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The times demand alert-
ness—energy-—efficiency.

The call for extra effort has
been heard and answered
by men, women and even
children.

Do ‘“your bit"-—but keep
fit. If you work harder
play harder too.

Have a motor car.

It will enable the whole
family to do more each
day with less fatigue.

With it you can speed up
your work-—gain time for
play —and reach your
playground quickly—
without fatigue.

Have efficient equipment
for efficient living—get

Five passenger capacity

112-1nch wheelbase

5

Model
Eighty-Five Four

‘4\ f. 0. b. point of shipment
4 R \ Subject to change
without notice

bit—but keep fit—

The car of the hour

an Overland Model
Eighty-Five Four.

This is the famous 35 horse-
power Overland.

Among cars of such com-
fortable size it has been
the leading favorite for
years.

And it is the car of the hour.

With a brand new body de-
sign, it is far more beauti-
ful this secason than ever
before, and with its new
cantilever rear springs is
far easier riding.

And we have made it a
bigger, roomier car.

No one now has money to
waste.

With tremendous resources,
unequaled facilities and
larger output than any

35 horsepower motor

other producer of an eco-
nomical four-cylinder car
of such comfortable size-

We effect greater economies
and therefore give more
for the money in this car
than can be had in any
other similar car.

No one now has energy to
waste.

This Overland is small
enough to be economical
to operate, yet it is big
enough not to cramp you,
and so easy riding that it
will not tire you.

[t represents the maximum
of economy possible with-
out sacrifice of comfort—
true economy—true
efficiency.

Cantilever rear springs

Willys-Overland, Limited
Willys-Knight and Overland Motor Cars and Light Commercial Wagons
Head Office and Works, West Toronto, Ont.

In this 35 horsepower Over-
land there is not one hint
of experiment—not one
hint of extravagance
not one hint of false
economy.

[t is the car of the hour.

Run over the specifications
of this car—compare it
with others and you will
find more car in size, in
comfort, in power, in con-
venience, in beauty, than
$1250 will buy in any
other car.

Go to the Willys-Overland
Dealer and get your
Model Eighty-Five Four
today—the car of the
hour—efficient equipment
for efficient living.

Auto-Lite starting and lighting
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-PUT YOURSELF IN "‘HER PLACE

By ELIZABETH POLLARD -

o000

O you think you can do it? Do you think
you can put yourself in the servant's
place? If you can, the result will be

- illuminating, and may go a lorig: way to-
ward solving a most difficult ~and
vital problem. The “help” famine isn't
lessening, and it
. serious, especially where there is sickness

or babies in a home. Yet there are still plenty of
irls in Canada. Why won't they do housework?

In most cases, they are well fed, comfortably housed,

kindly treated, and receive better pay than in many

more favoured vocations. Yet housework is almost
the last resort of the wage-earning girl. Why?

Put yourself in her place, and perhaps you will

understand. -

How would you like this?

“How do you like your new maid?" is a question
often asked, and nearly as often the answer is, “‘I
think she’ll do very well after I get her trained into
my‘ways.” In most occupations, a girl is taught her
business according to some recognized standard, and
treated accordingly. With housework, a girl may
come with experience and good veferences, but the
new mistress starts in to ‘‘make her over.” This
may go on fror Elgce to place, so long as she does
housework for othérs. How would you like never
to be done submitting to the whims and fancies of
others? ’

How would you like that?

“Lucy, just help Bobby pdp some corn; he's so
restless.”

“But I've only begun my dishes,” objects Lucy.

“Never mind the dishes. They can wait. Attend
to Bobb'y:," is the order.

With Lucy it is a case of obey the mistress or have
trouble.

“This is the eighteenth time by actual count that
I've been interrupted at my work this morning,”
confides Lucy, as she stands in a bakeshop waiting
for ?ome biscuits demanded by Bobby at the noon
meal.

By these thoughtless interruptions, the work that
should be done during the day drags on into the night,
lengthening the ten-hour day into perhaps sixteen
hours, but, unlike other wage-earners, she gets no
extra pay. How would yoy like that?

Can you imagine yourself in her place?

The Social Life

You give LugK a g)leasant room (or is it a closet off
or over the kitchen?); you provide a neat little table
with a white cloth on it, that she may eat her meals
like a Christian, which is kind and thoughtful. But
it Lucy gets time to set the little table for herself,
which she often does not, she sits at it alone. When
the family meet in the dining-room, there is, or should
be, pleasant chat and laughter, but Lucy eats her
second-hand dinner in silence. Nobody speaks to
her, unless she is wanted to do something.

How would you like that?

“‘But she is used to it!"’ you exclaim.

That doesn’t mend the matter—for Lucy. It is
said that eels get used to being skinned, and Yrishmen
to being hanged—but that doesn’t mend the matter
for the eels and the Irishmen. Lucy is young. In
the parlour, the familr has visitors, music, games, or
dancing, in fact, a full measure of social life, all the

leasant recreation that is the heritage of youth.

ut Lucy has no part in this, except to do the extra
work entertaining makes. She has no home or
social life. The usual one evening and one afternoon
off each week are wholly inadequate.

Look This in the Face

Why these conditions? Why is Lucy so isolated?
Because she is an inferior, a servant, holding a degraded
position. This is the arrow that cuts the sharpest
and deepest into her soul. You may protest against
this imputation. You say you don’t regard Lucy
as degraded; in fact, you consider her quite a nice
girl. But pause a moment. Look the matter
squarely in the face. Wouldn't it be presumption in
Lucy to enter or depart by the same door as the
family? Would she dare be found sitting in the
front part of the house? Not she! Lucy isn't fit
to sit at the same table, or in the same room with
any member of the family she serves, or to mingle
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is becoming quite

with them in any way. What has reduced a nice
grl like Lucy to such a state of degradation as this?
: ousework! Then no wonder she wants to get away
rom it.

The Country Girl’s Dilemma

We've been uplifting and educating the masses-until
the result shows a lot of nice girls like Lucy. ~They
are away above their position, because the position
hasn’t been raised to match the standard of the girls.
The more intelligence developed in the girl, the greater
becomes her self-respect, and the more keenly she
feels the degradation of her position. . J

A young country girl was employed by a rich city
lady. The girl had a brother clerking in the same
city, who one day came to see her, and didn’t know
any better than to call at the front door. The maid
who admitted him was misled by his respectable ap-
pearance, and showed him into the library, where he
later met his sister. The mistress was outraged.

“A servant dared receive her visitor i my library!
Which chair did hé sit'on?’’ she demanded.

““This one,” pointed out the frightened maid.

“Take it to the attic: No guest or member of
my family shall ever use it again.” -

How do you think that girl and her family felt?
How would youlike it? Thiswas raw, but it actually
happened. You say you never could have done
it. Of course not. You're too kind-hearted and
womanly to be guilty of such an act of ungracious,
heartless snobbery. But you have probably done
things that hurt quite as much, and the prejudice
engendered, nursed, and perpetuated by class dis-
tinction, responsible for the disaster, is present with
you, whether you are conscious of it or not.

We All Serve

Yet service in itself isn't degrading. We all, each
one of us, serve, or should serve, others, That is the
excuse of our being. The business man serves his
customers, the professional man his patrons, the law-
maker his constituents; even the ruler of a nation
serves the people. Then why is any service degrading?

This question brings us back to the position. Dig-
ging deep into the heart of the matter, the germ of the
trouble is found to lie in the lack of efficiency.
Degrees of honour or degradation depend on the
kind of service given.

Years ago a nurse was a sort of servant, and
treated as such. Note the standing of the nursing
})rof_essmn to-day. The advanced medical pro-
ession first, then the general intelligent public,
began to realize the importance of efficient nursing.
Gradually, character, intelligence, education, mora%—
ity, and earnestness, requiring years of training, were
demanded. The result is a profession that no woman
feels above entering.

A nurse will have her picture taken in uniform,
thereby showing that she is proud of her calling.
The uniform of a maid is full prettier than that of a
nurse; zet do you ever see a girl exhibiting her pic-
ture taken in 1it? Why? Because it is the insignia
of her inferiority, the badge of her degradation. She
is ashamed of her position. Would you?

The Efficient Servant

Dignify the position. Realize the importance of
efficiency in houseworkers, in their relation to home-
making, which is the greatest, broadest, noblest, and
most natural occupation of woman. When the
girl comes to this task, bringing a full measure of
efficiency, it will be considered no more undignified
to relieve the over-burdened home-maker of a part
of her work, than it would be to take over the care of
the sick, or take dictation in an office, teach children
in the home. In each case it simply means a fair
exchange. The employer wants the employee's work,
and the employee needs the employer's money.

Eliminate distasteful appellations—maid, servant,
and domestic. These, as applied to house-workers; will
carry a sting for many a year to come. We have
shop girls, factory girls, office girls, and various other
girl titles; then why not, “graduate house-girls?”’
Consider the meaning such a title would convey to the
home-worker —one who thoroughly understands
every kind of housework, including sewing, mending,
and darning.

‘Wealthy women can ‘take care of themselves.” *

Worth the Price

It may appear at a glance that the cost of producing
these experts would come high. It wouldn’t;if rightly .
managed. To increase the cost of help would mean
placing it beyond the reach of people of moderate
means, and 1t is these who are considered herein.

-Observe the efficiency attained by nurses; yet a
nurse can be self-supporting during the term of her
training. The same could be done for the house-
girl. A training school should be established in con-
nection with'a girls' ‘home, an institution, or any well-
managed, reliable place, where a lot of all kinds of
housework must be done.

In training these girls, their whole lives should be
considered.” They would begin by being assistants
to home-makers, but would eventually themselves
become home-makers, requiring a broader train-
ing, which would increase their value as assistants.
Simple home nursing, care of children, and the
keeping of household accounts should be included in
t}fle golurse, which should attract a very desirable class
of girl.

The Efficient Employer

All girls, gentle or simple, should receive house-
wifely training. Not long ago there came near to
being a mutiny in a certain convent, because the
Mother Superior insisted on training in general house-
work. The girls held an indignation meeting, and
sent up a delegation with the result.

‘“We're not here to be taught how to do housework.
Rather than do the work of servants, we'll leave the
convent,” was the ultimatum.

“Very well,” conceded the wise woman.- ‘“To-
morrow morning I shall arrange for a full attendance of
all the pupils in the convent. When you are all
present, I shall explain my reasons for taking this
course; then any girl desiring to leave may notify
her parents to that effect.”

She explained that all girls were educated with the
end in view that, eventually, they would become wives.
Home-making, with all it implies, would follow.
Assuming a girl marries a millionaire, household
knowledge is desirable. She may have a housekeeper
to manage her staff of servants, but if ignorant of
housework, she has no means of knowing if either
housekeeper or servant understands her business.
She may know that her household machinery isn't
running smoothly, but she can’t put her finger on the
weak spot.

Next comes the woman who can afford help, but
must manage her own housekeeping. If she has never
done housework herself, how is she to know how . much
a girl can reasonably be expected to do? This lack of
experience is the cause of untold friction between
mistress and maid. Some ate too hard on a girl,
while others are too easy, and consequently are im-
posed on.

The Business Man and His Wife

- Marriage is a partnership. Man's part is to earn
and support, while the woman rears the children
and makes the home. But note the difference in
their methods and training. Whatever his business, |
the man and his assistants have received the same
training. He has done the work, and knows what
to expect. They can’t fool him. He has his private
office, but there is no social barrier between him and
his help. The boy who sweeps the office may rise
to be a member of the firm. How long would a firm
last, if its head followed the methods of his wife in
home-making?

Then there is the ever increasing number of women
who must do their own housework.  If a tithe of the
efforts expended on gaining efficiency in other money-
making professions were devoted to housework,
the result would be incalculable happiness to home-
makers. Delight in housework, and you will do
it well. Do it well, and you will delight in it, and cease
to regard it as ‘‘drudgery.” It merges into that
fascinating profession, home-making.

“I tried doing my own housework, by getting in a

. woman two days in the week to do washing and

heavy work. After six months of it, I'm a perfect
wreck,’" affirmed one incompetent home-maker, with
a family of two.
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LAST LEAVE

A Mother’s Thoughts That She Never Utters

By MILLICENT PAYNE
Hlustrated by MARCEL OLIS

God! My boy that was born of me!

Fed at my breast, nursed at my knee;

Strong in body and brave in mind—

Oh, that this son of mine were blind,

Or maimed, that he might not know
that war ,

Where the screaming shells and the
death-guns are!

God! My boy that was born of me!

Why must this ghastly world-death be?

God! Is it part of Your mighty plan

‘That man should slaughter his brother-
man?

Do you need to take him, my only one,

Now, when his life has just begun,

When the young strength beats in his®
waking heart

Untried, all eager to take its part

With the good and noble, the great
and true—

Is this Your work for my boy to do?

He was Your gift to me years ago,

Big son of mine that I cherish so.

See, I have had him for twenty years;

Shame that I cling to him now with
tedre—

Myself a coward and he so strong,

Light in his eyes, on his lips a song.

Bear with me yet for a little while;

Tears are easy, 'tis hard to smile.

God, give me strength to be brave and
truel

Help me to give him back to You!
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MEN WOULD DO THE
SAME TO-DAY

By PATIENCE REED
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O £ WAS in the hammock under the pines,
H 8 with his letter still in my hand, late on
O O the afternoon of that June day. At

0 0 first I could only read and reread it in
RDDDDS a sort of still ecstasy, but now, that I
G]:I I:I['J had it two full hours, I wanted to
g —\ 0  sing and laugh and shout the news to the
S00C00  whele world. Instead, I swung the
hammock and waved the letter wildly at a scolding
squirrel on a branch of pine high above me.

Across the little corn-field, Miss Phoebe Taylor,
pumping water for her garden, saw the fluttering
paper and waved back to me. I decided then and
there to tell her the glad, glad news. She had known,
of course, that something had been amiss between
Jim and me, but I had been too hurt and sad to tell
any one. Now, they were over, those awful two
Kears of silence and separation, and he was coming

ome in August, coming home to me.

Kip, the tawny Collie, came barking up the lane
with the cows from the pasture, and after getting
them safely into the farmyard, trotted over and
pressed a great head in my lap—with brown eyes
mutely questioning.

“Let's go and tell Miss Taylor, Kip,” I begged,
and Kip wagged consent and understanding sym-
pathy.

All Canadian Junes are wonderful, but that June
of 1914 stands out unforgetably to many of us.
As we passed down the garden path, Kip brushed
against the rose bushes and the white and red

etals fluttered to the ground. An oriole on the
Eighest tip of the great poplar at the gate showered
down a little rose-lea? symphony. The maples
along the road were greener, the foliage thicker,
the sky a deeper blue—oh!. the world was good and
kind that wonderful June day of 1914!

And so we came to where Miss Taylor was waiting
for me at the little white picket gate. Miss Taylor
lived with her brother, a retired sea captain. ~He
treated her much in the same way as he had treated
his first mate in those halcyon days when he had
“sailed the high seas.” His attitude was one of
superiority, with a little respect thrown in. A cap-
tain was a captain, and a first mate was merely a
first mate, albeit bettér than a cabin boy, or a deck
hand. Miss Phoebe thought there was no one in
the whole wide world like brother Jim.

A little, faded old woman, with hair that might
have been the colour of my own once, but now it
was faded out, not simply white. Her eyes were
faded, too, a colourless blue, like a blue ‘garment
that has been washed many, many times. She had
a little way of sitting quietly and looking beyond
you intently, -as though seeing something “else,
Then, when you spoke, she would come back,

ently, with a little ashamed emile. This year,
? heard one of our greatest Canadian lecturers and
authors say that women spent most of their lives
waiting; and there flashed before me the picture of
Miss Phoebe as she stood that night at the little
gate. She carried with her—poor, faded, heart-
broken—that atmosphere of waiting, though I
never realized it until I had heard her story. And
yet she was not colourless, nor uninteresting, onl
a very dear old lady to whom you wanted to go witF\:
your sorrows and joys.

“Oh, Miss Phoebe! Such news! Such news!”
I cried. ‘““He's coming back! Jim’s coming back!”
I had seldom kissed her, but in my joy I drew her
close. “Oh, Miss Phoebe, I had to tell you! See!
Here's his letter! Jim's coming in August, coming
tome! I know I'll die of sheer happiness!"

She patted me and crooned over me. “My dear!
My dear little girl! How sweet, how perfectly sweet,
for you both!" and with little excited murmurings
and ejaculations she led me to the verandah where
there were chairs.

And there, in the early dusk of the June night, I
told her everything; our quarrel, and now the
blessed reconciliatijon.

“If he has suffered what I have,” I ended, “‘may
God forgive me for my pride and wickedness.
Never one day—one moment—in these two endless
years but the thought of him has been with me.
I willed to forget, but I couldn’t. To think of
living my life without him! I couldn’t do it. I

- simply—could—not have done it, Miss Phoebe.”

s HANK God that you didn't have to, dear
child,” and Miss Phoebe looked wistfully with
unseeing eyes into the dew-drenched garden.

Great joy is not always selfish. It sometimes opens

our eyes to the sorrows hidden in other lives. It

gave me sudden vision and understanding. There
had been whispers of a long-dead romance, and this
was the hour for confidences.

‘‘Oh, Miss Phoebe, you are sad,—you are remem-
bering—won’t you tell me about—him?"" I plead-
ed. ‘It helps to tell.”

In the half light her eyes were suddenly bright

with tears—eyes in which I had never seen tears
before.

“Why, child,” she began haltingly, “I haven't
spoken, nor heard his name spoken, for years—for
sixty years. Last year in a home paper I saw the
name of his nephew—the same name—and my heart
almost stopped. This after sixty vears!"” with a
wan smile. o

““So you see one can bear it for—for more than
two years,” she added gently.

Then she told me falteringly, brokenly, of the love
of her early youth, of the ardent young lover who had
been to her even what Jim was to me.

“It was in September, a September all red and
gold, that he marched away with his regiment
to fight for the cause of the weak in the Crimea.
He came of fighting stock, you see, and he had to
go,” she ended softly.

“I don't see why,” I argued, angry with a hot and
sudden anger at the man, dust and ashes for so many
long, long years, and with a great, deep pity for her
whose life had been one gray, dull monotone.
“Your happiness should have meant more to him
than the lust to fight and kill.” N

She drew away from me, stiffly erect, pitifully
roused.

“Why—it was for a principle, for honour, for the
future. Don’t you understand? He had to go.
There was nothing else for him—ah! I fought it all
out, years ago!” she added weakly.

I crept to her again.

