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. CURRENT COMMENT
| ON WOMEN’S WORK

BY M. L. HART

HEN this is being written it is
too early to meke any state-
ment as to the result of the

campaign in aid of the Women's Hos-
pital and Dispensary, except in ns
much as may be prophesied from the
signs given by the days preceding the
opening of the campaign proper. If

" however, these may be taken s pro-

mises for results, it may be granted
that the campaign as far.as the efforts
of the women wcre congerncd was one
great and huge success. At the or-
ganization diriner held n the Calfe-
Royal, two hundred or so women-or-
ganizers, caplains and team members,
were enthusistic in the cause, nnd
wonderful to relate it was announced
by Dr. Skinner Gordon, that over ten
thousand doflars were already in hand,
five thousand given hy Ludy Eaton,
convener, and five contributions of a
thousand ecach, besides smaller sums
contributed by others. It was cer-

-tfainly glorious cencouragement, and a

forecast of things that women can

do when they put their shoulder to
‘the

wheel. A long pull, a strong pull,
and a pull altogether—altogether
meaning the Toronto public a8 a pretiy
fmportant factor—and the! thing Is
accomplished, The need of the Wo-
men’s Hospital has heen long  re-
cognized, but never was the need us
great as i is, since the country is
living under war-conditions, and the
things these have brought in their

train,
L

That we in Canada are still on the
fringe of things as far us the war is
concerned, was very forcibly shown at
the recent mceting called by -u repre-
sentative of the [tetall erchants’
Association for the purpose of a con-
b{ betweon the Women's Emer-
m. Corps and suid association, The
mpmumbly was that joint views

be oxpressed as to the necd for,
and the methods by which women
could be utilized to take tho place of
men already at the front, or who
W tn take this patriotic step.
‘women were out in force, but the
men were conspicuous by their ab-
senoe, No excuse, such us that of the
taking place on Saturday
nighbt, could make it plain to the public

-that there was a crying need for wo-
men,

-Af those whom they were to bene-
fit were not on to express that
need, If the merchants felt that their
business was deterlornting in any way,
they would in accordance with ordin-
ary business instincts have been on
hand to avail themselves of the op-
portunity to fill up the gaps by which
their purse and patronage were suffer-

ing, It seems quite plain that busi-

ness is. not vet feeling to any great
extent the exodus of our men, and that
this is so, is of course, food for con-
gratulation, but while we give all

to t heroes who ure doing
thelr “bit,” the circumstance makes
one wonder if all who ought to go are

and if we in Ontario are as
patriotic as we claim to be, when our
axertions in the cause don’t go beyond
the line at which our business in-
terests might suffer, -

In the old countries, in England and
the British Jsles generally, women
mounting in numbears to the hundrads
of thousands are now doing the work
formerly done by men, This, of coursc,
means that the man have gone out in
wach proportions as to deplete the in-
dustries and the agricultural.intorests
of the land, If France and Belgium
no men except .the old aré seen from
boundary to boundary, unless in uni-
form and on the military service of
the country. Still business is being
conducted and the munufactures to a
certain extent arc forthcoming ns
usual, and it is women who are tha
workers and producers. Here in To-
ronto thern is neither lack of will nor
plans for preparedness lacking on the
part of the women, and they are to le
commended, because they continuz
their interest and endeavor cven in thn
face of what certainly cannort be looked
upon as enthusiastic support from
those who later may benefit by their
foresight, and if the need arise they
are ready, armed to meet it.

s v »

The nursing profession is taking n
step in advance when it is planning
for a convention of the Natfonal As-
sociation of Trained Nurses, snd the
Superintendents of Training Schools
Association, The organizations ar>
distinct, but the latter body is includ-
ed in tho membership of the first.
This will be the initial joint meeting
In the history of those who will take
part, and the place of convening will
he the beautiful Alexandra Hotel,
Winnipeg. The superintendents will
hold their meeting, June 13 and 14, and
the two days following will be under

the auspices of the National Assocla-
tion, and of interest to the entire pro-
fession, Tt had beer arranged that
the place of convention should have
heen Vancouver, but war conditions
affected this as in other cases, and the
central position of Winnipeg was a
commendation. Another point in favor
of the Prairie Province is that it is the
first to provide for the registration of
nurses, and in this respect is in ad-
vance of its contemporzries, so tle
honor rightly goes there. Represen-
tatives are expected from many Ca-
nadian centres. The delegates will he
the guests of the Manito Assocla-
tion of Gruduate Nurses, who are pre-
paring many pleasant things for their
visitors. iss Gunn of the Toronto
General Hospital is president of the
National Associntion, and is expected
to preside,
. s %

