
up his millions.

But, of course, on the other hand, you must bear in mind that the 
;ambitious, determined, independent woman isn’t nearly such a soothing 
companion to live with as the meek, little mouse who has been under 
mother’s thumb all of her life. The girl who has had her spirit thoroughly 
broken, who is accustomed to giving in and to deferring to other people’s 
wishes, probably will think that you are an oracle and never dream of 
such a thing as disputing your august authority. So there may be consola­
tions in the situation after all.

Drink More Buttermilk!Interesting Program of Toasts 
Marks Social Event in 

St. Thomas.

A charming affair of last evening 
was the banquet given by the under­
graduates of Alma College, St. 
Thomas, in honor of the graduating 
class and the staff . Special guests 
of honor were Rev. Robert Hicks and 
Mrs. Hicks and Dr. James H. Coyne 
and Mrs. Coyne. A number of clever 
toasts were given and Miss Dorothy 
Brake of Peru acted as toast mistress.

The toast to the graduates was 
proposed by Miss Kathleen Haig and 
responded to by Miss Marian Mc- 
Killop; to the faculty by Miss Mil­
dred Wickha, replied to by Miss 
Zeigler, dean of residence, and Mr. 
Stanley Oliver. Miss Eula Mabee 
proposed the toast to the under­
graduates, to which Miss Mildred 
Waldock replied. The toast to the 
Alma Daughters was given by Miss 
Minota Weichel and was replied to 
by Mrs. J. E. Curran, president of 
the St. Thomas branch. Miss Fran­
ces Crich proposed the toast to the 
school, which was replied to by Dr. 
P. S. Dobson, with impromptu 
speeches by Dr. J. H. Coyne, Rev. 
Robert Hicks, and Miss Ida Alderson 
of Toronto.

The class history was cleverly pre­
sented by Miss Madeline Boucher, 
and Miss Kathleen McMurtry gave 
the class legacy, followed by the 
prophecy by Miss Florence Floggett. 
Miss Frances Whitcombe read the 
class poem, and the program was 
closed by the singing of the class 
song, with Miss Dorcas Roe acting 
as accompanist.

And, of course, after marriage she may change. There are 
few women as much afraid of their husbands as they are of their
mothers. DOROTHY DIX.

Dear Miss Dix—I have been married a little over a year, and am just 
beginning to understand my husband. He has expensive tastes and little 
money. He will go out with the bunch and have a good time tonight, even 
if he has to go hungry tomorrow.

For example. I needed some shoes and his crowd wanted us to go to a 
r Ihouse with them, and he asked me which I would rather do. have the 
Elves or be a good sport, and he was quite disgusted with me when I said I 
would rather have the shoes. He wastes all of our money on good times, so 
that we have none for the comforts of life. Otherwise, he is kind and of 
loving disposition, but I can’t live on love and being a good sport alone.

said impatiently. "If VOU really 
believewanted to go vou could. I

you’re afraid vou might fall in love 
with her enough to want to get mar­
ried. and you’re deliberately avoiding 
temptation."

"When the Countess Desiree mar­
ries it will be a man of her own 
set." be replied stiffly.

"There were plenty of her own set 
after her in Paris, yet she gave them

0°
me more than you’ve done already.

(0His hand went to his Docket. He 
drew out a check representing in 
francs $50,000, and signed in a large, 
round, unformed hand "Desiree de 
Mailly."

He drew a match from his pocket, 
and striking it. set fire to the check.

"I’m very sorry." she said.
“It’s not your pity I want, but 

you.” he started, in a wild, impas- 
sionate manner.

She ran toward the garden where 
Mrs. Green was sitting alone.

“I’m sick and tired of this endless 
whirl of silly society." Desiree ex­
claimed. “all these shallow men want 
is my money; they, don’t want me."

Mrs. Green was silent
"Bassino is perhaps the only one 

that isn’t after my fortune." Desiree 
went on. "but he’s impossible, and 
he’s just promised to leave me for 
good. I'm glad of that anyway."

Speculatively Mrs. Green watched 
her. wondering if Desiree were re-

RY
For Rosy Cheeks 

and 
Sparkling Eyes.

Our Service Is 
Always 

Working For You.

all the go-by. PASTEURIZED 
I MILX|

What shall I do? INEZ. With this Mrs. Green sallied off.

CHAPTER XX.
The Deception.

For perhaps an hour longer Wilson 
mooned around her premises, then, 
feeling too much like a skeleton at 
the feast he took himself and his 
gnawing misery back home.

There he found a letter awaiting 
him in the round, unformed hand he 
knew now—the second of the sort he 
had seen.

It was sent from the old chateau 
in the mountains, and it ran:

“My Dear Friend.—As perhaps you 
know. Mrs. Green has left Paris for 
England, and I have come back here 
to the peace and quiet of the coun­
try.

"But I wish I had someone here 
with me who really knew how to look

A nswer:
The most difficult task that any wife ever undertakes is to sew 

up the holes in a wasteful husband’s pocket. Why any man, who 
has intelligence enough to be out of the Home for the Incurably 
Feeble-Minded, can want to blow in his money for food and drink 
for a grasping, grafting crowd of ne’er-do-wells, for that is the way 
the bunch always sizes up, nobody knows. But there arc plenty of 
men who do and who are just like your husband. Inez.