“I think I understand,” I comforted her. But
I did not understand. I lied. Still that surging
anger at the man who could march away so blithel
leaving this woman to face the years alone wit
nothing but her memories,

“‘He was so brave, so fine, giving up all—his work
thich he loved, and his futﬁre, gndpme," proudly:

If I can only—be worthy of him. He was so young
apd splendid, and I am old and—ah, me, child,
I've so tried to keep young in heart for him, so that
whcn_we—-" her voice trailed off into silence.

A little breeze drifted across, bringing with it the
heavy scent of syringas from her garden—mock
orange blossoms, wecalled them. Somewhere in the
woods a whip-poor-will called plaintively, and nearer
at hand one answered the call. In the fragrant

twilight I pondered over the story with a sort of
wonder. :

ERE was a woman who could live sixty years
le.th these two things to strengthen and sus-
. . tain her: the memory of 4 great love, and the
infinite trust that each year brought her surely
nearer to a glad eternity of reunion. But to re-
nounce the thought of the years together, of work
ung Ipl(z{iy, ’()f home and children, of light and laughter!
on't want to make you sad on suc i =

she told me suddenly. e s

“You are wonderful, Miss Ph =
g ebe,” I burst out.
“And thank God that wars e i
1 a 7

e re over,” I said as 1

‘"
Oh, men would be as brave to-day for an ideal
or a principle,” she assured me, ¢

“They would see it diff : ; ink,”
LI 8 ifferently n'()\\, I think,” I

But she only shook her head and smiled.

* * * * *
August came at last—and wi i ;
: ust ca E with it war. For
war was not over, aiter all. That illusion fell with
many others, and instead of Jim came his letter:

“My darling, I am going Overseas
da ’ seas. I h
some training, :m(_l t,hough the militanT life h:svrele}i'ag
appealed to me, it's up to me—up to every fellow
Kr/{hogan——tto {;10. I (garqnl’t think of what I'm leaving
earest, deares —y s .
anﬁ i st, de glrl—you must help me—you

“You must help me!” It burned it<elf :
soul—_“ar}d God ""—his prayer. Iel:{ ;tﬂfzeﬁ'
I hurried in to Montreal to have a fey moments wit
him as his train passed through to Quebec. And
over and over, in time to the grinding wheels, “ oa
must help me, you must help me—you and 'God"'
And from somewhere strength or numbness 1
weeping, at that brief meeting ]
For it was the endless parting.

I stand now where that other wo i
m
years ago. I, too, have fought my aff;;ﬁtt(f(tiﬁ?’étlﬁ'
fight for readjustment. There is slowly coming

back to me a rather pitiful grip on things.” Life has

not quite beaten me. - With readjustment will come

to me what came to Miss Phoe

joy is the memory of his love, mt;'e'suslt\giy;lixglge;?“
that I may come home to him one day—my splendid
eager Jim—my greatest fear that my life may not bé
fine enough to make me worthy of sharin the
Heaven with him. & et

Miss Phoebe’s prophecy was ‘tr ;

““Men would do the same th; iy bt
e o ing to c_ia) for an ideal,

to my
agon:

———
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A CoMMmON QUERY, and an unfailingly
pathetic one comes from a corres-
pondent: “My boy, aged seventeen,
has begun to take the law into his

own hands, and to act in a way that

Put Your grieves me. As I am a widow, would

Boy on it not be wise for me to have a near

Honour male relative, or an old ? friend

of the family, read the riot act

to him?”

No one can advise a woman as to the course she
should take with the boy she has borne and brought
up for seventeen years. She must know him better
than any one. But this we will say, if we had a half-
dozen sons, and each one of the half-dozen were show-
ing off to a terrible extent, we shouldn’t call in the
head of the clan, the family friend, the parson, or any
outsider—not until we had proved ourself a failure,
any way. First, we should have a heart to heart
talk with our obstreperous sons in which we should
not once mention their little faults, or the mis-
demeanours due to youth and high spirits. We
should only hit the weaknesses that grow into vices,
but we should hit hard. And we should tell them to
be foolish if they must, to get all the good time
going, boys would be boys, but never to forget, for
one instant, that if they, by word or deed, dimmed
the honour of the men we had a right to expect them
to become later on, they would do themselves irre-
parable wrong, and make us wish we had not gone
down to death’s door to get them, cared for them,
hoped for them, loved them, as only a mother can.
Then we should put them on their honour—and drop
the subject.

It might not be half so impressive as the oratory of
some good sensible outsider, but it would stir, wide
awake, a sense of individual responsibility and a
wholesome belief in themselves that would work the
cure.

“UncLE Sam Proup of His Women
2 War Workers” is the heading of a
eulogistic article which, appearing
originally on the front page of a

» leading New York daily, has been
That's uoteg in half the publications in the
Some- tates with editorial additions as:
thing “Right you are!” “Beat them if you

can!” ‘““Here's to our women, God

bless them!”

We do not blame Uncle Sam for being proud;
he has a right to be proud. Boasting is in bad taste,
says one. Oh, well, these are exceptional times!
Uncle Sam does not believe in hiding a light, especially
a native light, under a bushel and a little glow alonﬁ
the line is going to act as a beacon, don’t you see.
wonder if we Canadians are proud enough of our
women, or rather if we make our pride sufficiently
apparent. We seem to consider it a virtue to be able
to feel deeply without betraying the fact—which
calls to mind a conversation that came floating into
the sun room the other day, *“That man of yours is a
dour body, I'm thinkin’,” this froni Jessie hanging out
clothes in our yard to the lady gardener (the first
lady gardener, and the very best gardener of any
kind, the neighbourhood has known) busy with the
butter-beans in the next. ‘‘D'ye think he loves ye
at all, at all?” Silence, as though the garden lady
were ‘“‘weighing the evidence,” then, in optimistic
tones, “‘Sure he loves me, at least he hasn’t said a
blessed word to the contrary, and that’s something.”

No SooNeEr Dip THE BUGLES begin
to blow and the guns to roar than
patriotism, the real article, which is
but another name for service, began
to marshall our woman forces, in

Our other words to get our women in

Women working trim. “See-saw Marjory

Daw,” down went idle hours, frivo-

lous fun, time killing; up came sewing
circle and knitting bee; down went
bridges and balls; up came tag day, flag day, and Red
Cross work galore. The reception as a social function
ceased to exist. It went out of the back door, fuss,
finery, foolishness and all, came in at the front demure
and demanding a cup of tea and a collection plate as
colation and “He gives twice who gives freely” as
motto; with social lines down, let us hope for good,
and a burning desire to “corner’” enough wealth to
procure the soldier laddies everything they can possi-
bly need from fountain pens to field kitchens.

We know now that women are natural-born
financiers. Talk of the demand creating the supply,
they have ways of their own for creating the demand
and then supplying it at their own prices, courageous
too. They are never afraid of asking too much.
They still possess hospitable instincts, but like the
backsliders in Barr’s “Old Friends,” “They aren't

workin’ them these times.” “Think of it!” laughed
one of the women who was helping out on Rose Day.
“‘ Being tired, chilled, and hungry, I ran into Mother's
for a cup of tea and if my unnatural parent didn’t tax
me twenty-five cents for it. Of course, she threw
the money in our collection, but the fact remains
that few are the friends who give you of their store
without charging it up to you—which is perfectly
right and proper under the circumstances.”

Lives THERE A MAN with soul so
: \ dead who can read in the reports of a

: decisive battle these significant words,
- “The Canadians proved their met-

tle” without thrilling gloriously?
Mettle Proving their mettle is second nature
of the to our soldiers, and to their wives,
Pasture sisters, sweethearts, as well. When

our girls started in on a campaign of
usefulness the pessimist said, ‘“‘The
industrious fever will subside when the novelty wears
off,” but the fever is higher in this third year of the
War than it was in the first. Our girls are making
history; they are also setting fashions, and setting
them with a vengeance. This season it is bloomers.

In a certain country neighbourhood a generation or *

80 ago two progressive housewives attempted to set
this same fashion on the plea that they could “walk
through their work” in ‘bloomers. No use. The
ridicule of the men they might have stood, but to
have their own sex blushing for them continually
was too much. Such forwardness! A pity the Lord
had not made them men to begin with! *“Walk
through their work, indeed!” Not so with the girls
of to-day. They have the advantage. For one
thing they themselves are braver, for another the
bloomers are prettier and dressier than those Ontario
pioneers ever dreamed of, and last but not least the
time is ripe for the innovation. Bloomers have
become so popular that a big departmental store has
inaugurated a ‘“Show Day,” with manikins walking
about attired in two-piece suits of khaki material,
blue serge, brown jean, for factory work and out-of-
door activities, white and dark blue linen for the
housekeepers, pink and pale blue smock coats and full
pleated trousers for the garden and orchard girl and

for every other girl doing her bit in the workaday
world.

g IN ViEw oF THE FAcT that the edu-
z cational work of this and other
countries is passing more and more
into the hands of women, Professor

What MacCallum’s statement before the
o Royal Society of Canada at its last
lelOll meeting, that had the nations cul-

Knowest | tivated the sciences as they must do
from this time forward there would
: have been nosuch devastating warfare
as exists at present, is of peculiar interest to all
women. The teacher of to-morrow must avoid
the mistakes of yesterday, remembering always that
in her profession, above all others, incapability is a
sin, carelessness a crime, against both state and indi-
vidual. If, as Professor MacCallum maintains, a
knowledge of the sciences conduces to a just considera-
tion of freedom and fair play, by all means let us have
this knowledge, exalt it, spread it. The Professor is
not onl}{ a learned man, but a wise one, a distinction
with a difference. T'o listen to him was a rare pleasure.
The trend of his address was that the old order with
its specialists for interpreting special truths, its doc-
trines, its illusions, passeth, giving place to the new,
wherein cults and classes, creeds and counter creeds,
will be but memories and where each in his separate
star will do his day’s work for “the God of things as
they are.” Let us hope so, indeed! And also let
us hope that no official, from common everyday
School Trustee to University Governor, will lessen
tht;l effectiveness of the woman teacher by dictating
to her.

ONE OF OUR ENTERPRISING TOWNS
boasted a Citizenship Club. Its
members, zealous in good works,

b nailed to the door of the building,

which is council chamber, court

Child house, amli1 .cc})lncert hall indone,Ba %z(zrgg

sign on.which was painted, ‘‘Be Kin

Welbire ¥ o Dinmb doinle T n o

it attracted fittle attention, the second,

it was an object of general interest,
the talk of the town, in fact. Why? Early, very
early in the morning the boy who delivers papers
had climbed the door post, and with a bold and
dirty hand made an addition to the sign which now
reads: “‘Be Kind to Dumb Animals—Even Babies.”
Great oaks from little acorns—you know the rest.

The kindly progressive people began by wondering
if what should have stood first and foremost had been
left for a street arab—himself neglected—to add;
and ended in resolving itself into a Child Welfare
League, one of the first and most energetic in this
province. FEwven babies! We should think so, indeed!

“For PatrioTIC PURPOSES;” the
. phrase which has become familiar
to us from figuring in the notice of
almost every entertainment from
Health Red Cross rummage sales to Univer-
CAINY, sity lectures, applies particularly to
Wealthy, || Welfare Work. The way to get
and Wise | first-class citizens for our first-class
country is to grow them, and to grow
them  requires care. Help for the
helpless, hope for the hopeless, fair play for the little
folk, is a summary of this particular branch of patrio-
tic work. - And it is growing, spreading. What was,
at first, little more than a cry from the babies, and a
protest from a few women, has become a matter of
national, nay, international importance.

Lord Aberdeen, on his late visit to Toronto, said:
“It is a patriotic work that must not be neglected.
In the second year of the War nine British soldiers
were killed every hour at the Front, and twelve
British babies every hour gave up their lives at home.”
Count Tolstoi (son of the old count) told us at the
Welfare Convention in Detroit that ‘‘Wealth and
wisdom wait on health’ is a proverb of my country.
If you desire the coming generation to be prosperous
and broad-minded see to it that the little ones of
to-day receive the necessary foundation of strength
and sturdiness, "’ which, after all is but another way of
saying “Be Kind to Dumb Animals—Even Babies.”

HoraTio BOTTOMLEY, the well-known
writer, is perhaps, the first man—
though not the last—to advocate that
woman be given not only a vote of her

Pl own, but a Parliament of her own to

ace which all matters especially concern-
Aux ing her sex shall be referred, and
Dames whose finding shall be absolute.

With the House of Commons and the
House of Lords, we should have
a House of Women. How do you like the idea? It is
not new to Canadians; the leaders in all, or nearly all,
our women'’s organisations have argued right along
that in the matter of safeguarding women’s interests,
woman should have more voice and wider power.
They have said, what the clever editor of John Bull
is saying now, that there is something almost indecent
in the public discussions of laws affecting the
honour of women and girl children by an assembly of
men largely unsympathetic, one-sided, and unin-
formed. Common-sense would suggest that laws for
safeguarding the home, for lprotecting our budding
womanhood, for Child Welfare, the industrial in-
terests of our army of women workers, and kindred
matters, come within woman's sphere, and would be
wiser and fairer for being woman-made. At the
close of the War the Government of this Country—
and of several other countries—will have so many
problems on its hands it will likely e glad to hand
those affecting hearth and home to the women, where
said problems belong. We say, with Mr. Bottomley,
“Home Rule In Woman'’s Kingdom.”’

“TeE LIoN's SHARE,” is not a bit
like Arnold Bennett’s other books.

The dialogue is clever, without being

> stilted. The detective, arguing Equal

Th Suffrage with Audrey, tells her it is

e - women who are hottest against it.
Lion’s . “The vast majority of women are
Share in favour,” she said. :

*“My wife isn’t,” he snapped.
, “But your wife isn't the vast
majority of women.”

“[She is, so far as I am concerned,” he said. “ Eve
wife is, so far as her husband is concerned. My wife
says a woman's sphere is the home, says it so oftén I'm
sometimes tempted to let her have the sphere all to
herse'l’f. That's the universal experience of married
men.

Audrel‘; avows her intention of going up to London
to give the militants a helping hand.

“But what of your husband ?"' cries her friend.

“He'll keep,” said Audrey. ““I haven't had a day
off from being a wife for ever so long. And it’s a
little enervating, you know. I don’t want to be
ideally happy all the time. I won’t be. I want all
the sensations; I want everything.”

“ She wants the lion’s share; that’s what she wants.
Well, it's about time some woman had it. Up till
now it has gone to a man,” mutters the spinster.
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lather of Woodbury’s Facial

7
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Z/OLL Could See Your
Skin As Others See Tt

Too often we stand back from our mirrors,

give our complexions a touch or two of the

mysterious art that lies in our powder boxes and then think our skins are passing fair

] F you could only see your skin as others see it,
ou would not feel so contented. You would realize
just how much lovelier it could be.

Go to your mirror now and examine your skin
closely. For the first time, really look at it as some-
one else would. Find out just what condition it is in.

Are there little rough places in it that make it
look scaly when you powder? Is it sallow, colorless,
coarse-textured or oily? Is it marred by disfiguring
blackheads? Perhaps you will find its only flaw to be
conspicuous nose pores.

Whatever the trouble is, it can be changed.

Your skin, like the rest of your body, is continu-
ally and rapidly changing. As o/d skin dies, new
forms This is your opportunity. You can make
thic ,.w skin just what you would love to have it.

Troubled with blackheads?

If your mirror shows you
blackheads, apply hot cloths to
the face until the skin is red-
dened. Then with a rough
wash cloth, work up a heavy

Soap and rub it into the pores
thoroughly, always with an up-
ward and outward motion. Rinse
carefully with clear, hot water,
then with cold—the colder the
better. If possible rub your face
for a few minutes with a piece
of ice.

Do not expect to get the de-

For sale by Canadian druggists
from coast to coast

sired results by using this treatment f i
SOy 2 or 4 time and
then neglecting it. But make it a daily Labit, and it

will give you the clear, attractive skin th
use of Woodbury’s always brings. at the steady

To correct an oily skin and shiny nose

First, cleanse your face thoroughly b washing it {
way with Woodbury’s Facial Soap gng wzrma“}:;zlg. i %iygmﬁuslilal
surplus moisture but leave the skin slightly damp. Now vl/)orlg 5
heavy warm water lather of Woodbury’s in your hands Appl it
your face and rub it into your pores thoroughly—always. wiflsy e
ward and outward motion of the finger-tips, Rinse with war: S
then with cold—the colder the better, If possible, rub ke
a few minutes with a piece of ice. ; i b
: Make this treatment a nightly habit and before
gain complete relief from the embarrassment of an oily, shiny ski
A 25c cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap is sufficient f,or a fnontnl;

or six weeks of either of these treatments, G
. ; . . e a ¢
begin tonight to get its benefits for your skin, ake today and

long you will

-

Blackheads—a confession
of the wrong cleansing
method. Change to the
one given here.

Write today for book of
treatments

Send 4c and we will sen ini

ture ed_ition of the large W:oi’i%l;;ml;zl;l; :
A Skin You Love to Touch,” giving all
of the famous Woodbury skin treatmgents
and valuable facts about the skin which
few people know, together with g sample
cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap large
enough for a week of any of the;e skin
treatments. For 10c we will send the treat-
ment booklet and samples of Woodbury’s
FaC{al Soap, Facial Cream and Powc;y

Write today. Address The Andrew J::-:
gens Co., Ltd., 2608 Sherbrooke Street
Perth, Ontario, =

If your bugbear is an
oily skin and shiny
nose, make this treat-
ment a daily habir
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Husband Greatest Recruiter

MRS. GORDON WRIGHT, London, Ont.,

Z

President Dominion W.C.T.U., Vice-

President London Red Cross, has sent
three sons: Major Wright; Corporal Wright
Captain Wright, who is the youngest Divisional
Quartermaster in the Service. Her husband,
Chief Recruiting Officer, R.N.C.V.R., has se-
cured more recruits than any man in Canada.
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A Gifted Mother Sends Three Sons

RS. ADAM INCH, President, The
Woman'’s Institute, Mount Hamilton,

Ont., has sent three sons to the Front.