Talking of the nurses of the country
brings to mind that they are at pres-
ent very much in, the public eye in
different parts of the Dominion. A bill
is In progress for the legislature in
Vancouver, which seeks t» regulate
the relationship of the medical pro-

fession to that of the nurses, and to|

make the Association of Nurses sub-
Ject to the approval of the College of
Physicians and Surgeons in the matter
of orders, regulations, fees and the like.
The “World” of Vancouver points out
that this means apparently that the
nurses instead of enjoying o reason-
able degree of independence are to be
placed under the thumb of. the medi-
cal profession, or in other words, one
profession is to be placed at the
mercy of the other. It is also shown
that before this bill—or rather amend-
ment—was thought of, provision was
made for representation of the doc-
tors on the council of the Nurses' As-
soclation, and also on the. examining
board, w provision gives a consid-
erable volce in the control of the
nursing body. Our western contemp-—
orary expresses the hope that the bill
may be treated so as to deal with
greater regard for the nurses’ profes-
sional interests, which are not identi-
cal with those of the medical profes-
sion, and at the same time fully safe-
guard the public.
* % 9
Lucy E. Ashby, of th€ Royal British
Nurses’ Association, points out to the
women of the old land why they should
fnake a strenuous effort and look upon
it as a sacred duty to see that the
single men of the country do their part
in the war by fighting before married
men are asked to take action in this
direction, She takes a view of the
situation that has not been definitely
pointed out before, and she demon-
strates her point in an article to
“Everywoman’s,” This is a mother's
war and a baby's war as well as a
man's war she tells her readers, and
from experience she states that large
numbers of the children of our gallant
allies’ have sickened and died because
their mothers have wept and worried,
British mothers are as brave as their
husbands, but they cannot successfully
combat nature, They will worry when
their husbands are gone, and the
bables will suffer ia consequence, This
is in accordance with the natural order
of things,
v 9
“I want British mothers to realize
this, and to act at once,” sa this
monitor to mothers, “remember ' there
are no women in the cabinet, and you
mothers of young babies will have to
do things for yourselves. Talk to »
men today. Urge them if your babies
are young to tell the tribunals what
their going may mean to the empire,
No husband should be allowed to face
the German death-dealers until his
baby is at least six months old, and
mothers must insist upon the gravity
of their claim. Many reasons have
been advanced why single men shouly
‘80 first, but none stronger than this—
that it is supremely important in the
interests of the nation to give every
possible care to the newly-born, Fight
hard you mothers; insist on the single
men going before your husbands, And
it anyone should say that you are sel-
fish, point to the cradle and ask what
is the use of men laying down their
lives for empire if we are neglecting
the children who must carry it on.,”
. % 9
Mrs. Gordon Wright, well known to
Toronto, and a sister of Mr. N, W,
Rowell, leader of the opposition, is

| making a tour in British Columbia, and

will be the chief speaker at the W,
C.T.U. convention to be held in Van-
couver in the middle of the month,
Mrs, Wright’s home is in London, Oxn-

The Allies |
Dan Cupid may be fickle, but a bo
of Neilson's Chocolates is a sturdy

Ally and is the best evidence of good
faith and of good taste, in HER eyes.
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 ESCAPE

INVADED BELGIUM

sieur le Capitan
Soldier.

How the Pretty Dancer Was Escorted to Safety by Mon-
: After Putting on thf Uniform of‘ a

HELEN SUMMER MANSON

LORETTE had been with me more
than six months, months of hop-
ing and waliting for a letter from
Monsieur je Captain who had eaved
her life, or better, saved her from the
German soldiers, She had told me the

story many times, and always I list-
ened, it relieved h'cr anxiety and long-

Seated by the fire, but looking thru
the window to the lawn and garden,
where the first snow drops and cro-
cuses dare to face the cold wind, she
told me more of the escape, her final
arrival in England and her coming to

l'.I' will let her tell the story in her
own way, dear little Florette of Bel-
gium, whose home and country are
cestroyed. She ‘b.:t‘lnl, seated on the
low stool at my .