BUY IT FROM SILVERWOOD’S DRIVERS OR DEALERS

A-
They will spend a week's or a month’s salary on a couple of hours' 

spree They will invite a crowd for dinner, and owe the grocer. They will 
buy drinks for rounders, while the baby needs milk They are willing for 
their families to starve, if only they can be called “good sports” in public.

A

A wife can do nothing toward getting ahead when she has a 
husband of this sort. She cannot stem the tide of his wastefulness. 
What she saves through months of pinching economics, he will 
throw away in five minutes. And the worst of it is that if she tries 
to restrain him too much she alienates him from her. Hr will not 
stand for her continual thrift campaign.

Fl

gretting having refused John Wilson 
now life had shown her the world’s 
lack of sincerity.

Mrs. Green was sitting up in bed. 
her boudoir can askew on her head, 
a breakfast tray on a little table be­
side her. an open letter in her hand.

As she read it a look of dismay 
came to her face.

“Well. I never did!" she exclaim­
ed when the pages were finished.

“What is it. mamma? What has 
happened now?" Desiree asked.

The girl took the letter and read it 
through slowly.

It was from Mr. Green, and was an

after the place. I want to start a 
home for blind babies.

"I would like to have an English-, 
man here, as steward on my estate, 
because I have learned to trust your 
nation. He need not necessarily be 
a farmer, but a man who knows how 
to deal with the world and men and 
money—things I have not learned to 
do. that I sometimes feel I never 
shall learn, having so many years of 
darkness and ignorance before me.

“Always yours most gratefully.
“DESIREE DE MAILEY"

"P.S.—Miss Ryder, my governess 
and companion, says that in a case 
like this a salary must be mentioned. 
You will perhaps know what to of­
fer. Would £1.000 a year be 
enough?—D. de M."

There and then he sat down and 
wrote a letter to Desiree.

He regretted he was too busy to 
come himself, he said, but was 
sending his cousin, Edward Wilson, a 
most reliable man, one she could de­
pend on in every way. Three hun­
dred pounds a year would be ample 
salary. She could expect her new 
steward in about a week’s time. He 
would let her know the exact day and 
train later on.

About a week later Wilson was 
driving in a hired carriage along the 
narrow road leading to the old cha­
teau. As Wilson drove along he was 
realizing that one deception invari­
ably begets another. Also, it had 
dawned on him that by hook or crook 
he must have an Interview with 
Pierer and Juliette before seeing the 
girl, for the two old servants had not 
been blind.

To attain this end he left Paris by 
an earlier train than the one he had

RYERSON CLUB PICNIC.
Arrangements for a picnic to be 

neld on Tuesday afternoon next on 
the lawn of Mrs. Peters’ home. Sher­
wood avenue, were made at a meet­
ing of the Ryerson Mothers’ Club 
executive held yesterday afternoon. 
The members of the club will be 
present at the exhibition of pupils’ 
work to be held in the Ryerson School 
on Friday afternoon and evening, 
when the manual training and do­
mestic science departments will have 

their handiwork on display.

At

The only thing you can do is to save your own money, and by tact and 
diplomacy try to make him see that the good sport is always a bad ender. • - 30 • 

DE7who finishes his days in the poorhouse. DOROTHY DIX.

Dear Miss Dix—A man loves a girl, but will not marry her because 
he does not earn enough to keep her in comfort. He says he will not marry 
her until he makes enough to satisfy her slightest wish and make her so 
happy and contented that the memory of her married life will always be 
beautiful.

But the girl says that she would be happy just, to have him, and her 
memories would be just as beautiful even if she had to work hard and deny 
herself everything that is conducive to ease and pleasure. Which is right, Fleet Foot stands wearMrs. Hummer Bewilders Peter Rabbit 

by Asking Him For Some Spiderwebs
the man or the girl? NINETEEN.

and tear of tireless little feetAnswer:
The man is right not to be willing to marry until he is able to 

support his wife in comfort, but he is wrong if he waits to marry 
until he can satisfy her every wish. That is an impossibility, any- 
way. No one is ever satisfied.

By THORNTON W. BURGESS.
“Good morning, Peter Rabbit," 

squeaked a small voice so close to 
one of Peter’s long ears that it made 
him jump with startled surprise. He 
was over on the edge of the Cld

TET the kiddies have the joys of 
L/ bare-foot freedom without the 
risks of injury.

You can do it with Fleet Foot shoes 
for summer wear.

The girl is right in thinking that luxury is not essential to happiness, 
in marriage. The woman whose husband gives her love, and tenderness, 
and sympathy, and understanding, can be satisfied and happy with very Orchard at the time. 

"Good—good morning. he stam -little else DOROTHY DIX vmered. looking all around and blink­
ing his eyes as he vainly tried to 
discover who had spoken to him.

"Have you seen any cobwebs this 
morning, Peter?" squeaked the lit­
tle voice, and again it seemed to be 
right in his ear.