Mrs. Inch was greatly in demand as a plat-
form speaker; %:t now work for the soldiery
has crowded everything else out of her life.
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No Need of Conscription Here

“J PRAY God to spare my boys to t to the
‘finish! . said Mrs. Adolphe La France, a
little French Canadian mother who has

sent six sons; Private Joseph La France enlist-

ed in 1914; Private went a year later;

Private Noe, and, in turn, the three younger

brothers answered the call, Conscription makes

no difference to this family.

mother

N

ADY POPE, the charm
Under-Se:_::;etary kht;f S
of fo i §
}éo ol .Cané lll{ ki-clad sons: M
anadian Engineers; Li
Army Service Corps;
Canadian Regiment,
her entire family,
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Seven Sons for King and Country

RS. SCOBIE, Kars, Ont., has given seven

sons: Private J. B. Scobie; Lieutenant

S. M. Scobie; Corporal Sandy Scobie;
Lieutenant A. A. Scobie; Private Russell Scobie;
Sapper Sterling Scobie; and Dr. T. J. Scobie.
One son remains at home as he is too young.
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Six Sons Answered the Call

RS. BILLINGS, Hamilton, Ont., has

six sons on Active Service; two

.~ in Fran e; one in Engiand; three in

training. Mrs, Billings has one other son,

a lad of thirteen, whose chief desire is that

the War may be prolonged until he is of

military age—he wants to strike a blow for
the Empire.
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Her All—Four Khaki-Clad Sons

ing wife of Sir Ji h Pope, K.C.M.G.
tate for Extemao.ls?ﬁa.its. is the proud
ajor C. W. Pope, with the
Lieutenant Maurice Pope, with the
leutenant Harold Pope, with the i
and Lieutenant Alfred Pope, with the Royal
Lady Pope’s gift to the Empire represents

egiment;
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KNOW
THE MEANING OF SACRIFICE

N.ae Canadian Mothers Who Have Sent Forty-Seven Sons to Fight
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The Fighting Spirit Lives
RS. LORNE McDOUGALL has four sons
fighting for the Empire: Brigadier-Gen-
eral Alex. McDougall; Captain Kenneth
McDougall; Captain Morris McDougall; and
Lieutenant Archie McDougall. This young
soldier was in the trenches for eleven consecu-
tive months, but was wounded quite lately aad
invalided to the north of Scotland.
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Ten Men From One Family

HE Desormeau family is an exampie o,
Northern Ontario patriotism. Mr. Joseph
Desormeau enlisted, but did not survive

the sea voyage. Frank, Albert, James, and
Joseph, Jr., have all been wounded. A brother
and five sons are also in khaki.
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Seven Sons Serve

RS. LANGSFORD has given her husband,
seven sons, and two sons-in-law. Her
husband was invalided from the service
now at a Military Hospital; one fine lad

the supreme price; the others are
merledd fironfl l;ar?g:le; to ngypt. and figure in

v nd o ion from

the Army Medical Corps. it b
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THE WOMEN OF RUSSIA TO
SAVE THE NEW RUSSIA

By OWEN E. McGILLICUDDY

OMAN is, for the first time in the

|

0
s} L) history of Russia, beginning to
S 8 have some political influence.
O 0 This one fact alone guarantees a
o o

solution of the many pressing
problems that have, since the
revolution, kept that country in
turmoil.

We in Canada, in common with
the people of the other allied countries, have a
habit of looking for the nearest way out of war
difficulties, forgetting that our allies have
domestic problems just as intricate and just as
hard to understand as our own. Yet, when we
get the right perspective, it is readily seen that
if the Russian people can establish a stable
democratic government by the end of the pre-
sent year, they will have wrought a political
miracle, the immensity of which has never before
been accomplished.

For some time after this achievement, many
reasons will be assigned and many persons given
credit for this happy condition of affairs.
But, in the longer analysis, it will be seen that
the women of Russia were directly responsible
for bringing order out of chaos and instilling the
higher ideals of national and international good-
will.

Woman’s Place in the Nation

HE many problems tha’, have, from time to

time, confronted Russia are, on first acquaint-
ance, very difficult to understand because of the
different meanings that are given to old causes
and old terms, the problems of which have
been but partially solved in-our own-western
hemisphere. © But from-the maze of class dis-
tinctions, racial differences, and vast ignorance
that envelopes Russia (although in a somewhat
lesser degree now than formerly) there stands
out the single ray that was really responsible
for the transformation that took place during
the early months of this year. This enlighten-
ing influence was the intuitive feeling for
high principled patriotism inherent in every
woman who has the best interests of her
family at heart, an influence that never shone
out to greater advantage than in the present
woman’s movement in Russia,

When the position of the Russian women of a
century ago and the condition into which these
same women are merging to-day is considered,
it is rather difficult to understand how it
has all come about; in fact, so far as I\i.s'!.qricﬁ
go and other works of reference, very little
space is devoted to women at all. Vet from
what meagre information can be gathered it is
evident that up to one hundred years ago
women in Russia were secluded from the
men and filled a position in domestic life
little short of vassalage. Even at the present
time they are not permitted to come within
the Tkonagtes, the common altar, of the Greek
Catholic Church, which is the State church of
Russia. But, despite all her disabilities, the
women of Russia have been the potent in-
fluence in both industrial and political bodies.
They have been the natural propagandists
among the peasantry, and are untiring in their
efforts to keep alive the flame of freedom and
thus work toward a more equitable distribu-
tion of justice.

The awakening of democracy, while it had
been working quietly and in unseen ways for
some ycars, really broke out into action, so far
as the women were concerned, on April r1th.
1004, when, through the influence of Father
Gapon, the “Assembly of Russian Factory and
Mill Workers” came into being. Concerning
this association, James Mavor, Ph.D., Professor
of Political Science, University of Toronto,
notes, on page 458 of his celebrated work, “The
Economic History of Russia,” that “the history
of the labour movement in Russia was ex-
pounded and discussed at all meetings. Among

i : 2 ) y . jttee. ide comforts for the soldiers.
‘nervetic Russion sociely women on one of the cammm_as lo  provi jores |
?icl;';'::"a,e shown Zia and Nada Torby, daughters of the jormer Grand Duke Michael.
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the propagandists there was a small group of
social democrats who necessarily gave a certain
direction to the debates.

“Women became members of the branches in
considerable numbers. In the late autumn
(1904) they numbered nearly a thousand in all
branches. The leader among the women was an
intelligent working woman known as ‘V. M. K.
At first the presence of women was resented by
the working men, and even by Father Gapon
himself. The women’s meetings were fairly
successful, although attempts to interest women
of the éntelligentsia in the movement conspi-
cuously failed.”

All women are, by nature, religious, and this
is true of the Russian woman to a striking degree.
The late Czar, by virtue of his position, was head
of the Greek Catholic Church, and from that
eminence, he held a peculiar power over the
peasantry. This was one of the reasons why the
movement toward democracy moved with such
faltering steps and, but for the unusual condi-
tions brought about by the pro-German sym-
pathies of the bureaucracy in Russia, a limited
monarchy would .probably have been the net
result of the recent revolution. Even to-day
peasant women are heard to exclaim, ““How
shall we now say our prayers?” and it has to
be explained to them that they can pray to the
Duma in place of the Czar and their prayers
will be abundantly answered.

The big feature that has helped the Provis-
ional Government along their way has been a
handicap to them as well; Russian women are
certainly looking to the new Government to
solve their food problem and to solve it quickly.
When it is understood that this food problem,
as it existed last winter, was primarily an
artificial famine, it is readily seen, that to some

Prominent Russian men and women altending an art exhibition.

Sfamous Russian pianist is the figure in white.

extent, the condition of things will soon be
ameliorated.

Another thing that has helped the forward
movement of Russia immensely has been the
prohibition measure inaugurated by the Czar
at the start of the War. The women of Russia,
like the women of every other country, have
always hated alcohol because, they have always
been the chief sufferers. In Russia to-day the

bureaucrats claim that the
Czar ruined himself by de-
creeing the abolition of vod-
ka. Their argument is that
none but sober people could
have carried out the revolu-
tion, and that had the heads
of the populace in Petro-
grad and other cities, heen
besotted by drink they
would never have under-
stood or been able to defeat
the reactionary plots; nor
would the revolution have
been so remarkably free
from sanguinary excess on
a large scale. The police
were, on the other hand,
the victims of dvink. They
had seized vodka by order
of the Government and had
kept plentiful supplies for
themselves. Thus the re-
volution was in part a
struggle between drunken
reactionaries and sober citi-
zens, "and sobriety  tri-
umphed, ably assisted by
women “‘burdened with the
persecution of centuries.”
Probably the biggest reason why women in
Russia have become more powerful is to be
found in the fact that since the Great War
broke out they have been more or less depen-
dent on themselves in the many and new
problems they have had to face. With
their husbands, brothers, and sons, either in
the battle line or working on munitions,
they have had to look after the crops, to work

Red Cross nurses.
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Mme. Maria Levinskaja, the

gn factories, and, to a certain extent, fill, but
in lesser degree, the work our own women
have been and are doing to help the common
cause. .T‘his has given them a new and more
du'ec.t Interest, not only in their own welfare,
but in the machinery of Government, and it

has vitalized latent forces that have never
before been utilized.

Equal Suffrage in Russia

JUST as the Government of Great
Britain and Ex-Premier Asquith
have been won over to Woman
Suffrage by women’s efficient part
in the nation’s work, so have promi-
nent leaders in Russia come to see
thi}t women must be given a higher
citizenship than they possessed in
the past. On the very eve of the
revolution the labour leader, Keren-
ski, now Minister of Justice, com-
mented enthusiastically on the Sacchi

Woman Suffrage Bill which was
recently brought into the Italian
Chamber of Deputies,

“Iam a firm supporter of the full
Franchise for and emancipation of
woman,” he said. “I heartily wel-
come Signor Sacchi’s Bill, I think
that wars bring to women numerous
new fields of endeavour which must
destroy the last prejudices holding
them subordinate to men and bring
conviction to all opponents of elec-
@ toral rights for women.”

M. Roditcheff, another Duma
member, stated that he sympa-
thised heartily with the movement
for Woman Suffrage.

In the

democratic by deed.
Romanoff and Tatiana Romanoff.
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Wife and daughters of the former Czar were tireless workers as

Although of Royal birth, they were always
The daughters are now just plain Olga

“Italy’s Woman Suffrage Bill,” said Deputy
Alexanderoff, ‘““is cordially welcomed because it
removes the injustice that has forcibly deprived
wo_mal}’s creative genius of the possibility of
doing its share in directing the State’s political
life. T hope that the idea of Equal Rights for
men and women will soon be realized in Russia.
It is especially desirable that the women shall
have votes in our town and country Zemstvos

and Assemblies. This is demanded, not only

on the principle of fairness, but because of
simple, practical necessity.” :
. Mme. Sheekshkina Yavin, President of the

(,puncxl of the “Russian League for Equal

Blghts for Women,” when interviewed, said:

Ttaly, _where the cultural development of
women 1s comparatively low, thinks it neces-
sary to grant votes to women; in Russia,
where the cultural level of women stands so
high, the question of votes for women has
long been ripe for settlement. I hope that the

Bill will pass the Italian Chamber and that .

l»:/ne]gs’},mll 8ain similar rights in Russia before I:

. Mme. Shebanoff, another prominent suﬁra-?
gist, rejoiced at the introduction of the Italian

Bill and spoke hopefully of the situation in

France and England. It was her opinion

that Russian women would soon have the

right to vote, and more quickly than is
generally expected.

But, from a study of the racial, social and
political difficulties, it is not likely that
women will be granted votes in the national
Duma for some time yet, but it is highly
Qrobable t_.hat votes in the Zemstvos (provin-
cial councils) and the town Assemblies will be
given to Women some time during this year.

When 1t is taken into consideration that
there. are ninety-eight provinces in Russia and
that if a Republican form of Government be
finally adopted it must resolye itself into a
federation of free states, it is easily seen that
modern democracy has taken a very long step
forward, and that the day is not far off when

Equal Suffrage will obtain all over Greater
Russia.

’

The Blessings of War

A VERY few years ag0, not more than a dozen
2 or so, the percentage of illiteracy was very
igh among the Peasant women of Russia. Nowa-
days schools are being opened everywhere, and
the prejudice of the Peasants against education
is gradually disappearing, The War has,
un‘dox‘.lbtedl'y, had an . immense influence in
brmgmg.thxs about and will probably eliminate
the feeling for.merly held against education.
Already the desire to read letters from the Front
has urged many a Peasant woman to encourage
her children to attend the village school, so
;l;,att ﬁgﬁ_y‘:ﬁ]y spell dout the news written home
er,

Soltéi i s and brothers, and be able to
In bringing about this improved condition
of things in Russia the midzli)le class women,
or mlcllzgents_m, as they are called, have been
by far the biggest factors, In remote village
commumbies, shece life-at the et iia dull and
fnonotonous, these earnest-minded girls, far
from all home tieg are spending their lives in
teaching the peasant children the helpful bles-
$ings to be found in books. This has been and
is a work of real sacrifice, and it is due entirely to

common problems.
ent institution, are filling
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And the Girl Who Was There
By THEODORE JOHNSON
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gHE summer breeze whispered lazily among the
3 tree tops; overhead was the deep blue of a
0
|

e

July sky, fading to the pale colour of forget-me-

nots toward the horizon. few clouds,

einnininie sninn

oo snowy white, billowed and unfurled their
I{J8 folds of down, as though the gods, new-waked
0o JDB from slumber, had called a drowsy wind to

scatter and renew the Olympian couches.

T'ie river wound its quiet way among the pastures,
whispering so low the while, that the willows must bend
to catch the message. From the distance, now faintly
heard, now half imagined, came the hum and click of
machinery, for hay making had begun.

Seated near the river in the shade of a tree, Myra was
sketching; her back toward the upper reaches of the stream.
It was because of that, and also because she was so en-
grossed with her work, that the advent of the stranger

. came unnoticed. He was tall and slim, with slightly

stooping shoulders; he wore an ill-fitting grey flannel
suit, whilé a towel round his shoulders proclaimed what
his occupation had lately been.

“Too much detail!” ~Myra started.

“Oh! how you startled me!” she exclaimed.

“I must apologise,” said the stranger, bowing, but
without lifting his panama hat. *“The fact is I was talking
to myself.”

Myra was silent; she was not desirous of conversation
with a total stranger. The man in grey did not move.

“It's, true, all the same,” he said, “‘there is too much
detail.’

“‘Are you an artist?"” enquired the girl.

“Am I? I'm not quite sure. Years ago, I forget how

, many—centuries surely—I exhibited pictures at the

Royal Academy.”

“Why not now?"

“Oh, my health broke down. Come now, there's a
freemasonry among artists. Your style is good, your soul
is artistic. Let me give you a few hints,” and without
waiting to hear any protests, the stranger proceeded to
give advice with regard to the sketch, which Myra could
not but own was excellent.

Under his directions the picture grew into life; the girl’s
artistic nature responded readily to the guidance of a
master hand, till the very drowsiness of the air, and even

the indescribable sounds of a warm day by the river
seemed to mingle in the colours of the sketch.

Myra thanked him, and as she did so, noticed for the
first time the look of refinement, the clear eye, the broad,
intellectual forehead, the sensitive mouth. But what
struck her most forcibly about the man was the sadness
of his dark brown eyes; "even, though the lips were smiling,
always there seemed to be gazing from those eyes the hope-
less misery of a soul in prison. He was smiling now.

“Look!" he said, “isn’t that a delightful corner? You
see where I mean! The back-water runs up toward the
farm, and the light just catches the red tiles of a roof,
while all the rest takes the shadow of the trees. There's
the splash of red in the water again, and the leaning
willows are reflected, too.”

Myra arranged her easel afresh, and prepared to pencil
in the outlines,

“You must see how much you can remember of my
teaching,” said the man, with a far-away look in his eyes.
“I'm going to tell you a story. Stop me when you're
bored, and ask me anything you want to know.”

E la{, full length, on the grass, and, feeling in his
pockets, produced a cigarette case and a box of
matches, with a sigh of satisfaction.

“The story I'm going to tell you,” he began,'’ is true.
It all happened ten years ago.~ I am thirty-five now,
though I must look over forty. .. .. A friend of mine, an
artist like myself, was guardian to a little cousin of his,
a girl fresh from school. They had grown up together,
and were just like brother and sister, for Rosalind was an
orphan. We will call my friend ‘ Thomas,’ because that
wasn’t his name.

*“Thomas’ father and mother both died before he was of
age, and he was left in rather an awkward predicament.
He would have found a home for Rosalind somewhere,
for his own quarters were rather Bohemian and uncivilised,
but she wouldn’t go. They were devoted to each other,
those two. Not in a sentimental way, you understand.
Thomas had a very strong prejudice about cousins marry-
ing, and he never thought of Rosalind in that way at all.
He just loved her!—loved her with the best kind of
love there is; and you may take it from me, that between
him and his old housekeeper there was good order kept at
his place when the men came buzzing ’round to smoke

~horribly drunk.

and talk and sing, and get a glimpse of Rosalind. She
was pretty, too! Of course she soon grew up, more quickly
than most girls. There’s something about keeping a host
of admirers at bay that quickens a girl’s wits and teaches
her self-possession. Not that she was spoilt; a more
unaffected, simple-hearted girl it would be difflcult to find.
She was just a good comrade to all the men, and if she
had favourites, none knew it.

“It was her desire to be independent, of what she con-
sidered charity from Thomas, that led to the trouble
of which I am’going to tell you. He was then very poor,
and she had just a small annuity, enough to buy her own
clothes by exercising strict economy. The idea that

ssessed her was that she could earn money on the stage.
Fﬁlomas at first protested, but finally gavein. He saw the
force of Rosalind’s argument, that if she could earn her
own living, there would be no anxiety about the future.

“‘I don’t want to have to marry for money,’ she said,
‘and I don't want to marry any one at all unless Mr. Right
comes along. Just think, dear old boy, if you were ill

* and couldn’t work, we should be up a very tall tree!"

“So it was settled. There were several men whom
they knew who had a little influence in stage-land, and
between them they found a place for Rosalind in a very
small part. With the money so obtained she was enabled
to attend a School of Dramatic Art, where she made many
girl friends, and it was through one of these that she met
Brunton. Brunton was an idler, cursed with a comfortable
competence. He did nothing useful, and the old adage
about idle hands and the Devil, came true in his case.
Thomas did not know him.. 1In fact, he hardly knew of his
existence till the engagement was announced. There
was no doubt that Rosalind had altered her lover's life;
it was this sense of power that made her love him. Her
maternal instinct yearned over this young scapegrace,
and for three years the man kept straight. He gave up
drink altogether. Thomas was not pleased, and the more
he learned about his antecedents, the less pleased he was. |

“Still, the girl had made up her mind, and nothing
could shake her. A year after the engagement was
announced, they were married. As I said, Brunton kept
straight for three years under Rosalind’s influence. It
was thus two years after they were married that the
trouble began. ~One night Stephen Brunton came home
Rosalind was (Continued on page 38)
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Mrs. Clara Speight, Humbertson—
great energy, endurance and activily
indicated in the wide head, the promi-
nent chin, and the large nose, broad and
Jull at the root. The lower part of the
Jorehead shows an observant, scientific
type of mind, and the thin lips ability
to appeal to the intellect.
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CLEVER man once said that the
reason so many want to write is
because the reader has no “come
back” at them. There is some
truth in this; but there are other
and more weighty reasons.