“It was this way, Madam. AsI t-eu
you, I dance, I go many places; over
to Paris, to cafe to dance hals, ' I sup-
port mon pere, who is old, or was.

A ‘tear sparkles in the long eyelash,
She brushes it away with one hand,
1 hold the other in mine, as she con-
tinues.

“We live in a small place, near the
convent, but I travesr much to Lon-
don. There, mada.?;, I ‘}'um' your
tongue, 1 speak well, yes

She smiles, then the shadow of the
old sadness comes back to her eyes.
“July all is well, I returned to my vil-
lage, money in my bag. I will make
garden with mon pere; and we are
happy, until I go to dance again.

“Madame, I dance, I dance in cafe ang

laces, but I am pure, .
mﬂ’; plookl'up. I believe you, Flor-
ette,” I say, as I lay my hand on the
curls* about her pale little face.

“July we are happy, madam; we arp
content. Al is well. Then what whis~
per goes about? War! German inva-
sion, All men are called to the.col-
ors, Almost it is August; wir is de-
clared. Still in the village we dance
and sing. One day we hear the Ger-
mans have cmssed the border, They
come, so0 they tell us, in millions, sweep-
ing on, a gray mass.

“To keep our spirits up, I dance, I
sing at cafe, Soldiers, our brave fel-
fows, clap and watch me spin upon the
table,

“One day, madam, there comes fast
o soldier, dusty, and—you may say,
panting. He tel] how the Germans ad-
vance, destroy all, and take la fille, oul,
madam, take us froin the father, the
brother and from the mother.

“Have we time to hide, time to reach
our place of abode? Tt will be burned.
We will be killed, or worse, for they

Oh, madam,
the horror of it!”

She pauses a moment. The fire
sends out a warm light over her pale
pretty face, I press her little hand
and she continues, v

“Madame, the cafe is deserted. [
hasten to my aged pere. He is smok-
ing. He is very deaf; he hears no-
thing. I have upon me my little pink
silk dancing dress, my little pink dam:-I
ing slippers. The door is open. Asd
‘say, mon pere smokes; he is very old,
he canmnot hear. I close the door.
[ draw the bolt, I draw the
shutter. Our's is an old house,
Madame; we have but two rooms,
the others are occupied, I hear
tramping in the street. I hear shouts}
in the German tongue, and still mon
pere smokes. If they find me, I have
heard, I know all. Someone knocks,
I stand still, beside mon pere. Some-
thing crashes thru the window. Ah
Madame, they have shot mon pere, He
falls, 1 feel the pulse; it is still, 1
listen for the heart-beat. There is
none. I am alone, Madane, alone, and
the German dog without. Mon pere,
for him I can do nothing. He has left
his little Florette and gone to the good
‘ather.”

’ ghe cries quietly for a little time, [
stroke her hair. 'Soon, however, she
sits up, her eyes blazing, as she says,
“Madame, I am desperate. If thev, find
me I know my fate., I must hide, a
panel slide is in the wall; no one could
discover it. Below is a dark-—you say
—little cellar. I hasten, I slide back
the panel, I must leave mon chere pere.
I weep and slide the nanel back. |
slip behind, and stand upon the top
step. The panel is once more in place,
I hear great noise, a crash, I think
the door is down. I listen, my ear
close to the openiug.

“They stumble in, thev laugh, and
make a gréat noise. They see mon
pere, they Jaugh more loud. Madame,
Madame! the horror of it! I cannot
breathe., I sink upon my knees upon
the top step and pray. The good
Father hears me. Thev find me not.

“At last it is quiet once more, I
creep down the narrow stair. It is
almost dark in the cellar., A narrow
window with iron bars lets in a little
light. Outside, under the street, there
is a small space, over it a trap door
of dull glass. I will be buried alive, I
think, I pray and walit,

“Many hours pass, or as it seems, I
feel J shall go mad, when I hear a
sound, Someone opens the trap-door
above the window; someone drops into
the space outside ;they have found me,
1 think, and wish for a dagger with
which to pierce my heart, 1 hardly
breathe., The spacy ig small, I am in
darkness. The man, a little in the
light, stands a minute listening, The
must hear this heart, so loud it beat,
Now he draws from his pocket,
matches. He lights one. 1 see, oh joy,
it is one of our own brave soldiers!