"What are cobwebs?” asked 
Peter, continuing to look around him

There’s a difference in rubber 
sole canvas footwear, just as 
there are differences in hosiery, 
hats, clothing or almost any­
thing you buy.

When you ask for and get 
Fleet Foot, you are sure of the 
best quality and value.

The trade mark

SHOULDER DISLOCATED 
Special to The Advertiser.

Mildmay, June 18.—Jacob Miller 
had his left shoulder dislocated when 
a team of young colts he was driv- 

Ing ran away. He was thrown against 
a chicken coop.

RIVERVIEW HERS Light, porous canvas tops and 
springy, flexible rubber soles give the 
young feet freedom and the young 
muscles a chance to grow and develop.

Fleet Foot stands the wear and tear 
that only the tireless feet of romping 
kiddies can give.

Cut down the family shoe bill with 
Fleet Foot shoes — they are durable 
and cost little.

HOLD MERRY PICN IC
with a foolish expression on 
face.

"Spiderwebs," was the prompt 
ply squeaked into his other ear.

his

RE nV CK One Hundred Attend Enjoy­
able Event at Springbank 

Park Yesterday.

re-
NCASTX

LEET"Oh. those things," said Peter. 
"No. I haven't seen any. I’m not 
interested in spiderwebs. Who are

U X 001But Mrs. Hummer wasn’t joking. 
She darted all about through the 
Old Orchard looking everywhere for 
cobwebs. She darted into corners 
where spiders like to build their 
webs. She flew low over weeds and 
grass where often spiders spread 
their silken threads. Whenever she 
caught sight of a web her eyes 
sparkled as she seized in her long 
bill the silken threads and carried 
them straight to her nest.

But Hummer didn’t help her in her 
search. Now and then she caught a 
glimpse of him eagerly sucking up 
the sweet juices from a flower or 
catching tiny insects. But he didn’t 
pay the slightest attention to her. So 
she continued her search for cob­
webs unaided.
(Copyright. 1924, by T. W. Burgess).

"Oh, so it is you!" exclaimed Peter, 
she "I cannot finish that nest the 
way it should be finished until I find

you, and where are you and why 
can’t I see you?”

"How can you expect to see me if 
you don’t look at me?" was the 
prompt retort "Why don't you tool: 
up instead of looking all around in 
the wrong places?"

Peter promptly looked up. Even 
then he might not have seen the 
tiny speaker had she not lifted one 
wing to smooth the feathers under 
it. Of course you have guessed who 
it was. ’t was Mrs. Hummer. She 
was sitting on a twig not far above 
Peter. When she had squeaked in 
his ears she had darted down for 
that purpose and then back again.

Don't Hide Them With a Veil; Re­
move Them With Othine— Over 100 guests attended the picnic stamped on the shoe is your 

assurance of the genuine Fleet 
Foot shoe — made only by the 
Dominion Rubber System.

Double Strength.
This preparation for the removal 

of freckles is so successful in 
■removing freckles and giving a clear, 
j beautiful complexion that it is sold 
under guarantee to refund the money 
if it fails.

Don’t hide your freckles under a 
veil: get an ounce of Othine and re­
move them. Even the first few appli- 

I cations should show a wonderful im- 
'provement, some of the lighter 
freckles vanishing entirely.
• Be sure to æk the druggist for the 
uble streng h Othine: it is this is sold on the money-back guar-

given yesterday afternoon at Spring- 
bank by the Riverview Mothers' 
Club. A large number of the fathers 
were present, and Mrs. John6 Rose 
was a special guest of honor. Supper 
was served at long tables and the 
sports program which followed in­
cluded two ball games and many en­
joyable races.

The results of the races are as fol­
lows: ladies over 40. Mrs. J. Mitchel- 
tree. Mrs. Stone, and Mrs. C. Turner: 
ladies under 40. Miss Stone. Mrs. F. 
Cole, and Mrs. O. G. Wallace: ob­
stacle race, Mrs. Jones: toe and heel

some. If you run across any cob­
webs. Peter. remember to tell me the
next time I see you. Now I must be 
off looking for some. I have no time 
to waste."

“Hold on!" cried Peter, whose 
curiosity had become fully aroused.

But Mrs. Hummer had disappear­
ed. She had shot away so fast that 
Peter really didn’t know in which 
direction she had gone. Peter wait­
ed a while to see if she would re­
turn.

“What under the sun can she want 
of cobwebs?" muttered Peter. “I 
wonder if she was joking when she 
said that she must have them to 
finish her nest. She must have been 
joking."

a DOMINION RUBBER
race. Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Frank
Hardie, autograph race, Mrs. Frank "I didn’t know who it was talking to 
Hardie: chum race. Mrs. Walter Cot-

"Oh. so it is you," exclaimed Peter.

me. What under the sun do you wanthouse. Ltd., 35 St. François 
St., Montreal, Que.—Advt.

ton and Mrs Fortner, and Mrs. O. G. 
Wallace and Mrs. F. Cole.

of spiderwebs, Mrs. Hummer?"
"I need them for my nest,” said The next story: "How Mrs. Hum­

mer Shingles Her Home."
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