We all want and seek some
means of self-expression; we have
all felt the needs of “talking

ourselves out” and we have tried this on one

long-suffering friend after another, frequently
with the result that the unsympathetic effect

produced has caused us to “close up like a
clam,” and we are turned back, in on ourselves
without relief or satisfaction,

But in writing we can “write ourselves out,”
and the reader has but two choices—to read
to the end or throw the letter down, and, usually,
curiosity holds him to the last wailing line. If
we are one of those who boast that, “I just can’t
stop writing, my pen simply runs away with
me,” we yearn for a larger audience,.a wider
field, in which to exploit our inner selves, and
we find it much easier to do this to an unseen
and unknown reader than to any one face to
face. So we begin mailing manuscripts to
unknown editors in the search for an unknown
but sympathetic reader,

How Many Words Do You Know?

In literature there are almost as many de-
partments as there are types of mind and of
disposition; but in every department, literary
work calls for intelligence of a very high order.
The writer deals with ideas and seeks to pre-
sent facts and conclusions in'a way that will
reach, interest, and influence other minds, and
by no other means but the written word. The
speaker can reinforce his thought by gesture,
attitude, expression of face, tone of wvoice;
but the author must depend on words alone, and
should, therefore, spend unlimited time and
patience in the mastery of this, his only means of
expression, .

The English language stands without a rival
in the number of words it contains; it is as ex-
tensive as almost any other two lunguugcs_cqm-
bined; and in view of this wealth of words it is a
matter of surprise that the ordinary person
finds a mere goo words amply sufficient for his
daily needs and conversation, Place over
against this the 30,000 words that are o[t'en
used by the person of unusual mental capacity
and broad experience. What a difference in the
subtle shades of meaning, in the variety of ex-
pression, those 30,000 words afford!

It is oftert considerd a confession of weakness
and an admission of ignorance to use the dic-
tionary, but it has been my experience that men
of scholarship and culture are constant students
of the dictionary; and my first counsel to any
one ambitious of entering the field of literature
is to secure the very best dictionary you can,
and make it your continual companion. Every
time you read, or hear, a word with which you
are not familiar, or of whose meaning you are
not sure, go to the dictionary, find the wor(_i,
study it, think about it, until you have made it
as much your own as the most ordinary words
you commonly use.

Check over, once in a while, the words that
you can truthfully say you know in every shade
of their meaning. This will probably not be
much of a task at first, but if you make it a rule
to add even five or six words to your list each
day, you will soon have a vocabulary of from
6,000 to 10,000 words, and long before that you
will have become so interested in words and
their meaning that the tracing of a word will be a
keen pleasure and an absorbing pursuit. Very
few magazines accept manuscripts from any
writer having a vocabulary of less than 6,000 to
8,000 words. How do they know? The fact
is plainly written all over the manuscript. Why
did the writer use ‘‘get” when she meant

1

000
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“receive,” and ‘“‘admittance” when it should

have been ““admission’’?
The power to remember words and to use

“.,‘them with ease is more easily developed by

=go

-are,

some than by others. More than a century ago
_ Dr. Gall, of Vienna, discovered that this par-

ticular power of expression was related to the

"development of the brain just above and behind

the eye; and for this reason persons with pro-
minent eyes find it easier to remember and to use
words than those whose eyes are deep-set; but
it does not follow that because your eyes happen
to be prominent and words come easily that you
therefore, destined to become a writer.
Many persons with prominent eyes are simply

WILL MY DAUGHTER
BE AN AUTHOR?

By ARTHUR B. FARMER

Head of the Psychological Clinic, Memorial Institute, Toronto

(Registered in Ottawa in accordance with Copyright Act)

verbose, and these wordy writers are finding a
smaller and smaller market for their work.
To succeed, you must have something to say
and be able to say it in clear, concise, well-
chosen English.

To Be a Good Writer

The essentials of good writing may be re-
duced to the idea, the something worth saying;
the words with which to express the idea; and
the ability to use words to express ideas in a
pleasing manner. Readers quickly tire of
writing that is jerky in style and unmusical in
thythm., The importance of the musical
sense in writing is recognized in poetry, but
often overlooked in prose. The thought ex-
pressed in a manner that offends the musical
sense may be expressed in a more attractive
form if it be rewritten and again rewritten. No
wiser advice was ever given to the writer than
the old maxim that *easy writing makes hard
reading and hard writing makes easy reading.”

HUMOURIST

J. W. Bengough.—Note the height and breadih
of the upper part of the forchead, indicating
sympathy, insight, humour and felicity of illus~
lration.

NEWSPAPER EDITOR
A. E. Smyth—Newspaper work calls for ex-
traordinary powers of observation and memory,
quick decision and untiring industry. Note the
extraordinary development of this head around
the eyebrows and the width of the head at the ears.

The article or poem that you dash off in a
moment of inspiration, and npail' without re-
vision to the patient editor will, in all proba-
bility, not be read beyond the first hali»doz_en
lines, but the poems and articles you read with
so much pleasure that seem to run so smoothly
and with so little effort, were written, rewritten,
and written again and again, cqrrected and
polished before they were gonsxdered good
enough to send out for publication. In my own
experience a twenty-line statement of argument
was written by one man, rewritten by ax}otper
and then two others spent four hours polishing
and improving the use of words in those twenty
lines before the meaning intended was expressed
in the best possible manner.

Tennyson was once asked if he could hqve ex-
pressed the thought contained in a ccrtaxg line
of one of his poems in any other way, “Pro-
bably not,” he said, I smoked only seventeen
cigars writing that line.”

The patience and the thorouqhnws that are
needed by the writer who will write anq rewrite,
change and correct, review and polish, calls

for powers of both body and mind much above
the ordinary. Persons of weak vitality find the
close mental application and confinement, that
are necessary, very trying, and are usually able
to do but a few hours of really good work each
day. The writer of the active, energetic, mus-
cular type, while often vigorous, is frequently
lacking in the finish that is required in the higher
order of literary work. No less important than
patience and thoroughness is the ability to
criticize, impartially and correctly, one’s own
work; this calls for a fine artistic sense.

Can You Arrange Your Ideas?

To vocabulary and style must be added the
ability to arrange ideas in a form and sequence
readily grasped by the reader, and this requires
the same mental ability as that needed by the
inventor in designihg a new machine and by-the
architect in planning a building. Ingenuity and
originality in the arrangement of materials is of
the highest importance if one’s writing is to be

PRIMITIVE POETRY

Robert W. Service.—A fine intellect with plenty
of poetic imagination. The square built, musculay
dypo loves the open life of which he writes in such
vigorous verse.

HISTORIAN

Miss Janet Carnochan.—The high, nary
for.ehead, full in the centre, indicates the hz'.ytoricaz
writer.  The full eyes indicate Sacility of expres-
sion. Thg large chin and broad face with nose of
medium size, give the capacity for patient research,

effective, but even with a high order of inventive
genius there is neéd for great patience and much
labour before one’s work is ready for the critical
eyes of an editor. Amateurs, and many who
have passed beyond that stage, should remember
that “‘genius is a capacity for taking infinite
pains;” your possibilities and prospects in the
field of literature may well be measured by the
number of hours you can spend in correcting and
improving a single page.

Thus far we have spoken chiefly of language
and the expression of thought; facility and skill
in these come only with labour, time and pa-
tience. But more important than all is the
somet_h}ng.bo say. Of greatest importance in
all writing is the thought, Thought, of course,
smless properly expressed, is dead, but the finest
jewelled English, no matter how pleasingly it
may fall on the ear, counts for nothing, except
it pe a means of conveying a thought worth
while. The whole problem of authorship is to

find something worth saying and to put it into .

a form that will give pleasure and delight in the
reading: To do-this the writer must be a

FICTION i
L. M. Montgomery—a face of bal- ‘

ance and refinement. The smooth high
Jorehead shows love of stories and sym-
dathetic perception, the height and
Squareness above the temples and the
arched eyebrows suggest poetic feeling
and artistic taste, while the full eyes
show facility of expression.

student of human nature, a keen observer, and
given to analysis of thought and action; he
must have a personal interest in life, a love of
nature, sense of justice, insight into character,
vivid imagination, and the power to feel deeply
and strongly every human emotion, for only as
thought is coloured and enriched by feeling will
it ever appeal to the minds and hearts of those
who read.

The power to feel! To those who realize how
precious is this attainment all fortune is good
fortune, even misfortune is to be welcomed
as an opportunity for acquiring a wider and
richer experience of life, a deeper understanding
of all that others feel. To suffer without being
crushed develops the character, refines the
personality and brings one into closer touch
with the great heart of humanity. Without
this human touch the written word is powerless;
charged with feeling the written word may not
only hold and inform the mind but awaken the
soul and inspire the will to action.

The Five Things Needed

_Sha_kespeare, the greatest poet, dramatist,
historian, and all-round writer that the world
has ever seen, has a head showing the five points
I have emphasised: head unusually long from
the ears forward; forehead, high, broad, smooth,
and well rounded—a magnificent intellect; eyes
prominent, giving the ability to remember and
the facility in using words; well developed
chin showing endurance, and the form of face
that goes with an unusual capacity for mental
work. The head is high and broad above the
cars and at back part of crown indicating, not
merely a desire for publicity, but the ambition
that becomes a real, consuming desire for at-
tainment; the Eenerally well developed and well
rounded appearance gives the capacity to touch
the emotional life of man on every side.

The principal fields in the literary world are
the magazine and newspaper. Newspaper work
oﬁ'grs opportunities for the beginner to earn
a llttlt; money and to gain valuable experience.
The right place to begin is one of the simpler
forms of reporting.  Too often beginners think
they should write editorials and that their
effusions should be double-spaced on the edi-
torial page.

Shorthand and typewriting, while not ab-
solutely necessary, are of very great value to
any one wishing to succeed in any line of literary
work._ After three or four years’ practice and
cXperience, a person of good ability who has

a nose for news,” and a gift of narration and
description will usually earn from $r5.00 to
$30.00a week; when, and if, capable of handling
ore important assignments she may get, per-
haps, $40.00 t0 $50.00. Those whom the city
editor considers fit to assign to book reviews,
to report lectures and exhibitions have a
splendid chance to learn the public taste and
may become contributors to other papers and
perhaps magazines,

The editorial chair, to which the beginner al-
Ways aspires, requires the very highest degree
of ability, both literary and "executive. The
editor must be a manager; he must understand
human nature, that he may assign to each in his
employ that work for which she is best suited:
the sporting reporter is a failure at garden par-
ties, and the woman who writes entertainingly
of the elecpon that returned the first woman
representative to Parliament, is seldom any use
in the Household Department. Add to this that
he must keep peace between rivals for choice
assignments and it is readily seen that his posi-
tion is Do sinecure. He must he a critic, severe,
unrelenting, hut just, firm and discerning. He
must havq a retentive memory to keep in mind
valuable Information regarding all important
matters attracting public attention; to remem-
ber what has already appeared in the paper,
thus avoxdmg repetition and contradiction;
to guard against the imposition of those who
would submit matter ag original that has al-
ready appeared in print; to keep in touch with
the leaders of thought that he may call on their
resources of knowledge and judgment when
needed. = Because of the high requirements of
the position, really great editors are very few

~and very far between,

The Magazine and Short Story

> The magazine bresents a wide field for a
arge number of persons of many and varied
tastes. The articles, as a rule, are written by
specialists each in her - (Continued on page 47)



AUGUST 19017

EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD PAGE ¢

You'll have to find another girl for your job!"’
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8 8 AM not strong on creed, that is, the orthodox
0 I 0 creeds. I rarely get through the Apostle's
(W} 0 without mumbling or trailing along behind my
8 g neighbour, but all my life I've believed so
pgooooQ  strongly one precept that it has. come to be
o EI% one—no, the article of my faith. :
oooooo I've seen so much of fitting round pegs into

square holes that if a child of mine, (furel
figurative, since I'm just a big, gaunt, old maid), as I said,
if a child of mine should manifest an unmistakable talent for
pushing a hand organ through the streets, I'd hustle around
lively to get a monkey to complete the outfit,and start him
out with my blessing.

Dick is a living monument to the saneness of my theory;
modesty forbids any mention of myself. I was destined
to be a school-teacher, but gave destiny the slip, and
painted china instead. To be sure, I painted dozens of
pot-boilers in the shape of inane bread and butter plates
with forget-me-nots and wild roses galore; but it was
orother Dick’s pot I was boiling, so it was justifiable. The
call of Paris and the Ecole des Beaux Arts was stronger
than the voice of a mediocre shystering law-practice, so he
went.

Now that he is a big, prosperous young architect, the
bread and butter plates have gone to their well-earned
rest; and my fancy runs riot in wonderful pieces of sym-
bolic colour and meaning that people may buy or leave, as
they choose; strange they always choose to buy so much
more readily when necessity no longer, drives my brush.
I'd like the tongues of men and angels when I see my
theory scorned and violated, but my wrath always gets the
better of me and I must boil in unconvincing silence.
When I look at Virginia Ainsworth in her pampered help-
less widowhood, sacrificing her three daughters to her own
selfishness and the little god of convention, words fail.
It was bad enough to see Edith’s good nature and Grace's

ood looks going in the grind of the school-room, but when -

rown-haired Betty, just out of high school, was the next,
it was more than {could stand. Teaching, to Mrs. Ains-
worth, meant the quickest, surest way, regardless of any
special aptitude or fitness, of getting returns for what she,
so feelingly, reminded the girls she had spent on their
education. b

In the days before my city studio was a possibility, I
painted in a little room in Hillsdale, overlooking the
Ainsworth back yard, and the glint of the sun on Betty's
brown curls had warmed the cockles of my heart (what-
ever they are) many a time when things looked blue and
Dick was far away. She fell into the habit of bringing her
little girl troubles to me instead of to her mother who was
too busy to listen to her, busy treasuring a beauty that had
been faded these fifteen years gone.

I hadn’t seen Betty since early summer when she had
tremulously announced her mother’s decision about the
school.

With October came my yearly desire to get out to the
fields and woods, so out to Hillsdale T went. I had the
perfectly good excuse that I wanted some milk-weed for a
wonderful vase I was painting. I could see their silvery
down and gray-green pods against the background of
sunset hues; but I knew, too, that I wanted to refresh
my nostrils with the tang of the wild crab-apples that were
failing in the thicket at the foot of Trevor’s Hill, and to
watch the patriarch red squirrel gather his hickory nuts
on the hillside beyond.

When I got to Hillsdale, I walked straight out the mill
road from the station. It was getting late afternoon, and
1 should have no time to spare. Just when I was thinking
that I shouldn’t like to miss the rustle of the frost-nipped

¢ A CONTRACT

,“' By DOROTHY PIERCE LEHMAN V52

Illustrated by DUDLEY WARD

leaves and the strange homing sense that always comes to
me with the fall eventide, I came to the crab-apple thicket
and Betty Ainsworth with her head down on the old rail
fence, her slim young body shaken with big sobs. At my
exclamation of surprise, Betty raised her head and ac-
cepted my presence as naturally as though I had been
dropped from the skies to be her special comforter. It
came out in little sobbing, broken bits of woe.

“It's that d—dreadful school, Caroline! I can’t do
things right. Everyone talks p—pedagogy and psycho-
logy and I don’t know what they're talking about. It’s so
stuffy and chalk-dusty and Mattie Reeves can't get long
division!" And a little whimsical Betty-smile came out for
an instant.

““Oh, Caroline, her braids stick straight out, she works so
hard, and I think I must be as stupid as she, for I don't
know how to help her and’—another big shivery, choky
\sob—" Mother says it's the only respectable thing for girls
to do and I just mustn't give up. If I only,” desperately,
‘““had some talent!"

“You have, Betty.' I said, glad of the chance for a
moment to think. “You can—"

“‘Oh, Caroline dear,” with a shaky laugh, and quick as
ever to forget her troubles, ‘I know it's going to be the
muffins. But what's the good of a talent with no commer-
cial value, I can't peddle muffins about Hillsdale; but
come on home with me and I'll exercise my lone talent in
your behalf. Mother's at a Guild Meeting, and Grace
and Edith are writing a paper for a teacher’s convention,
so I'll have to get supper. There'll be muffins and straw-
berry jam and puffy omelet and orange pekoe in that
thinnest cup that you like so well.”

It sounded alluring as only Betty's soft, coaxing. little
voice could make it sound. I'd almost forgotten my milk-
weed and the last train was at five-thirty, with Dick
waiting for me in the studio.

Besides, a plan was beginning to form in my brain,
but all I said was: ‘‘No, Betty, I don't think I'll go with
you to-night; I have half an idea that we can beat this
teaching business and I want to get home and start things.”’

““Oh, Caroline,” with a long, blissful sigh and never a
question as to what it was, ‘‘do you suppose Mother would
let me do it?"

““Mother be hanged!"” was what I wanted to say, but
instead I said, most diplomatically: ‘I think I'd better
interview your mother, Betty, so you had better contrive
to be gone from ten until twelve Saturday morning, and
I'll run out again.”

I left Betty at her gate after she had darted up to the
side verandah for a few sprays of frosty blue-berried wood-
bine to give me.

DICK was lounging in the dusk of the studio when I

let myself in and growled something about being hungr¥
enough to eat a ‘““mule stuffed with firecrackers,” but
went straight to the telephone, turning on the light so that
I could read Professor Sidway’s number.

“‘ Professor Sidway?"" I asked, although I knew his voice
at once—I just wanted to hear Dick’s snort.

“Yes, this is Miss Marsh. I wish you could find time
to call to-morrow. This evening? Well—let me see—
(‘Dick, how long will it take to go down to the Venetian
for a bite of dinner?’) Dick’s information took the form
of inarticulate mumblings, so I settled the matter myself.

“Hello—:l think I may say eight-thirty, Professor.

“Now, bicky boy, calm yourself,” I said to the biggest,
strappingest piece of manhood I knew. ‘‘Your old-maid
sister has no matrimonial designs on Professor Sidway.

FOR

She is just acting as understudy to Providence. You
remember that little Betty Ainsworth who was so desper-
ately afraid of your old Mac dog? Well, her mother has
her cooped up trying to teach a lot of wooden-headed
urchins things she’s very shaky on herself, and it’s simply

killing her, that is, killing the real live, fun-loving Betty.