“I say softly, ‘monsfeur.’ He starts,
but the match is burned out. I freeze,
for I know many Germans put on the
unifopms of our soldiers, I stand
quite still and do not even breathe, He
strikes another match and speaks,
“‘Do I hear someone call?”. It is
my own beloved tongue. I answer
from my dark corner. ‘Oui monsieur,
je suis ici Mademoiselle Florette,
But madam I will tell you in your
tongue,

“‘Florette,’ he say, as the light dies
down. ‘The little girl in pink?”
“‘Oul monsfeur,’ I answer,”

show no merey, no pity.

tario, where as vice-president of the
Red Cross she has done much in mak-
ing the branch one of the most suc
cessful of the Dominion.
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Mrs. Pankhurst was in  Hamilton
during the past week, where she deliv-
ered several addresses the proceeds of
which in every case went to the
cause in which she is working at pres-
ent—that of the Serbian relief, Since
her visit to Toronto in February last,
Mrs. Pankhurst has been touring the
United States, where she was every-

where given a most cordial reception.

“‘Come to the window,’ he com-
mands. I creep across the earth floor.
Iron divide us, He lights another
match,” I see it is the handsome face
of le captain who smiled and clapped
as 1 in le cafe.” .

“‘You are here alone?’ he ask me,
‘Ouf monsier; I answer and try to tell
him of mon pere. ‘I comprehend,’
was all he say. He thinks a minute,
then adds: . X

“ ‘I must get you to the coast, across
to E nd, tonight; you cannot re-
main here.” )

“Madam, the joy to feel, someone will
take care of me, would convey me to
England. I put my hand thru the iron
bar, Just then there is a crash ovar-
head, They destroy the house, but we
are safe, The floor is a strong one,
crash! crash! crash! *“Oh! where is
mon pere, mon chere pere..I ecry”

* ‘Flush Florette” monsieur whisper.
‘They will hear you, I cannot protect
you against so many.'”

“After that I am very still, mon-
sler is very strong. The iron bars,
old and rusty, divide us, He strains
at omne, It breaks, madam, he is so
strong; then another, and so, until I
can squeeze between and stand be-
side monsieur, If the floor fall, still
we are safe, ‘We will wait until dark,’
monsieur whigper, then is silent. I
am close beside him, my little pink
slippers quite sofled with mud, A my
dancing dress torn, but I am content;
we stand close together. There 1is
small space, We wait, until a sound
overhead make monsieur grasp my
arm and say. ‘Quick Florette, thru
the window., ”

“I erawl thru, monsieur after me,
into the dark cellar., One moment
more and we would have been discov-
ered. We go the far side. It is quiet,

Someone opens the trap door.
There is a thud—you say, and the door
crashes down. ‘Wait here, monsieur
say, and creeps to the window, As I
wait I hear him, madam, He say
‘mon dieu,’ and slips thru the window
to the space under the door. I walit
no longer but creep over also. I put
my hand over my mouth so, and cry
not out. The light is dim, but I see
monsieur bending over a dark object.

“ ‘Monsieur,’ I cry softly. He turns,
‘Florette,’ he speaks low. He s
wounded. A Belgium soldier.’
‘Wounded, then he lives,’ I say. ‘He
cannot live long, Florette, he is dying.
What dog threw him in this hole?
His voice is stern, madam, then he
turn to me and say, ‘Florette remain
in the cellar’ No monsieur, I say, ‘I
remain beside you.

“We gan do nothing, wé have no
water, He suffer much, then the
brave fellow die, he just say so weak,
‘ma mere! ma mere!” We walit, so
dark we cannot see each other, Then
monsieur say: ‘madamoiselle, T  will
give you the clothes of the soldier,
Take them to the cellar and put them
on. - I will save the brave little Flor-
ette. A fisherman sails at dawn with
his family, He will have on hoard a
wounded Belgium soldier.

“The street was quiet. They had
wrecked our houses, and gone on to
destroy another,  You turn away ma-
dam, It is sad. Our happy home and
mon pere #o old, buried in the ruin,
Excuse me, madami, even yvet, it make
me weep.”

