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Miss Canada at Sea
By ALICE L. EBERLE,

Drawings by Estelle M. Kerr Be careful to choose'wisely when you mention lunch to any one.

T HERE rea1iy wasn't timle to feel sad, goodnessgeaiglkfirad, ndte il--tews

know, wen he vyag ment he eodu AnImprmpt, Ipre i(i ti search-light sliding over the river. And then
T permanently of the family who had me in A Imr pt, mresoi ,Siy junibled sentences of people of sensibility, who had

charge. There was sucr aln f pe Wa .l hua l eels like Io be on seroun and b n e by rusbecrthe csonfusell
and strapping of trunks and running up and down board an Atlantic liner Jor a week-- thrnand m brin ve I rose ta trhe cson "el

stairs and suddenly coming upon things that when the observer is a woman. The s~ort the story," I whispered, finding the man of -the
"mnustni't be forgotten, if everything else was," that ofml " rmwihfito steun- «Songs of the Sourdoughi" among the silent group
it kept my mind pretty active getting through doors omaralfm hcfitnisreun- at the rail. "So happy," he returned. "Once upon

adpsae ithout collision, and knowiflg just Iy made. a timie Wolf e took Quebec. It was' night. He
ahnntt passa e W h sitne1cud' ieay dropped down the river saying ýo those in the boat

way.Whe, anhou beore he rai wasdue 'lwith hini, 'Play' the man-this day we shall light a

theIam at~jut te pope anle theligts iad fusion and a horrid feeling of being in everybody's banks lie threw his signal, '.This day, .England ex-
the lni dsantd)lsanaru ji of gr popanil telg te a way combined to make mie realize the greatness of pects ever>' man to do his dut>.' " I slipped away

or patriotic stew-pan shouki take that opportunity the occasion, and 1 protested almost passionatel>' ta the quietncss of my awn thoughts, but my day,
for refusing to brave the perils of taIe deep, 1 kept to the Boy, perched on the arm of my seat, that I like "Alice's," ' was a very strange one. Ail the

thikig wata dsat it would be if miy light would not fail in love with a "beasti>' Englishmian," words of the "Elegy" came wrong.
shouldn fha ai ikethsftefoihvrgsofi- and smilecd fainti>' at bis exaggerated English accent The third day out, 1 took my remedy-never-faiî-

toy.Neethles as awfully excited. an i id"he osn rts heh. 'e ing-miother-somebody-or-other out on the deck andYtoar apy. rhl For amn ote tigs been abroad since and Fnglishmen propose beauti- pointed. out to the green-hued group, the dehicateYe-adhap. o, liog**e tigs fully-but that's another story. shade of the pink capsules and the soit, brown,
nicest Boy was to meet mie in the ladies' waiting- tohoeeso h agroedeln tlnt

roomi a good lalf hour before the train leit, and 1Iotsmns ftelreroedeln tlnt
wasalie i, head~d ignt~ atacingtoone J¶ORNIN(G dawned at last ini Mantreal. It was upon the soul-stirring words printed in red ink or

wgoing abroad the wdtliedmulitudttin boe Mer aining Before niglit I was using the box, with ail the genius of a patent-medicinggoig aroa.' ow he nulituinOquadruple superlatives ta describe the streets. agent. People when at sea approach ver>' neari"
ai nailed and roped at hast 1 don,f know, but we NhnItoth agpaka e 'lcwh 1.. .lity fmner11gteedu
were twenty minutes later than 1 had pro nised the heItrdheanpanatenclokwih primitive simplii> imnesIIgtee l

Boy nd ie ad litiewayof umig. reoer y sea-sickness reniedy where 1 couîd get at it the overturned contents of my pretty box in the
Boyend whe on> te iutes o spmie, w e naed easily, and my books and roses and chocolates, there dignity of silence. Let me take this opportunit>'

whe, wth nlytenmintesto par, w inte wasn't the smnallest infinitesimnal spark of the ortho- to recominend this famous remedy. Take it--in
to get las fromn the rest of the party inte dox ellotion about parting fromi one's native land. your steamer-trunk-and leave it there. You will
Gabrions, io Sat iss, I ai tev re But wed I make this confession hesitatingly because 1 am not suifer. 1 didn't. Except that 1, ta>o, was
Gconsddif In .thou migit, I was dartedut ahn fuhl>' aware of its unpropriety. As the odaur oi gathered into the cabin with the suiferîng members
lai haldd of t th gerlichors, "I edrte she and fresh paint and disinfectants rushed inta my face ai the party-and read to.
l a odo athe a esa hs of, r he iucion, as 1 followed the steward with my luggage, 1
IEse a then e ai me oeatheirslodcinse clutched frantically for rny «reniedy" anid said, with THERE isn't teally mucli to do loi> a steamer but
ove and saie oan* bof th for tht the calmness oi one meeting the expectèd, "I think T sit inj a deck chair and eat chocolates as long as

l'ni getting sea-sick' It miust have heen midnlglit the ship's suppi>' lasts (which isn't long), and ta
ofa persan at ahl. -when everything was in tlie place ai everythingdese, wonder if people feel as wretched as they look, and

and rothing was where it cauld p>ssibly be found who is married to whom, and what thse harrid

WAS pulled up the 1 car steps like an abstinate without earnest searchin1g-and, IFrn afrai4 it was children are allowed ta make sucli a row for, and
in o lgg thiat "would" be leit, subsiding vulgar-but we were simply ravenous. Sa we sallied why you didn't bririg more rugs, and wliere your
inoa seat piled witli rugs and suit-cases and choaks. forth, and in an untidy little 4French restaurant 1 cushian is, and why soniebody daesn't start sane

wtoteven trying to miake, room for the nicest ordered-mutton-pie! fun, and what's the use trying ta rend, no one reads
Boy. B>' this tinie I was beginning ta get a bit 1 was sound asleep on the top-bhelf of my> cup- on a boat, unless it's that Swede wha always lias
doleful. The Boy's solemnl>' giving me hîs auto- board when the>' hauhed up the ga1g-plank and a book and stands out on deck in the dark with it
graphed pliotogra li (wlich 1had pleaded vaiiiy steered down the St. Lawrence. still open bei are hini, and if the woman who wears
for far vears> the geeral excitement and con- We passed Quebec at niglit; its million liglits the green silk tea-gown is literary, and xhat the