The only thing the child can do is cook, she must have
inherited it from her Irish grandmother. I've heard that
they want an assistant for the domestic science teaching,
and I'm trying to get Betty the job. Of course, she
hasn’t any training, but it seems they just want a young
girl who can actually do things; and for the practical side
of it, Betty can't be beaten. Now, young man, if you
understand, I'll borrow your expression and suggest that we
“beat it’ for the Venetian. The professor will be here at:
half-past eight.”

Dick, mollified by the explanation, muttered something
about having seen a good deal of that ““old gink'’ hanging
round of late, and mumbled a few threats about what
he'd do to any man trying to get his sister; all very un-
necessary for no phalanx of suitors waited just outside
our door to nab a china-painting spinster of thirty-eight.
Yet, I didn't look so bad when Dick had hooked me into
a gray chiffon frock just the colour of my eyes, and I had
pinned on a cluster of Betty’s blue woodbine berries.

WE got back from dinner to find Professor Sidway on our

steps, and we went in together. Talk of dragon-like
chaperon! Dick would star in that role. We had been
walking briskly in the cool fall air and I know my colour
must have been pretty good, and frost always does make
the curls come out around my ears, but Dick wouldn't
give the professor time for more than one glance. His
errand was business, and Dick ensconced himself with his

pipe in his big old chair, resolved to see that he attended

to that business.
except that the position wouldn't be open before, possibly,
the second half-year.

“You see,” the professor explained, ‘‘we are putting in
some new equipment to accommodate the extra class of
girls. Until that is installed, Miss Gleason will have no
real need of an assistant. If your young friend could
retain her present position until the holidays, we shall be
ready for her.”

W)i’th that matter settled, Professor Sidway started out to
make himself entertaining. Dick was drawn in by a
remark he let fall about Paris, and when he closed the door
on the professor at eleven o’clock, it was his with official
sanction ‘‘clever old chap!” Does forty-five seem so
patriarchal to twenty-seven, I wonder?

My enthusiasm waned a little by Saturday morning,
when I counted that Betty would have at least forty-eight
more days of slow torture in that school-room, and on my
way out to Hillsdale, I decided that relief must be imme-
diate. The jerky suburban train must have joggled my
brain cells into unusual activity, for my plan was ready
when I got out at the station. Of course, Virginia
Ainsworth looked on it with the amount of common-sense
that one might expect from her. When I proposed that
Betty should come to me as cook until the professor’s
position was open, I don't think she could have exper-

It all worked out beautifully, however, '

ienced a deeper humiliation if Betty had been tendered a

berth in the almshouse or jail, but Betty herself clinched
my arguments when she came in from a self-imposed errand
and found me still there.

“Be your really cook, Caroline,” she cried j'oyfqlly,,

“in that dear little kitchen! Oh, may I, Mother?’
Mother gave a grudging consent, and I warned Betty
that she would find ““that dear  (Continued on page 49)
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THE FIGHT THAT DEFEATED
RACE TRACK GAMBLING

An actual photograph of three typical race track gamblers in the act of “coaxing”

their horse past the winning post.

This class of men—once thrifty

business men—uwere quickly degraded by race track influence.

Winning the race.

The Most Profitable Business in Canada

By ELIZABETH BECKER

A few men would win money, but the vast majority selected the wrong horse,
for even the surest lips are untrustworthy.

The only certainty

about a horse race is its uncertainty.

EDDDDD% QLOII{.IOUS Qay of tingling, run t:or varying purses and cups put up by equine public institutions, under state regulation. In fall have taken place in this time, and now
8 fj spangling, spring sunshine, a admirers; but the grpcd of commercialized 1911, the betting machines took in seven and a Maryland and Kentucky are the only States
0 o perfccg oval of emerald turf ax}d, sport, that pollutes all it touches and sees in a half million dollars, of which the State took of the Union that permit this form of gambling.
B 8 ﬂu:tcnng fhcrel artx)d t)htér_e like horse race only a means of getting easy money oqe-sixth as a tax. Both horse x:a.cing.and gam- . If we believe, with Matthew Arnold, that the
B g a bevy o carly utterflies, an from dupes, q«:graded this once legitimate bling haye for many years flourished in France, aim of all true education is to help men to see
Oooooon  ever increasing crowd of smartly amusement until it became so serious a menace and finding it necessary to regulate the gambling, clear and think straight, “then,” said Mr. W. E.
B 8 :tr:;} ;]z;\:iyyrgowncg wfomcn an&: t;» thlclfngr'als Of'ﬂflle people, that t(li\ose awake to }h;: Pari-Mutuel system of betting was estab- Raney, K.C., who app’eared i,n support of the
rer crowd of men. its blighting influence, secured action to ished there in 189r. This system replaced the i i i
0000000 men, young men, middle-aged prohibit the gambling that had bocome the - i s e iose e House o Commious 12

men, men in the smartest of rac-
ing toggery, men who look as though they
wore a suit only once, but a very long once,
men who bear the hall mark of gilded youth,
men showing the marks of toil, men with
the keen face of the Anglo-Saxon financier, men
with the crafty face of the foreign financier,
shrewd men with a Yankee drawl, and important
petsonages with the stamp of authority in every
movement, Evérywhere an air of expectation
and of suppressed excitement, until there enters
on the scene the reason for it all—a string of
thoroughbred race-horses, ridden by jockeys,
gorgeous in the colours of the stables they re-
present, ‘Many exclamations over the good
points and the records of the entries are heard;
but they are certainly far from beautiful, these
gaunt, rangy, long-legged, long pedigreed crea-
tures.

The horses are lined up to the tape, the starter

cracks his pistol and they are off, some to a very
good start, others wasting time fretting at the
nearness of other horses. The field soon strings
out, each trying for first place and working up to
his best gait; and in a few minutes two have so
far outdistanced the others as to have the field
practically to themsclves. The interest is
intense. The crowd on the lawn cheers and the
packed grand stand rises as one person to watch
every movement of the flying horses. Finally a
head shoots under the tape half a length ahead
of the horse he has raced, side by side, for the
last half mile. The audience goes mad with
excitement, cheering the winner to the echo as he
skims along. The horses are trotted back at a
leisurely pace; the jockeys slip off to be weighed,
and the horses, carefully blanketed, are led
away looking like the weary steeds of the
ancient crusaders, who went forth, not to wina
race, but to rescue a nation.

This was the original race meet; a gathering
of sportsmen and their friends to see the races

chief feature of the
races — a prohibi-
tion that is in force
only for the dura-
tion of the war.

The fight is
against the gambl-
ing and not
against the sport.
The race track and
the jockey club
were known in
Greece 2,500 years
ago, and for over
twenty centuries
the Arab has given
a loving care to his
horse that is usual-
ly bestowed only
on human beings,
while in England
and America the
sport has flour-
ished for more
than two hundred
years; and yet the
promoters of the
races state, in all
seriousness, that
without betting,
either with book
men or the betting
machine, the race
course and the thoroughbred would soon dis-
appear.

Horse Racing an Old Amusement

Germany has long been notorious for its
lotteries#ind its other forms of gambling. With
thei» usual thoroughness in making everything
profitable, even vice, their race tracks are

T P T
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A line of gamblers waiting to place bets. Each is certain he is now going
to make his everlasting fortune.

Mr. W, E. Raney, who fought the race track
gambling, tooth and nail.

disreputable system of book-making on the
majority of Cana-
dian tracks.

Nor is horse rac-
ing a new thing in
America. InSouth
Carolina, one hun-
dred and twenty-
five years ago, race
week was a great
event, and it was
quite without the
vices of the races
of to-day. Dr.
Irving, the secre-
tary of the famous
South Carolina
Jockey Club, des-
cribes the occasion
thus: “The best
idea we can give of
the moral influence
of race week is to
state that the
courts of justice
used daily to ad-
journ and all
schools were regu-
larly let out as the
hour for starting
the horses drew
near; with one con-
sent the stores in
Broad and King
Strccts. were closed; in fact, it was no uncom-
mon .su:ht to see the most venerable and dis-
tlngl}lﬁll(‘(l dignitaries of the land, clergymen
and ]\l.(l}.’.'L"i, side by side on the course, taking a
deep interest in the animated scene around
them.”

While betting is not new in America, the
hook~mukgr was unknown until about thirty
years ago in the United States. His rise and

Operating the pari-mutuel machine.
c_md were regulated by the Government,

1910, “a law that makes a given act lawful
here and to-day, and criminal elsewhere and at
another time, will not help men to see clear and
think straight. Such.a law confuses ideas of
right and wrong and tends toward mental and
moral anarchy. It causes the average man to

inquire, as did the York County Grand Jury in
1000
e

"“Why is it any more wrong to place a bet in
a cigar store than on a race track? Is it be-
cause fashionable society are the offenders
oft-times there, or is it because the wealth re-
presented in these institutions has terror for
the law-makers?’”?

“When we learn of the dishonesty, the hard-
ship, that comes on many a home through the
folly of the father or mother, the disgrace which
follows many a young person’s get-rich-quick
efforts; when, worst of all, we awaken to the
tolerance of public opinion to institutions which
have S0 outraged public sentiment in other
countries that they have completely prohibited
them, we fear not only for the good name of
our fair country, but for the moral honesty,
without which no nation can maintain her
prosperity and her safety.”

The Outlaws Enter Canada

Cangda-l}as always rather prided herself
on mamt%}mmg a higher moral tone than some
of her neighbours, but while she was thanking
?he Lord that she was not as other nations, un-
Just, usurers, and gamblers, the enemy had
accomplls}\ed her downfall. In 1804 the States
of New York and Michigan enacted legislation
prthlntmg the business of race track gambling.
Driven out of these states, the neighbouring
country where no such law existed presented a
convenient and safe harbour for all pirate
gur?h.lers who chose to prey on her people,
and in 1895 the race tracks at Fort Erie and
Windsor were estab- (Continued on page 42.)
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These machines registered the bets
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“What a roiten
little hole this 1s,”’
said Tony savagely.
“The women are all
cats!”

“I suppose you
know that the—ah—
cats have hung
your scalp at her
belt,” returned. Mrs.
Shane, mockingly.
“Does she say ‘yes’
or‘no’?"

New Readers Begin Here

REAMY, and living much in the dreams she
fashioned from the old romances she read,
Hope Fielding lived in a world unreal, but

real to her.

To her father's lonely ranch in Alberta came
three strangers, talking of the railroad that was coming
through; one of these, Conroy Edgerton, who had a
daughter about Hope's age, sent her a box of chocolates.
When the railroad did come, Mr. Fielding, who was a path-
maker and nota money-maker, moved back farther north.

Hope was ambitious and needed money to pay her way
through the Normal School. She went to the city and
engaged as housemaid in a hotel where Evan Hardy—
one of the men—was boarding. Here Conroy Edgerton
came and she recognized him instantly. He was inter-
ested and they met a few times. j,im Sanderson—a
boarder—had been pursuing Hope for months and finding
her alone made himself so objectionable that she knocked
him down with the butt of a revolver. Then she left
the hotel and went home.

Hope taught school and found life flat and unprofitable;
she made friends with Mary Dark and Mrs. Patton, and
with Allen Kirby, who happened to be Edgerton’s chauffeur.
He took her motoring until Edgerton came—then Edgerton
took her. Edgerton offered to send her to college but Hope
refused. Ned Angell took her to the Tennis Club dance,
where she met Tony Yorke. She also saw Jim Sanderson,
lt:yt kept her self-possession and appeared not to recognize

im.

Hope and Mary Dark took rooms together, and pre-
sently Hope became engaged to Tony, but the engagement
was not announced. Mr. Edgerton’s daughter, Emily,
came to visit her father and after a dinner at Mrs. Shane’s
paid her duty call, meeting Tony again:

0000000 CHAPTER XI.
g o VIN fizz, quick, Tony,” said Mrs. Shane,
G O - 1. 1 1 :
o 0 yawning and stretching out a trim pair of
0L L] ankles. “She's a darling' child—but_ ten.
E, sl %‘,‘mi_nutes more and J'd have expired. :Dio
oogopg: Mo, to think that ten years ago I was just
Oy 9179 - like her!” P Py
aTatal @-E < *'The grace of God has stretched a long

© way in ten years,” said Tony cryptically,
going to the sideboard. ghe smiled vaguely, losing the
allusion. 1
sweet. The ten years seemed to melt into the dimple at
the corner of her red mouth; the curve of her cheek was

_pattéern of the wall-paper.
“Who's been doing what?"

When she smiled, Cora Shane was singularly -

By ISABEL PATERSON
[lustrated by MARY ESSEX

“I tell you I don’t know. Jim Sanderson
has some story; says he used to know her—"

-

flawless; even her bulk—she was a large woman—only
gave her an infantile softness. And her lovely, lucent,
sapphire eyes seemed to gather a tender light. One
forgot that she had an ugly nose and no waistline.

“Oh, yes,” she assented, musing. “Really, really, I
was the nicest child— By the way, any progress?”’

‘“Nothing new,” said 'I}:')ny. “Didn’t friend husband
report?”’

“Yes, but you saw Edgerton afterward. Pull hard,
Tony. It means Europe for me. I don't want to wait
three years, as I must if this falls through. Besides,
I'd like to see you win.”

“It’s good to have a friend,” said Tony, and, as she took
the foaming glass, kissed her wrist. It was only his way;
she knew it—but she liked it.

“How I'll hate to give you up, Tony,” she sighed.

“Well! Is Lent approaching?’’

“Oh, don’t be stupid. I was just thinking _ahead.
This will cut your rope; you'll go away too, or marry.
High time you did, and stop philandering. Seen Miss
Fielding lately?”

She prided herself on her bluntness. And she did not
miss the quick, calculating look he flashed at her.

““Oh, twice a day or so,” he assured her jestingly.
“Rather aproﬁos"des bottes, aren’t you? You do get the
weirdest hunches, Cora.”

“I thought you might have, with the Edgertons,”
pursued’I'VIrs. Shane coolly. “What do you make of that,
anyway?"’

‘Of what?"

She shrugged. ““Oh, you know what people are saying.
A man in his position, too! Men.are all fools.”

“Guilty in general,” said-Tony. He was gazing at a
“But do be more explicit, -

“Really, how should I know?  Eleanor Travers was
here yesterday, and was absolutely up a tree about the

invitations for their dince next week—you're going, of.

course. . Some has sdid something. Wanted to know
if she should aski Miss Fielding. She has to ask the
Edgertons, and ‘Mary Dark, and Lisbeth Patton. Either
way, she's afraid of committing a befise. I told her I'd

ask the devil if [ wanted. But I only shocked her.””  She

laughed.
“But what did she hear?"’ asked Tony gravely.

hand. You ask him.
Edgerton's car.”

“What a rotten little hole this is,” said Tony savagely,
because she did go out in Edgerton’s car. Had he not
seen her once? ‘‘She goes out with Miss Dark sometimes.
In the motor, I mean. And she’s known him for years.
There's a clever girl, that Miss Dark. I believe she could
almost swing this deal for us. The women here are all
cats—saving your presence, ma'am.”” He wanted to turn
it off lightly. And he wanted to hear more, if more there
were.

“Oh, well, I have nothing against her,’”’ conceded Mrs.
Shane handsomely. ‘‘She seems a queer little waif;
I've never heard her say a word but yes and no. Ned
Angell led us to expect an intellectual prodigy. And of
course you know the—ah——cats have hung your scalp
at her belt. Does she say yes or no?”’ 3

“Both, as you observed,” returned Tony promptly, his
surface unruffled. ‘“Damn the cats!” So he sold her,
with that kiss on Mrs. Shane'’s wrist ten minutes before.
“She is clever, really; sketches the quaintest things.”

“Why couldn’t she turn the trick for you,” asked Mrs.
Shane amiably, “if Mary Dark won’t? And then there’s
still another chance.”

“Show it to me,”” said Tony.

“1 said it was time you married. There’s Emily.
What more could you ask?" She studied him covertly.

“Cora, you will absolutely drive me to a blush,” said
Tony equably. He was inwardly conscious of a slight
exasperation, a feeling that Cora was capable of forgetting
good taste. . ‘I could ask no more, and should get a great
deal less. Why are you so set-on springing the fatal
trap on me? What have I done'te you.” . =~ - .

“Stolen my young heart,” said“Cora; "with a vingin
laugh. “Never mind;-at my age it isn't-serious. --But i
you had sat out thrée dances with me the first time I saw

And she goes out in

b ) “Jim?" said Tony, darkening. = ‘‘Did he tell
$  you so?”
R “No. I had it all second, third, fourth

e

" you, heaven knowﬁg’-” : e S

He reddened. . S | s .

;She said no more. But, after hé had gone, she was dis-
tinctly irritable, pondered over her dinner, and snubbed
her husband until he took himself off to the club. And her
own idle suggestion: took-root in her mind. Emily Edger-
ton—why not? Could he be such a fool as to be thinking
seriously of Hope Fielding? A little outsider! - That
was her grievance, crystallised. Those who credited the
report that she had a deeper right than mere friendship over
Tony forgot how exquisitely selfish  (Continued on page 36)



Girl Guides are
thoroughly trained for such hazards

Demonstrating a fire rescue.

Dooooo

L) BING SOLOMON’S assurance that
% 0O “thereis no new t}‘xing under t}le
O O sun” was given unique empha_sxs
[] 0 when a man, a young man, with
) A lL]E perceptions yet undulled, found a
5"‘] 0} parallel between the ‘“virtuous
:JDD: woman” of whom the wise king
10000 sang so beautifully and the ideals

of the Girl Guide movement.

Conversation has drifted from one thing to
another, as it so often does, one day at the tea
hour not long ago till, finally, a little group of
women settled into a serious talk upon the Guide
movement. The men of the party were for the
moment forgotten, and there was a little gasp of
astonishment when the young man referred
to, broke in on the discussion demanding to
know if it were really true that the Guides are
taught to be the good wives, mothers and.
housekeepers he had overheard one of the ladies
declare they were. “If they are it isn’t the
new-fangled nonsense of drill and all the rest
of it I thought it was and I shan’t try to stop my
sister joining it,” he said, handsomely.

Someone quoted for his benefit a sentence or
g0 from a pamphlet issued by Headquarters
Office, 22 College Street, Toronto, which
say$ that the aim of the movement is “to make
girls more capable in womanly arts—cooking,
washing, sick-nursing, the care and management
of children that they may he better mothers and
guides to the next generation, and, finally some-
one else produced the Ten Commandments of
the Guides, the first of which declares, “A
Guide’s honour is to be trusted.” He studied
the slip for a while and then looked up with
a whimsical smile.