Our tears mingle as I throw a log
on the fire and Florette continues:

“Monsieur lays the clothes of the
#oldier in my arms, as 1 stand in ths
cellar, Quickly I take off my litils
pink dress and put the other on. Ho
was a small man; that s good., ¥is
boots are big, but T have my little pink
slippers and the pink dress. 1 return
to monsjeur, who holds a cap in his
hand and something with dark staing
on it I see as he lights a match,
‘Vonsfeuh, monsfeur!’ I cry, ‘what is
that?” ‘Madamoiselle, Floretts is brava,
the will not ghrink,’ he sy, as he-ties
the cloth with the dork stains on it
about my head, hiding theso curls

“Oh! madame, it {8 warm, ¢nd has
the odor of blood, Mon Dieu! the blood
of the dead soldier. Monsieur say
roftly, ‘Florette is a woundad Belgian
soldier.’ He places the cap upon my
bead and holds my hand, It is quits
dark, only when a match lights is thore
light. Monsieur had carried the soldier
to the far end of the cellar. He puts
my little pink slippers and my dress
beside hiru, so he tell me, and we leave
hi-mio ths care of the blessed Virgin,

“Monsier is very quiet. Then he say:
‘The risk is great, madamoiselle, but
we must go, Come, be still and trust
me, If you see or hear anyonc, press
my arm, s0. I help you, You are
wounded, weak from loss of blood.’ I
shudder and feel the warm -thing
pressed against my skin, Slowly mon-
sleur lifts up that trap door, slowly
lifts hims2lf and looks outs, ‘Come,’
he says, and 1ifts me up beside him, We
siand upon the street. Many houses
are burned, and only a dog limps up to
us; poor fellow, left alone. Stars shine,
und no sound is anywhere, We ereep
zlong a ruined wall, Then a shadow
falls across the path, We drop behind
A tree, and wuit. All is silent suve the
thumping of my heart,”

Florette is standing now, her back to
the fire. The memory of that night
looks out of her great dark myow, scek-
ing rest and finding none, She con-
tinucs, tracing their movement with
her hand:

“So wo wait, madame, and retracs
our steps, coming out on the other sidc,
A narrow escape, you say! Oul, hut
we are still rafe and I ¥now the road
10 the coust, Voices stop us now., Mon
Dieu! the guttural tone of the QGer-
man. We fall to the dark earth, and
le flat, so0.”

She drops to the rug,

“A heavy hoot strikcs my side, mad-
ame, 1 do not breathe, monsieur. I
feel him nowhere near, A heavy hand
turns me over, a flickering light, a
drunken laugh, and they pass on, Thevy
think me dead, madame, I am quite
s{Iff. 1 cannot move; then I feel mon-
sleur-take my hand. He is pressing it
hard, He waits until the voices ere
far distant, then he say, ‘I leave you,
It was o chance and served us well,
You are n brave soldier, Florette,’ Ah,
madame, my heart sings nt those
words,

“We rise ane continue to creep si-
lently along. I see before us a dark
shadow. Monsieur sees it not, I press
bis arm. He sees in tims, the gun
raised to fire. He drops my arm, He
rushes on and knocks the arm, so,
And, madame, I sce them all together;
I hear monsieur cry,'Florette, my knife,’
He had given it to me, I hasten to
him. His hands hold the German face
down., ‘Strike there, strike quick!”’
monsicur say vary low,

“I am strong, madame; T strike quick,
I fall, 1 have killed o man, Monsieur
gives me the knife 2nd lifts me in his
arms. I have no strength to continue,
So we mnve forward. We tarn a cor-

I first saw the brave monsieur, He puts

ner, and hefore us see theé caft where
me down. ‘You can walk now?” hct

* mustbea

combine to

say, ‘Oui, monsieur.’
must go quickly’ he say, The cafe is
bright with lights, We hear much music,
a much laugh. The Germans occupy
the cafe. They drink much wine; they
sing; they see us not. ‘Holy Virgin, con-
vey us to safety,’ I pray, and cling to
Monsieur le Captaine.