“Sounds as if the system might produce a
sort of Solomon’s ‘virtuous woman,’ doesn’t
it? ‘Heart of her husband doth safely trust in
her’ kind of thing, you know.” )

Only one or two in the little party caught his
allusion, but one of those, when she went home,
looked up the last chapter of Proverbs, tl}at
wonderful Book which lies, in our English
Bible, between the Psalms of David and the
“Song of Songs”, and fascinatedly drew com-
purisdns between the “‘virtuous woman” as
Solomon pictured her there and the woman who
would naturally develop from the girl who has

p he Guide laws,
kq/)\t(t]]uidc, she found, promi's‘es “on her honour”
to be loyal to God and the King; to keep herself
pure in thought, word and deed; to perform,
when possible, every trust cmpmntted to !lel'
charge, and to be tender and kind to all living
creatures. ‘That is the way the Guide law fits
the eleventh verse of that won(.ierful chapter of
Proverbs, and you who may, with her, compare
King Solomon’s ideal and' the girl that the Guide
Jaw aims to produce will find, all along, the

g lose parallel.

SJ?‘lglfe looEeth well to the ways ot.' her housg-
hold and eateth not the bread of idleness,” is
the poetic phrasing of the .twcr_lty-'scventh verse,
and akin in spirit though differing in letter, is the
tenth law, “A Guide is thrifty.” And she
is taught to be so not only that she mny“have
wherewith to keep herself but t'},lat she “may
have to give to him that needeth.

“A Guide is a friend to all, no matter to what
gocial class they may belong.” This is the
fourth of the Guide conr'lmandmc'nts, anfl
in the “Handhook for Guides,” this law is
amplified by a remindcr_that a Guide must
never be a snob, for a snob is one who looks dow'n
upon another because she is poor, or _Wh‘? is
poor and resents another because she is rich.
A Guide is like Mr. Kipling’s Kim—‘Little
friend to all the world!”

Exquisitely did King Solomon touch on these
same essentials of gentle breed.mg—“She riseth
also while it is yet night and giveth meat to her
household and a portion to her maidens; she
stretcheth out her hand to the poor, yea, she
reacheth forth her hands to the needy and in her
tongue is the law of kindness.” :

Solomon even forged & weapon of defense
against those—and their name is Legion—
who contend that the Guide movement is un-
fe[f‘ulmar.lxg‘ quite sure that the w;iter of the Pro-
verbs never mentioned ‘Athlet‘lcs' when he was
speaking of a nice woman,’’ said one of the ob-
jectors the other day, when she happened to hear
that Biblical light was being thrown on her pet
avﬁrxleg,n 'perhaps he didn’!: use the word ‘athle-
tics,” but he does say oi_ his pgrfect woman that,
‘she girdeth her loins with strength and
strengtheneth her arms.” AndI have no doutl)t
at all that Solomon would say that a girl could
do both more effectually to-day by rambling
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THE NEW
PERFECT WOMANHOOD
DEVELOPMENT

How the Girl Guide Moverhent Promises a
New Race of Canadian Women

By G. C. MARY WHITE

through the woods, and learning the ways of
God’s beasts and birds, by swimming and by
doing the many other wholesome things re-
quired of a first-class Guide than by sitting
playing bridge in someone’s drawing-room,
from which the golden afternoon sunshine has
been shut by heavy window curtains.”

King Solomon who sang of the glories of spiri-
tual love in the days when “love’” meant little
beyond the passing passion for a pretty face,
more than once placed woman, like a jewel, in a
perfect setting in surroundings of the out-of-
doors. In his “Song of Songs” the beloved
is compared to the loveliness of the garden

wherein they linger, and so exquisite is she that -

he dreams of her birthplace as being beneath
the apple boughs. So when he speaks of the
‘virtuous woman whose price is far above
rubies,” it is not strange that he should sing
also of her as one who has bought a field which

i

these gil:ls are working, not in any haphazard,
amateurish way, but under experienced gar-
deners, so that their labour will not be merely a

_labour of love and patriotism, but labour which

will be crowned in harvest by the joy of bringing
in the sheaves.

INDEED, thoroughness, if it is'not one of the

Guide laws, is one of the universal practices.
This was illustrated a year ago at one of the
Guide fetes held at *“Casa Lonia,” the home of
the Chief Commissioner forthe Canadian Guides,
Lady Pellatt. "Twilight was falling; the aud-
ience which had covered the green lawns was
moving off, and various’ companies of the Guides
had broken formation and were surrounding
the heroines of the day, the members of the
particular company which had been enacting
a fairy play written by their captain. Into the
babel of laughter and praise the voice of an

Guides wearing badges of proficiency won by passing severe tesis.

The third from the left is

Silver Fish, having won -all honours attainable

she has “considered” and found desirable and
as “planting a vineyard with her hands.”

Again, the happy parallel. Last year, when
the first warning went out over the country,
sent by the wise men who foresaw the food
shortage of this year, little companies of Guides
heeded that warning wherever possible.  Young
girls, busy with their school, busy sometimes
lielping their families by wage-earning outside
the home as well as by helpfulness within it
could not hope, at the sudden call, to grow many
bushels of potatoes, many pecks of tomatoes,
many quarts of béans. But what they could
do they did and many dollars made from a
corner of the home garden or from plots of
vacant land given tiem by sympathisers with
their practical patriotism, came into the Guide
treasury for the wants of the soldiers overseas.

1IS year the Guides all over Cahada turned
themselves definitely to production and by
the end of May, Miss Mairs, General Secretary,
had received word at Headquarters that almost
every company and patrol throughout the
Dominion had land ypder cultivation. And

official from Headquarters broke with the word
that a brooch had been lost in the grounds.
Instantly the captain of the play-actresses
stood stiffy at the salute and all her youthful
company straightened up like soldiers on parade,
Then the captain’s clear young voice rang out,

“No. — company, organize a search party,
and don’t just look for the brooch, find it.”

Scarcely had the command been given and the
girls scattered to the search than the lieutenant
of a junior company came up.

“Captain ,” said she, “your girls are
tired with the play.” May the girls of No. —
search instead of them?”’

“Bravo, the Guides,” said the onlooker softly.
“Discipline and sisterliness all in one breath.”

As it was Solomon who said, “A merry heart
doeth good like a medicine,” it is not surprising
that he gave the impression of a happy woman
in his picture. He says in one place, “She shall
rejoice,” and in another ‘“Her children arise
and call her blessed; her husband, also, and he
praiseth her.” Solomon evidently did not
associate the perfect woman with a long face
nor with grumbling over difficulties. N either did

They know how to enjoy the woods.  The woodlands are an open book to them,.

Carrying a disabled comrade in a stretcher impro-
vised with a blanket and two broom handles

the founder of the Guides, Miss Agnes Baden-
Powell, sister of General Sir Robert Baden-
Powell, for the 8th Guide law is an orderto
“smile under all circumstances.”

Her religion is expected to play a very real
part in the Guide’s life and while captains ang
Guide mistresses are bound “on their honour
not to attempt to influence a girl to change t}}e
creed which she professes, they are equally in
honour bound to foster in her the true observ-
ance of her faith. Her badge, given to her at
her very solemn enrolment as a Guide, is called
her ““life”” and this may be taken from her for a
day, a week, a year even, or until such time as
she does works of sufficient merit to have it
restored to her again.

But most of the ethical training of the Guide
comes through practical means. *“Be prepared
is the Guide motto, and some years ago when
Miss Baden-Powell, who was one of those who
looked forward and saw that in the not-far-
distant future there would be need of women
carrying sound minds in sound bodies who wquld
regard .all work as sacred, she gathered little
groups of girls, and took them with her to the
open where the winds of God would blow from
them the taint of artificiality which had begun
to creep into even the child life of the world,
and there, under the guise of games, she nour-
ished love for life’s simple things and taught
them that laughter must spring from ‘“mirth
that has no bitter springs.” Gradually the
movement spread, crossing to Canada just at
the time when home training was at its lowest
ebb. It was not so much that girls were un-
skilled in domesticity—skill might come with
experience—but deep in their hearts they h*}d
begun to feel that there was degradation in
working inside the home, that social advance-
ment and a place in the public eye were the
highest good in life, the care of children irksome
and that “motherhood was naught.”

THEN the Guide movement wppeared, drawing

to it thinking women who had longed for some
attractive method of bringing Canadian girls
to see the true things with clear eyes. The
up1f9n:n itself was a lure and the semi-military
discipline of the Guides carried the suggestion
of romance. - Not realizing her transformation,
the girl slipped little by little from under the
shackles of a false environment and into the
light-hearted fredom of obedience, and finding
that the first fruits of Guide membership were
pleasant to the taste she was ready to reach
after the later-ripening growths. So one by one,
as she grew in womanly grace, she added the
badges of proficiency to her arm.—the jron which
proved she had passed the test as laundress;
the scissors which showed she had qualified as a
needlewoman, under competent examiners;
the two keys proclaiming her knowledge of
hquse.keepmg, the spur which showed she was
wise in tests of horsemanship; the green cross
of the child-nurse graduate; the white cross
that proved her skill in the sick room; the
gridiron of the past-mistress of kitchen
mysteries.

There are many Canadian Guides who have
won the all-found proficiency cords for passing
seven of the tests mentioned, but so far only
one who has attained the “silver fish” the sign
of one who has made her way successfully
against the stream of difficulties in life an
the highest honour a Guide can win. Her
badge went with her across the ocean a few
short weeks ago, when she left as a bride with
her soldier nusband, ready to turn her Guide
know!cdgg to whatever service the old land
Iay require of her, and had her fellows known
vhat beautiful -tributes to fully-equipped
womanhood were to be found in the writings of
the poet-monarch they might have transcribed
for her the 29th verse of that chapter which
we have been studying:- “Many daughters
hlal.\’r? done excellently, but thou excellest them
all.

All over Canada the leaven of the Guides is
working. There are now about 300 companies,
some of them in Nova Scotia by the sea, some
In remote corners of the prairie lands of Alberta
and Saskatchewan, some in the heart of Old
Ontario and Quebec, and some on the Pacific
slope. Wherever the movement has been
wisely begun, under good and devoted leader-
ship, there are to be found girls growing up to be
counterparts. of - the - “virtyous woman whose
price was far above rubies,” and in days to
come there Wwill be no need for written defence or
spoken apologia for the Canadian Girl Guides

for “their own works will praise them in the
gates.”
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To the woman who drives a car,
Goodyear Service makes its strong-
est appeal.

Men welcome this service. They
know it does for them many things
they would neglect—neglect be-
cause, though necessary, these
things are disagreeable and
DIRTY.

How much more is such service
appreciated by women who are
less equipped and less suitably
dressed than men to do the annoy-
ing and dusty, oily, small jobs
around the car.

Women appreciate the thriftiness
of this service that adds miles

to the life of tires.

00D

MADE“IN

They appreciate its cleanliness,
that takes off their hands the
handling of dusty tires and oily
engine parts.

They appreciate its courtesy, that
does without asking the unusual
things of service.

They appreciate its completeness,
that extends to unexpected service.

They appreciate its freedom from
obligation, for it is extended with
the sole purpose of building busi-
ness by making friends.

They appreciate its wide distribu-
tion, that enables them to get Good-
year Service at over one thousand

Service Stations
Canada.

throughout

At the top of this advertisement
is illustrated the Goodyear Service
Station Emblem. Next time you
see it, stop your car. Give the
Goodyear Service Station Dealer
an opportunity to apply his motto
of winning friends by giving ser-
vice.

It is easy for you thus to learn
the value of Goodyear Service,
first hand. You will appreciate
the standards we have set up for
our dealers. You will appreciate
their fore-sighted policy of giving
such service.

EAR
CANADA
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Ensure Perfection in All Your Baking

BY USING

RURNOIELOUR

w ITH delicious, even-textured BREAD:
crisp, flaky PASTRY and dainty,
white, close-grained CAKES: tempt
s5to and satisfy the appetites of your fam-

ily, while furnishing them with the nutri-

ment necessary to their health and strength.

Food economy demands that we concentrate

our purchases on food substances of known

high FOOD VALUE.

Every scrap, every particle of the baki

this carefully milled product of illitanitf::;n
cereal of Canada’s famous wheat fields k:on)Z
taix.ls its proportion of HIGH FOOD VALUE
which makes it the most economical foo&
substance and the logical substitute for the
expensive and less nutritious meats, eggs

vegetables of daily use in less
; N
: . strenuous

For Economical Food Preparation Secure
a copy of the Purity Flour Cook Book

The latest publication on the culinary art.

Handsomely bound in grey and gold

and containing reliable tested recipes for the preparation of all manner of disheg

for all meals and occasions. Written in the non-technical and

language of the home Kkitchen.

any address on receipt of 20 cents.

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS COMPANY, LIMITED, TORO

i

easily appreciated

Reviewed and approved b
SCIENCE DEPT. of the famous MACDONALD COLEEGE. atlng DOMESTIC

Mailed postpaid to

NTO and WINNIPEG
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a S the city clock struck the hour of five on

o O a late spring afternoon, Jerusha Abbott

6/m\o %

g o pushed back the Eapers on her desk,

I§ O rose, and opened the office window.

goooog The air' that was warm, yet cool,

BDDE played with her hair and soothed her

goooog  temples.  Idly she watched the traffic
below while her stenographer finished

and put away the day's work, and her secretary
arranged the work to be first attacked in the morning.

When the two had departed, together with the
draughtsmen and clerks from the outer office,
Jerusha came back to her desk. Outside, the spring
E:a]lcd to her. x l_nsxde, a mountain of work was call-
tng quite as insistently. The heating plant in the
new public library was not working satisfactorily
and demanded her immediate attention. The ex-
cavation for the Children’s Hospital was costing
double the amount she had anticipated. Finally,
but foremost in her thoughts, the City Fathers had
returned her dcsnlgn for the new gateway into the
Natural Park; had returned her dignified Ionic
design in gray granite, and asked for something to cost
less, preferably of cobblestones.

“Cob'hlestones!'.' she said aloud. I'll have to see Mas-
ters. I'll take this home and make a design in cobble-
stones to show him the difference.”

She took down the coat of her man-tailored suit, put
on her plain but expensive hat and gloves, and emerged
into the slanting yellow-gold of the sunlight. Just around
the corner her machine was drawn up at the curb—a long,
low, imported racing car with untold reserve power, that
was, someway, typical of its owner.

Asthe car wound its way among the congested five-o'clock
traffic, she was aware that hoth she and it were the cyno-
sure of many eyes; aware that townspeople, who had
strangers with them, pointed her out.

. ““That’s Jerry Abbott, our rising architect. She has the
cltr council eating out of her hand. They build what she
tells them, when she tells them, where she tells tliem, how

11—

she tells them. Don’t know how she does it, but she is.

force personified. Yes,
thousand dollars.”

To Jerusha, threading her way adroitly, the homage of
the multitude was merely a natural phase of her success;
merely the earned increment of years of almost dynamic
work and ambition.

As she passed the Polson building she was hailed by a
well-dressed man emerging from the doorway. She swung
her car to the curb, a little surprised.

“Good afternoon, Grant,” she said, opening the door
for him to enter.

“No thanks., I'n walk fpr the exercise. But I wanted to
ask you to drive with Richard III. and me on Saturday.
Can you get off? I've something I want particularly to
show you.”

“Saturday? Oh, no, I couldn’t. Not this week.”

“I thought you took Saturday afternoon off.”

“I do, officially. But I'm always too busy to plan
anything. I could go Sunday, I suppose.”

“Sunday, then. Only Saturday always seems more like
a holiday; more like truant pleasures.”

“Shan't we take the car? I haven’t been out to really
let it go this year.”

“No. We'll drive Richard III. A horse is the only
thing for this errand. At ten, then, Sunday morning.”

a great car. Cost her five

Pursuing, her way, Jerusha wondered much at the

strangeness of Grant Wetherel's request. He was the
only other architect in the young city of Waterford, and of
late Jerusha had felt a certain shyness about meeting him,

IN |
DREAMS |

By EVAH McKOWAN

Illustration by - i
CYRIL P. BRADY

b
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knowing, as she did, that she had encroached greatly into
what had. ance been his territory. She knew the feeling
was foolish, for he, man-like was always affable and easy
in her presence, but she simply could not help it.

And his errand—what could he want to show her?
Did he want to ask her advice about something? But no,
his pride would forbid that.

In her exquisitely furnished apartment, she ate a solitary
and expensive dinner, served by a solitary and expensive
French maid. And all through the meal and her mail and
evening paper, curiosity as to the purpose of Sunday’s
excursion persisted, to be finally crowded out by the matter
of the cobblestone gateway.

A brilliant sun shone in a sapphire sky when, on ‘Sunda
morning, Richard ITI. mounted the crest of the long hill
leading from Waterford, and, with neck arched as though
proud of his task, sped down the road, beating the turf
with flying feet.

The two, in the comfortable seat of the trap, settled in
deep contentment. The earthy smell of growing things
came from the greening fields, mixed at times with the
breath of the haws and briars in the fences.

“Penny for your thoughts,” she said at length.

He turned and looked at her, and she noticed how steel-
blue and straight were his eyes.

“I was wondering what the spring—all this riot of
colour and fragrance and song means to you.”

“The spring?” she repeated, putting up feminine
defences. ‘“‘For several years it has only meant more
buildings and harder work.”

HE took her cue. In the silence that followed, she
reflected how conversationally safe one always was

with Grant.

“I see you're resigning from the school board,” he
ventured at length.

“Yes. Why?"”

He only smiled, and she asked again.

‘“What do you read in that?”

“Oh, I imagine it must be a new school somewhere.
Probably the high school; it's the worst. Am I right?”

“Yes, they're going to put in a new collegiate. 1 have
more than I can do now, but I simply could not sit by and
see some firm who have always built cut-and*dried red
brick atrocities come in here and inflict that style on us.

He smiled again; ‘‘Yes, that would be terrible.”

She turned to him impulsively.

“Grant, don’t you get it—my dream? - A little city

SHADOWS [

nestling among its hills and built of the gray granite
quarried from them; shaded with its native trees

and paved with its own cement: with all public
buildings in harmony, both in design and material,
and no false notes anywhere. We've caught it
young; why may it not be one of the most beautiful
' cities in the country, or even in the world?"’

“Still,”” he answered, ‘“while false notes are not
desirable, a minor chord here and there but accen-
tuates the beauty of the harmony. And there is
such a thing as deadly monotony.”

““Nonsense,”” she said, crisply. “You have been
in old Quebec villages, or little towns in England and
Normandy. There was monotony, as you call it,
in those places. That is, they were all of one ma-
terial and practically one design. Yet the effect
was distinctive and restful. That is what I am
after, a town designed with distinction. We have
all the materials within our gates. 1 wonder you
didn’t get it going before I did.”

He shook his head.

“Not I. I'manindividualist. I don’ttry to iron
out an Alberta farmer to fit an apartment, or put a clergy-
man into a flippant summer cottage. For a lion, I would
design a jungle, not a cage. I'm not even ashamed of that
big pile I did for the Gregsons on the North Hill Road. It’s
fitting. They wanted something to shout, ‘ We have more
money than any one else.” It shouts all right, and every
one's expectations are fulfilled.”

JERUSHA reflected that all the people she knew who lived
in Grant’s houses were rapturous over the just-what-
we-wanted-ness of them. :

“1 call monotony the crowning sin,” he went on.
“Every time I drive by the cement village out south, that
you designed for Garford, I think of that. Everything is
orderly and convenient to the n'th degree. but all indi-
viduality is stamped out. The English couple, who love to
putter around a rose garden, live in a house of the same
size and design as the Dutch neighbour next door who has
ten children, each of whom has a different animal pet. I
keep saying Smith lives here, and Smith lives here, and
Smith lives here, all down the street The one is as
sensible as the other.”

Jerusha sat very still with her hands clasped tight.
Grant Wetherel was the first man in Waterford to criticise
her work directly to her. She flashed him a look from her
strong, deep, brown eyes.

“No,” he said, answering her thought, “I'm not jealous.
The only one I envy is the man who owns a beautiful
piece of God’s earth somewhere, who has his health
and the job he was made for, and a wife and children to
work for. He is the only successful man. City success,
so-called, does not appeal to me.” -

She was watching him intently.

“Do you know, you were really made for a poet,” she
told him.

“Even so,"” he answered, “I think my work can stand
all the poetry I can put into it. We don’t agree on that;
but I certainly did not bring you out to-day to quarrel
about it.”

“I know,"” she said.
to be satisfied?”’

For answer he turned in at a gateway with stone pillars,
on each side of which were regal Lombardy poplars, and
passing her the reins he opened the gate; then, as they
drove up the curved, grass-grown gravel drive, her eyes
grew wide with delight. The house of blue stone was
almost hidden by huge, old trees; the walks were
flaggings of the same stone (Continued on page 30)

”

“When is my devouring curiosity
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At fourteen I wrote “The History of Flossy

Brighteyes,”  the biography of a doll. I couldn’t
kill a doll, but I dragged her through every other
tribulation and then allowed her a happy old age
with a good litile girl who loved her for the dangers
she had passed through and overlooked her conse-
quent lack of beauty.

nulululals ;

£l L TTIAVE spoken of the time I realized
o . physical pain. My first realiza-
B 8 tion of the mental pain of sorrow
0 [0 came when I wasniné years old.

0 S I had two pet kittens, Catkin
BU0000  and Pussy-willow. Catkin was a
HE %" little too meek and pink-nosed to
0Odoog  suit me, but Pussy-willow was the

prettiest, ““cutest” little scrap of
gray-striped fur ever seen and I loved her pas-
sionately.

One morning I found her dying of poison. I
shall never forget my agony of grief as I watched
my little pet’s bright eyes glazing, and her tiny
paws growing stiff and cold. And I huvc'ncver
laughed with grown-up wisdom at my passionate
sorrow over the little death. It was too real, too
symbolical! It was the first time I realized death,
the first time, since I had become conscious of
loving, that anything I loved had left me for-
ever. At that moment the curse of the race
came upon me, “‘death entered into my world”
and I turned my back on the Eden of chl]dhood
where everything had seemed cvcr]astmg: I
was barred out of it forevermore by th.e fiery
sword of that keen and unforgettable pain. "

We were Presbyterians, and wcnt.cvcr,\" Sun-
day to the old Cavendish Preshyterian Church
on the bleak hill. It was never a !mn(l_sor:nc
church, inside or out, but it was l)cuntlﬁ(:'(l in its
worshippers’ eyes by years of memories and
sacred associations. Our pew was by a window
and we looked out over the slope of the long
western hill and the blue pond (lt.)wn to the curv-
ing rim of the sandhills and the fine sweep of the

s Gulf,

bh'll(:hcrc was.a big gallery at the back of t'he
church. I always hankered to sit there, prin-
cipally because I wasn't allowed to, no doubt,
another instance of forbidden fruit! Once a
year, on Sacrament Sunday, I was permitted to
go up there with the other girls, and I con-
sidered it a great treat. We could.look down
over the whole congregation, which always
flowered out that day in full bloom of new hats
and dresses. Sacrament Sul](la}y, 'tl'ucn, was to
us what Easter is to the dwellersin cities. Wc'all
had new hats or dresses, sometimes, oh, bliss,
we had both! And I very much fear that we
thought more about them than we did about the
service and what it commemorated. It was
rather a long service in thos«; days, and we
small fry used to get very tired and rather
inclined to envy certain irresponsible folk who
went out while the congregation sang ‘‘’Twas
on that night when doomed to know.” We
liked the Sunday School much better than the
church services. Some of my sweetest memories
are of the hours spent in that old church with
my little mates, with our testaments and lesson
sheets held in our cotton-gloved hands. Satur-
day night we had been made learn our catechism
and our Golden texts and our paraphrases. 1
always enjoyed reciting those paraphrases,
purti.cularly any that had dramatic lines. :

The London Spectator, in a very kind review
of “Anne of Green Gables” said that possibly
Anne’s precocity was slightly overdrawn in the
statement that a child of eleven could appre-
ciate the dramatic effect of the lines,

“Quick as the slaughtered squadrons fell

In Midian's evil day.”

But I was only nine when those lines thrilled
my very soul as I recited them in Sunday
School. All through the sermon following I
kept repeating them to myself. To this day
they give me a mysterious pleasure and a plea-
sure quite independent of their meaning.

So ran the current of my life in chxldho9d,
very quiet and simpl.e, you perceive. Nothing
at all exciting about it, nothing that savours of
a “career.” Some might think it dull. But
life never held for me a dull moment. I had,

The Story of My Career
By L. M. MONTGOMERY

Author of “Anne of Green Gables,” “Anne of the Island,” etc.

LHE ALPINE PATH

(Third Instalment)

in my vivid imagination, a passport to the
geography of Fairyland. In a twinkling I
could—and did—whisk myself into regions of
wonderful adventures, unhampered by any
restrictions of time or place.

Everything was invested with a kind of
fairy grace and charm, emanating from my own
fancy, the trees that whispered nightly around
the old house where I slept, the woodsy nooks
I explored, the homestead fields, each indivi-
dualized by some oddity of fence or shape, the
sea whose murmur was never out of my ears—
all were radiant with “the glory and the dream.”

I had always a deep love of nature. A little
fern growing in the woods, a shallow sheet of
June-bells under the firs, moonlight falling on
the ivory column of a tall birch, ‘an evening
star over the old tamarack on the dyke, shadow-
waves rolling over a field of ripe wheat—all gave
me ““thoughts that lay too deep for tears” and
feelings which I had then no vocabulary to
express.

It has always seemed to me, ever since early
childhood, that, amid all the commonplaces of
life, T was very near to a kingdom of ideal
beauty. Between it and me hung only a thin
veil. Tcould never draw it quite aside, but some-
times a wind fluttered it and I caught a glimpse
of the enchanting realm beyond—only a
glimpse—but those glimpses have always
made life worth while.

It goes without saying that T was passion-
ately fond of reading.” We did not have a great
many books in the house, but there were gener-
ally plenty of papers and a magazine or two.
Grandmother took Godey’s Lady’s Book. I
do not know if I would think much of that
magazine now, but then I thought it wonderful,
and its monthly advents were epochs to me.
The opening pages were full of fashion plates
and were a perpetual joy; I hung over them
with delight, and whiled away many an hour
choosing what frocks I would have if T could.
Those were the days of bangs, bristles, and
high-crowned hats, all of which T considered
extremely beautiful and meant to have as soon
as I was old enough. Beyond the fashion
pages came the literary pabulum, short stories
and serials, which I devoured ravenously, crying
my eyes out in delicious woe over the agonies of
the heroines who were all superlatively beautiful
and good. Every one in fiction was either black
or white in those days. There were no grays.
The villains and villainesses were all neatly
labelled and you were sure of your ground.
The old method had its merits. Nowadays it is
quite hard to tell which is the villain and which
the hero. But there was never any doubt in
Godey’s Lady’s Book. What books we had were
well and often read. 1 had my especial favour-
ites. There were two red-covered volumes of
“A History of the World,” with crudely-
coloured pictures, which were a never-failing
delight. I fear that, as history, they were
rather poor stuff, but as story books they were
very interesting. They began with Adam and

lve in Eden, went through “the glory that was
Greece and the grandeur that was Rome,”
down to Victoria’s reign.

HEN there was a missionary book dealing
with the Pacific Islands, in which I revelled
because it was full of pictures of cannibal chiefs

. a hymn, her last,

with the most extraordinary hair arrangements.
Hans Andersen’s Tales were a perennial joy. I
always loved fairy tales and delighted in ghost
stories. Indeed, to this day I like nothing
better than a well-told ghost story, warranted
to send a cold creep down your spine. Butit
must be a real ghost story, mark you. The
spook must not turn out a delusion and a snare.

DID not have access to many novels. Those

were the days when novels were frowned on as
reading for children., The only novels in the
house were Roh Roy, Pickwick Papers, and
Bulwer Lytton’s Zanoni; and I pored over them
until I knew whole chapters by heart.

Fortunately poetry did not share the ban of
novels. I could revel at will in Longfellow,
Tennyson, Whittier, Scott, Byron, Milton,
Burns. Poetry pored over in childhood becomes
part of one’s nature more thoroughly than that
which is first read in mature years can ever do.
Its music was woven into my growing soul and
has echoed through it, consciously and sub-
consciously, ever since; “the music of the im-
mortals, of those great, beautiful souls whose
passing tread has made of earth holy ground.”

But even poetry was barred on Sundays.
Then our faithful standbys were Pilgrims’
Progress and Talmage’s Sermons. Pilgrims’
Progress was read and re-read with never-failing
delight. T am proud of this; but I am not quite
so proud of the fact that I found just as much
delight in reading Talmage’s Sermons. That
was Talmage’s palmy day. All the travelling
colporteurs carried his books, and a new volume
of Talmage’s meant then to us pretty much what
a “best seller” does now. I cannot claim that
it was the religion that attracted me, though
at that age I liked the Talmage brand much;
it was the anecdotes and the vivid, dramatic
word-pictures. His sermons were as interesting
as fiction. T am sure T couldn’t read them with
any patience now; but I owe Talmage a very
real debt of thanks for pleasure given to a child
craving the vividness of life.

My favourite Sunday book, however, was a
thin little volume entitled “The Memoir of
Anzonetta Peters.” I shall never forget that
book. It belonged to a type now vanished from
the earth—fortunately—hut much in vogue
at that time. It was the biography of a child
\'rvho at five years became converted, grew very
ill soon afterward, lived a marvellously patient
and saintly life for several years, and died,
after great sufferings, at the age of ten.

.. I must have read that book a hundred times
if I did once, I don’t think it had a good effect
onme. Forone thingit discouraged me horribly.
{\nzonetta was so hopelessly perfect that T felt
it was no use to try to imitate her. Yet I did try.
¢ never seemed by any chance to use the
9rdmfu’y language of childhood at all. She
invariably responded to any remark, if it were
only “How are you to-day, Anzonetta?” by
quoting a verse of scripture or a hymn stanza,
Anzonetta was a perfect hymnal. She died to
faintly-whispered utterance
being
“Hark, they whisper, angels say,
Sister spirit, come away.”

: I dared not attempt to use verses and hymns
In current conversation. I had a wholesome

S|

My old home at Cavendish, Prince Edward Islond, taken from the Jront. In the grove to the
left was our playhouse with the wonderful door that we made ourselyves.

My “red letter day” came when I was ninctee?
and received my first cheque ﬂ[or a shqr! story..
did not squander that five dollars in riotous living
nor invest it in mecessary boois and gloves; M0
I bought five volumes of poetry with it. I wante
something I could keep Sorever in memery O
having “‘arrived.”

conviction that I should be laughed at, and
moreover, I doubted being understood. 'But
did my best; I wrote hymn after hymn in my
little diary, and patterned the style of my entries
after Anzonetta’s remarks. For example, I
remember writing gravely “I wish I were in
Heaven now, with Mother and George White-
field and Anzonetta B. Peters.” T

But I didn’t really wish it. I only thought
ought to. I was, in reality, very well cuu.tentecl
with my. own world, and my own little life ful
of cabbages and kings.

I HAVE written at length about the incidents
and environment of my childhood, because

' they had a marked influence on the development

of my literary gift. A different environme‘!:
would- have given it a different bias. Were i

- Mot for those Cavendish years, I do not think

““Anne of Green Gables” would ever have been
written. :

When T am asked “When did you hegin o
write?”” T say, “I wish I could remember.”
cannot remember the time when I was not writ-
ing, or when I did not mean to be an author-
To write has always been my central purpose
around which every effort and hope and ambi-
tion of my life has grouped itself. I was an
indefatigable little scribbler, and stacks of manu-
scripts, long ago reduced to ashes, alas, bore
testimony to the same. I wrote about all the
little incidents of my existence. I wrote des
criptions of my favourite haunts, biographies ©
my many cats, histories of visits, and schoo
affairs, and even critical reviews of the books I
had read.

One wonderful day, when I was nine years old,
I discovered that T could write poetry. 1 had
been reading Thompson’s ““Seasons,” of which &
little black, curly-covered atrociously printed
copy had fallen into my hands. So I composed &
. poem” called “Autumn” in blank verse in
imitation thereof, I wrote it, I remember, o
the back of one of the long red “letter bills
then used in the postal service, It was seldom
easy for me to get all the paper I wanted, and
those blessed old letter bills were positive boons:
(}randfather kept the post office, and three
times a week a discarded “letter bill”” came mY
grateful way. The Government was not S0
economical then ag now, at least in the matter
of letter bills; they were then half a yard long.

As for “Autumn,” I remember only the
opening lines:
“Now autumn comes, laden with peach and

pear;

The sportsman’s horn is heard throughout the

land, >
And the poor partridge, fluttering, falls dead.”

. True, peaches and pears were not abundant
in Prince Edward Islanq at any season, and
am sure nobody ever heard a *sportsman’s
horn” in that Province, though there really was
Some partridge shooting, But in those glorious
days my imagination refused to be hamperec
by facts,
so forth; therefore I must have them too. .
Father came to see me the very day I wroteit,
and I proudly read it to him. He remarked
unenthusiastically that “it didn’t sound much
like poetry.” This squelched me for a time;
but if the love of writing is bred in your bones,
you will be practically non-squelchable. Once
I had found out that T could write poetry 1
overflowed into verse qver everything.
wrote in rhyme after that, though, having con-
cluded that it wag because “ Autumn” did not
ihyme that Father thought it wasn’t poetry-
wrote yards of verses about flowers and months
and treesand stars anq sunsets. And I addressed
Lives” to my friends,
1? school chum of mine; Alma M—, had also
a knack of writing (Continued on page 32)

Thompson had sportsman’s horns and
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NATIONAL SERVICE

A Page for the Canadian

Woman Who Wants to

Help the Empire Win
The War

£ ]

Serve Your Country
Your Country

Serves You

OO0OOOOHAT are you doing to serve
O your country — you wo-

O man with the vote?
O Every male voter be-
8 lor;lgs to one party or the
other and he votes with his
%DDDDDE party. And every male voter
0O DI:[ O advises the woman with the
0000000 vofe to “KEFP OUT OF PARTY

POLITICS.”

Party politics is not National Politics.
Get into National Politics and strike at the
root of the corruption that hampers alike
both the Government and the Opposition.
Otherwise you are only lopping off the leaves
and the branches. The root of the evil is the
Patronage System. Do you know what the
Patronage System is? Read Professor

Wrong’s editorial in the July number.

Study politics. “Canadian Civics,” by
R. S. Jenkins, M.A,, is a good little book
with which to begin; it gives a good, ground
idea of National and Provincial Affairs;
40 cents, post paid, The Copp, Clark Co.,
Toronto, or from The Ontario Citizens’ As-
sociation, 205 Yonge Street, Toronto. Get
“The Federation of Canada,” by Professor
G. M. Wrong, Sir John Willison, Z. A.
Lash, K.C., and President Falconer, issued by
the University of Toronto, and published
by the Oxford University Press; price, 5o
cents. Read “The Dawn of a New Patriot-
ism,” by John D. Hunt, Clerk of the Execu-
tive Council of Alberta, and published by
The Macmillan Co., Toronto; price, $1.00.

Of the older books, Ruskin’s “Two
Paths,” price, 35 cents; Henry George’s
“Free Trade' and. Tariffs,” price, 40 cents;
and Carlyle’s “Heroes and Hero Worship,”
price, $1.50, may be had from, or ordered
through, all booksellers.

Read these books and judge for yourself.
Don’t take your politics from husband,
lover, son. Remember, men have not made
a success of governing the country. Man is
in party politics; woman must go into
National Politics.

The Canadian Problems Club, previously
known as the National Problems Club, is for
the purpose of studying National Problems,
and numbers both men and women. It has,
and is forming, branches all over the country.
If there is one near you, join at once. If
there is not one in your community, city, or
town, write to Professor R. M. Maclver,
Medical Building, University of Toronto,
Toronto. Professor MacIver will be glad
to give you all information, with directions
for joining or forming a club. The fees
are merely nominal.

Ten Seconds for Safety!

Ten seconds to avoid injury, perhaps
death! Stop making cripples—you can’t
make them whole again. The War is
making many cripples, but carelessness has
made, and is making, more.

The Workmen’s Compensation Board of
Ontario deals with accidents that cause a
loss in time of one week or more. In 1916
they dealt with 16,192 accidents, all of
which happened in 1016, and in addition to
this enormous number from 8oo to 1,000
cases were left to be adjusted in 1017.. A
total of about 17,000 for one year. Of
these, 256 died and 418 were permanently
disabled—nearly 1o per cent. And these
are the figures for one province only.

Accidents can be prevented. Ome fhink
before an accident is worth a million thinks
afterward. Don’t gamble with life and
limb. If you lose a hand or foot, you are
not worth so much to yourself or your
country as though you were whole.

17,000 drivers of motors and other vehicles
were watched at an important crossing. Of
these 3,300 ran at reckless speed, and 11,815
did not look in either direction to see if a
train were coming—they trusted to luck.

Teach children that “hooking” rides on
the back of rigs is dangerous: that walking
on the railroad track is against the law and
common-sense: that the roadway is not a
safe play-ground—horses have a right there,
children haven’t: to cross roads and streets
at the crossings—that’s why they are there:
to turn down boards that have nails pointing
up—it may prevent a case of lock-jaw: to look
before crossing a street-caror railroad track—
cars run on tracks and cannot dodge you.