:Zhe boot' nearly fall off these feet,
madame. You see, they are petite, oul.
Those boot, they hurt; but we hurry on,
and soon, just as the sun rise, we come
to the water, As monsieur say, a fisher-
man is to sail. Monsieur with
him. He say, ‘Oui, there is room.” I am
lifted into the boat. ‘Monsfeur! Monsfeur!'
Icry. ‘Do you not uccompan‘r us? ‘Alas,
no, Florette; " you will be safe now; this
good fellow knows where to you, to
% friend of mine. We will méet again,
little Florette. I go to join my regiment,’

‘‘Madame, he {s a man; he must go. 1
hold his hand one second more, and then
thefdark water come between. Now, ma-
dame, I wait and wait, yet no word from
my brave Monsieur le Captaine.”

‘“He will come,” I say, as I take her in
my arms. ‘“He is fighting, I know, mon-
sfeur; some day he will return. But tiow,

ou and I must patient and brave—

rave as all who are giving their lives
for us and for their country.” I

and feel her tremble in my arms,
her whisper, “Oul, madame.” 5

Her bright eyes have seen the postman,
She darts from me, and skims across the
room, across the hall, and so reaches the
door before he rings. A cry of joy brings
me to her side,

‘“The Belgium lt&i;l& Madame, a Jetter
pour vous. Hasten dame, hasten! She
runs to me and places’ the letter in my
outstretched hand. I break the seal,
fearful of the news it :may contain.

o ame, me, he is not killed!”
Florotte cries, )

I am faint but answer, “No chlld, no,
but ‘he is wounded, ley wounded; oh

the sorrow of it.”

“Where, Badame? How?' Florette
takes my hand, “We will bring him to
us,» 1 will nurse him, Let me be his
nurse.” The brave Monsieur, He will
get well and stron

f' " Floretts 1is
clinging to me, her face white with sor-

row close to mine,

“When can be moved, dear chiid,
we will bring him here,” 1 tell her. 8he
n er

claps her hands, tears of joy

eyes.
g the fire once more. A burn-
ing m.l.l'ho coals lights up the dim room

as I tell her,

‘“Little Florette it is very sad, T will
tell you. 'The brave Monsleur will never
walk again, so they write me. He is
paralyzed, It is hopeless, dear child,”
She presses her cold little hands to her
eyes, then springs up saying, “They do
not take off his feet madam?”

I shake my head, “No.”

“Ah then, madame, he get well. Some

I dance for him, I make him glad.
I bring his tray, so, I tell him man*
funny things,, ouf, I make him well,
dance and dance, and make him forget,
until he walk with me, until he laugh and
walk with me,"”

IYlorette may be right. we will have
monsieur come to us. We will care for

Until then, we walit,
him. And Florette will dance and dance
until he walks and laughs,

y
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A Plum Hedge.

——

An apple tree thoroly cared for should
last a hundred years, but after a plum
has been bearing for cifteen years it is
time to replace it. Plant prime suckers
along thé fences and as hedges, Near-
ly all the Plums will make good hedges,
ornamental and fruitful. Trimming in
this case consists mostly in di

ing out
"hﬁ suckers that make the h rod

ges too

wide,

Curculio and black knot are the two
enemies of the plum. Never let black
knot get a start, for after it has covered
your trees the only remedy is to cut
them down and burn them. Splitting the
bark is a habit that all varieties ot
plums show more or less, Wash the
cracks with Bordeaux, and see that the
trees grow slowly and steadily from

I answer, 'We |

e

" Winning Shot Shell

‘Canuck
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Can a Wife Compete Too
Successfully With Husband?

count. Finally he began to fll-treat |
her, and after a sordid appearance in

HEY certainly seemed a well-
matched couple—everybody said
80, was and hard
working, and Doris was just the wife
for a rising man; she was mot the
kind of girl who Iives for pretty
clothes and lots of petting, but, on the
contrary, she was simply packed with
.'ms‘;::mn' 1 gging George
was always egging on
to get to know people she thought
would be, useful to him: she never
wasted a moment—or a chance— and
by her advice he extended his busi-
ness, which was a dressmaking and
talloring establishment, and appointed
Doris in joint d of the firm.

Doris was in her element and threw
herself heart and soul into the work.
She schemed and planned and spared
no pains to succeed. Here was the
clever brain that thought out the or-
iginal ideas, that inspired the best
suggestions.

. . * »
Everything 8he Did Right.

She it was who evolved practical
improvements, who saw farthest
when changes were discussed; every-
thing she did turned out to be right.
In five years she had built up her hus-
band’'s business to twice its size, while

, writhing under a bad attack of

fessional jealousy, realized that his
wife’s brains were the better of ‘the
:;:i:nd mesented the fact with all his

Their once happy domestic life
came stormy, Quarrels were the
day. George hated to walk in~
to the office and see the deference with
which his wife was treated—he him-
self becoming every day of less ac-

i

is hard-hitting and relisble under
(ggfnl':‘e‘l’ecﬁon oftﬁ“ T i

materials, perfect balance of powder
and shot and intensive inspection

the courts he was compelled to give
her and his child a separation allowe
ance,
* & B
Opened Her Own Business.

Doris then set up a business of her
own, and #0 well that her
husband stopped her allowance on the
ground that she was taking away h!
trade from him, The case was again
taken into court and he was compelled
not only to continue the allowance but
to pay three months’ arrears,

The. ordinary average man does not
Mke to be eclipsed by his wife} it
hurts his pride to find out that she
is his mental and business superior,
Sometimes, for peace and quietness’
sake, she chooses to remain
background rather than alfenate her
husband’s love altogether. Sometimes
she asserts herself, The ideal mar
riage is one in which the husband is
the mental superior and his success is
her joy and pride. She must not try
to emulate it or there will be ship~
wreck. |

L
Gave Up Her Career.

Man 1s very human and ds, naturafly
and by instinct, exceedingly jealous.
It is always a pity for a husband and
wife to do the same work professional-
ly. There is a case of a very talented
woman  artist who married an artist
of far inferior ability, Yet, after their
?a&rlpﬁ. she gave up painting alto-
ether. )

‘But when love is really true it
drives out all jealousy, and then the

wife's cleverness and success s the

pride of her husband’s heart.

the time they are planted until they are
full size. Never force the ;rowm of any
kind of fruit ‘tm.—E. b b o

Reclaiming Deaerted Villages

Those who drive along country
roads, seeing here and there neglected,
abandoned farmhouses or empty cot-
tages in remote little towns, will be in-
terested to hear of the work of Miss
Mary Campbell Smith who, several
years.ago, set about reclaiming a num-
ber of deserted English villages. She

saw the need of the dozing hamlets la

for fresh activity, and thought of the
many people living in crowded ecity
tenements who could find work and »
home in these quiet places. and she
determined to bring them together.
Tumble~down cottages were restored,
rough huts rehabilitated. Even aban-
doned barns and outhouses were made
clean and strong, and pressed into use.
A bit of paint and chintz did the rest.
Old furniture was rescued from sheds
and attics and put into 8ood condition,
and all the dilapidation of the village
turned into order and beauty, The cot-
tages are let for a few shillings a week
and are mever vacant,

Cultivate under currant and goose-
berry bushes with a hoe,

hopped
‘stead of rice, but with all but the rice use

RICE OMELET.

Take one cup of cold bolled rice, pour
over it one cup of warm milk, all one

tablespoon of melted butter, salt to taste, .

mix well, then add three well-beaten

eggs. Have gem pans hot and well but-
tered; drop the mixture in each case as
you would for muffins, allowing room for
the little omelets to rise, Bake in a hot
oven, The omelet may be varied by the
use of ¢ meat or mushrooms in-

four eggs. this way you will have a

lighter rice omelet than if you made a
e omelet and '‘turned fit. ese little

individual omelets need no turn ng.

VELVET FOOT RESTS,

Velvet foot rests for home use are new
and unusual, being decorated with a new
style of work, e which measures
three-quarters of a yard long, 18 inches
wide and 12 inches high, Is covered with
black velvet piped with flame color, and
in the centre there is an appiied yellow
volvlet buéut. The bﬁkct tl ﬂlllct wlgg
apples grapes made of velvet, a
ltutled?o half their natural size. This
work also appears on other and differ-
ently sha rests, in conventionalized
flower and fruit designs,

Filling for cake: Grated rind and,
Juice ‘of one lemon, 1 egg, 1 cup of pugar,
Steam over boiling water until thick.
atlr while steaming, then spread the

yers,

A Brew for every taste: Special Extra Mild
Ale—Pilsener Lager—Special Extra Mild
Stout—Old Stock Ale, and every brew the
best of its kind, pure and healthful.

Why not have a case of each and suit
the taste of all your friends?

in the

%