Ten seconds for safely or a life-time for
regrel— VHICH?

The Empire’s Call to Service

To-day, with Conscription a living reality,
a vital necessity, the Empire calls to Cana-
dian women to stand, not back of our men
with comforts, sympathy, cheer, hope, but
shoulder to shoulder with the soldier in
the trenches.

Conscription is not of men alone, but of
service—service for the nation. The Em-
pire calls for food, woman must produce
that food; the country demands that busi-
ness go on, woman must do that work;
the army must have shells, woman must
make them; the nation calls for sacrifice and
woman must answer with service.

Conscription rounds up the shirkers from
among men, and Conscription must round
up slackers from among women. There
is work for every woman, every girl, to do.

Have You Bought

The Government gives every one—that
means you and me—a chance to “do our
bit,” and if we do not do “our bit” we are
quitters, and how shall we face “the boys”
when they come home? The Government
issues War Savings Certificates for $21.50,
$43.00, and $86.00 each; these mature in
three years at $25.00, $50.00, and $100.00;
that means that the Government pays in-
terest at the rate of 5 2-5 per cent. The
Post Office Savings Bank pays 3 per cent.;
banks pay 3 per cent. Make 2 2-5 cents on
every dollar by buying War Savings Certi-
ficates!

But listen! The country pays this inter-
est and “the country” means you and me.
You and I pay this interest every time we
buy a postage stamp, every time we pay a
War tax on anything, and we pay it with-
out getting anything for it, unless we buy

Don’t wait to be asked to do this or that;
the real live men and women are too busy
to go after you. It’s up to you to go after
the thing you can do well, and see to it that
you are a help and not a hindrance. Don’t
let self stand in your way, rise higher than
self or any selfish consideration.

Sink your petty jealousies, your likes and
your dislikes, your shrinkings and your in-
clinations; sink yourself in the Nation’s
Causel Don’t pass up your opportunity.
The call is Empire-wide; the need is world-
wide; to-day’s opportunity comes but once
in history.

Find out what you can do, and do it with
all your might, as you would do it if the
German were at the gate!

a War Bond Yet?

a War Savings Certificate ourselves! When
we buy these we get 2 2-5 cents on each
dollar, above the bank interest, and this
helps us pay the extra War taxes. At the
end of the first year you may have your
money back with interest, if you wish.
If you cannot save $21.50 yourself, form a
club and make that extra 2 2-5 cents.

The National Service Board are publish-
ing advertisements in newspapers and mag-
azines all through the country showing the
necessity of buying National War Savings
Certificates and Bonds. Read these care-
fully and understand for yourself the urgent
necessity of loaning your money to the
Government. Remember that the Govern-
ment pays a higher rate of interest than the
banks, and that your money is absolutely
safe.

Fire a Shot for Germany !

Waste a slice of bread and fire a shot for
Germany!

If every one of the 3,600,000 homes in
Canada wastes a slice of bread a day
weighing about 1 oz. and containipg almost
3 oz. of flour, we are throwing away
2,600,000 ozs. of flour every day. That
means that 162,500 lbs. of flour is wasted a
day, and at the present price of flour, we
throw away $12,002 in flour each day.

Counting 44 bushels of wheat to make a
barrel of ordinary flour we waste 3,654
bushels of wheat a day. That little slice
of bread we waste may be made up of a
crust we thought too hard to eat, of a piece
left in the bread box, of the crust cut off
of our morning’s toast, but no matter
how we waste it, it amounts to 3,654 bushels
of wheat a day!

Allowing 6 lbs. of flour to make ¢ Ibs. of
bread, this amount of flour would make
243,750 loaves of bread of 134 lbs. each!

Read England’s message to QCanada

through the Director-General of Food
Economy:

“Canada can help by avoiding waste
and decreasing home consumption. If
every one in Canada cuts down the daily
consumption of bread by one-quarter,
many thousands of tons would be added
yearly to the wheat available for export.
Those unable to join Canada's army,
whose deathless exploits in themselves
added a glorious chapter to the history of
the civilized world, can all do their bit by
increasing production, or decreasing con-
sumption.”

We can cut down our consumption of bread
by raising vegetables and using them instead.

But we can cut down our waste by saving
that crust of bread!

England is making the waste of any kind
of food a punishable offence. How many
Canadians would be out of jail if waste
were punishable here by imprisonment?

Would you?

equally important have been neglected.

your hearty co-operation.

- Life of the Nation.

The Object of This Page

THE tide of National Service is sweeping the Empire from the centre of its
throbbing heart in London to its farthest bounds in the islands of the sea;
and we, in this broad and wide, prosperous and resourceful Dominion are not
behind in our wish to accomplish, in our desire to “do our bit.” !
Woman is serving the Empire well—in recruiting, in caring for the soldier, in
giving of her best. Butin these great works, which are most imperative, others

The Government is now bringing these less imperative, but equally important,
subjects before our notice, and we shall, each month, give you practical information
on definite ways and means by which you may take your part in the public life of
the Nation and “do your bit ”’ in winning the War. : ; <o

The Government stands back of us with its accurate and reliable information,
its pamphlets, publications, statistics—free for the asking—and its demands for

“National Service for Women” will be incorporated in our new department,
“Public Life for Women,” which begins in the September number. This
change has been made advisable since the entrance of women into the Political

Address letters of enquiry to ‘“ The Editor of Public Life for Women, E;i:itm-
ial Annex EverRywomaN’s WoRLD, 367 Hamilton Trust Building, Toronto, Canada.”

Edited by

KATHLEEN
ELIZABETH
STEACY

3,000,000 Bushels of
Wheat Wasted!

30,00,000 bushels of perfectly good
Canadian wheat are wasted every year
because the housewife insists on buying
white bread.

Why? Because it looks nicer than the
brown; because she thinks that since it is
“refined” it must be better! 3,000,000
bushels of wheat wasted for looks!

3,000,000 bushels of wheat would be
saved if the millers stop turning out white
flour and, instead, roll out the whole wheat
in one uniform flour.

The coarser parts of the wheat berry—the
parts that contain the most nourishment
and are healthiest—are now used for animal
feed—given to the animal that the child 4
may go undernourished or hungry!

The millers will stop this wholesale waste
if the housewives ask and insist on having
whole wheat bread.

Whole wheat bread for health! Whole
wheat bread for wealth! Whole wheat
bread for economy! It rests with you.

Fire! Fire!l Water!

Sir Clifford Sifton, Chairman of the
Commission of Canservation, says, about
Canada and Fire:

““As a result of the Conservation Commis-
sion’s enquiry, we find that Canada has
the greatest fire loss per capita of any
country in the world from which statistics
are available. The per capita loss is con-
stantly increasing. Conditions are growing
not better, but worse. Fire losses in Canada
during the last fifty years have amounted to
$350,000,000. In the year 1014 the loss
had increased to $21,500,000. In other
words, while from 1890 to 1914 our popula-
tion increased about 67 per cent., our fire
loss increased 290 per cent. Fire losses and
fire protection combined cost Canada in
the year 1914, no less than $45,000,000
exclusive of losses by forest fires.”

At the lowest calculation 50 per cent. of
these fires was preventable. The most
prolific cause of fire is carelessness and bad
house-keeping.

Don’t drop matches on the floor and leave
them there; some one may step on them.
Don’t leave matches where a child will get
them; the child who plays with matches is
an innocent criminal or victim, depending
on whether you must turn in an alarm for
fire or send for the doctor—whether the
child eats the sulphur or ignites it.

Don’t look for a gas leak with a lighted
match, nor use gasolene where there is a
fire or light—one second! and it’s too late,
Don’t leave wood shavings and waste paper
near a fire; these are used to light a fire, not
left to start a fire. Pull the plug out of an
electric iron after using or you’d better turn
ina ficealarm. Don’t leave the lamp on the
table where the baby can pull it down;
if you must do that, send for the doctor first.

Water: 365 days in the year, and in
Ontario alone there were 367 persons
drowned during 1915. How many were
drowned in your city, town, or community?

Learn to swim, and have your children
taught to swim before venturing on deep
water, and don’t forget that two inches of
water can drown if it be in the right place.
Don’t rock the boat; a small boat on the
water is no place for play.

It is the mark of good citizenship to pre-
vent accidents. Canada needs you and
needs your children.

Fire: During the year 1916 the Fire
Rangers reported 1,455 fires, of which
343 covered over ten acres each.

The total area burned over was 005,828
acres and the quantity of timber destroyed
was 223,008,000 feet hoard measure, and of
smaller sized tcees 2,415,021 cords. These
totals do not include fires along the Hudson
Bay Railway line or fires in the most north-
ern parts of Manitoba, Saskatchewan, and

- Alberta, in regard to which reports were not

received.

Of these, 246 were caused by settlers and
410 by campers and travellers.

“Campers and travellers”’—that’s you
and I! A match or cigar stub thrown away
carelessly: a camp fire left to die itself,
and the result is the loss of many thousands
of dollars in trees that the country cannot
spare.

Who gains by this loss? No one.

Who loses by this carelessness? You
and I,
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Wool Sweater Coats combine
beauty of design with per-
fect comfort and fit. Pure
wool and fast dyes make for
lasting satisfaction.

The model illustrated above
is one of the many striking
Autumn models.
Ask Your Dealer for Monarch-Knit
THE
Monarch Knitting Co.
Head Office
Dunnville, Canada |

KEEPYOUR GOOD LOOKS |

For twenty-five years
we have successfully
treated facial blem.
ishes puch as Pimplos,
Blackheads, Rodness,
Wrinkles, Freckles, Tan
and non-infectious dis-
figurements. For $1,50"
we send a large bottle
of Princess Complex-
ion Purifier, and for 75
cents & package of
Complexion  Cream.
Consultation by call or
by letter, FREE,

Send
for Booklet “W”
Hiscott Institute
Limited
61 E. College Street, Toronto, Ontario

Face Neck or Arms

DELATONE is an old and well-known scientific pre-
paration, in powder form, for the quick, safe and
certain removal of hairy growth—mo matter how
thick or stubborn they may be. You make a paste
by mixing a little Delatone and water; then spread
on the hairy surface. After two or three minutes, rub
off the paste and the hair will be gone. When the skin
is washed, it will be !ougd to be l‘rnoo::lda:d hairless—
assmooth ag a baby's. Delat: s u y th d
every year, and is highly recommended by beauty
authorities and experts, :

Druggists sell Delatone; or an original

one-or:ce jar will be mailed to any address

upon .~ceipt of One Dollar by
THE SHEFFIELD PHARMACAL COMPANY

339 So. Wabash Ave.  Dept. CV Chicago, Illinois

EARLY AUTUMN BLOUSES

Ny
= 2l

-

1EMB U0 14810

No. 9988.—Ladies’ Blouse with
fronts crossed and extending into
belt. Sizes 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches

No. 9980.—Ladies’ Blouse with,
long shoulder, and with double
collar and chemisette, Sizes 36, 38,

40 and 42 inches bust measure. S o i i
Size 36 requires 13{ yards 40-inch _No. 9994, — Ladies’ _Blouse. 'Z)?/Sty;;-lgg s;gshchs;:gteigl l\';?tllllu’c/:
material with 3; yard 24-inch Sizes 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust ya‘;d 27-inch contrasting goods.
contrasting goods, and 3{ yard measure. Size 36 requires 214 yards This makes an extremely fancy
plaiting. The chemisette may be of 36 _inch material, with 34 yard 30- waist when figured and plain crepe
crepe or silk voile, matching or inch contrasting goods:~ Pattern, are used in the making; fashion
contrasting in colour with the 15 cents. gives the preference to long sleeves.
blouse. One-piece sleeves in either Pattern 15 cents. Embroidery de-
long or short length. Pattern 15c. sign No. 14810 is 10 cents.

0983
SHBNO 14465 o

No. 9983.—Ladies’ Slip-on Blouse
to be worn over or underneath the
skirt. Sizes 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches
bust measure. Size 36 requires 3 No. 9975.—Ladies’

No. 9999.—Ladies’ Blouse, made
with yoke, and to be slipped on

> 1 Blouse, 2
vards 36-inch material, with 33{ Sizes 36, 38, 40, and 42 inches bust over the head. Sizes 36, 38, 40, 42,

: - \ £ an i
Frone s back are’ perherst e meagure.  Size 46 requires 2 yards 36 reauires S5 yaran. Setnch
shoulder straps. Narrow plaiting ?,?g;‘“ggn:?:;&’;al' !;N idth }% vard 30- terial, with 3-8493.’1'(1 22-inch allover
is the very latest Jfrimming, and e e TR llaﬁe. 137(-18 yards 10-inch flouncing,
Patte&:'n = ff;reté:f:ttq = E‘inﬁ,o‘i'(‘fil‘g, ya:dSYQEnSCh%?IStfoﬁdgﬁt&%e anS?eev}g
design No. 14465, 15 cents. may be either full length or short.
= Pattern, 15 t ¥
n, cents,

SMARTLY TAILORED SKIRTS

‘ N
\ '
.
9984
) 0078
Gathered Skirt. - Cuitin shvos 54,50 . \
rt. Cutinsizes 24, 26, 0., 9978,—] ies’ -Pi
2{ :0 and 32 ilndlez wais& m:gsureh. 9978 lSkirt. Sizeg 24L%%1.e;8, l;gu;nft’ilegg
size requires 6 yards 44-inc! | nches wai 4 i
material with 114 yards 36-inch Hillres ;’?sty Efia;s%l:f" cthze ’:’:ﬂ;el-
contrasting goods. Though gath- No. 9976.—Ladies Two-Gored with 3¢ Vard 36.inch contrasting
ered all around, this skirt i3 made Skirt.  Sizes 24, 26, 28, 30 and goods.”* &5 th ] com"a%'&“‘
with panel effect, front and back, 32 inches waist measure, Size 24 panels fronta %n;;i it the &cEs,
having deep tucks on both sides: requires 23{ yards 54-inch material, Belh - Vot vandigepatay
slightly raised waistline, and mea. At lower edge, 2 5-8 vards, Pat- “‘itk;out Iy ICw Skirts now are made
e g o o . o e e, B, B o
tern 15 cents, lower edge ski s
Pattem,g1 ;lggl tms.easures 214 yards.
' \
\\ T W, G f
i T |
b 3
| ; M ‘ |
i 9989

No. 9989.—Ladies’ Four-Piece
Skirt. Sizes 24, 26, 28, 30 and 32

No. 9991, adies’ one-piece

inch i asure. Size 24 re- A P .

qx:xcir:ss waxs;ax:aes 44-inch material Skil\g?' 905 —Ladies' Two-Piece .(z; athered Skirt, ~ Sizeg 24, 26, 28,
With 360 vhrt - 36 Inch cohtiagting with barrel effect. Sizes 24 0 and 32 inches waist measure.
oods, ~ This style looks well with a 26,625 30 and 32-inches waist Any size requires 33{ yards 40-inch
tloced " shirtwates.. Brout and gaml ure. At lower edge, 2 yards. material; and skirt measures 214
back panels, gathered at the sides de:ign No 11548(1:??5' Embroidery- K:;dsstr:jt hl°Wel‘ edge. This skirt
and slightly raised waist-line. The : » 15 cents. made witt.:coWer edge, and can be
unique pockets give just the touch ; Or without the draped

that makes this skirt so fashionable. :lgﬁ?ﬁew}gd. accentuate the new
Pattern, 15 cents, — e at the Sb&‘:z;‘ng g:e Skil;t t‘“.“%}ver
ot . < R < Pattern 15 an at the hips.

wal;%;fie.";sn; r:nélisgex;gs tee':::tr;, fgx?s:acpﬁfd'Pa‘t/‘t,:renr:; ‘:f,‘i;“gg :{)r:;‘i’ngdeﬂ; plainly, give name and address m:mb e g
Department, EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD, 62 Temperanien R s rom dealers handling Home Pat'terns :lr“dangomze of l];aitem
s s m our Pattern
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FOR AFTERNOON AND MORNING

No. 9929.—Misses’ and
Small Women's Bolero
Dress; closing at back, long
or short sleeves, separate
bolero with deep, square
collar, Straight gathered
skirt measures 214 yards at
lower edge. s 14, 16,
18 and 20 y Size 16
requires 514 yards 36-inch
material with 3{ yard all-
over embroidery, 5§ yards
embroidery banding, 2}
yards embroidered edging,
15 yards lace edging and 614
vards ribbon. Pattern, 15
cents.

No. 9971.—Ladies’ Dress,
closing at back, long or
short sleeves. The two-
piece skirt is gathered to a
voke, in slightly raised
waistline, and measures
214 yards at the lower edge.
Sizes 36, 38, 40 and 42
inches bust measure. Size
36 requires 414 yards 40-
inch material, with 3{ yard
all-over embroidery, 24
yards insertion, 3% yards
edging and 314 yards velvet
ribbon., Pattern 15 cents.

992)
NG M 14290

No. 9921.—Misses’ and
Small Women's Dress, with
front rolled to form revers;
one-piece short sleeves with
flare cuffs, or plain full-
length sleeves, The three-
piece gathered skirt is 23{
yvards wide at lower edge,
belt is separate; dress is
finished with double collar.
Sizes 14, 16, 18 and 20
years. Size 16 requires 514
yards 36-inch material with
34 yard 36-inch contrasting
goods. Pattern 15 cents.
Embroidery design No.
14240, 10 cents.

No. 9997,—Ladies’ Dress
with separate waist closing
at left side. The gathered
skirt measures 24 vards at
lower edge, is in four sec-
tions held together with
French tacks and joined to
the underbody in slightly
raised waistline, This is
rather an ambitious design
for the home dressmaker,
but it fully repays the
trouble. A very stylish
dress. Pattern, 15 cents,

No. 9944.—Misses’ and
Small Women's One-Piece
Dress; double belt and side
pockets; one-piece sleeves
in full length or short. Sizes
14, 16, 18 and 20 years.
Sizes 16 requires 434 yards
44-inch material, with 114
yards 36-inch contrasting
goods. Buttoning all the
way down the front as it
does, makes it easily laun-
dered. The fashionable
side pockets give the neces-
sary finishing touch. Pat-
tern, 15 cents.

No. 9969.—~Ladies’ Dress
with two-piece gathered
gkirt, closing at left side.
Skirt is 214 yards wide at
lower edge. Sizes 36, 38,
40 and 42 inches bust
measure. Size 36 requires
4}4 yards 36-inch material,
with 14 yard 22-inch con-
trasting goods. This dress
makes up very nicely in
soft, heavy silks, or light-
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